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Dedication


For my wonderful partner Micah, who not only taught me to love others, but myself as well.
You are my everything, my heart, and my life. Every word I write is for you first and foremost.




Author's Note


This book features characters from the Crimson Tears series. It is a prequel to the first book, The Gift of Blood, and differs in nature to the main books of the series. It contains less dangers, little to no violence, and few themes heavier than soft sapphic pining.
That being said, Content warning: There is sapphic pining and it’s soft. (This is a joke. If you don’t like sapphic pining, buddy… I dunno what you expected. Maybe give it a try? Maybe you’ll like it this time.)
Moonlight Love and Witchcraft is set about four years before The Gift of Blood and is written in Canadian English.

This book uses queer in a reclaimed way, and gay in a general “I like people of the same gender” way. This draws on our personal experience of queerness and the queer community surrounding us.

Please respect the character’s genders and identities. These characters know exactly who they are. If they do transition throughout the story, that is planned, and we ask that you respect the character’s identity. (We had a whole talk about gender-bending trans characters. Please don’t do it.)
Additionally, Kay is asexual and will always be ace.
Logan is nonbinary, using she/they pronouns, but still wants to be referred to as Kay’s girlfriend. That does not make them any less nonbinary.
Nemo is bisexual. Her dating two sapphics does not make her any less bisexual and equally attracted to more than one gender.
(You’d think none of this would have to be said, but here we fucking are.)

For the purpose of convenience, people of various genders in this book will be referred to as how they identify and with the pronouns they use, even if the POV character is unaware of them. For people who use multiple sets of pronouns, those will be used in alternation depending on the user’s preference. 

Nemo sometimes talks in all caps. She’s excitable like that.

Witchcraft and magic in this book/universe stem from the imagination of the authors and are not meant to be representative of/commentary on real world practices of witchcraft or any religions.

Given the publication date, here are some special announcements:
These authors support trans rights as well as bodily autonomy. If you disagree with these stances, this book isn't for you, and the themes of love, acceptance, compassion and respect represented in our writing will most likely nauseate you. Please go read a different book.
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No Phones During Cuddles


Daylight tried and failed to bleed its way through the shutters darkening the small bedroom of the suburban bungalow. The lights were off, of course, so the faint glow at the edge of the windows was the only source of illumination. And there was no need for more, as this was Logan’s normal sleeping time. They sighed, warm and comfortable in their bed, with no regard for the time of day. Vampires and their sleep schedules rarely cared for such a thing. The walls were thick, the shutters dark. Even if a rare car should rush by, Logan wouldn’t have known it. Their pointy ears did not actually improve their hearing, not without active use of their condition.
That’s what it was, really. A condition. Just something you lived with. After forty years, Logan barely even cared about being a vampire anymore. What did concern her was the very thing that now tore her from her slumber.
Their phone buzzed. Logan sighed at the little sound. They could feel in their bones what this was about. With a reluctant grunt, they reached over and picked the phone up off the bedside table, lighting up the room. For a moment, the brightness blinded her, and she blinked at it with bleary, red-brown eyes until she could make out the screen through her pained squint.
A text from Valerie. Something came up at the studio. They’re trying to rent out the space we already paid for.
Jin’s reply was already there. For real? Wtf.
They’re trying to use us having one more person as a reason to increase the rent. And now they wanna just toss us out because we didn’t pay them enough in advance, I guess.
Logan clicked her tongue. She really hated not owning a space of their own to practice with their band. Neon Drip wasn’t a huge name, but they were decently popular, and yet still people always tried to fuck them over. I hate always having to pull vampire shit just to get a basic shred of decency. They didn’t usually mind using their vampiric gifts. The ability to change their body was super handy sometimes, like to have cool pointy ears. But music? That was something Logan wanted to do without supernatural shit. The point of making it big was as much the journey as it was the destination. Logan loved her music. She didn’t want to cheapen it by using fucking magic bullshit to get big in the industry. It would be nice if people stopped being fucking shitty, forcing her to take drastic measures over and over.
They rubbed their face and typed, Don’t worry about it for now. They missed the keys so many times that it took way longer than it should have.
Are you serious???? Valerie wrote back. I am about to burst a fucking blood vessel over here, and you wanna just wait and see what happens????
The mention of blood made Logan’s stomach clench a little. Her fangs ached and she licked them with a little grimace. She needed a refill soon. And she needed to bite. But right now, she needed to stop Valerie from doing something stupid.
She typed, I’ve got this. I’ll talk to them.
Valerie’s angry reply was, We’re not gonna stop this shit from happening by just talking every time!
Logan sighed. Valerie didn’t know about what she was. Val thought Logan just talked, rather than supernaturally compelled the studio’s owner to let them rent the space. It was the only kind of supernatural intervention she allowed. Logan really didn’t want Valerie involved in that, and they certainly didn’t want to tell her that they were a vampire.
A large, warm hand brushed up Logan’s arm and covered the phone screen. “No phones during cuddles,” her girlfriend’s deep, soothing voice murmured at her ear. She took the phone from Logan, who blushed and protested softly.
“Kay!” She tried to snatch it back, but Kay had already moved it out of reach. She was far larger and had longer arms. Logan still tried to lunge for it, only to be pushed away gently but unyieldingly by another thick arm packed with muscle as thick as their head. “This is important!”
Kay let out a deep grumble that bordered on a growl. In the light of the phone, the three clawmark scars pulling across her face glowed faintly. “No,” she said. Her voice remained level, as did her expression. Kay’s stoicism had been one of the things that had immediately attracted Logan to her. Other than her being six-four, towering above Logan’s five-foot-six, and built like a wall.
But even Kay’s casual, breathtaking beauty couldn’t stop Logan from worrying. “This is really important!”
Her girlfriend huffed and gave her a look out of beautiful, dark brown eyes the colour of varnished wood and gold. They could make them out even in the almost dark of the bedroom. Then Kay turned around to where the phone was comfortably out of Logan’s reach even as she looked at it. After a moment, she started typing.
Kay here, Logan read over her shoulder. Logan is busy right now. Leave the studio alone. I’ll deal with it myself. Val, this is not up for discussion.
Valerie’s reply came back quickly again. Why’d you single me out? It was followed by a little pout emoji.
Kay hummed. You know why. She locked the phone and leaned over to put it on her side of the bed. Her huge bulk shifted the mattress, creating a dip that Logan slid down into a bit as Kay made space, which left them resting against their girlfriend’s broad back with a blush.
Logan still tried to get the phone. “Let me just talk to her again,” she said.
“Nope. Cuddles,” Kay said as she turned back around. She effortlessly pushed Logan down to the mattress and captured her wrists in one hand. Logan blushed hard as Kay pulled their hands to her chest and then hugged them tight with her free arm.
She still wriggled, but there was no breaking free. Even if Kay wasn’t a werewolf who could casually bench ten of her, she’d be too strong for her. “But Kay…!”
“Mm-mm,” Kay hummed and gave Logan another look out of sleepily lidded eyes that threatened to send a red flush to their face.
Logan huffed. They looked away, heat pooling at their cheeks. “… You win this time.”
“I win every time,” Kay said. She released Logan’s wrist to take their chin and lift it until they made eye contact again. “Now… Stop thinking about it.”
Logan wasn’t thinking about it anymore. Her hands had instinctively gripped on to Kay’s forearm as she’d taken her chin with that perfect mixture between gentleness and firmness that made their knees weak all the time. Their fingers brushed up Kay’s thick forearm, over the clearly defined muscles that bulged beneath dark bronze skin marked by scars big and small. The heat at Logan’s cheeks turned into a raging fire. A tiny whimper escaped their lips against their will and they nodded, averting their eyes again. She had to, or else her heart might just have stopped at the intensity of Kay’s eyes, full of love.
“Good girl,” Kay hummed with a faint note of contentment to her deep voice, and pushed Logan fully over the edge.
They whined fully now and buried their face at the crook of Kay’s neck, blush and gay panic in full effect. She heard Kay’s gentle chuckle, felt her girlfriend’s strong, gentle fingers brush through her short, russet hair, and nuzzled into her as she dealt with the fact that this gorgeous woman was hers and hers alone.
Truly, even if she felt embarrassed and like she wanted to melt into Kay’s warmth and disappear, Logan’s life couldn’t be better.
***Warmth was something their bedroom never lacked. Kay’s body temperature was quite a bit higher than that of a normal human. Right from the start, cuddling with her had been amazing.
Logan and Kay were practically made for each other. Their mornings were slow. When the moment rolled around that Kay decided they had to get up, Logan felt their big girlfriend shift. They grumbled softly and gripped on to her white undershirt a little more. “Five more minutes…” they muttered.
Kay grumbled something. The fabric of her pyjama pants was soft on Logan’s legs as they clung on to the werewolf. Kay held on too, unmoving save for the gentle brush of her fingers over the large scar going down Logan’s chest. She rarely hid it, but only Kay was allowed to gently trace this sign of her mortal past. It was a piece of history remaining on their skin, one of the first successful heart surgeries ever. Thanks to it, Logan’s heart could now beat fast and soar whenever she was with her girlfriend, so they didn’t mind it being visible.
But then, eventually, Kay’s fingers left her skin and she pulled away. Logan watched her leave and sit at the edge of their bed, where Kay interlocked her fingers and stretched, which cracked her knuckles loudly and made her shoulders and back ripple with muscle. Logan hugged the bunched-up blanket, burying half their blushing face in it, and missed the warmth of their girlfriend at their side.
When Kay rose to her full height and brushed her wild, black hair back so it fell down over her shoulders, she gave Logan a look from tired, brown eyes. There were no words needed between them. Logan could clearly make out the love in that look. She read it in the even line of Kay’s mouth, framed by full lips, with one scar pulling over them. They saw it in that even, stoic expression that had been so enticing and alluring from the very first day with how enigmatic and yet powerfully unshakable it seemed.
Kay let out a deep hum and left the bedroom to enter the rest of their quiet bungalow, beautiful and huge in the faint glow that bled through the shutters. Logan grumbled, nuzzled more into the blanket, then tossed it away to reach over the bed and get her phone.
It was gone.
She groaned loudly. “Kay…?” Her voice was tired and sleepy. There was no answer. No getting through to Kay in the morning before she’d had her food. Logan had a similar issue. They needed to drink something. Tea. Water. Blood. Anything at all, or else there was just no way she’d be functional.
They matched each other so well.
With a loud grumble, Logan finally rolled out of bed as well and padded after Kay with bare feet on smooth wood and then soft carpet. The warm blanket remained wrapped around her shoulders as they went to the kitchen down the hall, past the dresser that had pictures of Kay’s family on it. Most of them were pretty recent. Some with her mom, who was holding her big daughter’s arm with such a loving look. Others with Kay’s huge and flirtatious sister Vivian with her arms around the shoulders of their smaller siblings, Fang and Kris. They looked a little embarrassed to have been dragged in front of a camera, whereas Vivian was smiling brightly, showing off sharp wolf fangs. Logan always thought it was funny just how small Kris and Fang looked next to her. Both of them were six feet tall. Vivian was that and half a foot on top.
Logan hummed as they walked past the dresser, and yawned. They licked their fangs, wondering just what it was they were forgetting about. Something about Kay’s family… Well, sure it’s not important. “Kay…” Logan grumbled stepping into the kitchen. They’d lost the blanket at some point along the way. Coffee was brewing already. Kay was leaning with her back to the kitchen counter, eyes half lidded. Her arms were crossed, showing off her muscular forearms and the scars on them, and she held Logan’s phone. She looked over, muscles framed by the sunset light from the window.
“Phone,” Logan grumbled. They reached out a hand.
Kay looked at them. “Come take it.”
Logan sighed deeply. She padded over to Kay and let her forehead fall against her shoulder. “Too tired.” Their voice was still rough and crackly from having just gotten up.
“Mm.” Kay put the phone behind her on the counter and wrapped her thick arm around Logan. “Coffee’s gonna be done soon.”
“Good.”
“Not sure you should have any, though,” Kay mumbled, which made three more sentences than she’d usually say before breakfast. “The rings under your eyes are getting darker.”
“Four whole sentences,” Logan grumbled. “Don’t strain yourself.”
Kay let out the faintest little hum. Somehow, Logan ended up with their head tucked under their girlfriend’s chin. They didn’t complain. They spent the morning (or evening, in their case) in comfortable silence until they had some coffee in them and had eaten some food.
There was a lot of it. Kay was always pretty hungry. At least she finally gave Logan her phone back as she was having her third plate. Logan turned it back on, saw the missed messages, and frowned.
“Ah. Shit.” Kay gave her a quiet look. Logan of course recognized it as a clear question. “I forgot I gotta pick Meg up from the airport,” she grumbled with a guilty feeling worming into her gut.
“We,” Kay corrected. “We forgot. Come on. Let’s grab some food for the road.” She quickly grabbed some bread, cheese, some meat, some fruit…
Logan shook their head. “I’m fine, thanks. I’ll drive, you eat,” they added while clearing the leftovers and dishes away.
“Thanks, babe.” Kay gave her a kiss on the head in passing, and Logan had to fight down the powerful flush making its way to her cheeks. She was still flustered by the time she had cleaned away the dishes, pulled on some nice pants, a tank top and a large, red flannel shirt. Kay was just… unfair. How could one person be so unbelievably hot? It just wasn’t possible!
It should have been equally impossible for Kay to finish the food she’d packed for the road by the time Logan followed her, and yet she had done just that. “I guess I don’t need to drive you anymore,” Logan hummed.
“No, but the thought is appreciated,” Kay said and went to put on her shoes. She called back, “You can still drive, though!”
Logan frowned as she passed the dresser again. Their eyes fell on the picture of Carver, Kay’s surrogate dad. He was with Kathleen, leader of the Warm Embrace, Kay’s pack. The pack leader had a twinkle in her red-brown eyes, her arm interlocked with that of a slightly taller woman in a green dress. Carver was on her other side, holding her hand, looking a little sheepish. He was usually far more intimidating, tall at six-three, bound with muscle, and a dark or melancholic expression constantly on his face. But in this picture, he was smiling. His black beard was trimmed, his grey eyes sparkled happily. Rings glinted on his and the taller woman’s clasped hands.
Logan sighed and looked at Kay in the entrance hallway, who was pulling on her boots with the remaining bread held in her mouth. “Hey, did the old man check in?” they asked. Kay hesitated, sitting on the little bench that somehow held her weight. She shook her head quietly. Logan could tell she was worried.
“What about your mom?” Logan moved closer to their girlfriend. “She didn’t hear from him either?”
Kay shook her head again. “Not really,” she said softly. “I thought he was getting better. But something… changed.” She looked down, jaw gently clenched, nearly severing the piece of bread between her teeth. It was one of the few times Kay’s emotions really broke through.
Logan cupped Kay’s cheeks and lifted her head. “How about we go see him after we pick up the nerd?” Their thumbs brushed gently over Kay’s dark bronze skin. “We can take him out to the bar, make sure he’s not alone. You could go on a run with him…”
“And leave the bar to you?” Kay asked, taking the piece of bread from her lips. She chewed the remaining part and swallowed with a soft chuckle. “You sure you can handle that?”
“Psh, it’ll be fiiine,” Logan said with a shrug. “I’m great at drinking. I’m sure serving drinks isn’t that much different. Besides, I’ve done it before.”
“Yeah, remember how that went?”
Heat pooled at Logan’s cheeks. “I practised after!”
“Could have practised before,” Kay hummed and reached up with her free hand. She gently gripped Logan’s sharp, angular jaw and pulled them in for a kiss. Their protest was muffled against the warmth of her lips, leaving them to just huff gently through their nose. They tilted their head, hugging Kay.
A deep blush rose onto Logan’s cheeks as they held on to Kay. She had put on some nice, black pants and a dark shirt. It stretched over her bulging muscles, and Logan could feel everything under that thin, soft fabric. She pulled back with a flustered huff. “Y-You’re evil…” they muttered.
“You’ve never complained before,” Kay hummed. Then she tilted her head gently. “Is that one of my shirts…?” She looked Logan up and down.
Logan’s cheeks flushed even deeper red. “You weren’t using it!”
“I was searching for it,” Kay teased with a faint smirk.
“Well… It’s mine now,” Logan grumbled and leaned into their girlfriend a bit more. “Come and take it.”
“No, you look cute in it,” Kay said and kissed Logan’s head, thus subjecting them to a more furious blush. The werewolf chuckled very gently as Logan grumbled. “Yeah, I think I’ll be driving after all,” she said and nuzzled them close into her warmth and the strength of her arms.
Logan eventually managed to stop gay panicking long enough to pull on her own shoes, and let Kay pull her outside and over to her truck, a black monster of a vehicle. It was just about the only vehicle Logan had ever seen that could house their girlfriend properly. They slipped through the door onto the passenger seat and kicked their feet up on the dashboard. It was easy enough, given all the space.
Kay entered the vehicle, looked at Logan’s legs, crossed at the ankles, and tapped them gently. “Hey. No feet on the dashboard. You know the rules.”
Logan hummed, eager to get back at Kay for getting them flustered. “We have rules now?” they asked teasingly. Of course there were rules. Testing their limits was fun.
“Yeah. Same as at the bar.” Kay gave her a look with that even, stoic expression of hers.
“And what if I don’t remember them?” Logan smirked.
Kay let out a deep growl. A sound that emanated from the depths of her broad chest, packed with muscles that created a thin, defined line that went down her chest, almost like the scar on Logan’s. She leaned in, took Logan’s jaw and pulled them in to meet her gaze. Logan’s eyes were drawn from Kay’s chest to her lips with a soft shudder as she spoke. “You know what happens if you don’t.” Her voice was deep, resonant and still soothing even in the playfully stern tone it had now. 
Logan swallowed hard, watching those full lips move, form words that burrowed into her very soul and made her feel things. Slowly, she pulled her gaze away from Kay’s mouth and to her eyes. They were dark, like varnished oak, framed by her bronze skin. “How is that a threat?” they muttered but pulled their feet off the dashboard. She couldn’t help it. There was just no resisting Kay when she really wanted something, and the feeling of her fingers digging gently into the corner of their jaw made them weak.
“Who says it’s a threat?” Kay released Logan, gave her a pat on the cheek and then pulled away. The loss of her warmth, her touch, and her scent was jarring when they had just been so close to each other.
Logan grumbled softly. “Kay!” she complained. “You can’t just do that!”
Her girlfriend just chuckled. “Well, follow the rules next time. Now put your seatbelt on. We’re already late.”
“Yeah, yeah…” Logan sighed as Kay started the car. She pulled out her phone and started texting her band, trying to at least smooth some tempers a little. Kay would deal with their studio situation, but that wouldn’t stop the others from being upset.
Luckily, Logan had a plan for that.
***They arrived at the airport just barely on time. At this point, Logan was clinging on to their seatbelt. “Did you have to rush like that?” they asked as they slipped off their seat and closed the truck’s door behind them.
“Yes.” Kay locked the vehicle and put the keys in her pocket. The brisk autumn air didn’t seem to bother her, even with the sleeves of her thin shirt rolled up. Werewolves and their high body temperatures. “I didn’t want Meg’s first experience back home being her friends forgetting her.” 
“Aw.” Logan smiled fondly at Kay. “That’s soft.” They stepped close and gripped her arm, holding on lovingly.
Kay shrugged her huge shoulders. “She’s our friend. And she’s been through enough. Speaking of, how are we going to find her? She’s not exactly very conspicuous most of the time.” The sun had fully set a while ago, but the airport was still well-illuminated. No sign of their friend in the immediate vicinity.
Logan hummed and frowned, enhancing her hearing and listening for any gentle whisper from an invisible vampire that might be there. They were at the right spot, near the plant pot Meg had sent a picture of. But no whispers, no gentle tap on her shoulder, and no soft breeze alerted Logan to anybody’s presence. Instead, it was footsteps, a nudge from Kay, and a voice.
“Uh, hey. Long time.” It was low, a little raspy. Dry. Exactly like Meg had sounded when they’d last spoken, though with less of a growl.
Logan turned around to face her, surprised to hear her old friend so clearly, and came face to face with a Blood who was nothing like she had expected. Meg looked very different. She was shorter, five-three, maybe, and with that three inches below Logan’s height. She almost looked cute, standing there, rubbing the back of her neck before brushing her short, white-blond hair back. Her skin was an almost milky white, her eyes pink… She looked like she did in the old pictures Logan had of her.
She immediately threw her arms around Meg’s neck. “Meg!” Logan called out happily. “You’re back! And you look so cute!”
Her friend sputtered. “C-Cute??” But she did hug back. She hugged back tight, with her cheeks turning a rosy colour.
“Yeah!” Logan leaned back with a big grin firmly in place on their lips. They looked Meg over again. “Fuck, you look amazing! I’m so happy for you!” She had even put on a stylish white dress shirt and some nice pants and good shoes. She looked vibrant, especially compared to before.
A little smile made its way onto Meg’s lips. “Yeah? That’s good.” She sounded adorable with her gentle little whisper, too. Then she looked at Kay, and Logan released her.
They watched Kay step close to Meg, stoic as ever, but ever so gently softer than before. The big werewolf just picked Meg up and pulled her into a tight hug. “Glad to have you back, kid,” she said.
Meg’s blush was even brighter red now. “Kay!” she grumbled. “I’m twenty-three!”
“Until I’m no longer twice as old as you, you’re gonna be a kid to me.” She said it with a loving chuckle. Meg protested, but Kay squeezed her happily, and Logan knew firsthand how impossibly warm and comfortable those hugs were. After a moment, Meg finally relaxed and just went limp in Kay’s arms, hugging her back.
“Thanks for coming to get me, guys,” she eventually mumbled and nuzzled more into Kay with a happy little purr, like that of a cat, but with a little more of a click to it.
Logan couldn’t suppress a purr of her own. She cast a look around just to be extra sure nobody was going to come close enough to hear, but there was no one around to ruin the moment. Seeing Meg like this after all she had gone through… That felt good. She wasn’t naive enough to think all of her friend’s problems were solved, but they were happy for now.
“Damn,” Kay muttered jokingly, “I’ve got two cats here with me.”
Logan hummed. “Well, Meg does look a bit like a kitten,” she said, watching Meg’s gently flushed face and happy expression as she hung in Kay’s arms. But the comment immediately got them a glare that made them giggle.
“Shut it,” the kitten grumbled. “You’re the kitten.”
“Sure. Kay’s the puppy.” Logan smiled.
Kay hummed and gave her a look. “You better watch out, Logan,” she said in her deep, soothing voice. “You might end up with a bite.” Logan just winked and then stepped away when Meg playfully swiped at her.
Kay laughed in that gentle way of hers. She set the little Blood down, towering over a foot above her, and ruffled her hair. “Where’s your luggage?”
“Oh, no luggage. I travelled light,” Meg said. Was she leaning into the touch a little? Oh, she was, definitely. Logan smirked even wider.
“I could tell,” Kay joked. “You’re not heavy.”
The Blood rolled her eyes. “You’re just strong,” she grumbled softly. “Thanks for picking me up.”
“I can do it again.”
“No, I meant…” Meg narrowed her eyes at Kay’s even expression. “Ass.” She punched her arm playfully.
Kay shrugged with a gentle smile tugging at her lips. “You make it too easy.”
Logan chuckled softly to herself and went to hug Meg again, but before they could, their phone chimed gently. They checked it quickly before looking at Kay. “Hey, we’re all good for the gig, right?”
“Sure thing.”
“Gig?” Meg asked and looked between the two. “You guys are prepping for a concert? Shit, sorry, I shouldn’t have bothered you today of all days…”
Kay shook her head. “Nope,” she said and put her hand on Meg’s shoulder to pull her close. “Today, you’re gonna see the bar for the first time, and you’re gonna get a concert.”
“Yup! It’s about time you came to one of my gigs.” Logan smirked and took Meg’s hand.
“You sure? You look so tired, like you’re about to fall over,” Meg said.
Logan gasped, and Kay let out a little chuckle. “I’m perfectly fine, thank you!” they said and grinned as they pulled Meg along. “I’m gonna rock your socks off tonight! Just you wait!” They had already been hyped about the idea of doing an impromptu practice concert when Kay had first suggested it. The others seemed to be excited for it too, and they were already pretty fucking good, so it was going to be fun regardless. But knowing there was an old friend in the audience, one Logan hadn’t seen for almost a year, and one they cared so deeply for, made the thought that much sweeter.
Tonight, she would show Meg how fun a night at the bar could be.
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Dripping with Nemo


Nemo didn’t really like going out at night.
Well, that wasn’t true at all. She loved going out when it was dark. It made magic sparkle even brighter. She just didn’t really like going outside when she could instead snuggle up under her blanket while a cauldron bubbled menacingly and mystifyingly in the kitchen, spilling green smoke everywhere.
Green smoke was hard. Like, super hard. Most ingredients that made that colour reacted badly with the rest of the potions. Still, Nemo wasn’t gonna let an aesthetic go to waste. And yet instead of grinding up berries and twigs and stone in a mortar and pestle, she was out here in the kinda brisk night. And she had run all out of safe fire magic.
“Come on, don’t drag your heels!” Camellia (pronounced Camilla, their family had a thing for extra letters) said with a little smile as she took Nemo’s hand. Nemo’s were always warm, while her sisters were always pleasantly cool. “You’re gonna love this! Logan says it’s a whole queer bar!”
“I mean, that does sound awesome,” Nemo hummed. “But why’s it gotta be so far away?”
“Well, it’s in this old and creepy part of town.”
“Ooh, sounds spooky! I wanna live there!”
“We could just move there? Well, once we have some money.”
“Oh, right! Money!” Nemo, whose full name was Niaomi Bishop, (which was a definitely real name, by the way,) rubbed her hands together in anticipation, the left clothed in a purple, fingerless glove. “We can just rob a bank!”
“Yeah! Also, you’re still holding my hand.” Camellia smiled.
“We’re rubbing our hands villainously!” Nemo announced. “You’re helping!”
Mila chuckled and adjusted the string of her guitar case over her shoulder. “Sure thing.” She looked really nice today. She had redone her parted pink and light blue hair so it practically glowed down to where it faded into brown at her jaw and fell onto her shoulders. She also wore neon pink and blue eyeshadow that made her lavender eyes pop.
By contrast, Nemo looked almost plain with her pure magenta hair, shoulder-long, and her lavender eyeshadow that matched her eyes. She didn’t mind, though. This was her sister’s night, and she was happy to do anything at all to make her stand out. She had even helped Camellia to use a glamour on her freckles, so they too would glow pretty and neon pink and blue in the dark.
Nemo giggled. “You look awesome,” she said with her light, happy voice.
“Yeah?” Mila smiled and pushed her hair back a little, running a hand through it.
“Yeah! You look like a walking pride flag! It’s great!”
“I know, right?” Camellia giggled and leaned into Nemo. They were about the same height, as they always had been, and their shoulders bumping together gently was a comfortable and familiar sensation.
Nemo hummed and looked at the black leather jacket Camellia was wearing over her dark shirt. It had the band’s Logo on the back. Neon Drip, written in neon red, pink, purple and blue, with the letters dripping a little. A number of white fangs crested the top of them. It looked really rad, and Nemo really wanted one of her own, even though her own style was generally a little more goth.
She still asked, “So, when are you gonna steal me one of those jackets?”
“I’m gonna ask Logan for another one, for you,” Camellia said.
“That works too!”
Their steps echoed around the gently winding stone street. Wolfshire, the district the bar was in, was built in a strange style. All confused and narrow, like a forest. Nemo liked it.
Mila gave her a look. “You’re not cold, are you?” she asked now.
“I’m cool, but that’s about it,” Nemo joked. The wind was maybe a tiiiny bit brisk, and Nemo was only wearing a purple lace tank top and her best half black, half black and white checkered pants, but it wasn’t too bad. She’d just steal Camellia’s sweater later. She was sure her sister had some casual clothes with her just in case, since everything she had on right now was decorated in neon seams and accents. “I’m really fine, Mila.”
“Good.” Camellia gave her a gentle frown. Her voice was soft with concern. “Just tell me if you get cold. I’ve got an extra sweater in my bag.”
Of course you do, you beautiful bean. Nemo smiled and leaned into her. “Thanks, sis.”
“Always. Love you, Nia.” She squeezed Nemo’s hand.
They walked in comfortable silence for a bit, before it got too unbearable for Nemo and she started babbling again. “So, are you nervous? I’m sure you’ll do great. What are your bandmates like?”
“Well, you’ve met Jin,” Camellia said with a little sheepish chuckle.
“You mean you’ve met them. You only showed me a picture because you want to keep them all to yourself!” Nemo said and waggled her eyebrows at her sister.
She blushed. “Hush, Nia,” she grumbled sheepishly. “We’re just friends…”
“For now!”
“… For now.” Camellia smiled gently. “They’re pretty cool. You’ll like them. Valerie looks kinda badass, and she’s a little rough and hotheaded, but once you get to know her she mellows out a bit. She just doesn’t like to show that she’s cute.”
“She’s the tattoo artist, right?” Nemo asked, sorting through her memories of what her sister had told her. She sometimes had trouble focusing on conversations, but with Camellia she always tried to pay attention, even if it was hard. Mila had the same problem, and they were patient with each other.
“Yes,” Camellia explained as they passed into a street illuminated by old, iron street lamps whose oil repositories had been replaced with golden light bulbs. “Purple hair. You can’t miss her. And then there’s Logan…”
They kept on talking for a while. Truthfully, Nemo couldn’t completely keep her attention on it, but Camilla was happy to just talk until they reached the venue. It was a nice, rustic building, squat and comfy, with a giant sign spelling The Good Night’s Drink illuminated by a lantern above the doorway. The windows had stained glass patterns framing them, with some cute animals on them. The large logo of a figure chugging a drink in front of a full moon completed the sign.
“It doesn’t look very punk rock,” Nemo said, tilting her head. “You sure this is the place?”
“Yup,” Camellia said. “Trust me, you’ll like it!” She pulled Nemo along.
As soon as the door swung open before them, they were bathed in warm, golden light. Nemo breathed in deep, smelled food and drinks, and heard the happy voices of a good number of patrons chatting happily. The floor and bar were made of dark, polished wood, clearly old and lovingly tended to, same as the paneling on the wall. Nemo wanted to dash around and take everything in, but Camellia pulled her along to the bar, where a person with one of the Neon Drip leather jackets was sitting. Nemo recognized Jin from the neon teal hair, pushed back, that faded into some shorter blond at temple height.
They turned around as the two approached and looked at them with blind, light blue, almost grey eyes. “There you are,” they said in an even tone. Nemo would have put their age at somewhere in their twenties. Despite their age, their face was covered in little scars.
“Yeah, sorry,” Camellia said with a little giggle and brushed her hair back. “We got a little lost on our way here…”
“Oh, yeah, same,” Jin said. They looked really stylish. Their jacket was a dark wine red with the collar popped, and they wore a similarly coloured bandanna around their neck that had the glowing white fangs of the logo on it with two glowing points for eyes. “The street signs here are confusing.”
“Yeah, and it’s dark,” Nemo said. She didn’t actually mind, she liked the atmospheric darkness between the golden orbs of light formed by the street lamps, but she didn’t want to let the conversation die so quickly.
“Yeah, hate it when it’s so dark I can’t see where I’m going,” Jin said, all sarcastic and dry, giving Nemo a look. Or rather, not giving her a look.
Because they were blind.
Nemo blushed a dark red, for once finding herself on the back foot. “I’m so sorry!” she said quickly. “I…” She looked to Camellia for help, only to see her sister hiding a smile behind her hand. “Mila, this isn’t funny!”
“I’m sorry,” Camellia giggled. “They keep making those jokes, and you looked so panicked… It’s just too funny!”
“I didn’t wanna be rude though!” Nemo grumbled and crossed her arms.
Jin smiled a little. It was more of a smirk, really. “Hey, it’s okay. I’m just fucking with you. I like to see people flounder a bit.”
“See, haha. Funny,” Nemo grumbled and narrowed her magenta eyes. “I’m not falling for it again!”
Her indignant tone got a hearty chuckle out of the drummer. “You’re sharp. That’s nice. Most people just quietly slink away after the first time.” They held out their hand. “It’s nice to meet you properly. I’m Jin. They/Them pronouns, you know the drill…”
“Hi!” Nemo’s face lit up a bit, since she’d apparently passed the test. She slapped her hand to Jin’s arm, gripping it, and they followed suit. “I’m Niaomi! But you can call me Nia or Nemo!”
They chatted for a bit. Jin was fun. Soft spoken but sarcastic as hell, always ready with a joke and a smirk. They brought Nemo and Mila drinks after they found themselves a seat, and then, a little later, they left with Camellia to get started on the performance. Nemo sipped her drink, looking around at all the very colourful and gay people when the lights went off. There was a brief, confused silence, then the first note was strummed and neon lights flashed in the corner. Nemo watched excitedly. Everyone’s hair and makeup was glowing. Valerie was easy to make out. Her hair was a purple flame of a mohawk brushed back, her fingernails alternated in purple and green as she strummed her guitar, the strings of which glowed blue. A diamond tattoo that ran over her collarbone like a necklace flashed in rainbow colours. Camellia was set up similarly, with her cute freckles glowing. Nemo giggled when she saw it, swaying to the rhythm of a punk rock song that went through her bones. Jin had their bandanna pulled up like a demonic mask, glowing beneath the teal of their hair while their drumsticks made blue and purple patterns in the dark.
And then there was the last one. Logan. The enigma. Meaning Nemo had yet to meet them or get a description, and she squinted to try and see more. She could see the flash of neon earrings and the spark of a neon pick strumming glowing strings. Red neon paint pulled like claw marks over their face, and, every now and then, she could see their eyes flashing red, especially when they sang. Valerie’s voice was smooth and light. Logan did the rougher, growling lyrics. It sent a shiver down Nemo’s back.
And then, far too soon, it was over.
Her eyes went wide as the proper lights came back on and she finally got a good look at Logan. The cheers faded into the background as they tossed their russet hair and ran her fingers through it, getting some neon paint on them. They were utterly gorgeous. Chiselled features, a sharp face, pointed ears with numerous glinting piercings… They looked so cool and comfortable in their leather jacket, and not even the dark circles under their eyes could make them any less beautiful. If anything, they helped add character.
It was the impression on her face that really got Nemo’s heart fluttering nervously. It was rough, almost angry, a constant resting bitch face — but she could see the satisfied little smirk tugging at the corner of her lips. Their eyes seemed to almost glow a little as they looked over the crowd. Small though it was, Logan had clearly enjoyed the performance and was happy with the overwhelming support the group was shown.
Nemo couldn’t pull her eyes away. They remained glued to Logan’s even through the entire encore that she barely caught. She finally snapped out of it when the band left the stage and Mila came over to sit with her. Her sister shot her a scrutinising glance, followed her gaze, and smirked. “She’s gorgeous, I know,” she chuckled. Her own eyes were briefly drawn to Jin, who navigated between the tables without any issue.
“You didn’t tell me they were hot,” Nemo complained and hid her face behind her hands a little. She peeked at Logan through her fingers as they rubbed a towel over their chest, removing some neon paint from the huge scar peeking out over their shirt, right above the sternum.
Mila shrugged. “I’m pretty sure I did,” she chuckled.
Nemo didn’t listen anymore. She got distracted by the bartender, who she had seen out of the corner of her eye once or twice after the performance had started. She was huge and gorgeous. Her face was a stoic enigma as she made her way towards Logan who was now leaning on the bar and talking with a white-haired woman. As she walked, the bartender brushed her wild, black hair back to where it fell over her shoulders, and her black shirt stretched and strained against the powerful muscles. She was almost a foot taller than Logan, and at least three times as wide as the lithe performer.
Logan looked over at the bartender. Their face lit up in a smile as the tall woman leaned down, wrapping an arm around their waist gently. Logan rose onto the tips of her toes to meet the dark, full lips with the scar running over them, and the flutter and heat in Nemo’s chest suddenly intensified into the raging heat of a wildfire. A few sounds escaped her that could at best be described as flustered gay excitet gasping.
“Oh wow,” Camellia chuckled, bringing her drink to her lips with a little blush. “I see you only now noticed Kay? Yeah, she’s Logan’s girlfriend.”
“You didn’t warn me!” Nemo complained again. “Camellia, you know I’m gay, come on!” She couldn’t pull her eyes away from where Logan’s dark red-brown eyes met the varnished oak brown of Kay’s. I… I want them to like me, she very suddenly and abruptly realized. She hadn’t really been looking to make friends here.
“Want me to introduce you?” Mila asked.
“Nope, thanks, I’ll do it myself!” Nemo hummed, already out of her seat and running up to Logan, who had separated from Kay after a few words and was going back to the impromptu stage. They gave her a surprised look and raised their eyebrow as she came to a halt in front of them. “Hi, I’m Niaomi!” She beamed at them.
Logan frowned gently and tilted their head a little. “Uh, hi… I’m Logan,” she said. “Did you… need something?”
“Oh, a leather jacket and an autograph, but that can wait!” Nemo had to stop herself from bouncing up and down excitedly.
“… Right,” Logan muttered, still with a gently canted head. “Have we met before?”
“Nope!” Nemo giggled, trying to keep the heat in her chest from rising to her cheek as she fidgeted with her hands behind her back. “I’m Camellia’s sister! We’re not clones, I swear. What are clones? Psh.” The words streamed out of her like a waterfall, and she couldn’t possibly stop it because Logan was so cool and pretty, and Nemo wanted them to like her.
The guitarist opened her mouth for a moment, searching for an answer and showing off some cute, pointy canines. Then she said, “Er… Riiiiight…” She gave Camellia a look when she joined them.
Camellia just giggled and shrugged. “Nemo’s energetic. Also, yeah. We’re definitely not clones.”
“It’s really nice to meet you!” Nemo remembered way too late to offer her hand for a handshake. That’s how people greeted each other here.
Logan’s chronic case of resting bitch face did not waver for a second as they reached out and took Nemo’s hand. “Nice to meet you too. I guess Camellia told you about me?”
Nemo nodded eagerly. “Yup! She told me everything. Oh, speaking of secrets, do you want my number? In case you need to contact Mila?”
“I have your sister’s number already,” Logan said.
“She forgets her phone a lot.”
“Yup, totally,” Mila lied with a straight face. “I didn’t just wanna give her your number without knowing if you’d be okay with that,” she added. Nemo felt another flutter in her chest when, after a moment, Logan shook her head with a gentle chuckle and pulled out her phone.
“Sure,” she said and handed Nemo the cell. “Totally just because I need to contact Mila.” They smiled a knowing smile, but Nemo was just way too excited to care.
***
[image: image-placeholder]
Kay smiled softly as she and Logan separated. The performance had been a huge success, and it felt good to see the smiles on the faces of their little bandmates. She ruffled Valerie’s mohawk in passing, getting a playful glare out of the little half-Asian girl, and returned to the bar. She noticed the familiar scent, sharp and animalistic, even before she saw the tall figure sitting at the bar. The woman, who had clearly gotten herself her own drink while Kay had been busy, was even taller than her, if only by two inches, and her muscles rivalled Kay’s. She didn’t look well, though. Her long, brown hair, which went down to her mid-back, was in a messy braid, and she looked like she’d just thrown on the most nondescript black sweater and grey sweatpants she’d been able to find.
It was a bad look for Kay’s little sister.
Kay hummed with a frown and went over there, placing a hand on one of the broad shoulders. “You alright, Viv?”
Her sister looked up at her, sapphire blue eyes slightly reddened, and shook her head. Her usual, confident smile was replaced by a dark, sad expression. And there was only one thing that could ever affect her this deeply.
“Oof,” Kay said sympathetically as she sat next to her. “Bad breakup?” Vivian nodded quietly, staring into her glass. Kay pulled her into a hug. “Hey. It’s okay, kid. Maybe she just wasn’t the right one.”
“Nobody ever is.” Vivian muttered. She sighed and ran a hand through her long, brown hair. Some strands had come loose from the braid, and she pushed them behind her ear. “I’m not stupid. I know it’s my fault. But what am I supposed to do? I’m not like this because I get a kick out of it. I just… This is who I am.” She leaned into her sister. “Why does everybody hate something about me? Am I supposed to just exist a bit less? Not be me?” A deep, shuddering sigh escaped her. It hurt Kay to see her like this. Vivian had grown up to be a strong, confident person. She only ever got like this when things were really bad.
Kay hugged her close. “It’s not your fault,” she whispered. Her sister had never had good luck with relationships. She had always been a rather dominant person. Ever since she’d been a child, she’d known what she’d wanted and had gone after it. She loved fiercely and was guarded with her words. Some people loved that about her. And so, when she got comfortable with them and became more gentle and soft, that was a problem. The kinds of people who liked her dominant side tended to only focus on that, treating her as if she had no feelings. And those who disliked that side of her treated her like that was all she was.
The few relationships that had worked out? Well, being a werewolf had apparently been the final nail in the coffin for those.
Vivian sighed. “Hard to imagine how it can’t be my fault,” she mumbles. “Everyone who really gets to know me… just leaves. They all do.”
“Not everyone,” Kay said and held her sister close. After a moment, Vivian hugged her back, still hurt, but grateful. They were quiet for a bit. Then Kay asked, “So, what was it this time? You don’t have to talk about it, but… I think it might help.” Her voice remained soft the whole way through. Vivian knew her. Had known her for over a century. Kay didn’t have to do anything more for Viv to feel her love and sympathy.
The younger werewolf shrugged. “Got a little banged up fighting. Nothing big, just some bruises. And that was it.”
“Oh Viv…” Kay sighed and held her sister gently. “But you’re okay now? Physically, I mean.”
“Yeah. Pretty much healed already,” Vivian said back. She went quiet, then said, “I think… I just need to be alone for a while. And not date for a bit.”
“You’re always welcome here,” Kay hummed softly and nuzzled her nose to Vivian’s hair as she kissed her younger sister’s head. “I’ll get you the keys to my old apartment. It’s nice and quiet, out of the way.” Her hand brushed gently over Vivian’s back as she held her. She remembered holding a much younger, much smaller Vivian so very long ago. Even then, Vivian had only ever cried on the inside. And even then, Kay had been able to tell. “I would like it if we could see each other a bit more,” Kay said softly. When Vivian had been young, talking gently to her had always been the way to calm her down. “Maybe you could stay here today? We have no other guests right now, so there’s more than enough room for you.”
“You make it sound like you’re worried about me,” Vivian muttered with a mirthless chuckle.
“Hey.” Kay gave her a playfully stern look. “You’re my little sister. I’ll always worry about you.” A soft, gentle sound escaped Vivian’s lips as their eyes met again. Like a puppy’s whine. Kay brushed her hand up her sister’s broad back and to the back of her neck. She pulled her in, resting their foreheads together. “I’ve got you,” she whispered.
It took a moment, but then, finally, Vivian relaxed. She sighed and leaned into Kay a bit more. “Thanks,” she muttered after a moment of quiet, where the sounds of the bar around them seemed to drift away. “I’ll stay. For as long as you can bear me.”
“I’ll always make time for you,” Kay said, eyes closed. She breathed and took in Vivian’s scent, familiar, warm and gentle. After a moment, she asked, “Do you want me to help you upstairs?”
Vivian hesitated, then she nodded. They got up slowly, and Kay kept her arm around Vivian’s shoulders as she led her around the bar and up the wooden stairs, to the second story rooms. She led her to the furthest one, where the noises from the bar barely reached, and helped her get her shoes off before tucking her into the large bed. Vivian gently gripped Kay’s hand and held her close. More sad little puppy noises escaped her now that they were alone. Vivian never let herself be vulnerable unless she truly loved someone like family. It made her breakups even worse.
“Thanks,” she whispered. “For being here.”
“Always, kid.” Kay sat at Vivian’s bedside and held her hand, gently running her thumb over Vivian’s rough knuckles. They felt a little tender. Freshly healed. Either from the fight that had sparked this recent breakup, or from Vivian venting her frustration. “I’ll always be here,” she assured her slightly drunk sister. Given the scent of alcohol on her, she must have been imbibing even before getting to the bar.
Kay wasn’t technically with her pack anymore. Hadn’t been for a while. But Vivian was her packmate, her family, and she’d always try to protect her. I just wish there was more I could do, she thought sadly. Vivian’s bad experiences had only made her more guarded. She’ll be okay, Kay assured herself. She leaned down and kissed Viv’s head as her sister’s sapphire blue eyes fell shut.
She remained with her for a little longer, until she was sure Vivian was asleep, before she got up quietly. She ran her hand over Vivian’s head one more time. “I’ve got you, kid,” she muttered gently before leaving and pulling the door shut behind her.
Her mood was soured a little when she returned to the bar and just shook her head at Meg’s questioning glance. But then she sighed and squared her shoulders, pushing the situation with Vivian to the back of her mind. Tonight had been an exciting night for Logan and her friends. For just a bit, Kay could be happy for them.
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Of course Nemo asking for their number was a ruse. Logan wasn’t born yesterday. They could clearly see that Camellia’s sister was a fan and wanted to be more involved with the band. The little black skull on her choker bounced around as she fidgeted happily. Under normal circumstances, Logan would have drawn a firm line in the sand, but Nemo was Camellia’s twin. It was natural she’d want to know the people her sister was hanging out with.
Logan chuckled softly as she watched Niaomi happily typing her number and name into the phone. She’s adorable. It was also funny to see how much Nemo and Camellia were alike and yet different. Both had the same soft, round face, both were short, a little thicker in build and were just the cutest. But where Camellia was cool, calm and collected, Nemo was practically vibrating with energy. The clone comment still had Logan a little stumped.
“Here you go!” Nemo exclaimed as she handed her the phone back.
“Thanks.” Logan smiled at the girl a little, just being friendly. It did feel really good to have someone like their band enough that they’d go through all this trouble. She glanced at the phone screen. “I thought your name was Nemo…?”
“It is,” Nemo explained with a bright smile. “But you can call me Nia or Nemo!”
“Sure…” Logan hummed softly. Using a nickname felt a tiny bit personal for a first meeting, though. She’d stick with Niaomi for now.
“I really enjoyed the show,” Niaomi now said, taking Logan’s hand gently. Her own hands were so warm, it caught the vampire off guard a bit. Especially when Niaomi ran her thumbs over her knuckles. It didn’t seem like she meant anything by it, she just stared up at Logan adoringly, being a good six inches shorter. Her eyes were so pretty, a deep lavender that couldn’t be a natural colour, and yet it looked so normal and perfect on her.
It felt like those eyes might swallow her up.
Logan cleared her throat and looked away as a sudden pang of hunger gnawed at her gut. “You look amazing, by the way,” they said and immediately wanted to slap themself for how clumsy that sounded. “I love your hair.”
“Aw, you like it? Thanks!” Niaomi beamed at the awkward little compliment as if Logan had praised her to the heavens.
“Yeah, I can see where Camellia gets her style from.”
“Oh, no, I get mine from her. I used to steal her makeup all the time!”
Camellia let out a little chuckle. “Come on,” she said and poked Nemo’s side where the crop top ended, leaving a neon pink smear. “Let’s let them finish up. I’m sure Logan needs some time to cool down after our performance.”
“Or ride that high, because it was AWESOME!” Niaomi announced.
“Y-Yeah,” Logan said with a little smile. They tensed their core, trying to stop their stomach from burning with hunger. “Just… gonna cool down for a bit. Adrenaline, you know?” They should have fed before. But there hadn’t been a good opportunity— She’d been excited for Meg being back, too, which had distracted her.
“Yeah, you’re shaking,” Niaomi said. “Sorry for bothering you. Mila and I will be here for a bit, if you wanna come join us!”
(“What happened to going home early?”)
(“Shush, Mila!”)
Niaomi’s scent hit Logan out of nowhere. It had been there, lingering at the back of her mind, pulling at the edges of their thoughts. But suddenly it was so intense, smelling of sweet herbs and sweeter blood. Logan had to clamp their jaw shut tight to hide their mouth watering. She tensed and suppressed the hungry growl that threatened to rise in the back of their throat. It didn’t help that Nemo looked very pretty and delicious.
Get a hold of yourself!
Logan all but fled from the two. They heard Nemo call after them, saying that it had been nice to meet them. Even her voice sounded sweet. Logan cursed herself for not having filled up on blood before leaving home that morning. But they had been in a rush. And when she drank blood, when she needed to bite, like now, it had to be special.
She wanted it to be special.
Kay was just returning to the bar. She looked up when they approached. Her expression was marginally more worried than usual, which almost gave Logan pause. But the ache in their jaw and the burning in their gut pushed them further. They took Kay’s hand and tugged gently. “I need blood,” she said. Her voice sounded rough in her own ears. “Now.”
Kay hummed with a curt nod and quickly pulled her to the back room. She had barely shut the door before Logan pushed her onto the bed they had there in case one or both of them needed a nap. The noises of the bar became a distant, muffled murmur, and Logan climbed onto Kay’s lap, straddling her.
“I should have done this at home,” they whispered as they unbuttoned Kay’s shirt with shaky fingers. Their throat felt dry. It practically ached. She’d been stupid. She never let her hunger get this bad. But today had been too hectic. Just a bad day to be hungry. They still wanted to make sure not to mess up her girlfriend’s clothes. Kay let her work, simply leaning back, braced on her arms. If she’d tried to help, they only would have gotten into each other’s way.
“Something happen?” the werewolf asked, ever calm and composed. It helped Logan calm down a little. She took a deep breath and steadied her fingers before trying to open Kay’s shirt again.
“Just… tasty-smelling humans,” they mumbled and finally got the shirt far enough open that they were sure not to rip it or make a mess.
Kay tilted her head. “Val?”
“No.” Logan shook her head. “Not this time.” Valerie had been hugely insistent on staying with the band, even when Logan had initially tried to get her to leave. It had been hard. Valerie had a great voice, and her style was perfect to naturally fit their group. The issue was that she didn’t know about Logan being a vampire. And when they were on stage, hearts beating fast, adrenaline high as they performed, resisting the call of blood could be hard. But, eventually, Logan had gotten used to Val’s scent enough that it wasn’t a problem anymore, just like with Jin.
“New girl in the bar,” they mumbled instead and nuzzled up to Kay’s thick neck, under her jaw. They sighed happily as their girlfriend’s familiar scent filled their nose and relaxed a bit. Everything was fine. No issue at all. She wasn’t about to go feral and bite some random girl with a cute smile and pretty hair and eyes.
“Ah. Camellia’s sister?” Kay asked and let Logan work.
She nodded. “Sorry for pulling you away…” There was another scent on Kay. Similar, but different. Vivian. Kay’s packmate.
“It’s fine,” Kay said. “Just got done dealing with Viv. We’ll talk about that later. For now… just relax and take what you need.”
“Okay,” Logan whispered as their lips brushed over Kay’s skin, over where the scar from her face reached her neck, then lower, over her pulse. Kay sat perfectly still, with just a gentle hum, and Logan let their free hand run under Kay’s shirt, over her side, to her back, to feel her warmth in the embrace. The touch was so familiar. Forty years of being together, timeless and constant in their love, and even now Logan fell for Kay again every day. Her voice. Her kind heart, her warmth, her strength… All of these individual parts that made up their girlfriend were distinct and so dear to them. Every single thing about Kay reminded her of something wonderful. The time they spent together following their interests, the nights they spent cuddling, every soft, loving word and romantic moment…
Her lips pulled gently at Kay’s dark skin. She nipped at it with their dull front teeth and tested the area. As ever, Kay remained stoic, save for a gentle, soothing hum. Logan could never just bite down. Not even when their fangs ached so desperately and she could smell the blood right there, see the gentle pulse of her girlfriend’s veins beneath the skin. Kay was special. Her love was special. It had to be given special attention.
Logan’s fangs still carried that dull throb as their own heartbeat quickened. Slowly, those sharp canines extended, growing just a little longer as Logan willed them into shape by pure instinct. They gripped Kay’s collar to fully pull it aside, and looked up at her eyes for approval. Kay nodded with a gently loving expression. Logan had learned to read her so well.
“I love you,” they whispered breathily and bit down.
The rush of liquid down her throat was both electric and soothing. Kay’s blood felt so warm it bordered on hot. Salty and sweet at the same time. It filled her mouth before running down into her stomach like a trickle of fire. Her core glowed with warmth. Her very being was made full and the ache of hunger in her gut disappeared. Logan’s eyes closed from the overwhelming emotions that assailed them. They loved Kay so much, and they got to be with her, be loved, and be given blood by her. She hugged the big werewolf tighter, blushing gently as she drank. Kay would tease her if she said any of these things out loud. And Logan would be so happy for it.
And then the door opened and Valerie said, “Logan, we need to talk—”
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Honest Talk and Honest Love


Logan pulled away immediately, the gentle, soft moment shattered. Too late they realized that looking at Val meant the human could see the blood trickling down her chin.
The shocked look on Valerie’s face said it all. There was still neon paint on the diamond patterns of tattoos on her shoulders. Her white tank top had suffered a few smears at the collar, and the studs and spikes on her sleeveless leather jacket were still painted too. She looked like she had come straight from giving up on cleaning herself off. And she’d stumbled in on them right at the worst time because of course Valerie was too hot-headed to think for a moment!
“I-I, um…” Valerie backed away with a little stammer. “I’ll come back later—” And she was already on her way back out, heading for the gently ajar door.
Logan reached out to grab her, or to call out, but the words got stuck in her throat as Kay moved abruptly and with impossible speed. With a yelp, Logan found herself suddenly on the bed, catching herself. “Kay, wait!” they called out, startled. Of course there was no need, they realized a split second later as Kay loomed over Valerie and slammed her palm to the door, forcing it shut. She would never hurt one of their friends. Still, a shudder ran down Logan’s spine at the speed and strength her girlfriend exhibited in that moment. They couldn’t help but be affected by the reminder of just how dangerous she could be if she wanted to. Logan was just the tiniest bit torn between being intimidated and being flustered. Not the time, they reminded themself.
Kay’s eyes had an eerie glow to them as she looked down at Valerie, who stopped tugging at the door handle and instead sank against the wood in surprise and shock. “I think you better stay, kid,” Kay said evenly. Stoic and soothing as her voice was, she still commanded authority.
Valerie just stared up at the big werewolf, frozen. No wonder, since this was her first time seeing Kay like that. Logan got off the bed and approached. They wiped their mouth, trying to get the blood off as much as possible. “Val… Please don’t try to run,” they said nervously and immediately kicked themself when Valerie flinched. “Look, I didn’t mean… What you just saw…”
“Let’s take a moment,” Kay said. “Everybody calm down.” She gave Logan and Valerie meaningful glances. “And then we’re going to talk about what just happened.” She gestured to the bed. “Have a seat, kid.”
Valerie very slowly and nervously made her way to the bed, past Logan, who tried to look as non-threatening as possible. She sat down, and it was obvious she was still processing, trying to figure out what she’d just seen, or rather reconciling what she had seen with the obvious doubts. Logan gave their girlfriend a nervous look. Kay just patted the doorframe once. “You too,” she said.
Logan nodded and moved to sit on the bed as well. It was large, so they still found a way to sit as far from Valerie and look as non-threatening as possible. Her heart raced nervously as Kay half sat on the table opposite the bed, arms crossed. She really didn’t want to lose Valerie as a friend. But gently introducing people to what they were took time, time they hadn’t had. They hadn’t even intended to tell Valerie yet, so Logan couldn’t help but be incredibly nervous about how she’d react, finding out this way.
But then she looked back up at Kay, and the stoic, gentle expression put them at ease. Kay gave her a gentle look, then cleared her throat. “Right, Val… Let’s talk.”
Valerie shot a brief glance at Logan before looking up at the imposing figure. “I-I’m sorry for barging in,” she stammered nervously.
“Yeah, you really shouldn’t have done that,” Kay said and ran her fingers through her dense, black hair. Blood ran in a thin trickle from her pulse down her powerful neck. The werewolf clearly noticed Valerie’s gaze snapping to it. She rolled her big shoulders. “I’ll get straight to the point: Yes, Logan was drinking my blood. You weren’t imagining that.”
“Kay!” Logan muttered nervously. “We could be… gentler.” They didn’t have to just come right out with it. There could be lots of reasons for what Val had just seen. Maybe there was still a way to pretend…
But Kay huffed softly. “Come on, she’s already figured it out,” she said and nodded her head in Valerie’s direction. “She’s too smart not to.”
“You’re… a vampire,” Valerie said in the ensuing silence. She kept her eyes averted. Logan wanted to deny it. She wanted to give Val some bullshit excuse, convince her, then pretend like none of this had ever happened.
It would be worse to lie to her now, they realized with a deep, internal sigh. “Yeah,” they then said, voice a little softer than usual, now completely without the gentle rasp. “I am. I’ve been a vampire… or a Blood, as we generally say… for well over forty years.”
“Fuck off!” Valerie stared at her. “You’re not forty fucking years old!”
Logan couldn’t suppress a chuckle at the indignant tone. “Pushing sixty, actually,” she said. “Do I not look my age?”
Valerie stared at them. “No. No, you don’t.”
“You’re quicker to accept this than most people.” Kay smiled gently. “That’s good. Makes things easier.”
“I mean… I suspected. And if Logan was human and drinking blood, that would mess them up.” Valerie looked at Kay again. “So… You’re one too?” she asked with a nervous tremor to her voice. It was faint, but Logan caught it and immediately wanted to go clasp her hand. But they hesitated.
Kay tilted her head gently. “Nah,” she said with a little smirk. “Werewolf, actually.”
Valerie blinked. She stared at Kay, frozen. Logan gently put their hand over hers. “I know this is a lot to take in,” she said softly. I don’t want to lose you. She pushed the thought aside. Val’s comfort came before Logan’s feelings for their friend. “But we want you to know that this doesn’t change anything. We’re still your friends. And you’re not in any danger.” They waited with bated breath, looking for any sign of what Val was thinking.
After a long, quiet moment, Valerie just looked at them. She opened her mouth, but the words failed her. Then she asked, “Is this why you tried to keep me out of the band?”
They nodded. “Yeah. You were… distracting,” she mumbled.
“My blood, you mean.” Valerie’s voice took on a bit of a sharper tone. “So you were staring at my neck! Fuckin’ knew it…”
“Look,” Logan said, “in my defence, it’s way worse on stage! You know how rough it was with Jin? At least now we have the neon paint to cover up most of the smell!”
“So Jin’s not a vampire?”
“No, Jin and Camilla are entirely human.” Logan rubbed a hand over their thigh nervously. “But… they do know. Well, Jin does. Not Camilla,” they added quickly at seeing Valerie’s expression darken a bit. “I’m sorry we kept this from you. But it…” Their voice faltered. What was an excuse for hiding something like this from a friend?
“Frankly,” Kay said, “it’s personal. We would have told you eventually, but more delicately and under more favourable circumstances.”
At least now, when Valerie looked between the two again, she seemed more embarrassed than upset. “I guess I should apologise for walking in on you,” she said softly.
“You should,” Kay said, “but it’s alright. You’re our friend.” Her expression softened almost imperceptibly. “I’m sorry for scaring you just now. I didn’t want you to run out there and do something you might regret.”
“Like what?” Valerie asked, pushing her fingers into Logan’s, a nervous gesture she didn’t seem quite aware of in that moment.
“Like yelling to a room full of vampires that there’s someone drinking blood in the back room.”
Logan could feel the fingers laced into her own tense. Valerie held a breath, then let it out in a nervous, quick question. “Vampires?”
“Vamps. Bloods. Whatever you want to call them,” Kay said and rubbed her neck. The little marks of Logan’s fangs had stopped bleeding at this point. Kay was left with a slowly drying rivulet of red that extended down to her gorgeous collarbone, and Logan had to muster a lot of restraint to not move close and lap it up. She still bit her lip and suppressed a little whine.
Her girlfriend gave them a brief look and a gentle smile before pinning Valerie with her stoic gaze again. “This bar was originally just a queer bar, but over the years we decided to have it primarily for supernaturals.”
Valerie’s grip got a little tighter. “But… You let me in here. On the regular.” A frown crested her features, and her blue eyes darted around, searching Logan and Kay’s faces for something. Maybe an admission of some sort of secret motive.
Logan smiled softly. “Of course,” she said, squeezing Valerie’s hand back. Their eyes met Val’s. “You’re our friend. We like having you around.”
“And it’s my place,” Kay added. “When I tell people to be discreet, they’re discreet.” She smiled at Valerie so very gently, as was her way. She never had been one to emote a lot. “We like having you here, kid.”
A few moments of quiet followed those words. Valerie seemed to just be weighing their words. Logan bit her lip again, nervously this time, and caught Val’s gaze latching on to her sharp fangs. She smiled a little. “You don’t have to be worried, Val,” she said. “We don’t bite. Literally. Hurting people is as much a crime here as it is for any human.”
“So you don’t drink from humans?” Valerie seemed to relax a bit. She ran a hand over her black undercut.
Logan’s cheeks coloured gently. “Well, we do, but it has to be consensual. There’s a whole blood donor program. They’re well compensated.”
“Oh?” That made their friend’s eyebrows rise. “What kind of well compensated?”
Logan blinked. “Are… Are you actually interested in being bitten?” she asked with a little smirk. Valerie’s blush confirmed it, colouring the dark, tawny skin of her cheeks a little darker. “A second ago, you were scared of us.”
“I wasn’t scared!” Val protested. “I was just surprised! I mean… You guys are my friends. My best friends, aside from Jin.” She shrugged gently. “What’s a little blood drinking between friends?”
Kay broke out into a hearty chuckle at Valerie’s sheepish tone, so tender and flustered. “You’re something else, kid,” she said. “But I’m glad you’re taking it well.”
“I dunno!” Valerie mumbled all flustered. “I’m just… you know… magic is real, apparently!”
“And you want to get bitten,” Logan teased.
“That’s not gonna turn me, is it?” Valerie asked with a nervous chuckle.
Logan couldn’t help it. They just had to hug her. Valerie had barely finished the sentence when their arms fell around her neck and they pulled her close. Logan took a deep breath, slowly relaxing. The scent of UV paints stung in their nose. “I’m just glad we didn’t lose you,” they muttered.
The human remained frozen for a moment. Then she hugged Logan back tight. “I’m just glad I get to be your friend, nerd,” she muttered.
“Cute,” Logan whispered. Then Kay was by their side and hugged them both.
“We care about you, kid,” the werewolf said again. “We’re sorry for the secrecy. But I guess now that it’s out, we can tell you whatever you like.” She pulled them both close.
“Sounds like a plan,” Valerie hummed. Then, after a moment, she added, “Thanks, guys. Just for being there.”
“Always,” Logan whispered. It still felt a little awkward. Their heart still fluttered in their chest, but what else could be expected from revealing such a volatile and carefully kept secret? But it had gone well. Logan smiled softly and hugged Valerie tighter for a moment, letting her and Kay’s warmth soothe them.
Eventually, they separated. Logan smiled a bit sheepishly. “So… we’re good?” she asked one more time to clarify.
“Yeah. We’re good.” Valerie smiled sheepishly. “Just… Don’t hide stuff like this anymore, okay? We’re friends. You shouldn’t have to hide who you are.”
Kay smiled softly down at them. Her fingers brushed through Valerie’s purple mohawk, getting flecked with UV paint. “You’re cute,” she said softly with the tiniest hint of thankfulness in her ever-even voice as she ruffled the human’s hair gently. “Thank you.”
“For real,” Logan said, chest warm with happiness. She hugged Valerie close one more time. “No more secrets.”
“Good.” Val squeezed them back once more as well. “I guess I should leave you guys to it…” The gentle blush on her cheeks almost made Logan laugh, but she suppressed it to a snicker.
“It’s okay,” they said as they leaned back. “Now, why did you come to see us in the first place?”
The three of them got comfortable, with Kay and Logan sitting either side of Val, who had completely relaxed now. She explained how the whole thing with their regular studio was still bothering her. The two girlfriends listened to her concerns, and Kay put an arm over Valerie’s shoulder and pulled her into a gentle hug. Logan knew just how warm and soothing those were.
“I told you not to worry,” Kay said with her deep, soothing voice. Her tone was completely even. Some people found it hard to read or unsettling. Logan found it comforting. Kay was a point of stability in their life, immovable and secure. Every word she spoke only highlighted that. What she didn’t show in her expression or voice was evident in her words and touch. Now she brushed her strong hand over Valerie’s shaved, black hair, and rested their foreheads together, and Valerie relaxed. “I’ll have a stern talk with the owner. And we might just relocate you guys anyway.”
Clearly Kay had an effect on Valerie too. The worries seemed to drain away from her. “Right,” she whispered. “It just sucks. Getting kicked out.”
“If it comes down to it, I will clear out the basement so you can practice at our place.”
Logan’s eyes lit up at the idea. “Yeah!” she said excitedly. “I mean, we’d have to clear some stuff away, but we could make it work if we have to. And hey, we need to have you over for dinner sometime, now that you know… About me, I mean.”
“Oh?” Valerie gave her a sly look. “And what’s for dinner?”
“Whatever you like,” Logan said, rolling her eyes. She appreciated Valerie being comfortable enough to joke about it. Like Kay, she herself wasn’t exactly the most expressive person, and their resting bitch face usually scared people off. Valerie had never cared about that or given any indication that she found Logan intimidating.
“I’ll let you know,” Valerie now said. “But jokes aside… I do wanna know more about my friends.”
Logan embraced her again, and, after another brief moment, they arranged for Valerie to wait at the bar so Kay could get her a drink and they could tell her more about just what it meant to be friends with a werewolf and a Vampire. And the whole time, Logan kept their fangs out, and there was no fear in Val’s eyes.
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Kay watched the door fall shut behind Valerie and let out the tiniest of breaths as Logan leaned into her. “That went… better than I could have hoped,” they muttered.
“Yeah. She’s a good kid,” Kay said softly and pulled Logan close. They leaned into her warmth.
“I didn’t want her to be a part of this. But I’m glad she’s not just running away.” Logan closed her eyes and cuddled close to Kay, resting their head on her shoulder.
A deep hum resonated in Kay’s chest. “I know,” she said. “She’ll be alright.” Her varnished oak eyes met Logan’s, holding them in place. “How about you? We got interrupted quite abruptly.” She cupped Logan’s cheek gently as she spoke and ran a thumb over their skin. Vampires didn’t just need to drink blood. There was a need to bite that could have them aching for fresh food and something to sink their teeth into, and Kay would hate for that to happen to her girlfriend.
But Logan gave her a gentle smile. “I’m okay,” they said. “Got enough to sate my thirst. I’d prefer more when we’re at home and can cuddle. Still a tiny bit hungry though…” Their eyes flicked to where the trail of blood ended at Kay’s collarbone. She bit her lip, letting a fang poke out over it. Logan always looked so cute, even with the dark circles under their eyes.
Kay let her fingers brush along Logan’s skin to the corner of their jaw. They travelled further, to the back of their neck, ghosting over the spine before brushing up into their hairline as she pulled them close to their chest. “You can clean it, if you want.”
Logan blushed, resting against Kay’s chest. She let out a little huff with her next breath and leaned up to press their lips to the end of the blood trail. Their tongue flicked against Kay’s dark skin gently, in long intervals. Each tender lick was accompanied by a kiss, the trail of which slowly travelled up Kay’s throat and neck, tingling gently. Kay sighed and closed her eyes, one hand braced behind her, the other in Logan’s thick, russet hair.
She had never once felt any kind of physical attraction to anyone. Kisses were alright, but anything more sexual in nature she had no interest in. Logan didn’t require that to make her feel like she was the most important person in the world. Their touch was gentle, romantic, full of love. And when Kay held them close and cuddled them, she could feel that love even more powerfully.
She muttered, “You can have more tonight. And cuddles.”
Logan smiled and pressed another kiss to Kay’s neck. “Sounds wonderful. I love you.”
“I love you too,” Kay whispered, nosing to Logan’s rust-coloured locks and taking in her scent. Outside that door, her bar waited for her, filled with friends and those who were like family, celebrating a little after her girlfriend’s successful performance.
What more could anybody wish for?
That question was answered when Logan slowly pulled back and looked up at Kay, smiling softly. That smile, slightly stained with blood, made Kay’s heart flutter gently. Not many things managed to raise her pulse or get her flustered. That smile was one of the only things that could. She cupped her free hand to Logan’s cheek. Her thumb brushed over their skin so gently.
“Beautiful,” she whispered without really thinking about it. Her girlfriend blushed.
“Says you,” they whispered back, leaning into Kay’s touch. They let out a tiny huff when she removed her other hand from the back of their neck.
Kay chuckled and reached over to the bedside table, but her dark brown eyes never left Logan’s reddish-brown ones. She kept them lovingly pinned with her gaze as she blindly opened the drawer and pulled a tissue from the box ready there. Her free hand brushed down Logan’s cheek, down their jaw, capturing their chin between thumb and index and tilting it up. “I did say,” she whispered as she gently began to wipe away the remnants of blood still clinging to Logan’s lip.
They let out another little huff, and their cheeks coloured a cute shade of pink. Kay smiled again, so very faintly and yet so obvious to Logan, whose eyes immediately snapped to her gently twitching lips. Without another word needed, Kay knew what they wanted. She wanted it too, and leaned in slowly, tilting her head.
Their lips met, warm and soft and tasting of iron and salt. Logan’s eyes fluttered shut, and Kay let her own drop closed as well as she wrapped her arms tighter around her girlfriend and lost herself in the love she felt.
***They returned home as morning broke, having told Valerie enough about vampires and werewolves to sate her curiosity for the time being. Kay had taken care of Vivian, who had felt much better after a nap and some hugs, and then she and Logan had celebrated the successful performance with the whole band as well as Camellia’s sister. Niaomi had been a delight to get to know, bubbly and happy as she was, and Kay felt still rather energized by the time she and Logan were done watching the sun rise, sitting on their front porch.
She chuckled gently as her and Logan’s phones buzzed simultaneously, delivering yet another excited question from Valerie. “Told you she’d be okay,” she said and nuzzled them close. Her hand brushed gently up and down the skin of their arm. Logan had taken off their jacket, relying on Kay’s body heat to keep them warm. It was usually sufficient.
“I know,” Logan said with a little smile. “But you were the one who was really worried.”
“Yeah?” Kay turned her head to look down at her. “What makes you think that?” The soft light framed Logan’s features warmly, making them look beautiful, as usual. Logan was lucky to be able to spend some time in the sun without burning like so many Bloods, but it wouldn’t have mattered either way. Kay’s heart soared a little more at seeing her lips pull into a smirk.
“The way you slammed the door,” they said and looked up at Kay. “You were being all protective. And showing off a little.”
“I just didn’t want the kid to get hurt,” the werewolf said with a little shrug of her big shoulders. Of course, for a split second she had been concerned. And maybe she had been just a little more forceful than necessary in her worry. Still, she didn’t think it was a big deal.
In response, Logan turned away and took Kay’s hand from their arm. She kissed her girlfriend’s palm, nosing to it in a gentle nuzzle that sent a flash of heat through Kay’s chest and her gut. “Sure, big girl,” Logan hummed and leaned into her more as she closed her eyes. “Not a big deal at all, how loving and gentle you are.”
Kay fell quiet for a bit. There had been a time in her life where being called loving had been the furthest thing from her mind. A time where she’d been content to be alone, never knowing that her heart could soar like this just from a few gentle words and the quiet companionship of someone she loved.
The light fell a little more over Logan’s face, cold but bright. Kay looked to the horizon, above leaves that were colouring beautifully golden and red. “We should go on a walk tomorrow,” she whispered. “As the sun rises. Watch the leaves fall for a bit.”
“Oh Kay…” Logan purred, eyes gently lidded, looking up at Kay. “Are you asking me on a date?”
“Maybe I am,” Kay whispered and leaned in to rest their foreheads together. Their lips almost brushed one another. Kay felt Logan’s breath on her skin and wanted to close the distance, but their love felt most powerful in these soft, gentle moments, tantalizingly close and yet content at every turn.
The smile on Logan’s lips widened a bit. “Sounds romantic.” Their lips touched in a gentle kiss that she initiated. She melted into Kay just a little, like a promise of the closeness and proximity yet to come.
Kay smiled, breaking the kiss unwittingly. She opened the eyes she’d closed in her comfort, and looked down at her girlfriend. “Let’s get you out of those paints, and into bed,” she whispered.
“Could I have a little more blood then?”
“Always.” There was no need to ask, really. Kay pulled Logan to their feet with superior strength, somewhat aided by the fact that she was a werewolf. It made Logan feel featherlight in her arms. Or maybe that was the love.
They entered their home, and Kay had scarcely pushed the door shut behind them before Logan tugged her along to the bathroom. They smiled happily, hair and face still stained with UV paints. Even stoic as she was, Kay let out just the smallest laugh at their eagerness. Logan loved showers together. Kay did too, they were fun. The warmth. The proximity. Logan’s blushing face…
It was the same this time. Kay had barely discarded her clothing when the first signs of Logan’s flustered state emerged. She just ignored it, humming to herself, and stepped into the shower with them, where she continued to pay it no mind. She simply started washing herself, running the sponge over her neck and arms first while Logan stared.
“Kay.” The word was whispered, hoarse. Barely audible over the sound of the water as Kay reached up to direct the stream of the large showerhead over her shoulder. She looked over at Logan and hummed questioningly. Logan stepped closer, face flushed and eyes flitting about sheepishly. Kay embraced her, running a hand over her hip to pull her close by the waist.
“What’s the matter?” Kay asked, knowing exactly what the issue was. But Logan was just too cute for her to resist the gentle teasing. They groaned and dropped their forehead against her shoulder, which flexed and moved gently as she adjusted to get comfortable holding them.
The warm stream of water enveloped both of them. It wasn’t enough to cover all of Kay’s back, whereas it completely enveloped Logan. They returned the embrace, and, after a moment’s hesitation accompanied by a gentle shudder, trailed their fingers up over Kay’s spine. The werewolf smiled and nuzzled into her girlfriend a bit, whose slender fingers flexed and pushed into her back, tracing the muscles there, which only made their cheeks more flushed.
If Kay was the type to get flustered, that would have done it. But as it was, she was simply grateful that she got to be in love with this wonderful, kind person who loved her back in exactly the way she needed and desired. And that was exactly what Logan did, every day, every hour, every minute. She loved being close to Kay. She loved touching her, running her fingers across the werewolf’s arms, up to her shoulders to squeeze them gently, or down to her hands to pull them to her lips and kiss Kay’s fingers oh so tenderly. Logan loved admiring her girlfriend’s body, one Kay had worked hard for and continued to train continuously with patience and dedication.
But nothing she did ever turned the least bit sexual. None of their touches were ever anything but those of romantic admiration and flustered love. Kay’s body mattered to Logan. It mattered not for what she could give, but for what it represented. Discipline. Strength and the desire to protect. A joy of living. And most of all, it mattered to Logan because these things mattered to Kay.
And Kay cherished Logan for their love and how readily they gave it. She wanted to give back as much as she could. She wanted to hold them and protect them, watch them achieve their dreams and grow. She wanted to give Logan the love she desired. What they desired was Kay, in mind, body and soul. Kay was happy to give all three.
Speaking of which… “Did you not want some more blood?” Kay whispered at Logan’s ear. They groaned and pushed into her a bit harder. The hands at her back gripped a little tighter, neon-stained fingernails gently scratching over her skin at the words. Logan could take anything Kay threw at her— unless it was gentle, playful teasing while they were already flustered.
Kay smiled gently, watching them melt a little more. “What’s the matter, sweetheart?” The words came in a tender whisper, and she knew it was just a little mean to do this to them. Logan’s fiery blush immediately spread down her neck, covering the fair skin. “Not hungry anymore?” She spoke slowly, each word deliberate, exaggerating the faint hint of the accent she’d gotten from her mother to where it was audible, enticing, and inescapable.
Logan grit their teeth in a low grumble, but it was undercut by the purr trying to force its way from their throat. “You’re evil,” she whispered, her own accent so familiar and beautiful that Kay wanted to stand and listen to it all day.
“You can take as much as you want…” Kay let her hand, resting at the back of Logan’s neck, brush along their jaw as she pulled it away. “I don’t mind at all, my love.”
The vampire groaned deeper and finally looked up at her. Their eyes were aglow with an inner fire. “I love you,” she whispered and leaned up, kissing Kay’s neck again. Kay smiled at the lips brushing her skin. She hummed pleasantly at the fangs that followed and held Logan close, relishing in the gentle love glowing in her chest.
Eventually, it was done. The moment, so quick and familiar and yet stretched out into infinity, always new, ended, and the two got cleaned up properly. Logan scrubbed Kay’s back, who very much enjoyed the sensation, as a little thank you for her blood. In return, Kay sent them off to bed first with a smile, certain Logan would steal one of her shirts, while she remained behind to clean up a little. When she was done and brushed her damp hair out of her face, letting the dark mass fall over her shoulders a tiny bit heavier than it usually was, she already couldn’t wait to spend the night holding her lover close.
She barely spent any time drying herself off. The cool air hitting her skin was pleasantly familiar as she exited the bathroom. Being a werewolf, she was quite used to being naked, and the gentle chill reminded her of the times she’d spent running with her pack, strengthening the bonds between them. It usually ended with the wolves snuggled into a warm pile, and, eventually, turned back and cuddled close to a packmate, too happy, exhausted and comfortable to care about the state of undress.
It sometimes still struck Kay, even after two hundred years. Being bitten hadn’t been a choice. It had been forced upon her. And yet this crime had led her to a place of unbridled love and acceptance. A place where she could be herself, where she had learned to be free and be strong. It had given her a family.
She slowed and stopped, passing the dresser with her family pictures on it. There were her siblings, Chase and Jayden, both adopted and closer than most blood relatives could ever imagine being. Vivian, small and scrappy, nuzzling into her and showing off her training sword with a big grin. And, of course, the only picture with Carver that Kay possessed. The one where he and Irene had gone to meet the leader of the Warm Embrace, Kay’s pack. Kathleen, ever charming, seemed to have sprung the picture on them, judging from her bright smile and her arm hooked into Irene’s. Irene looked a little sheepish and nervous, hand clasped with that of Kay’s surrogate father, the man who had taught her what it was to be a wolf and how to control this strange, then-new side of hers. Gentle snowfall had left flecks of white in his black hair, standing next to his wife. It hadn’t been long after the wedding. Just a couple of months.
A deep, silent sigh escaped her as she looked at that picture. She wondered where Carver was right now. She hoped he was safe. “Night, Mom,” she whispered so very softly, not really making the choice to. It was just a reflex. “Night, old man.” She hesitated, looking for something more to say. But the words didn’t come out. She shook her head and walked away, scratching her neck. Carver had been the father she’d never had before, but right now there was nothing she could do for him. Not until he talked to her.
But one thing at a time. First Vivian. Then Carver. And for now, all Kay wanted was to slip under the covers with Logan and hold her close, kiss her forehead, and cuddle her. She got dressed rather quickly to make that happen, and joined her love in bed. Of course Logan was wearing one of Kay’s shirts. “You’ll get cold in that,” she whispered, snuggling them.
“Not if you cuddle me close.” Logan’s legs tangled into Kay’s as soon as she got comfortable under the covers. They smiled with her cute fang poking over her lip. Kay couldn’t resist leaning down and kissing the corner of Logan’s mouth.
“I guess I’ll have to keep you close,” she whispered, suddenly feeling very tired.
Logan smiled and nestled her head under Kay’s chin. “I guess so.” Their whisper was gentle and lightly accented. “I love you.”
Kay’s eyes fell shut as she still whispered her response and relaxed. It didn’t matter what trouble they faced. As long as she and Logan were together, there was nothing that could keep her from sleeping soundly.
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Familial Reassurance


Nemo had a problem to conquer and no clue how to do it.
The problem was that Logan was HOT, had a hot girlfriend, and Nemo really wanted them both to like her. Not that she would have used those words to their faces. Or maybe she would have. They were, after all, objectively hot.
She grumbled and buried her head in her pillow, which smelled weird. Everything in this place smelled weird. Back home, there had always been flower smells. Her and Mila’s dads had taught them to identify everything by scent, just in case someone ever tried to sabotage one of their brews. Now, even the glamour they had bubbling in the kitchen, constantly filling the air with a gentle, purple glow and some smoke, wasn’t enough to really conjure up that image of home.
The smoke was just atmospheric, but it made the place feel more familiar.
And that was apparently exactly the wrong thing to think about, because thinking of home made her chest ache gently. It’s only for a little while, she told herself as she hugged her pillow. Just gotta stick it out here. It wasn’t so bad. Toronto was actually rather charming once you looked past the monsters around every other corner. They seemed to avoid Wolfshire like the plague, though… And immediately, Nemo’s thoughts were back at Logan and Kay and how gorgeous they both were. She whined and pressed her face into her pillow tighter.
“What’s her issue?” The voice came distorted and tinny from the handheld mirror Camellia was using to contact their friends back home. “She got a stomach ache? Is the air bad? Ah, I knew I should’ve gotten you guys some gas masks or something…”
“It’s fine,” Mila said, reclining against the headboard of her own bed. “She’s just drunk.”
“Nu-uh! Kay cut me off!” Nemo whined, looking up indignantly. “And she was so pretty!” Kay had indeed been absolutely breathtaking, the way she’d stoically told Nemo that she’d had enough, and if she tried to steal Mila’s drink again she’d have to be sent away to sober up.
“Ah.” The voice, Astren, sounded a bit more nonplussed at that. “Gay panic. Wouldn’t know what that’s like.”
“How’s Julia?”
“Fuck off, that’s how,” Astren grumbled from the other side of the mirror. Their figure was completely distorted, just a hazy image barely visible on the frosted-over mirror glass, but Nemo could still make out the way they ran a hand through their hair.
“They’re totally making out,” she whispered, looking to Mila with a little smirk. Her sister made some little kissy sounds.
“I can hear you,” Astren grumbled. “You know the headmaster would combust if anybody found me and Julia being anything other than casual acquaintances.”
“That sounds good actually, let’s go do that.” Julia’s voice had lost none of its tired, dry tone despite the distortion from the long distance communication.
“Hey Julieeee,” Nemo hummed with a smile. “How’s our favourite evil lesbian overlord doing? How’s your blood? Any more snakes in it? Can I have some of your blood? Non-snake blood, I mean. How’s Astren at kissing?”
“We’re not kissing!” Astren grumbled loudly.
Julia let out a sigh. “My blood is still snakes, thanks for asking, and for reasons I’m not willing to discuss, I will not be sending you a sample.” She always was so stingy with her blood, and yet she loved spreading it around every time she got punched in the face. If Nemo didn’t know better, she’d think Julia didn’t like her. “Anyway… You guys wouldn’t be calling for no reason. So, you need something? More ingredients? Is the glamour not working?”
“No, that’s fine.” Mila played with her fingers on the edge of the mirror, leaving little marks in the frost. “The owner of this place thinks we’ve been paying rent here for two years.”
Nemo nodded, smelling the glamour bubbling nicely in the kitchen. The moisture might become an issue at some point. She didn’t mention that to their friends, who were already taking a big risk letting themselves be contacted. “Yeah, we just wanna know if there’s any Mage-hunter Knights coming for us.” They had left their home under… a tiny bit of a cloud.
Well, technically it had been a lot of clouds, what with the roof caving in.
“Nope,” Astren said, “they’re too busy dealing with the giant fuck-off ice dragon. That, by the way, is a whole thing and everything has been delayed because of that.”
“They’re not even holding the tournament this year,” Julia added, sounding marginally happy for once. “Probably because of all the ice covering everything…”
Astren chuckled. “Yeah, couldn’t have anything to do with the dude you almost killed.”
“That was an accident! And he started it!”
“Hey, I’m not complaining! It was hot!”
Mila hummed. “As hellfire tends to be,” she muttered. “Anyway, that ice dragon. Crazy how that just showed up out of nowhere. Who knew there was one just stuck under the Third Precept all this time?”
“Not us!~” Nemo chimed melodically, having thrown the fireball that had woken the cute widdle dwagon up right in the middle of the wedding ceremony. Or maybe it had been a trial. She wasn’t quite sure, she hadn’t been paying attention. There had been people in suits, though. So it had to be one of the two.
There was a pointed silence from the other end of the line. Then Julia said, “Anyway… It’s good to know you’re okay. But the spell is about to fizzle on our end.”
“Yeah, same here,” Mila muttered. Nemo smiled softly, seeing her tired blink. Probably a good thing that they couldn’t stay up to talk to their friends. She had had quite the exciting day.
“We’ll hear from you guys,” Julia called as her voice slowly got more distorted. “Oh, and for the record, Astren is a very cute kisser!”
“Motherfu—” The spell faded before Astren could finish the swear, or hear Nemo and Mila cackling to themselves.
“Told you!” Mila giggled, putting the frosty mirror away.
Nemo gasped at the revelation. “I was just messing with them! How did you know? Are you a wizard??” They laughed at the shared joke for a bit, Mila sitting back against her bed’s headboard, hugging her knees a bit, and Nemo snuggling her pillow close. For a moment, it was just them and the sound of the wind in the trees outside and the gentle bubble of their little cauldron in the kitchen. Mila looked over at Nemo, lavender eyes laden with a gentle concern.
“Are you okay?” she asked.
“Of course!” Nemo smiled back softly and pushed down the faint heartache that stabbed her chest. “I would run away with you again anytime.” She missed their home. Their friends. The familiar halls of the school and the streets of the capitol.
Mila’s gentle frown deepened at the sadness she could no doubt see on her face. She slid off her bed and came over to sit beside Nemo. “I miss home too,” she muttered gently and ran her hand over her sister’s lavender hair. Her freckles were still magically neon.
“It’s really okay,” Nemo sighed and put her pillow aside to instead hug Mila close. “I just need something to distract me until things blow over enough for us to get back home, like you with your band.” There was of course one thing Nemo thought could distract her, as Mila lay down next to her and hugged her close. Logan and Kay. The two of them didn’t let her go. They occupied her mind all the time and she really really really wanted to talk to them!
But how can I get both of them to like me? she thought to herself. What if I ask to work at the bar? I mean, I’ve never made drinks in Toronto before. Wonder if it’s similar to the ones Julia would smuggle into the Third Precept. Her eyes lit up a bit. Maybe she could try and help with band practice? She wasn’t as good with music as Mila was, but she did know magic to make colours! Getting rid of all the neon paint had been a hassle. What if she instead offered some magic to help with that? Maybe some magic glowy paints that smelled better?
She kept thinking about it even when Mila kissed her head and told her it would all be okay, before going to bed. She continued to plot and scheme deep into the night, but no matter what she thought up, nothing really resonated with her. Kay and Logan were perfect together, she could see it at a glance. They were complete by themselves and somehow still completed each other into something more than the sum of their parts. What could she possibly have to offer that would make them want to spend time with her?
Nemo clicked her fingers, creating a gentle lavender spark that hovered in the air as she picked out her diary to scribble down her thoughts. She couldn’t get those two out of her mind. It was really kinda rude how they occupied her thoughts, but then again Nemo would never have told them to stop, because Logan was so hot and Kay looked like she could bench the entire band—
“Nemo, are you still awake?” Mila grumbled as she sleepily rubbed her eyes and checked the alarm clock on her nightstand. She usually got up late at night to get something to drink before sleepily stumbling back to bed. She dropped onto her pillow with a huff. “It’s four a.m. What are you doing?”
“I can’t sleep!” Nemo sighed, nerves fluttering in her chest.
Mila stared at her. “Is this about Logan still?”
“Nooo, they’re totally fine!” Nemo said quickly. “I mean I’m totally fine!” She didn’t want her sister to see her distress. Because she wasn’t distressed, she wasn’t nervous, and that pain in her chest wasn’t real! She sniffed quietly. “I’m totally… Yup, I’m good,” she managed to say past the lump in her throat. She’d never felt like this before.
Mila slipped out from under her covers and crossed the narrow space between their beds to come slip into the space beside her. Nemo scooted to make room and rested her head on her twin’s shoulder as Mila ran a hand over her purple hair.
“I just… I want to get to know them,” she sighed.
“Yeah, I get it.” Mila’s voice was a gentle, calming whisper. Her breath was cool like an autumn breeze before she kissed the crown of Nemo’s head. They remained like this in comfortable silence for a few minutes. It was comforting to have Mila here, holding each other close like they’d done since they were old enough to remember picking flowers in the meadow around their dads’ hut.
“You got to know Jin,” Nemo eventually muttered. “How did that happen?” She had always been the more social one. The one with less inhibitions, fewer worries, and too much energy to spend. Talking came easy to her, and she naturally made friends. Well, some people didn’t like her overly active demeanour. She’d never cared before.
Mila shrugged gently. “I met them and we hit it off. I started liking them, and they liked me too, so that was nice.” Her fingers played with Nemo’s hair gently. “And then we went on a couple of dates. Just for fun at first, you know?” She looked down at Nemo with a little smile.
Nemo hid her face. The idea of going on a date with Logan or Kay… Well, there was no real telling what Toronto was like with polyamory. Or the surrounding world, for that matter. It was all so strange. “If I got to go on a date with them, I’d die,” Nemo said.
“You’re gay, sis.”
“I know!” Nemo pouted up at her twin, who smiled so kindly. “Too gay for my own good! I just… I at least want them to like me, you know? You know how Dad always said you know your soulmates when you see them?”
“Witchly intuition,” Mila hummed. “I mean, I think he was just being a dad. But there might be something to it. I like Jin, but I guess I had an easier time with them.” She gave Nemo a gentle look. “Look, sis… If you wanna ask them out, I’ll help. If you just wanna be friends, same deal. We’re in this together, right? And Logan and Kay are sweet. Asking won’t hurt.”
Nemo reached over to rest her hand in Camellia’s free one. They interlocked their fingers, and Nemo snuggled harder into her sister. “Thanks, sis,” she mumbled, finally feeling her eyelids get heavy. “You’re the best…”
Camellia smiled and hugged her close. She pulled the blanket over them and whispered something reassuring and loving. Nemo didn’t hear it. She slipped away into a gentle dream about a black wolf with golden eyes, and a red-furred bat that distracted her from the pain still lingering in her chest.
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Kay blinked awake in the early hours of the evening and pulled Logan a bit closer. Her vampire lover was snuggled close to her, head still pressed gently under her chin, just like they’d been when they’d fallen asleep. She sighed happily, trying to get through the fog in her mind that only demanded she close her eyes and cuddle Logan a little more. She needed something to eat in the morning to really get going. And for that she had to get up. And for that she would have to let go of Logan.
She grumbled and held them even closer. Logan grumbled back and their hands tightened into the back of Kay’s shirt. They were always so cute when they were sleepy, and like Kay they needed something in the morning before they were really awake. For them it was something to drink. Water, coffee, blood, whatever, they needed their juice.
Her enhanced sense of hearing let Kay make out the singing of birds outside. And, as she cuddled her girlfriend, those sounds slowly died down. Time to get up, she eventually told herself and extricated her limbs from Logan’s. Logan mumbled and tried to hold on to the back of her shirt as she scooted to the edge of the bed, and the little tug on the fabric was almost enough to beckon her back. But she steeled herself, stretched, and got up instead. Logan watched her with tired, hooded eyes. There was a small pout in place on their lips, and Kay couldn’t stop herself from leaning down to kiss them gently. It was chaste, soft, and full of love. Logan’s cheeks coloured a little darker. Kay pulled the blanket up over her and tucked her more into the warm, soft bed, then went to get herself some food.
She loved to cuddle with Logan, and the bar was closed today, but she had other things to do. So she made herself some food to sate her werewolf appetite, prepared a tray of food and drink for Logan to enjoy in bed, and, after bringing it to them and running her hand over their soft, russet hair once more, headed down to the basement. It wasn’t a very big one. Kay and Logan both liked their home being rather small and cozy, and it was enough for them. Kay had converted one of the downstairs rooms into a place for Logan to store instruments and do some recording, with the help of some of her packmates. The other room was a small gym. She generally preferred her actual gym, which was pretty exclusively for supernaturals, though they made an exception for blood donors and other initiated individuals. Being in the gym in Wolfshire just felt nice because every now and then there were other people there, and Kay liked to practice gym safety with a spotter despite her ability to bench well over a thousand pounds. That, and she enjoyed the social aspects of it.
She hummed softly when she stepped inside, and went to pick up the smaller weights Logan used. Logan could enhance her strength using blood to activate a vampire gift, but she still wanted to get a bit buffer. Kay happily encouraged it, even if she had to force them to train every now and then. But she was happy that Logan shared a passion with her, even if they needed a little push sometimes.
Kay spent some time warming up and getting limber before beginning the actual workout with her own, significantly heavier weights. It was just a little one, just to stay in the swing of things. Later, she’d go visit Vivian and see if she wanted to head to the gym together. And if not, Kay was fully prepared to spend the entire day with her.
Her thoughts lingered on Vivian as she worked out. She could feel the scars on her arm burning, and anger rose in her gut as she thought of just how sad her little sister had been the day before. She was such a kind and gentle person, but afraid to show it to anyone she didn’t trust already. Seeing her hurt had Kay seething. She didn’t usually give in to anger unless it was in any way productive. Working out helped with that. The burning in her limbs as she pushed herself to lift the weight one more time, just a little higher… The focus on her form and how her body moved… That kept the anger in check.
When she’d completed her little workout and dropped the weights, she was covered in sweat nonetheless. Guess I pushed myself a bit hard, she thought and slicked her hair back a bit. She wiped her face off with a towel, slung it over her shoulder, and went to go get a shower. She dropped her clothes in the laundry machine on the way, and passed Logan, who seemed to have just gotten up. They’d clearly had their food and juice, but they were still wearing Kay’s large, red shirt with the sleeves rolled up. She stopped dead in their tracks when their eyes met Kay’s.
“Oh, morning,” Kay said, pulse still elevated from the exertion of her exercising. “You sleep well?” Her voice, though curt and even, was no less full of love than the night before in the shower.
Bright red covered Logan’s cheeks as they looked Kay over. “U-Um, yeah…” she muttered, eyes flitting up and down her form and sheepishly to the side. Kay smirked and stepped a bit closer, filling the space before them.
“I know I’m sweaty,” she said in a casual manner, “but can I get a good morning kiss?” Logan blushed even harder under her gaze. They nodded and leaned up, pressing their lips to hers in such a loving gesture, it got a deep, wolfish huff of comfort out of Kay. The sound emerged from her chest, mingling with the gentle purr emanating from Logan’s lips as they pulled away a little breathlessly. Logan had to clear her throat a bunch before being able to speak without their voice breaking and trembling with love.
“You, uh… You already had a workout, huh?” she asked Kay and rubbed the back of her neck.
“A short one,” Kay said and shrugged. “You good to go see Viv later?”
“Yeah, sure.” Logan smiled gently. “I mean, I don’t have to if she’d rather be alone with you. You’re her big sister.”
“Yeah, but you’re her family too.” Kay gave her little lover a gentle look and took her hand, bringing it up to her lips. “I know she seems a little nervous around you…”
“You can say that again,” Logan muttered, flushed as Kay’s lips touched her fingers, but unable to look away from her girlfriend’s concerned eyes. Vivian was still a little defensive around Logan, seeing as they didn’t know each other quite as well. And maybe there was some lingering jealousy over Kay choosing to leave the pack with her, even if Vivian had never been anything but supportive.
“She does like you.” Kay kissed her girlfriend’s fingers with her lips and her words. “And especially now, I want her to see that what she’s like won’t push anyone away. That she can be rough, and still be trusted to be soft. And that her vulnerability doesn’t make her weak.”
Logan sighed softly and rubbed her neck. “You think she’ll trust me enough to be vulnerable around me?” Vivian was a rough character to get to know, always had been, even for them. But Kay knew for a fact her little sister had been wanting to get closer for years. She was just a big softie, and nervous about if Logan was going to like her too.
“I think she’ll make an effort if you show her you can be trusted,” Kay said and rubbed her thumb over her girlfriend’s knuckles. She smiled gently. “Would you try, for me?”
They smiled back with an expression of gentle love in their eyes. “Sure thing, babe.” Then they turned away a bit. “But um… please go shower. And put something on. You’re… distracting.”
Kay raised an eyebrow and looked down at herself playfully. “You find this distracting?”
“Oh my fucking god,” Logan muttered. “I’m leaving!” But Kay’s firm hold on their hand was enough to pull them back, even as she giggled and they glared, helplessly in love. “Kay!”
“I’m going, I’m going,” she chuckled and brought their hand up once more to press a kiss to their knuckles. “I just wanted to say again, your performance yesterday was wonderful. And I’m glad you’re in my life, sweetheart.” She let her voice slip a little deeper, to where it resonated in her chest, and watched Logan melt.
They grumbled and covered their mouth as the soft sound they made was followed by a purr. “I love you,” they muttered. “Thank you for being here. And… thank you for the food.”
“You can bite me anytime.”
“That’s not— Oh my god, Kay.” Logan rolled their eyes at her gentle smirk. “Go shower, nerd!”
Kay let them go with a gentle chuckle. “Alright, I’m going! But…” She hesitated after all. “Are you sure you’re okay? Yesterday was… not like usual.”
“Yeah…” Logan rubbed the back of their neck. “I think it was… What’s her name again, Niaomi? Camellia’s sister. She smelled a bit sweeter than I’m used to with Jin and Val around, and Mila I guess.”
“Right.” Kay nodded and let Logan’s hand slip out of hers “They’re cute,” she remarked. “It’s no wonder they got you hungry. Well, if you ever need blood…”
“I’m fine for now,” Logan smiled so lovingly, and now she took Kay’s hand and kissed her knuckles with gentle adoration. “But I am grateful.”
“Always, babe.” Kay finally managed to pull herself away from Logan. She couldn’t help loving them with all her heart. Logan had conquered her very soul from the first day they’d met, and every little moment with them was utterly precious.
***Vivian opened her apartment door after the first knock, probably having smelled Kay as she’d approached. Her little sister had always had sharp senses, and she’d quickly become the pack’s most reliable tracker. She smiled at Kay and Logan. “Aw, you guys came to visit me? You shouldn’t have,” she joked gently. It was just the tiniest bit subdued, compared to her usual demeanour.
“Well, tough,” Kay chuckled and reached up to ruffle Vivian’s hair, which looked freshly washed. She looked much better in general, and Kay caught Logan giving her a little smile in greeting. They hadn’t seen her breaking down, but a happy Viv was a sight to behold, six-foot-six, with arms and legs for days, sparkling blue eyes, dark, soft hair and a rather handsome face with a sharp jaw. Kay remembered a time when those blue eyes of hers had been full of nervous anxiety and anger. Now, even still subdued, she was radiant. When Kay first met Viv, she had already been lanky, but now she’d packed her limbs with hard-built muscles that rivalled those of her big sister. Generally, Vivian had always aspired to be like Kay, and confided in her the most.
Now she glanced at Logan and cleared her throat. “You uh… You don’t have to stay. I know we’re not exactly close… And you probably have more important shit to do…” Of course she was guarded after the heartbreak she’d been through.
Logan frowned gently, watching Vivan’s stoic face. Then they moved closer and hugged her tight. “It’s okay,” they said softly. “I want to be here. We’re family.”
For a moment Vivian just stood there, frozen. Then she sighed and her tensed shoulders relaxed as she leaned into the much smaller vampire. A soft puppy whine escaped her, the first one she’d ever allowed herself around Logan. “Thanks, cupcake,” she muttered gently, dropping those carefully erected walls. “That means a lot.”
“Cupcake?” Logan looked up at her and then at their girlfriend.
Kay also raised an eyebrow, a tiny change in her expression that might as well have been a fully spelled out question to Vivian. Her little sister chuckled. “It’s nothing,” she said with a little smirk that flashed her white teeth. “Come on in!” She stepped aside to gesture them into the apartment.
“Sure thing, kid,” Kay chuckled with a roll of her eyes.
Vivian pouted at that. “Hey, I’m not a kid!” she complained jokingly. She loved when Kay patted her head and called her kid, like she’d done when they’d first started getting close. “If I’m a kid, then Logan’s a toddler!”
“I have mental maturity,” Logan said.
“And I have sixty years of age on you,” Vivian said. Kay smiled softly as they started to banter and she took the food they’d brought into the kitchen. Whatever happened, they’d be fine, so long as they had each other, as a family.
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Unexpected Developments


A few days after they’d gone to visit Vivian, Kay was once again knocking on her sister’s door. The sun was still out. Kay had just woken up from her nap and had decided that it was time to get Viv a bit more active. Working out had always helped them, ever since they had been children. And when Vivian opened the door and saw her with the two training swords, her face lit up.
“Come on, kid,” Kay said with a little smirk. “We’re going to the gym.”
“Okay! Let me get dressed!” The younger werewolf dashed off to go grab some workout appropriate clothes, and Kay smiled approvingly, watching her as she left. Vivian showing enthusiasm again was nice. She wasn’t quite as quick to bounce back from heartbreak as usual, but she was getting there.
Not as quick as usual. That thought irked her, and a small growl made its way up from the depths of her chest. The fact that she was already used to Vivian having relationship trouble made her angry. Maybe I should set her up with someone, she thought as Vivian excitedly returned to the front door and grabbed the wooden sword Kay offered her. “You ready?” she asked her younger packmate.
“Fuck yeah!” Vivian smirked. “Race you to the gym!” And then she dashed off on long legs. The older werewolf rolled her eyes with a chuckle and followed after her at a leisurely jog. Then, after a couple of minutes, Vivian returned to her. “You’re no fun!” she grumbled.
“I like to just warm up before a workout,” Kay shot back. “Rather than tear a muscle.”
Vivian rolled her eyes, but she followed along, and after some time, they picked up the pace until they reached the gym at the edge of the Wolfshire district. Technically it was outside, because the architecture here was different, the streets were less winding, the buildings more modern, but it was still part of the territory assigned to Kay by the local supernatural authority figure. Their name was Lake Avenatti, a powerful Blood who was trying their hardest at making sure normal people didn’t get wrapped up in supernatural shit. Kay’s pack had a much more relaxed approach to people knowing about them, and so she wasn’t exactly surprised when she unlocked the door to the squat little building that housed the gym and smelled Jin’s familiar scent. They always smelled like leather and camomile tea. Even though they were human, Kay let them come here to work out. They were friends, after all.
What did surprise her was that Jin was accompanied by two short girls with brightly coloured hair. “Oh, hi!” Niaomi looked over from where she’d been spotting Mila and ran up to them. “Ooooh, you’re a big one! Bet you can reach all the shelves in the supermarket! Also, hi Kay!” She beamed up at them.
“Hi, kid,” Kay said with a little chuckle. “What brings you here?”
“Well, we wanna take over the world, and our dads always say that working out is important to stay healthy!” Niaomi smiled innocently. “There’s no point in dominating your enemies if you die of a heart attack while doing it!”
Kay blinked at the cute girl with the lavender hair. “Right. So, this is my sister Vivian. Viv, this is Niaomi.”
“You can call me Nia or Nemo!” the cute girl said, beaming, and reached out her hand. Vivian took it with a little smile.
“Pleasure to meet you,” she purred, clearly amused by Niaomi’s demeanour. But the way she held her hand, running her thumb over the knuckles, made the smaller girl blush deeply.
“Hi! You’re pretty!” she giggled and stammered something else. Vivian’s smile turned a bit more sheepish as she realized what she’d done, and she rubbed the back of her neck as she let Nia’s hand go.
Kay bumped her shoulder gently. “Pretty sure that would have happened if you had just said hello like a normal person.”
“You sure about that?” Vivian muttered back, while Niaomi watched them with big, starry eyes.
“Sure about what? What happened? Who’s gay, I don’t know her,” Niaomi babbled quickly, eyes flitting about. “Oh, you have swords? Are you gonna train? Can I watch? Is it gonna be brutal? I love carnage. A completely normal amount, but who doesn’t like collecting the blood of their friends and enemies?” She smiled at them.
Camellia stepped in to put her hand over Nia’s mouth. “Sorry,” she said. “Nemo gets excited whenever anything at all happens.”
Vivian let out a hearty chuckle, relaxing a bit. “It’s fine,” she hummed, while Kay shook her head and approached Jin, who was working with their weights. “I love carnage too. A completely normal amount.”
“Can I have your blood, then?”
“If you beat me in a sword fight.”
“Mila, let’s go back home! I forgot my sword!”
“Absolutely not.”
Kay put the conversation out of her mind, though she was very happy to see Vivian smile a bit more when talking to others. She was doing a little better every day, and she didn’t need Kay hovering over her at all times, so the older werewolf focused on Jin. “Tense your core,” she said, watching their not quite perfect form. “You need to stay stable.”
“I know, but it’s hard,” Jin grumbled, grey tank top already stained with sweat.
“It’s not meant to be easy,” Kay said as they slowly lowered their weights and put them down. “That’s why you asked me for help, isn’t it?”
“You’ve got it easy,” Jin sighed and sat on the bench with the weights behind them. “You’re a werewolf. You’re already strong.”
“True,” Kay said and placed the tip of her practice sword on the floor to lean on it a little. “But I had to work hard either way. Muscles don’t grow by themselves. You’ve got to keep working them. Use ’em or lose ’em.”
“Yeah, yeah…” Jin took a sip from their water bottle, breathing hard. Their blind eyes drifted over to where Niaomi and Camellia were making Vivian show off her muscles for them. She’d taken off her sweater and was busy flexing. “You’re probably wondering why I brought those two here.”
Kay shrugged. “Maybe a little,” she admitted. Jin was a bit of a loner. They stuck to themself, and only slowly formed attachments. It had taken them months to warm up to Kay and Logan, and that was after already figuring out that they weren’t human from the first day, thus knowing their best kept secrets.
“Mila wanted to go to a gym, and I mentioned this one… Nemo wanted to come along.” Jin ran a hand through their teal hair. “I couldn’t exactly tell them no without revealing that this place is for supernaturals. Sorry…”
Kay shook her head. “Kid, I don’t care about that. You can bring as many human friends as you want, as long as they don’t see anybody being unnaturally strong or fast.” She tilted her head gently, and Jin’s eyes met hers. Their eyes were badly damaged, but they could probably still perceive her as a rough shape. “It’s just not like you to bring friends around at all. You wanna talk about it?” She watched their face as she sat down on the bench next to them.
They shrugged. “I dunno. Mila and I… We just really hit it off, you know? She’s funny, sensitive, a little quiet…” Jin leaned into Kay a bit. “I think that… I might like her.”
“Do you want to tell her?”
“I think she knows.” Jin smiled a little. “She’s pretty sharp. And I think us hanging out might have actually been a date…”
“Good for you, kid,” Kay chuckled and ruffled their hair. “You wanna keep working out? I’ve got some stuff to work on with my sister, but Nia seems to be keeping her busy.” Vivian was indeed busy showing Niaomi how to swing a greatsword. The cute girl was giggling happily and she actually wasn’t that bad. It looked like she already had some sort of experience with swords.
“Maybe.” Jin smiled softly. “I think I’ll finish my workout, and then I should take a shower and show the girls ’round Wolfshire more. Don’t want them getting lost.”
“Alright,” Kay hummed and pulled them into a brief hug. “Call if you need me.”
“Same to you, wolfie,” they hummed and got a chuckle out of her.
Kay collected Vivian and got ready on the workout mat. After a little warm-up, they got to work with their swords. Vivian had clearly been training with their other siblings. Kay recognized Chase’s way of attacking in the way Vivian thrust the tip forward relentlessly until Kay found her footing and kept her blade on her sister’s as she tried to draw back. They followed up with a flurry of attacks exchanged between them, their move sparing and precise. Kay lost herself in the rhythm of the movements. Her aunt had taught her how to use a sword, and she had pounded those lessons into her flesh. Her muscles tensed without her conscious knowledge, her limbs moved thanks to muscle memory alone, and that gave her an edge over Vivian, who was still making the moves halfway consciously.
But Kay didn’t press her advantage, even as Niaomi cheered from the sidelines and called for blood, eyes wide and excited. She wasn’t trying to just beat Vivian, she was trying to give her a workout. As the minutes passed, her sister’s movements became more fluid. She too seemed to lose herself in the focus of her attacks, remembering everything her siblings had taught her. Once or twice, she even pushed Kay far enough back that she had to actually try hard to get back to the middle of the mat
Then Vivian got a strike in. Niaomi was just waving to Kay, ready to head off with Jin and Mila, who were holding hands a little and were blushing. Kay had responded to the other two saying goodbye with a curt nod. But Nia’s cheery voice cut through her concentration. “Bye-bye, Kay! Tell Nemo I said hi! … Wait, I’m Nemo, tell Logan I said hi!”
The door fell shut behind her, and Vivian’s sword was at Kay’s throat, polished wood pressed to her skin. “Come on, sis,” the younger wolf purred. “You can’t get distracted just because a cute girl called your name!”
“Wasn’t that,” Kay said and slapped Viv’s sword aside with a flick of her own. She’d just been momentarily amused, seeing Niaomi slink out bright red. “Either way, you’ve gotten better, kid.”
“I’ve been working hard!” Her sister beamed at the compliment. “Chase gave me some pointers.”
“Clearly.” Kay huffed and raised her hand when Vivian got back into her stance. “Let’s take a little break.”
“Aw!” Vivian let the tip of her blade drop. “We could have said goodbye to your little friends!”
“Best to give it some time,” Kay said as she picked up her towel and wiped the sweat off her brow and neck. She sat on the mat, legs crossed, wooden sword beside her. “Jin isn’t great with being close with new people. And you like being close.”
Vivian frowned. “I know how to respect boundaries,” she muttered. As she sat down as well and took a sip from her water. Her breath was still going heavy, like Kay’s.
Kay hummed and stopped shaking out her arms, which burned with the exertion of their sparring match. Even with both of them holding back, even just using wooden swords, blocking Vivian’s strikes had sent shocks through her arms every time. She was strong, but her little sister was at the same level. “Jin isn’t great at setting firm boundaries,” she explained her decision. “Especially not if they feel like they have to like someone. And you’re my sister. They’d feel obligated. I think you’d do better getting to know each other slowly. When they’re not as distracted.”
“Oh, you mean because of their girlfriend?” Vivian asked with a raised eyebrow. 
“Ah. You picked up on that, hm?” Kay chuckled. Of course she had. Vivian was sharp, and she was very good at reading people. Really, if it wasn’t for her personal issues with being gentle, she would be the perfect partner in any situation. “Yeah, Jin and Camellia seem to be hitting it off. So we should give them some space.”
“Fine, I can agree to that.” The younger werewolf scooted a bit closer and leaned into Kay. “Thanks for taking me training, by the way. This is fun. I missed having you around.”
Kay leaned back into her, feeling the warmth at her side, and the strength in her tall little sister’s limbs as she put an arm around her. “Do the others not cut it as sparring partners?” she joked a little.
Vivian hummed and averted her sapphire blue eyes. “Not really,” she said and played with her dense braid for a bit. “Fang and Kris are getting pretty good, but they still have much to learn. Willow is more interested in having fun than they are in working out, which is fair, but I just… I don’t really get to spar with someone at my level unless Jayden, Allie or Chase visit.”
“Oh, so you think you’re at my level?” Kay joked and Vivian pushed her hard enough to make her have to brace her hand on the floor.
“I will fucking fight you,” Vivian growled playfully and jumped on her. The older wolf grabbed her wrists as she did, and they wrestled for a bit. It reminded Kay of all the times they’d played and wrestled when Vivian had been younger. She’d always had the upper hand, actually knowing martial arts, and after a bit, her wild baby sister had stopped trying to brute force everything and had actually taken her lessons to heart. By now, the movement of their bodies against each other was familiar. The strain in their limbs, trying to push the other back, the hot breath on each other’s skin… every part of it brought back a memory. It was similar to when they were wolves, but without the snapping fangs that searched for fur to dig into. The tactics were only a little different.
Vivian had clearly been training, but Kay still won. She escaped her sister’s failed attempt at a chokehold and rolled them over. She ended up on top, pinning her packmate. “You’re getting better,” she hummed, hair having come loose from her small ponytail in the scuffle. It hung down around her face as she watched Vivian proudly.
The younger wolf growled, showing off her sharp fangs. “I’m not gonna stop until I can beat you!” she huffed, wriggling hard.
Kay smirked back. “Looking forward to it,” she said and got off Viv. A look at the clock made her frown. “Ah, fuck. That time already?” It was about an hour after sundown, which meant Logan was already at the bar, opening by themself.
“You know,” Vivian said as she pushed herself up on her elbows, “you could just hire more staff. That way you and Logan could take it easier.”
Kay hummed and rubbed her neck, sitting next to her. “I don’t know,” she muttered. “I like to keep it sort of in the family, you know? The old man used to cook. Logan helps out at the bar. There’s this other friend, Meg, who helps with deliveries. And sometimes this guy Derek helps with the cooking.”
“The dude with the trench coat and the hat?” Vivian asked, using a description that made Derek sound way cooler than was appropriate. “He works for you?”
“Yeah. And, for the record, we do pay him.” She pursed her lips just a little. “Don’t ask me why he keeps living in that hovel of his.”
The younger werewolf hummed. Then, after a moment, she shrugged. “To each their own. Anyway, we should get ready to see your cute girlfriend.” She gave her big sister a little wink. Kay rolled her eyes and pushed her gently.
“Yeah, yeah,” she muttered. But as they got up, she added, “I’m glad you like her. You guys never got enough chances to hang out.”
“They’re sweet,” Vivian said casually. “And…” She rubbed her neck a bit. “They came to see me with you when I wasn’t feeling great. That meant a lot. Made me feel less… unlikable.”
“You’re not unlikable.”
Viv huffed. “You gotta say that, you’re my sister.”
“I mean it.” Kay grabbed her shoulder and took Vivian’s cheek when she refused to look at her. “Viv. You’re amazing. You just have trouble opening up. That doesn’t make you unlikeable.” She ran her thumb over Vivian’s cheek and pulled her in to rest their foreheads together. Her other hand brushed through her sister’s loosely braided hair just a little. “We’ll find someone who actually deserves you. Someone who can see how loving and gentle you really are.”
Vivian relaxed with a deep, deep sigh. She hugged Kay back, just a little. “Maybe,” she muttered. “I think I’m done with dating for a while.” They took their showers in silence. Vivian kept her gaze downcast, and Kay watched her, both worried for her and angry at the one who had hurt her gentle, kind sister.
***Vivian put on a happy face as they got ready to leave, but Kay could make out the underlying sadness, and she cursed herself for bringing up relationships after finally getting her to smile. But that thought only persisted until they exited the gym. As soon as they stepped outside, both of them froze. Growls vibrated in both their broad chests. There was a new scent in the air, sharp and ever so faintly familiar.
Another werewolf.
“What the actual fuck?” Kay growled. Wolfshire was her territory. More importantly, it was known Embrace territory. Any Stray moving through it had to check in with her personally beforehand. And she didn’t know this scent.
“Not one of yours?” Vivian asked, a deep rumble in her voice.
“No,” Kay growled back. They didn’t control what Strays wandered through their territory for fun. Their pack, which took in Strays, protected humans, and even accepted them as fully fledged pack members without turning them, was not well liked by quite a number of other pack wolves. That was why Kay meticulously kept track of everyone in Wolfshire. It was her responsibility to keep it safe as well, but that was secondary to the threat a pack wolf could pose. “Do you know it?” she asked Vivian, who took a deep breath and closed her eyes. Among all her packmates, Vivian was the best tracker. She remembered every scent she ever came across.
The larger woman shook her head. “Not one I’ve met before.”
“You sure?” Kay closed her own eyes and took a deep breath as well. Her packmate was right. It wasn’t familiar to her either, and yet… there was something off about the scent that she couldn’t quite place.
“Could be a new wolf,” Vivian mused, already stripping her shirt off in the potholed street. “Or a Stray who’s stayed under the radar. Either way, we need to catch them fast.” It was dark, so she didn’t worry about anybody seeing them. Besides, most of the buildings around them stood empty. Supernaturals didn’t love people near their hangouts.
“And if it’s a born wolf?” Werewolves born from wolf parents underwent the first Change during puberty. It was just as painful as a bite, though usually parents prepared their children for this. The discipline it took to control the wolf part was taught from very early on, delicately and gently. But if this wolf hadn’t had that guidance, if they didn’t know what they were doing and weren’t in control of their faculties, seeing Vivian might just send them over the edge and let instinct take hold. Then things could get dangerous.
“Doesn’t matter who it is,” Vivian said and handed Kay her folded clothes. “I’ll catch them.” There was just a hint of worry in her voice, and Kay understood why. The scent trail of this new wolf seemed to go the same direction as that of Jin, Niaomi and Camellia.
Vivian chose to head into the gym again after all for her Change. Stripping her clothes off in the street was one thing. Growing fur and claws was another, and much more difficult to explain away, in case anybody was around after all. As she did, Kay pulled out her phone and called Logan. She waited as the dial tone played, almost impatient for them to pick up. But she took a deep breath and relaxed. Keeping a cool head was most important right now.
Logan picked up. “Hi!” Their voice immediately calmed Kay down. “Are you guys running late? Meg’s been asking for you.”
“Hey, babe,” Kay said with a soft smile on her lips. “Change of plans, actually. There’s a wolf in my territory.”
“Oh. Oh, shit.” Their tone immediately became more worried. “Do you need me to come over? Meg can hold down the fort. Or we can close the bar if you need us both.”
“No, stay at the bar.” Kay reached over to open the door to the gym for Vivian. A pair of glowing eyes greeted her out of the dark. “Viv and I have got this. But be ready just in case some pack wolves drop by.”
Logan hummed softly in what Kay assumed was a little nod. “Alright. We’ll be okay. We’ve got great customer service, after all. Unless you need me to bring you your sword!” she added quickly, voice all nervous again.
“It’s okay,” An enormous, dark brown wolf with mottled black patches stepped out of the doorway as Kay spoke. “I’ve got a different kind of sword here.” Vivian lifted her head and looked Kay in the eye. She was huge, easily surpassing any dog or wolf in size. She sniffed the air. A deep rumble emerged from her chest.
“Do you mean Vivian?”
Kay sighed. “Yes, Logan. I meant Vivian.”
“Is that what werewolves call each other? Like, as titles? One of you is the shield of the pack, and the other is—”
“I’m hanging up now,” Kay said evenly, “but I love you.” Logan’s laughter cut off a moment later when she put her phone away. She shook her head and reached down to run her fingers through Vivian’s fur. “Alright, girl,” she muttered. “Show me what you’ve got.”
Understanding human language as a wolf was difficult. It required focus to push the animal back enough to register words and their meanings on more than an instinctual level. But Kay and Vivian knew each other too well. All they needed to understand each other was instinct. The younger wolf let out another deep, rumbling growl. Her big paws fell heavy on the asphalt, and the dark, sharp claws scraped over the rough, grey surface. She lowered her head and sniffed. The sound of it somehow made it seem like she had even more mass than her already huge body should hold. She looked back at Kay out of golden eyes.
“Let’s go,” the older werewolf growled, with Vivian’s clothes securely folded and rolled up under her arm. Her packmate tensed, then she shot into the dark, and Kay followed behind her, using the flash of street lights on dark fur to keep track of her.
The scent trail led them straight along the path Jin and the girls had taken. It seemed about as old, too, which made Kay worry that this stranger might have stalked her friends. Pack wolves usually knew to stay well away from humans, but sometimes that hunting instinct took over and that could get dangerous very quickly. Jin knew how to deal with an out of control werewolf. Staying calm, not provoking the beast, they were good at that. The first time Kay had ever met them, they’d been walking around in one of her favourite spots outside Toronto. She had been a wolf, and for just a moment, the human out and about that night had stirred the hunting instinct. They’d handled it. But the other two, Camellia and Niaomi, likely had no idea how to act around an animal like that.
A hoarse bark from Vivian ripped Kay out her thoughts. She frowned, catching back up to her packmate, who sniffed a spot on the ground. Her posture was a little nervous, ears back and tail stiff. Kay leaned in to smell what had distressed her.
Blood. Wolf blood. It smelled very fresh, too. There wasn’t a lot, but too much for it to just be a little prick on a paw. “Let’s keep going,” Kay said. “Stick close.” Vivian grumbled deeply and remained by her side. Kay gave her an approving pat on the head. Anybody else who tried to pet Viv ran the risk of losing a hand to jaws that could break bones and fangs that could easily rend apart flesh. But she allowed it with Kay, ever since the first time she’d padded up to her and nuzzled her head to her big sister’s hand, back when she had first learned to trust.
They followed the scent further. There was a place in Wolfshire that was hidden. A park that stretched far and was covered in a forest. And that was where the wolfblood scent led them. Kay kept an eye out in the dark, though with Vivian here there was no chance of anybody sneaking up on her. They relied on the little light that fell through the clouds to guide their way. The rustle of leaves made Kay stop as they entered the denser part of the forest. At first she thought it was just the breeze through the trees, but then Vivian growled loudly and stepped closer to her, protecting her from any potential attacker. A werewolf in their wolf form was far more deadly than a human one, so Kay was grateful for her protective instincts.
“Calm, girl,” she still muttered, piercing the dark with her golden-brown stare. There was something there, she could feel it. The air smelled of fresh rain. Grass and trees. Little animals, though their scent was stale. And then she caught the wolf scent again. A growl rang out of the dark, hoarse and full of menace. Eyes glowed in the night. The wind changed just as the clouds tore open, hitting Kay with the stranger’s scent. Moonlight flooded the small grove they stood in, casting stark shadows from the tree stumps. It was still enough to make out a wolf with golden eyes and russet-brown fur, covered in markings down to a white belly that was stained with dirt and blood.
Kay froze. The wolf beside her lifted her head, ears forward now, attentive, growling very softly. She took a step toward the strange wolf, towering over them even though they were larger than any dog by a fair bit. The Stray snarled louder, revealing white, sharp fangs. They looked more scared than anything else, their body language serving as a clear giveaway.
“Viv! Back,” Kay said evenly and clearly. Her packmate flinched, reason cutting through her instinct to face this intruder, and she returned to Kay’s side with a low rumble still in her chest. But she never took her eyes off the stranger, and neither did Kay. Now that they were so close, now that she saw this wolf and was less than five metres from the source of that scent, she could tell very clearly that this wolf was not a Stray trying to slip under the radar on purpose, nor a pack wolf trying to stir up trouble. After all, the wolf before them was far too young.
They were a child.
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Finding Family


Being the one to try and convince a young, terrified werewolf to return to human form had been a bizarre experience the first time around, especially since Kay had been on the other side of this once. Doing it a second time only drove home just how strange it was. She knew there was a person in there, under the instinct and confusion. But they didn’t act like a person. They acted like a wild animal, a skittish and worried one.
At least it’s going quicker this time. Kay sat on the blanket she’d brought after the first night of discovering the young wolf, and watched the surrounding forest area for her young friend. They’d been suspicious at first, but last night they had started to approach, and that morning they had even sat close to her, watching. As the sky began to colour darker, Kay was confident she’d gain the nervous werewolf’s trust. A rustle of leaves on the forest floor made her listen up, but after a moment she recognized the footsteps as Vivian’s. Her younger packmate approached with a basket that smelled of still warm food.
“I made you some stuff,” she said and handed Kay the basket. “Logan helped, of course. She’s worried about you.”
“I know.” Kay took the basket and put it down next to her.
“She misses you.”
Kay rubbed her face. “I miss her too,” she muttered, tired. She’d tried to sleep as little as possible, which wasn’t hard in these conditions. The weather wasn’t exactly perfect for camping out in the middle of nowhere. But anything could set this young werewolf off and frighten them, making them run. A fire, a tent, anything at all carried a certain amount of risk with it. She only touched her phone to text Logan and make sure they were alright. She’d love to have them close, but Blood scent could scare the young werewolf away.
“I could catch this wolf, easy.” Vivian sat next to Kay and hugged her. Her warmth was better than the thick blanket Kay used when the weather got particularly chilly.
“Viv, no.” Kay leaned into her sister and resisted the urge to let her eyes drop shut. Her voice still conveyed how tired she was, being barely more than a gentle murmur. “We don’t want to scare them.” There were two types of werewolves. One was born, the other bitten. A human bitten by a werewolf transformed immediately, no matter their age. Like Kay. Like Vivian. Born werewolves underwent their first Change during puberty, and there was a good chance this was the case here. But either way, they were dealing with a child going through something intensely painful and often traumatic. It had to be handled with care.
Vivian ran her hand over Kay’s hair. “I could take your place,” she said softly. “Give you a moment to rest. You need a shower, and you need a proper meal.”
“I’m fine,” the older wolf insisted and reached up to ruffle Vivian’s hair gently. “I’ve done this before.”
Vivian went quiet at that. She knew Kay had done this before, because last time it had been her, and last time her big sister had gotten herself some scars for her trouble. She sighed and reached over to take the basket with the food. “Here. Made you two whole chickens.”
“Fuck yeah…” That perked Kay up a little. She licked her lips at the smell. She opened the boxes with the food and laid into it. She wasn’t usually a messy eater, but she was also hungry and completely ignored the knife and fork Vivian had included in the care package. Shortly after, her fingers and lips were stained with the taste and she chewed happily on the perfectly seasoned meat. Thanks to their high metabolisms, werewolves were almost always hungry, and so Kay and her siblings had learned to cook for themselves. Vivian knew exactly what she liked, and the food was great.
Kay offered her younger sister a chicken leg. “Here,” she said. “Eat some too.” It was just a natural thing for them to share their food. Vivian took it and nibbled on it gratefully.
“Thanks,” she said and leaned more into her big sister.
Kay chuckled gently, tearing the skin from the white meat with her teeth and chewing the tasty, crunchy food a little before swallowing. “Thank you,” she said between two ravenous bites. “You have no idea how good this tastes right now.”
“I was tempted to just get you takeout.”
“You wouldn’t have done that to me.” Kay gently bumped her packmate with her shoulder. She focused on her food, savouring every bite as it melted on her tongue. Vivian really was a master chef. It wasn’t until her little sister poked her side that Kay looked up, having finished her first chicken. She gave Viv a look, then followed her gaze.
The young werewolf was hiding in a thicket, watching them, not even five metres away. “Well, hello,” Kay muttered softly. “I think somebody might be hungry.”
“They probably don’t know how to hunt properly,” Vivian mused. It usually came instinctively to every werewolf, but confusion, fear and pain could bring back just enough of that human mind to cloud those instincts. They already knew this wolf was young, and they knew they were injured as well.
Kay pulled a bit of meat off the chicken’s breast and tossed it close to the young wolf. They watched her out of golden-brown eyes for a long moment before creeping closer, just enough to snatch up the meat where it had fallen. Their jaws worked as they swallowed their catch. Kay watched with a little hum. Maybe this would go even faster than she’d anticipated. She threw another piece of food, a little closer, and then another. Very quickly, she figured out how close was too close, because the young wolf would carefully move up, snatch up the meat, and retreat back much further.
“Still skittish,” Kay muttered. “But we’re getting somewhere.”
Vivian gave her a look. “Why didn't I get food when we did this?” she asked, joking a little.
“I tried,” Kay shrugged. “You wouldn't take any.” Vivian had been exceptionally wild and exceptionally suspicious. She hadn’t touched any of the food Kay had offered her to lure her close and get her used to company. At the time, Kay hadn’t even been sure if that would have worked. It wasn’t until they met their other siblings, Fang and Kris, that the food tactic yielded any results.
She noticed Vivian’s eyes on her arm, where she’d pushed her sleeves up before eating, lingering on the two long scars there. “Do you ever regret us meeting like that?” the younger wolf muttered. “All… scared and angry?” Her fingers gently brushed over the dark skin of Kay’s arm, touching the scars she left there when she’d been too afraid to know what she was doing.
Kay just shrugged and leaned into her more. “I got a little sister out of it,” she said. “Of course I don't regret it.” She wished that they’d met under better circumstances, of course. But she would never be anything other than grateful for being able to save Vivian and letting her be a part of their family.
There was a moment of silence between them, during which Vivian nuzzled Kay close and kissed her head gratefully. “Thanks, sis,” she muttered. Kay gave her a pat on the arm, then she returned to watching the young wolf. They slowly began to creep closer again. Kay took another piece of meat.
“Come on,” she said, holding it out to them. “We’re not dangerous, I promise.” The rust-coloured wolf put its ears back nervously and crouched low, slowly sneaking closer. “That’s a good puppy.” Kay smiled very gently. “Come, it’s right here.” She put the food down beyond the blanket. Still close, but not close enough that she’d risk her fingers if the youngling got nervous. “That’s it,” she muttered reassuringly as the puppy approached more. “Just like that.” The young wolf sniffed the food once more, suspiciously, creeping closer and closer while Kay and Vivian sat perfectly still. The only sound around them was the rustle of leaves in the wind, and the sniffing of the young werewolf. Then they snapped it up and swallowed it eagerly, letting out a little panting sound.
“Good, hm?” Kay chuckled. She took another piece, and this time she held it in her hand, arm resting over her knee.
“Kay…” Vivian said very softly, so as to not spook the young wolf. “Watch your fingers.”
“It’s okay,” she said back, just barely louder than a whisper. Her hand remained steady and calm. The werewolf sniffed her fingers and then, very cautiously, they took the meat between their teeth and drew back a little as their jaw worked to get it down in exaggerated movements. Golden-brown eyes watched her as she didn’t move her hand away, and then the smell of fat on her fingers drew the wolf in again. They sniffed for a good few minutes, and Kay and Vivian remained perfectly still. Every muscle in this wolf’s body was tense, the limbs stiff. One wrong move and they’d flee into the forest, maybe even out of the park to where they would draw a lot of attention and put themselves and others in danger.
The scent still on her hands was enough to keep this young wolf drawn in, though. Clearly, they were still hungry. And after a few quiet, tense minutes during which the sisters remained as still as stone and as patient as they possibly could, the wolf finally licked Kay’s fingers. A little while later, they completely relaxed and she dared to move, just a little.
“There, see?” she whispered. “I’m not dangerous at all.” She slowly moved her other hand to pet the wolf, careful to not be rough. With great care and patience, she coaxed them closer, and after a bit, she got them to rest on the blanket next to them.
“Their back,” Vivian said softly, drawing Kay’s attention to it. She followed her younger sister’s gaze and noticed just how shaggy the fur was there. There were small patches where fur seemed to be missing entirely.
“I guess we know where their injuries are.” She kept petting the wolf’s head, letting them get used to the touch. “We won’t be able to treat them at all until they turn back. It’s too dangerous.”
Vivian ran her fingers through her long, brown hair and nodded with a little sigh. “Right. Of course. So… How does this next part go again? I don’t quite remember…”
“We talk to the kid and see if they wanna try and change back.” Kay smiled down at the young wolf who rested their head on the blanket. “We play the waiting game again, and then we see what happens.”
Vivian nodded, and they fell quiet again, sitting shoulder to shoulder and resting against one another. They had never minded the quiet. Vivian was rather outspoken in public, but when they were alone, she quickly fell back into a habit of communicating with barely a word, if at all. When she’d first come to join the pack, she had quickly picked up on everybody’s mannerisms and had emulated Kay’s in particular. And now, a hundred years later, they didn’t need words to communicate. Just being together was enough.
Vivian sent Logan a text about their situation, since she would have otherwise headed to the bar to help out, now that night slowly began to fall. As she did, Kay continued to watch the young wolf. Last time she had to convince a strange wolf to return to human form, it had been Vivian. Her little sister had taken weeks to calm down enough to let herself be talked to properly, but this one was already sitting by her side, looking still and calm. “Shouldn’t take too much longer, right?” Kay muttered. There was a twitch of the ears, and they looked up at her. She suddenly found herself being the full focus of this wolf, and something in those golden eyes changed. Kay tilted her head very gently. “Can you understand me?” she asked. Her tone remained soft, as soothing as she could make it. The wolf didn’t answer in any way, but something in those eyes was familiar. An intelligence not possessed by ordinary animals. It was time.
“You probably don’t really understand what is happening to you,” Kay said calmly and clearly. “But you’re safe here. I need you to focus on who you are. Can you do that?” She let her fingers brush through the wolf’s fur gently. “You remember that feeling from before? The pounding in your head, the itch in your limbs… I need you to remember that. Focus on that.”
A shudder went through the young wolf a brief moment later. Their fur bristled and for just a moment, they tried to rise to their feet. But the tremor of the Change was unmistakable. A moment later there was a groan from deep inside the wolf’s chest. Kay scooted back a bit, keeping her distance with Vivian as bones crunched and changed shape. Fur pulled back into the skin, melding with it, revealing ribs and thin limbs, and dark bronze skin, discoloured here and there in ways that made Kay frown darkly. And then, moments later, instead of a wolf, there was a young kid curled up on the blanket, shivering against the cold and sobbing quietly. Her red-blond hair fell into her face, obscuring it a little.
Kay moved a little closer, leaning in. “Hey, you’re okay, kid,” she said softly. Vivian handed her her sweater, warm from her own body heat, which was big enough to cover the entire small form of the child. It warded the chill away a little. Kay very gently brushed the kid’s hair aside so she could see, looking up at them out of light, golden-brown eyes. “Welcome to our world. Don’t worry. From now on, you’ll never be alone again,” she whispered in a gentle, soothing tone and reached out to offer her some more food, exactly like her own saviour had done with her, two hundred years ago.
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Logan hurried home as quickly as they could after closing the bar a little early. Changing her shape was easy enough. At this point, turning into something resembling a giant bat was child’s play. But the continuous use of her camouflaging gift as she flew across the rooftops was slowly but steadily drawing on her blood reserves. It didn’t matter. Kay was home and Logan needed to hug her.
And then there was of course the matter of a young werewolf in their house. She landed in the backyard of their little home and could already smell the new werewolf. It was a nervous, scared smell, and the scent of blood stood out among its composition, so Logan hurried inside. Kay and Vivian were in the kitchen, talking, and Logan jumped at Kay, hugging her immediately. Her big girlfriend barely stumbled, and then they were wrapped up in powerful arms that pulled her close to Kay’s huge, warm body.
“Oh, I’ve missed you,” she muttered and nuzzled their face to Kay’s big neck. She smelled awful, like wet dog, dirt and stale sweat, and Logan felt weak at just how familiar her scent was anyway.
“Missed you too,” Kay said softly and kissed her head. “Are you okay?”
“Much better, now that you’re here again.” They smiled up at their girlfriend. “You need a bath, big girl.”
“I suppose.” Kay’s lips pulled into just the faintest of smiles as she leaned down so their feet could touch the ground again. Logan loved to read the tiny, subtle changes in her expression. To her it was like a reminder of how close they were. Aside from Kay’s family, she was the only one who could read the stoic werewolf’s mood from her face.
Logan pushed up onto their tiptoes and kissed her, and the only reason they were at all restrained was because Vivian was patiently waiting for them to finish up. She still tasted the food on Kay’s lips in their kiss. Her big, beautiful girlfriend gently put a hand on their chest to stop the kiss. “We just came home,” she said with a gentle chuckle. “Let me clean up before—”
“I don’t care,” Logan interrupted. Her voice was a gentle, needy murmur as she clenched her fingers more into Kay’s collar to pull her close. “I love you. Kiss me.”
“We have a guest,” Kay whispered. Logan blinked, and it was only then that they noticed the third person in the room. The kid sitting at the end of the table had made herself so small that she’d completely missed her. She had red-blond hair, dark bronze skin, and was only wearing a huge sweater, most likely Vivian’s. Her eyes stared blankly down at the table as she hugged herself tight, with dirty, matted hair.
“Oh no…” Logan whispered and hurried closer to the poor kid. She could smell old blood on her, but the only wound she could really see was a badly split lip.
“Her name is Charlie,” Vivian said. “That’s as much as we got out of her before she… went like this. The whole ‘werewolf’ thing can be pretty shocking.”
“I see.” Logan put her hand near Charlie gently, resting it on the table. “Hey, Charlie,” they said. “I’m Logan.” There was no real reaction from the kid. “I know you’ve been through a lot,” she continued. “Would you like to take a bath?” For just a moment, the kid looked over at them. They nodded ever so gently. Logan smiled a bit. “Okay,” she said. “Would you like to take my hand?” They weren’t quite sure what had come over them. She wasn’t usually this open, or was confident about being caring. But there was just something about the sad, dejected look in Charlie’s eyes that made their chest ache with sympathy.
She reminds me of myself, Logan realized with a start as Charlie took her hand. Sad, alone, scared. Their expression softened even more, and they gently guided the young wolf to her feet and to the exit of the kitchen and then the bathroom. “Can you get her some of my clothes?” she asked Kay. Her girlfriend gave a nod in the affirmative. Charlie was a good six inches shorter than her, but it was the best Logan could think of.
Coaxing the kid into the bathroom was easy enough, and Logan gently sat her down on the edge of the tub while they drew a warm bath. She was still trying to get the temperature right when Charlie said, “You’re Kay’s girlfriend?” Her voice was quiet and nervous.
Logan looked over with a little smile. “Yeah, I am,” they said and watched the kid fidget with her hands inside the sleeves nervously.
“And she’s your girlfriend too?”
“Yup.” Logan tilted her head gently. “Is that unusual to you?”
Charlie hesitated. Then she shrugged. “I just… always got told that that doesn’t work.” Her eyes remained downcast as she spoke.
Logan gave the little wolf a soft smile and reached over to gently take her hand. “Well, it does. There are a bunch of things about us that you’ve probably never heard of. But that doesn’t change that Kay is the most loving partner I could ever ask for, and that I love her with all my heart.”
The kid was quiet for a little while. Then she said, “She’s big. And strong.”
“Yes, women can be big and strong.” It was pretty apparent that Charlie had grown up in a place where diversity and strength were hardly encouraged. Logan patted her hand. “I can teach you all about that, if you want.”
There was a faint nod from Charlie. But she seemed too nervous still to really engage. It was to be expected. She had just gone through something terribly disorienting and painful, and now she was surrounded by strangers. Logan gave her a very soft smile. “I’ll be right back,” they said, leaving to check on the clothes situation, but ran into Kay at the door. Clearly the werewolf had been listening, and the look on her face made Logan blush a little. “What?” they asked, leaning into the doorframe.
“You’re so soft,” Kay whispered.
“Am not!” Logan protested, but their girlfriend cupped their cheeks.
“It’s not a bad thing,” she whispered and leaned in to touch their foreheads together for a short, loving moment. Logan grumbled softly and took the clothes from her. “I’ll make some more food for the kid,” Kay hummed.
“Yeah, okay,” Logan said as she left and closed the door. They sighed softly and rubbed their face a little. Cuddle time couldn’t come soon enough. She seriously needed some sleep after this day, and so did their girlfriend. “Right, kiddo. Let’s get you cleaned up.”
It took a little more coaxing to actually get Charlie into the bath. Logan kept her eyes averted to not make the kid uncomfortable, and showed her the shampoo, conditioner and body wash Kay generally used, which was easy on a werewolf’s delicate sense of smell. The warm water at least seemed to do Charlie good. She looked much more relaxed and happy. “This feels nice,” she muttered.
“That’s good.” Logan smiled softly at her. “We can always make it hotter or colder, if you want.”
The kid looked up at her and nodded quietly. Charlie hesitated, then whispered, “You’re not gonna hurt me?”
“Why would we hurt you?” Logan tilted her head, keeping her voice so very soft.
“Because… I’m a monster.”
Logan shook her head. “No. You’re not a monster. And nobody is going to hurt you.” Charlie looked down again after that. She splashed around in the water a little, eyes downcast, still appearing nervous. Logan stayed quiet, letting her get used to the temperature a bit more. They just wanted to wait a bit, to see if Charlie needed anything. But she seemed to be doing fine, resting in the warm water for a little.
Kay also enjoyed a good, long soak in a warm bath, Logan realised with a little smile. “Listen,” she said, “I’m gonna go help Kay make some food. You take your time here, okay? I’ve left some clothes for you.” She patted the pile on the bathroom dresser. “They might be a little big, but it’s the best we’ve got.” All she got in return was a little nod, so Logan left the kid to take her bath. They made sure to close the door behind them quietly, and went to the kitchen, where she could already smell fresh food.
“She definitely isn’t from a pack,” Vivian said just as Logan entered. “Nobody’s reported anyone missing.”
“Could be an illegitimate kid, from some Stray, or some other circumstance, then.” Kay hummed as she cut some meat into little cubes and seasoned them in a bowl before dropping them into a sizzling pan. “She doesn’t seem to have any bite wounds.”
“Did she say anything about where she got injured?” Logan crossed her arms and leaned against the doorframe, where she could still keep an eye on the bathroom door. “Her lip is busted pretty bad.”
Vivian shook her head. “She didn’t mention anything. We didn’t ask. She’s dealing with enough.”
Logan frowned, remembering Charlie’s bruises and old scars. Too many for a random kid to have. “What if she’s like…” She didn’t finish the sentence, but Vivian knew what she was going to say anyway. The large woman shrugged.
“Could be that she’s been a wolf for a while,” she said. “Wouldn’t be the first time. Happens rather frequently, but we assume that she’s not been one for too long, given how quickly she started to approach us.”
“Either way,” Kay said. “For now, all we can do is help her deal with the shock. Feed her, try and decide what to do with her later. Once we know more about her situation, we can make a plan.”
“That might take time,” Logan said. “She seemed pretty nervous.”
Kay hummed and rubbed her neck. “We could put her up here for a while. If that’s good with you…”
They nodded immediately. “Of course!” Sure, having a sudden guest would be an adjustment, but they’d rather that than let Charlie out of their sight. “What about her other injuries?”
“I already checked her.” Vivian cracked her knuckles, watching out of the window as if she expected someone to turn up suddenly. She seemed even more protective than usual. “Nothing broken, as far as I can tell. Her bruises and cuts should heal by the end of the week.”
“We can’t take her to a doctor?”
Vivian gave them a look. “Her body temperature would be life threatening to a human. Her blood is filled with a virus that changes your DNA fundamentally, and any mood swing could start a Change. Would be nice if we had werewolf doctors, but unfortunately I’m the best we’ve got.”
“I don’t think Charlie would do great around people right now either way,” Kay said, keeping her eyes on the food sizzling in the pan before her. “She’s understandably nervous. Right now she’s just frozen, but soon enough she might get anxious and that can trigger partial transformations, like the one on the way here.”
“Partial transformations?” Logan frowned. It was her understanding that once a Change was initiated, it couldn’t be stopped.
“Wrong choice of words,” Kay admitted. “She nearly Changed in the car. Viv had to calm her down.”
“Was I that bad when I was a kid?” Vivian asked jokingly to lighten the mood a little.
Kay cast a pointed look down at the scars on her right arm. “I’m sure you weren’t.”
“I heard you were worse,” Logan teased with a little smirk.
At that, Kay frowned. “Logan, don’t tell her that,” she said softly and cast an apologetic look at Vivian.
But the taller werewolf just chuckled and came over to put Logan in what was half a hug, half a headlock. “It’s alright, she can make that joke,” she said with a little smirk and then ruffled Logan’s hair as they managed to pull away fully.
A sudden crash from the bathroom made them all freeze, and then they were all down the corridor. Logan was the first to arrive. She threw the door open, incredibly worried, and saw Charlie trying hard to stop the water pouring from the faucets. She looked over, panicked, having accidentally knocked into the dresser in her haste and thrown some stuff off it.
“I’m sorry!” she called out in panic. “I don’t know how to turn it off!”
Logan blinked, took in the nervous look on Charlie’s face, the thin layer of water slowly flooding the bathroom, and she let out a little chuckle. “It’s okay, Charlie,” she said softly and moved in. “It gets stuck sometimes. We were gonna get around to fixing it.” She gently put her hands over Charlie’s and showed her how to turn them off properly. The tiles around the faucets were cracked. Really, it was a miracle that Charlie hadn’t torn them out of the walls with her newfound strength.
“Sorry…” she muttered, looking down at the flooded floor.
“It’s fine,” Logan said dismissively. She pulled aside the slightly soaked bathroom mat to show the drain in the middle of the floor. “See? Now, why don’t you get back in the bathtub and just relax, hm?” she added and after draining some of the water. “And if you need any help, you just call for me.”
“Okay,” Charlie mumbled. She added a very soft, “Thanks…” Logan gave her a smile in return.
The rest of the evening, or morning, as the case may be, was luckily uneventful. Charlie seemed to really enjoy her bath, and after she was done, the little werewolf was too tired to be nervous. Kay helped her ice her lip a bit and gave her something for any residual pain. The actual wound would heal in a few days. Werewolves didn’t tend to keep injuries around for too long.
Logan smiled softly, watching Kay talk to Charlie about her situation in gentle, soothing tones as the kid sat at the kitchen table in the oversized bathrobe Kay never used. (Kay insisted she dried fast, and Logan wasn’t one to complain.) Now, she looked oddly motherly in the way she treated Charlie. It was a bit of an odd thought. They’d never talked about having kids, but Kay was always protective and caring. It just made sense to Logan that she’d be an amazing mom.
“Most importantly,” Kay said then, “you can leave at any time. If you want us to take you home or to a friend…”
Charlie shook her head. “No…” Her voice was just a little whisper. “I don’t… want to go home.”
The older werewolf frowned gently. “We can teach you how to control this. But if there’s anything you want to let your family know…” The kid shook her head again. Kay hummed, then she nodded. “Alright, kid. But remember, if you change your mind, just say so.” She gently patted Charlie’s head. The young werewolf looked up at her with big, surprised eyes. And then, after a moment, she leaned into the touch and closed her eyes.
They stayed like that for a while, until Kay hummed gently. “Right,” she said. “You’re probably tired. We can put you up in our guest room for the time being. And we’ll talk again tomorrow, figure this out.” She stood up and beckoned the kid to follow her. Logan handed Charlie the clothes they’d prepared for her. The original intention had been for her to bathe, dry herself off, and wear the pyjamas to bed. But she’d stared at the bathrobe hanging on a hook behind the door with such an enamoured look that Logan had offered her that instead.
Vivian had already prepared the guest room with Kay’s help. It was plain, but comfortable, and Charlie looked around upon entering. “It’s big,” she said softly. It wasn’t really. There was just enough space for a bed, a desk, and some space to walk around. “I can stay here?”
“For as long as you want,” Logan said with a soft hum, leaning into the doorframe with crossed arms and a little smile. She frowned as Charlie kept staring at the door, near her. “What is it?”
“I’ve never had a key for my room,” Charlie just mumbled sleepily and cast the girlfriends a nervous look as if they were going to take it away.
The two exchanged a look. Kay huffed softly and rubbed her neck. “Listen, kid,” she said in a gentle tone as Charlie clutched the bundle of clothes to her chest. “This is your room now. We’re not going to barge in here unless you say it’s okay for us to enter. And if you feel more comfortable locking the door, go for it.”
“You sure?” Charlie asked with a nervous look up at her.
“Absolutely,” Logan said with a smile. “You’ll be safe here, but whatever you need to feel safer, do it. We don’t mind at all, right?” she asked her girlfriend as she joined her at the door.
“Yeah.” Kay gave Charlie a calming smile. “Logan and I will be just down the hall if you need anything.” She rested her warm hand on Logan’s lower back, and they leaned into her with a smile.
Charlie watched them for a moment. Then she smiled very softly. “Thanks,” she whispered again. “I… Have um… Have a good night…”
Logan smiled at her as well. “Goodnight, Charlie,” she said. “Sleep well.”
“Yeah, goodnight, kid. Sweet dreams.” And with that, they left Charlie to take possession of her new room.
Logan leaned into Kay with a little sigh and said, fully knowing that Charlie could hear her with her enhanced senses, “She’s a cute kid. A little shy, but… she seems very sweet.”
“Yeah,” Kay hummed. “We’ll let her rest up. She’ll have an appetite tomorrow, so we should probably go out grocery shopping.”
“Leave that to me,” Vivian said and scared Logan out of her pants. “We don’t want Charlie to be all alone… What? Wow, did you two seriously forget I was here?”
“It’s because you always sneak about like a fucking ghost,” Kay chuckled and ruffled her hair, giggling at the still heavily breathing Logan.
The vampire growled. “You need to not do that.”
Viv shrugged. “You’ve got sharp ears, you could’ve heard me if you weren’t all lovey-dovey with your girlfriend.”
“I hate you,” Logan grumbled. “Both of you,” she added when Kay still chuckled. She had to weave between the two huge werewolves to get past, who made no effort to clear the way for her. Vivian just giggled, and even Kay had an amused smirk on her face at the sight.
Werewolves and being buff and being able to block a fucking hallway. Fucking unfair. Too thicc, Logan grumbled inwardly. She stopped at the bedroom door and looked back at the sisters. “You guys coming?”
The two exchanged a look. “Me too?” Vivian asked, surprised. They had gotten a little closer, but not that close. She cuddled with Kay regularly, but Logan and her weren’t quite that close.
Logan decided it was time they were. After all, Vivian was family. “Yeah, both of you,” she said and entered the bedroom without further ado. And for the first time since knowing her, they got the satisfaction of seeing Vivian speechless.
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Friends in Different Shades


Getting to know Logan and Kay was actually a lot easier than Nemo had initially thought, and it provided a welcome distraction. She accompanied Mila to band practice and to the bar for a couple of weeks, and in between those, the two of them devoured the history section of the local library. Well, Mila did, Nemo just looked at pretty book covers, doodled in her journal, and let her sister read out interesting things to her. Apparently magic wasn’t considered real here, which was rather curious, Nemo thought. After all, neither Logan nor Kay were particularly human, given what she had observed. They had that air about them. That spookiness air. That I’m definitely not human-air.
Or maybe they were just ungodly hot and Nemo was mixing the two up.
Either way, it wasn’t her place to ask them about it. They would come out whenever they felt comfortable and ready, she’d decided. Besides, if they did reveal their secrets to her, it would be a sign that they trusted her, and Nemo really really wanted that to happen. Until then, she just pretended like she didn’t see Logan’s eyes flashing red when the light hit them just right. That mostly happened during band practice, which was always fun. Nemo doodled the entire band in her journal as they played. Maybe she lingered on Logan’s sharp features a bit too much. And Valerie with her diamond tattoos covering her shoulders and collarbone, and purple mohawk and all the piercings. And Jin, with their beautiful face that had entranced her sister. And Mila, who was utterly gorgeous and perfect in every single way, and she deserved the whole wide world, and Nemo would summon a dragon for her ANYTIME.
Not that she had done that ever before, those were some vicious rumours going around with absolutely no basis in reality!
“Hey, you good?” The dry, gently raspy voice ripped Nemo out of her memories of the livid ice dragon that had ruined the last wedding she’d been to. Her eyes snapped up to meet Logan’s, who was standing in front of where she was sitting on one of the speakers they weren’t currently using.
“H-Hi! Yeah! You’re perfect, I mean I’m perfect!” Nemo blushed hard and hid her face behind her journal with a little giggle. It was the one her aunt had given her, with a pretty pattern on its soft binding. “Yup! Absolutely perfect!” she said once more, ever so faintly embarrassed.
“Uh-huh…” Logan’s resting bitch face changed into a gently sympathetic smirk. “I guess I surprised you, huh?” Stars, they were hot. It was really unfair.
“It’s okay,” Nemo said, collecting herself. “Just got lost in thought doodling. It helps when I gotta stay in one spot for too long.” She closed the book, pencil between the pages, and rested it on her knees. Logan went to sit beside her on one of the crates they’d used to transport equipment. They were still setting up some stuff since they’d moved from their old practice venue into this old studio. Nemo had been able to witness Kay carrying some of the equipment, big muscles bulging under dark skin, and it had done things to her.
“You don’t have to stay,” Logan said now. They seemed gently concerned. “I get that you’re here to support Camellia, but we don’t wanna bore you.”
“Aw, it’s okay!” Nemo giggled and kicked her legs a bit, watching where Valerie and Mila were going over a part of the song with Jin’s support. “I really enjoy listening. And I love drawing you guys, you’re all so pretty!”
“… Right.” Logan’s lips twitched in a little smirk. “You like to draw, then?”
“Yeah!” Nemo nodded eagerly. “I used to be at a sort of art school with Mila until a bit ago, but we had to leave because our dads didn’t want her to be in an arranged marriage with some dude.” She smiled at Logan’s confused look. “Well, Mila isn’t really into guys. Definitely not that one.”
“But… Wait, how old are you again?”
“Twenty-five?”
Logan’s frown deepened. “But this happened recently? And… your dads I would assume agreed to it but also disagreed?” They looked even prettier confused and contemplating.
Nemo shrugged gently. “Politics. You know how it is. Sometimes you gotta pretend to agree to an arranged marriage while planning to wreck the ceremony. Anyway, you don’t have to worry about that, nobody is gonna find us and if they did, we’d fight them!” She flexed to show off her guns.
Logan’s gently confused look melted into a little smile. “Well,” she said with what sounded like a little purr, “if you need help fighting anyone, send me a text. I’ll bring the whole band. And Kay. She has a sword.”
“Wait, can she actually use that?” Nemo’s eyes lit up with excitement and she leaned close to Logan. She’d seen the sword hang in the bar, above a plaque that titled it Customer Service. Now she couldn’t help but imagine Kay in the backyard of the bar, knuckles wrapped, arms exposed and breath steaming in the cold morning air as she went through different forms of training and left her own footprints among the wolf tracks conspicuously left in the soft earth.
“Oh, she does,” Logan chuckled, and her voice was full of love. “She’s amazing. I’m lucky to have her. And very gentle…” They seemed to get a little lost in thought at the words. Nemo had noticed that happening a few times in the last weeks.
“I think she’s lucky to have you too,” Nemo said. She couldn’t help her voice being quiet, with just the barest tinge of longing to be a part of their lives. She made an effort to smile despite the sudden sting in her chest. That sometimes just happened these days. Mila had already checked her with magic. It was probably nothing. Just her missing her home. Her friends. And wanting to make new friends here.
Logan looked over to where the others were finishing up their personal little practice. She raised her water bottle to her lips and took a few delicate gulps, just wetting their throat before the next part of the song. “Well, either way,” they said as she stood up. “If you ever need anything, come find us.” The smile they gave Nemo made her pain melt away, and now her chest felt a bit funny. Not bad, but all light and warm. Tingly. Her eyes latched on to Logan’s teeth, flashing sharp behind her lips. Or maybe it was her imagination.
It didn’t matter. Nemo felt the heat creep up her neck, and for the rest of the evening, she couldn’t focus on drawing. She wanted to, but her brain kept asking if there was any way she could possibly make Logan and Kay, two perfect people with the perfect relationship, ever like her enough to even notice her.
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Since Camellia had joined the band and introduced them to Niaomi, Logan’s life had become a little more hectic and a little more colourful. Her scent preceded her, sweet, gentle, but somehow always noticeable, and Logan could always tell when the cute girl was about to show up to enthusiastically hug someone. Funnily enough, she never seemed to want to do that with her, which gave Logan somewhat mixed feelings. They’d never really liked hugs, but after all this time spent with Kay, she was pretty used to them. Kay would usually wait until they pushed back into her and hugged her back before playfully calling them soft and cute. Logan couldn’t really be mad at her.
It wasn’t that she was all that disappointed about Niaomi not hugging them. It was fine, but it made her feel oddly concerned. Niaomi— or Nia, as she insisted on being called with a cute pout whenever Logan used her full name —and her sister had clearly escaped some kind of rough situation. Logan noticed it in the way Mila always kept an eye on the surrounding place, and in little bits of things Nia spilled before she froze and quickly changed the subject. And Logan being the only person that Niaomi wouldn’t hug, it made her think that maybe she reminded her of something bad. That there was a reason why she was a bit more reserved around her.
Not that Niaomi was ever truly restrained around them. She was rather hyperactive, always talking, smiling, laughing and generally lifting the mood of any place she entered. Logan couldn’t help but find it endearing.
She also couldn’t help but think that Niaomi’s short attention span was maybe not the best thing to have in a kitchen, around sharp utensils and bubbling oil. But the regular cook was indisposed, and Nia claimed to be a real witch in the kitchen. She looked up at Logan pleadingly with her bright purple eyes from beyond the bar.
“Pretty please?” she whined, bouncing in her stool. Valerie shot her a little glance before looking over to where Jin and Camellia were busy blushing at each other as they talked. “I promise, it’s just like magic!”
“Well… I dunno about magic, but if you can follow a recipe, maybe,” Logan said and rubbed the back of their neck. It wasn’t really her place to say either, it was still Kay’s bar, and she made the rules here.
Kay hummed, finishing up a drink that she handed Val, and gave Camellia a look. “Mila, how good is Nia’s cooking?” she asked in her deep, soothing voice that sent a pleasant shiver down Logan’s spine. She slid her hand on the bar to let it rest over where Kay had hers braced on the wood. Her dark skin was so warm…
“She’s amazing,” Camellia said, not missing a beat. “Nemo’s the one who does the cooking at home. She’s been doing it for years. I tried to learn, but she’s really the one who’s got the talent for it.”
“Aw, your cooking’s great, Mila!” Niaomi protested with a happy smile.
“Thanks, sis, but yours is literally magical.” Camellia smiled at her twin, leaning into Jin a bit. They in turn put an arm around her shoulders. Those two were getting much closer, and it was cute to watch.
“Maybe, I could taste some of that cooking sometime,” Jin said. “To see how good it is.” They cleared their throat, a little flustered. 
Camellia looked at them, surprised. “Oh.” Then she smiled. A gentle blush spread over her cheeks, emphasizing the freckles. “I wouldn’t mind that.” Logan, Kay and Valerie all had the decency not to embarrass them further.
Nemo had much less restraint. “GAYYYYYYY,” she teased her sister, ignoring the sharp look that comment earned her, and turned back to Logan and Kay. “So, do I get the job?” Jin and Camellia moved away from the bar, to where they had more privacy, both blushing gently.
Kay sighed and gave Logan a look. “I’m gonna be on a run with Viv,” she said, just to remind them in case they forgot that that was what the two had planned for after their workout. “You gonna be good here by yourself?”
“Totally,” Logan smiled and brushed their thumb over Kay’s knuckles. “You go have fun.” Turning was very important to werewolves. It was a natural function of their bodies, and if they didn’t do it often enough, they could lose control over it. But when the wolf’s mind took over, it was often difficult to wrestle it back. Runs like that could last hours, or whole days and nights. “I can close up shop by myself,” Logan reassured her girlfriend and moved to pull their foreheads together. “Don’t worry about a thing!”
Kay let out a soft rumble from deep in her chest and closed her eyes. “Alright,” she said, then gave Logan a kiss. “I’ll go get ready. And,” she added in a soft whisper, “don’t forget to call Kris and the others. See how Charlie’s doing.”
“Of course.” Logan smiled lovingly. Charlie had quickly become very important to them both, and the other wolves in Kay’s family had wasted no time travelling closer so they could help teach the kid how to control her turning. So far, Charlie had shown no desire to return home, and at times it almost felt like Kay and Logan had already adopted her. “I’ll check in on them all before closing.”
“Good.” Kay hummed and looked at Niaomi. Louder, she said, “You can get started in the kitchen, kid. We’ll see how we can repay you… Maybe free drinks?”
“Sure, sounds good!” Nemo said with an excited smile and hopped off her stool to run around the bar. She certainly seemed to know her way around one, with a sure step and a confident look in her eye, and Kay gave her a pat on the head, a hair ruffle, and went to get changed out of her bar attire.
“Thanks for the job!” Niaomi joked and hugged Logan. It was brief, but her scent enveloped them. With it came the smell of sweet, warm blood, oddly enticing. Logan’s fangs throbbed and her stomach burned gently, even though it had been not quite a week since she’d fed off another blood donor. And just earlier that day Kay had let them have a little nibble.
They suppressed the sensation and instead gave Niaomi another hair ruffle. “Just don’t hurt yourself.”
“If anybody gets hurt, it’ll be the food!” the cute girl cackled and hurried into the kitchen behind the bar. Logan chuckled, watching Nemo bustle off. She really was too adorable. It was fun having her around. Valerie followed their glance. “We’re not gonna tell her and Mila?” she asked softly, referring to Logan and Kay’s… conditions. She’d calmed down a lot about the whole vampire thing, and it was nice talking to her openly without any secrets.
Logan sighed. “No… Not yet,” she said and ran a hand through her russet hair. “It’s just… It’s a difficult subject, you know? You can’t just spring it on someone. Not everybody reacts the way you do, and we’ve known you for some time.”
“Right…” Val looked down into her drink, blushing gently. Her thumbs played over the rim of the glass before her. “I guess I did react kinda alright. Or at least I’d hope so.”
Logan gave her a long look. “More than alright,” they hummed and let their fangs grow a little longer. Not for any particular reason, it just felt nice to be visually open about it as well. And Valerie always stole little glances at them anyway, curious and full of anticipation. “Speaking of… I know we’ve talked a lot about this whole blood donor thing. Well,” she clarified, “you’ve talked a lot about it. I get being fascinated by Bloods existing. But I gotta ask why you’re so adamant.”
“No reason,” Valerie said, too quickly and too evasively, looking aside a bit. She picked up her glass to bury her face in her drink.
Logan let out a low, clicking growl, faint and more like a purr than a snarl. She let one of her fingernails extend into a claw that she tapped on the rim of her friend’s glass, easily holding it down with her superior strength. “Val,” they said softly. “I’m your friend. You can be honest with me.” She felt a little clumsy, saying that. Kay was better at emotions, even with her stoic demeanour. Logan thought it helped her read people better.
Valerie gave her a nervous glance. She let the drink rest on the bar after all. “It’s just…” The way she ran her fingers through her hair, which was all floppy and fell down over her undercut today, told Logan exactly how nervous Valerie was. “Look, you and Kay already help me with so much,” she finally said and looked her in the eye. “You helped me get a place, get a job, you let me stay in the band…”
She rubbed her neck, and Logan couldn’t help her eyes being drawn to it. It wasn’t intentional. She just still felt a little hungry and agitated after Niaomi’s hug. Valerie had nice skin, too, and she smelled good— Logan closed her eyes briefly. Okay, something is really wrong, she realized and fought down the ache in her fangs. It had started when Nia had been all cute. Was it her? Something about her blood that roused the hunger deep inside them?
“I just want to help,” Valerie now said softly, looking down. She didn’t notice Logan’s momentary straining against the urge to bite, or the way they licked their aching fangs. “There’s no way I can repay you two. Not yet. But this… This is something I could do. And I figured…”
Logan shook her head, suppressing the hunger with ironclad willpower. “Val, we didn’t help you because we want something out of it,” she said even though it took all she had not to take her up on the offer right now. They reached under the bar, opened the secret compartment, and poured themself a drink from one of the blood bottles there. The cool, red substance ran down her throat, soothing the burning in their stomach.
They let out a deep, satisfied sigh at the sensation and met Valerie’s eyes again. “Listen,” she said softly and put the glass down. “If you really wanna do this, I’ll be happy to. You’re a good friend. You’re my friend, and it’s honestly more comfortable to do it with someone I already like. But…” She hesitated just a bit before fully offering to take this step. It was going to change things, pull Val into their world. It wasn’t always safe, especially for one lone human. “I want you to be absolutely sure you know what you’re getting into. Right now, you can still just pretend like I’m human. Also, giving blood is… well, it’s a big gesture.”
“Logan, I’ve donated blood before,” Valerie said with a little roll of her eyes. “I know what I’m doing. And I don’t want to pretend like some part of my friends doesn’t exist. Besides, you already said that your bite won’t Turn me, so there’s really no risk.”
That had not been entirely true. Logan hummed softly at the reminder. Most Bloods couldn’t Turn a human without significant effort and risk to themselves. For Logan, however, it was different. She was different, with her fangs that grew longer at will, intentionally pointy ears and her ability to go out into the sun. Logan had been turned with a bite. Luckily they knew exactly how to do it too, after a long time spent researching, and were confident that their bite didn’t pose a danger to anybody unless she wanted it to. She had still omitted just how easy it’d be for her to Turn someone. She wasn’t going to share that secret, especially with Valerie. Logan didn’t want her getting any bad ideas.
Not that she didn’t trust Valerie’s intentions, but… She herself had been turned without consent. And Logan just really didn’t want to have that conversation with anyone, so she kept this peculiarity of her nature to herself.
Val took their hand. She smiled sheepishly, holding it and running her thumbs over Logan’s knuckles like she’d only done once before, when she’d been really embarrassed about Kay and Logan helping her get her new apartment. “I trust you, Logan,” she said. “If there’s any little way I can help you too, I want to do that. But it’s your choice. If you say no, I won’t bring it up again.”
Logan looked at her, saw the little blush on her cheeks, and smiled ever so faintly. “Okay, okay,” she said with a gentle chuckle and squeezed Valerie’s fingers in her hand. “I’ll think about it, alright?”
“Works for me,” Valerie giggled.
“You guys are adorable,” Vivian all but purred and made them both flinch. Logan’s eyes snapped to where Kay’s little sister was standing, gently leaning on the bar with a smirk, and they gripped their chest with the hand she’d slipped out of Valerie’s grip. “Where the fuck did you come from??” she growled, breathing hard at the sudden scare. How could someone that big move so quietly? “How long have you been there?”
“Not long.” Vivian sat on the stool next to Valerie’s. She wore her usual smirk. “Wanna introduce us?” The big woman nudged her head over at Valerie.
With a deep, deep breath, Logan resisted the urge to tell her off for sneaking up on them. Instead, she looked to Valerie, who seemed a little intimidated by this woman who was even bigger than Kay, even though Vivian looked like a complete nerd today. She was wearing a loose, grey-black button-down, open enough that it showed off a good portion of cleavage, with the sleeves rolled up. She had it tucked into her light green pants that somehow went almost to her ankles despite her legs being long and thick with muscle. Logan had no idea how she ever found things that suited her. She even wore a little golden anklet.
“Valerie,” Logan said, “this is Vivian. Kay’s little sister.”
Valerie blinked. She looked from Logan to Vivian with a surprised expression. “For real?” She sounded both stunned and a little excited at the idea of meeting more of Kay’s family.
“For real,” Vivian purred and smiled down at her. She tilted her head, and her brown hair fell down over her shoulder. “Well, adopted sister. Packmates, you might say.” She flashed her white teeth in a smirk, and Logan couldn’t help but notice how alike her and Val’s eyes were, both dark sapphire blue.
Valerie blushed gently at the smile. “So you’re like… you know…” She lowered her voice a bit. “Like Kay?”
“A werewolf, yes,” Vivian said, still smirking. She gave Logan a look. “Is Kay getting ready, by the way?”
“She’s in the back, getting changed and probably going over inventory one more time,” Logan said.
“Wonderful, then I can spend more time with you and your endearing little friend here.” Vivian looked between the two.
At that Valerie frowned gently. “Um… Not to be forward,” she said nervously. “But are you… flirting with me?”
The werewolf’s expression fell for just a moment. “No. Sorry if it came off like that,” she said quickly. “I suppose that’s just my default tone… But no. I’m not really looking for anything right now. Just in town to spend some time with my family.” She gave Logan a little smile that made them smirk a little. Ever since they’d gotten to know each other more, the large woman had turned out to be even more of a puppy than Kay. She even made happy little whining noises whenever Logan invited her to cuddle, according to Kay. She hadn’t gotten to witness them yet. But it was fun to watch Kay playfully make fun of her for it. The cuddling itself was even better. Whenever Viv and Kay both embraced them, it was so warm and comfortable that they just immediately passed out.
“Oh, okay,” Valerie said. “Just checking.” She smiled gently. “But hey… It’s nice to meet you either way.”
The warm smile seemed to relax Vivian just a bit. “Nice to meet you too,” she said, her smile now a bit more gentle and conventionally friendly. “I’ve heard about you from Logan and Kay.”
Valerie’s eyes lit up. “Oh?” She turned to Logan. “What did they say?” she continued to talk to Vivian, tone a bit more pointed and a playful twinkle in her eyes.
“Nothing that needs to be repeated here,” Kay interrupted as she exited the back room, having swapped her black shirt for a simple sweater. She pulled Logan close and kissed their head. “You sure you’ll be good?”
“Of course,” Logan hummed. “With Nia in the kitchen, what could go wrong?”
Kay smiled and nuzzled them close. “Alright. Love you, babe,” the werewolf whispered and made them blush gently right there, in front of Vivian who gave them a meaningful look.
She managed to chase the two out of the bar to get to Kay’s gym and their run. The two had barely closed the door behind them when there was a crash and the sound of roaring flame from the kitchen. “Everything’s fine!” Niaomi called from the back. “Don’t come back here! … Maybe send Mila back here, though!”
Logan sighed and rubbed their face a little. As she went to go to the kitchen and see what had happened and how many orders would be delayed, she was just glad Kay hadn’t been there to witness that. And, deep down, she was glad that she got to spend more time with Niaomi.
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Kay chuckled softly at how Vivian gave Valerie a little wave as they left The Good Night’s Drink. “Made a new friend?”
“Maybe,” Vivian hummed and moved to walk close to her sister. They leaned into each other a little. “Not sure if I really want to get to know people right now.”
Kay gave her a look. “You afraid of catching feelings?”
“Literally anything other than being platonic and healing is not something I want right now,” Vivian confirmed. She gave Kay a look. “But she’s adorable. And sweet. And tiny.”
“Everyone looks tiny to you.”
Valerie chuckled. “Not everyone,” she said and took Kay’s hand. Kay was one of the few people she’d ever do that with. The two had a deep relationship, forged from the moment Viv had become part of the Warm Embrace.
Kay smiled and squeezed her sister’s hand. They walked together, quietly, enjoying each other’s company like they hadn’t in so long. Kay still came home to visit often, but she didn’t get to spend as much time with her wild sister as she liked. Vivian had her own thing going, teaching wilderness survival. “Val’s a tattoo artist,” she remarked. “You were looking to get yourself one, right?”
“Oh, yeah,” Vivian hummed a little hesitantly. “I’ll have to ask her about it…”
“I’m not trying to push you. Just sayin’, she’s in the know.”
“Yeah. Thanks.” Viv squeezed her hand appreciatively. “By the way, Charlie says hi.”
“Is she doing okay?” Kay couldn’t help but worry just a tiny bit. Charlie was learning to control her Change, which was a difficult thing to do even if you were prepared for all the frustration that came with it. Kay tried not to be concerned and let her family handle it, but…
“She’s great,” Vivian said. “Asked if she can come stay at your place again for a bit.”
“Ah.” Kay hummed softly. “Well, I think it would be fine, for just a few days or a week. So long as she gets the Change out of her system first. And when she’s fully in control, she can come and stay for as long as she likes.”
“I’ll let you tell her yourself,” Viv said with a little smirk and bumped Kay’s shoulder. “She’ll love that.”
They spent the rest of the walk in comfortable silence until they reached the gym, where they had a short sparring session. They left the lights off, letting the faint ambient light from outside serve as the sole illumination. It wasn’t how Kay would usually train, but she and Vivian just silently decided on it. It reminded her of the times they had gone out into the meadow behind their house, illuminated by only the moon and stars, when she’d helped Vivian work out her anger, her pain, her frustration. Quiet moments, shared only between the two of them and the ever-watchful eyes of their pack leader.
Unlike those times, they were on equal footing now, but their sparring remained no less a conversation between them. Kay could tell how Vivian felt from the way she attacked and dodged, and her sister it was the same, fists hitting forearms as they blocked each other’s strikes and tried to grapple and pin one another whenever there was an opening. They both ended up with their fair share of punches, and faint smiles at the familiar, comfortable feeling of the aftermath of their sparring. Burning muscles. The secure knowledge of their skills. The certainty that they were still close, as they had been for decades.
When they took their shower after, Vivian leaned into Kay a bit. “You’re always the same,” she whispered.
“Is that a good thing?” Kay asked back, lathering her hair with soap. She gave her younger packmate a fond look.
Vivian smiled and nodded very gently. “You’re always sure of yourself. It’s comforting.”
Kay ruffled her hair, and they spent the rest of the shower in silence. That comfortable stillness was familiar as ever. They remained comfortably quiet like this until they left the gym, and even until they reached the park with the forest near Wolfshire. After a century of supporting and protecting each other, no words were needed.
The air in the park was cool, the sky hidden by clouds that only occasionally let bright moonlight break through. It was still more than enough for the two to see. They stopped at a small grove that was tucked away enough to be hidden, and stripped off their clothes. Kay let out a deep hum at the feeling of cold air hitting her skin. She shook herself a little, already sensing the Changing instinct come over her. A look back at Vivian revealed her as the same, like a shadow, standing still, head raised and smelling the air with the gentle shudder of the Change rolling down her back. Wind tore open the clouds, and bathed her in moonlight. Long limbs, packed with muscle. Scars that pulled over her neck, her back, her shoulders. Some were new, but small. Marks from her wild lifestyle. Signs of her freedom.
Their eyes met. Vivian’s were gleaming pools of silver blue in the moonlight. A shiver went over them both as the Change began, simultaneously, as if the wolf parts of them smelled each other, felt each other and wanted to come out and run and play. Kay lowered herself down to all fours. Her skin itched. Her muscles burned as they began to change form. Her breath, even and deep, became a low huff and a rumble deep in her chest. Pain flashed over her entire body for a split second. Fur sprouted darker than the pitch black night from her bulging muscles. Her whole body reformed within moments. Then she was a wolf.
Kay’s fur melded into the blackness. Her eyes remained the only thing somewhat visible in the night, retaining their golden brown colour. Before her, another wolf shook out its brown and black mottled fur and padded close. Their snouts almost touched as they sniffed each other, taking in the other’s scent. Vivian huffed and licked over Kay’s snout in greeting. Kay nudged their heads together— then Vivian jumped her.
Kay flexed and stood her ground as her large wolf sibling slammed into her, paws wrapped around her body, trying to topple her. She bit at Vivian’s neck fur, and the mottled wolf backed off. She brought her shoulders low, tail in the air, and watched Kay excitedly, then dashed off into the night.
Kay let out a deep rumble and kneaded the ground with her paws. Power stirred in her limbs, tension like a loaded spring filled her muscles, and she shot forward, following Vivian into the dark. She flew across grass and roots in the small forest, passed a little stream, and hurried on effortlessly as if she was flying through the night. Vivian’s scent was strong in her nose, leading her on the right path. Around her, the night was filled with sounds and smells. Small animals. The rustle of leaves. The scent of wild flowers. Kay’s lunges became longer, more fluid. The ground seemed to rise up against her paws and propel her forward. A deep huff escaped between her white fangs, full of anticipation. She could see glimpses of Vivian’s golden brown and black fur on the path ahead of her, as the younger wolf used her longer legs to her advantage to flee, just slow enough to let Kay catch a whiff before dashing away again at full speed as she felt fangs nip at her backside.
A deep, rumbling growl escaped Kay as she let Vivian get a little further from her. Her breath grew hot in her lungs as they continued, her catching up, Vivian getting away, paws drumming on the forest floor. Kay had more than one chance to try and lunge for her sister, to chance catching her or letting her gain more distance, but restrained herself. She wouldn’t let it be over so soon. After all, it was a chase, and Kay was going to enjoy it.
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Suckers and Puppies


When Logan returned home, she was very happy that Kay had gone on a run with her sister. Niaomi’s little kitchen disaster had involved a minor grease fire, which they had dealt with, but still. The thought of Kay giving the cute girl a stern talking to filled Logan with an unreasonable amount of discomfort. Kay was never too strict or unfair, but… they just didn’t want to see Niaomi sad.
Her food had been good. Excellent even. Logan had tried some, and had found herself quite pleasantly surprised. “Not bad,” she’d told Niaomi, and, “I think we’ll have to hire you on more often.” Nia’s smile at those words had filled their chest with a comfortable warmth, and so they’d decided to keep the grease fire to themself.
Well, not entirely. Logan wasn’t going to keep something like that happening in the bar from their girlfriend. But she would break it to her gently, assure her that everything was fine, and ensure that Kay wasn’t worried about it happening again.
I think I like this girl a bit too much, Logan thought tiredly, waiting at the back door of their little bungalow as the sun rose slowly on the other side. They sighed and tipped their head back against the smooth wood. Kay had made this door herself, carving the parts, putting them together, sanding everything down… The smell reminded Logan of her, and usually banished every thought. But today, Niaomi remained at the back of their mind. Her smile. The way she smelled of herbs and sometimes of sweets or delicious food. Her excited gasps and giggles, and the little cute noises she made every time the person she served was a buff woman. (There were a lot of those in Kay’s bar.)
Logan shook her head. Nia was cute, that was it. Not a big deal. They liked cute people. Big surprise. She was gay, not blind, and Niaomi was objectively adorable. “This is taking too long,” she muttered softly to herself to get her mind off the cute girl. The sun was rising further with every minute, and Kay still wasn’t back. She usually returned from her runs before the sun came up, but of course wolves had a hard time gauging the passing hours. And Vivian being there probably didn’t help. The two hadn’t seen each other for a while before she’d come to Toronto. Not to mention, Kay got very playful and cuddly as a big puppy. The one time Charlie had Changed in their backyard, Kay hadn’t stopped playing with her for a whole day. She had been a tiny bit embarrassed about that.
A rustle in the thick hedge surrounding the yard made Logan listen up. She peered into the half-dark there, since it lay still mostly in shadow. A pair of glowing eyes peered back, warm golden and dark. Logan let out a breath she didn’t realize she’d been holding. “There you are,” she said softly. “Come on, let’s get to bed already.” There was little chance that Kay actually understood her— being a wolf made that much more difficult —but the intent was usually clear.
Now Kay let out a deep grumble and pushed her way through the hedge. She was enormous even like this, larger than Logan, and covered in pitch black fur. She almost seemed like a shadow, with only her eyes glowing from the dark. Logan smiled at the familiar sight. Then a second wolf, dark brown and mottled black, followed Kay out of the hedge. Vivian huffed happily and jumped on her sister, toppling her. The two rolled over the grass for a moment. Kay came back up, snapping and growling, and they wrestled for a bit.
Logan watched them with a chuckle and a soft shake of their head. It looked and sounded so dangerous. Snarls, growls, snapping fangs that could easily break bone. But by now, she was familiar with how the wolves played. There was a happy twinkle in both their eyes, a gentle wagging of their tails, and their bites were only aimed at where their fur was thick. Kay ended up pinning Vivian, teeth deep into her neck fluff, but not at her skin. She grumbled and held her down until Viv stopped struggling. Then Kay released her and the two lay in a heap, licking each other’s faces. Logan snorted softly. Even like this, she could tell that Kay was happy.
Eventually, the two finished playing as the line of light cast by the sun began to creep down the hedge. Kay rose to her full height and padded over to Logan. They reached out a hand, and Kay nuzzled into it before pushing her head against their shoulder. She let Logan pet her and ruffle her dense fur with a happy grumble.
“Guess we’ll have to go get your clothes later,” Logan muttered softly and buried their face in Kay’s fur, taking in her powerful scent. It smelled like she’d rolled around in a flower field before coming home. Kay just grumbled and pressed her head more to their shoulder. She pulled back after a good minute and nudged Logan’s face with her snout.
“Yeah, love you too,” they hummed, then groaned as Kay licked all over their face. “Kay, come on…” Of course it was a display of affection, but still… At least Kay’s breath smelled alright. Almost odourless, sharp. The smell of a predator. “Okay, okay, enough,” Logan laughed as Kay tried to put her paws on her shoulders to lick her face more. The big wolf made happy little huffing and grumbling sounds. Logan escaped by simply getting up, but on the way to the door she had a huge wolf constantly nuzzling into her side, nearly toppling her.
“Right, let’s head to bed,” Logan said tiredly but with a smile and opened the door. Kay headed right inside, after Logan had made sure her paws weren’t too dirty. They went to follow, but hesitated and looked at Vivian who sat in the backyard and watched them. “Come on, Viv. We’re family, remember?”
Vivian jumped up with a happy whining sound and quickly padded past Logan. Her claws clicked on the wood inside the home before being swallowed by the carpet in the hallway. Logan tried to keep up with her, but the mottled wolf very quickly found her way to where Kay had gone. When Logan arrived in the bedroom, the two large puppies were practically dominating the bed. Vivian had a paw over Kay’s shoulders and was nosing up her neck to her ear, giving her some gentle, grooming licks. Kay flicked her ears and watched Logan.
She chuckled softly and got dressed for bed. “You two are adorable, you know that?” she hummed. Kay made a gentle woofing sound, her tail wagging lazily. Logan already felt the warmth emanating from her body when she slipped under the covers and nuzzled a little closer to her big wolf girlfriend. Even with their better night vision, Kay was a shadow in the dark. “Just don’t lick my face in the morning,” Logan whispered and reached up one more time to ruffle Kay’s ears. Kay huffed and rested her head on the pillow next to her head. Vivian yawned wide, resting her own head over Kay’s. Logan smiled and gently reached up to pet her too, getting a soft huff in return. “Goodnight,” she mumbled and curled up next to them. Sleepy as she was, she missed her girlfriend’s warm embrace. But Kay was still here, even if Changed. She was there, and so was her warmth and her calming scent, both of which enveloped Logan as they drifted off to sleep.
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Familiar scents surrounded Kay when she was roused from her slumber. It was a little warmer than usual in her soft bed. One source of warmth was snuggled to her chest, the other pressed comfortably to her back. An arm rested over her waist, another’s hand lay over her arm. The closeness and the feel of warm skin on her own brought back memories of nights spent running as a wolf, and mornings passed in soft grass among the cool dew, a sharp and pleasant contrast to the warmth that surrounded her. A pleasant memory. It had become routine when she’d first started living with her packmates, a good while after being bitten herself. Chase, Jayden and Allie had been more than happy to play with her and cuddle. They were a family. And then Vivian had joined them. A sad, angry kid. Kay recalled the first time her little sister had reluctantly let her older siblings hold her close and cuddle her as a human, even though as a wolf she had always been happy to play.
Now, Vivian was close, resting against Kay’s back with her face buried at the crook of her neck. Kay let out a deep, happy sigh, blinking her eyes open gently to watch Logan. Her girlfriend was resting close to her chest, slumbering still. Kay kissed their head and took a deep breath of her scent, nuzzled into her messy, russet hair. I am so fucking lucky. The thought rested comfortably in her mind, hazy and familiar. She always thought about how lucky she was, having Logan, having her family… And she got to spend so much time with them. Had she remained human, she would never have met the love of her life. But here she was, hundreds of years after her birth, holding in her arms the one person she cherished above all others.
Logan made a soft purring sound in her embrace. Their eyes opened with a mumble, and she looked up, blinking at Kay. “… Hey,” she eventually muttered, with their voice all crackly. The sound made Vivian stir a little. “How was your run, love?”
“It was nice,” Kay hummed and stretched out with a little yawn. “Got to chase a puppy.”
“Who won?”
She chuckled. “I did, obviously.”
Vivian grumbled. “You cheated,” she said and scooted back a bit so Kay could turn to look at her. Her own eyes were still sleepily lidded. “Try catching me without herding me toward the street.”
“All part of the hunt.” Kay gave her a smirk, rolling over a little and pulling Logan on top of her in the movement. Vivian showed her teeth and growled playfully. Kay gave her a growl back, one vibrating from deep in her chest where Logan was resting their head. “You just need to run smarter,” she teased.
“Oh, I can’t wait for our next run,” Vivian all but purred. “I’m gonna show you how to really pin someone.”
Kay laughed, happy to have her competitive little sister close. “Bring it, kid!”
“I will!” Vivian smirked, then frowned and looked down at Logan. “Something wrong?” she asked. Kay followed her look and noticed Logan’s furious blush and the way they hid their face at her chest.
“Nothing!” Logan said quickly. “Just… Never mind, it’s really nothing.”
The werewolves looked at each other, frowning. Then it dawned on Kay that they were both still completely naked. “Ah, fuck,” Kay muttered and rubbed her thick neck. She saw the realization dawn on Vivian as well. Being nude wasn’t really a big deal for them. This was normal, and even if they weren’t werewolves, they were familiar with each other. But Logan wasn’t.
“I’m sorry, Logan,” Kay said softly, torn between wanting both her partner and her sister comfortable. “We weren’t thinking—”
“It’s fine, really,” Logan protested. “I know this isn’t a big deal for you—”
“But it is for you,” Vivian interjected softly. “It’s okay, Logan. I’m just gonna put some clothes on. It’s really not a big deal.” Kay gave her a grateful look and squeezed her arm once. A break from the routine was a bit of a big deal, and she appreciated her sister being willing to accommodate Logan even though the wolf deep inside them just wanted to snuggle more and feel each other’s warmth.
Vivian got up and quickly got herself a sweater and some sweatpants from Kay’s wardrobe. She also tossed her the same, immediately knowing that she would put some on too. Logan watched her with fiery red cheeks. Kay gently took their chin. “I’m really sorry, love,” she whispered. “We didn’t mean to spook you.”
“It’s not a big deal,” Logan muttered and nuzzled into her. “I’m just not really used to seeing people like that. Except you. It just…”
“I get it,” Kay said with a smile and held them close for a moment. “Werewolf stuff.” She relaxed a bit at seeing Logan smile softly. “We just don’t want you uncomfortable,” she added as she began to slip her own clothes on, shifting on the bed a little.
“We?” Logan smiled softly.
“Yeah, we,” Kay muttered softly and brushed her fingers along her girlfriend’s jaw, still tired but full of love. “Viv cares about you too, you know?”
“It’s true,” Vivian said with a little chuckle as she sat at the edge of the bed. “I do want my sister’s girlfriend to be happy.” Her long, slender fingers gently brushed over Logan’s arm, to their hand, taking and squeezing it gently. “We’re family, right?” The smile Vivian gave them was so soft and sheepish, and her voice carried a gently nervous tremor. She didn’t open up to people easily, but she was opening up to Logan. They had taken several steps towards that, and now Viv was making her own steps to meet them halfway.
Logan blushed again, a gentle shade of pink covering their cheeks, and squeezed back. “Yeah,” she said. “Family.”
Vivian beamed. She smiled at Logan for a moment, brushing a thumb over her knuckles gently. “Alright,” she said after a short moment. Her voice was so light and happy now. “You two sit tight. I’ll go make us something to eat, okay?”
Kay grumbled her thanks and hugged Logan closer as Vivian left them with a happy little hum. She watched her girlfriend softly. “You sure you’re good?” she asked one more time.
“Yeah,” Logan hummed and snuggled more to her chest with a sheepish blush that was just adorable on their generally tough demeanor. “Sorry. It was just unexpected. I didn’t really think about waking up when I snuggled two puppies last night. And you know I don’t mind you being naked after a run…”
“It’s really okay,” Kay said with a little smile. A part of her missed having Vivian next to her, missed the feeling of skin on skin and being surrounded by warmth and softness as they cuddled. But Logan’s comfort was way more important than the wolf part of her demanding to pull Vivian back and cuddle more, to be as close as two wild wolves would be. She sleepily combed her fingers through Logan’s hair, rubbed their scalp and watched her melt. “And how was it at the bar with Nemo yesterday?”
Logan was quiet for a bit, cheek resting on Kay’s chest. Then they looked up, eyes tired and unfocused. “Nemo…?”
“Oh, um…” Kay rubbed her face. “Niaomi, I mean.”
Logan giggled. “You’re cute.”
“Hush,” Kay grumbled deeply and let her arm drop over the sheets, where there was a spot still filled with Vivian’s warmth and scent. “It’s what Camellia calls her. Just a little slip-up.”
“Yeah. It’s a pretty cute nickname,” Logan muttered softly. There was something in her voice Kay didn’t quite recognize. Something nervous or hesitant. That wasn’t like them. She cupped their cheek and let her thumb brush over her girlfriend’s smooth, cool skin fondly.
“Is something bothering you?” she asked softly and sat up a bit.
Logan quickly shook their head and leaned into the touch. “It’s nothing,” she said quickly. Then she scooted up a bit to rest their head on Kay’s big shoulder and hugged her. They rested in silence for a bit, with Kay watching Logan. Then her girlfriend said, “Nemo started a grease fire.”
Kay took a deep breath and let it out in a looong sigh. She rubbed her face again and wished Vivian would return with the food.
“She didn’t mean to,” Logan added helpfully and looked up at Kay a little worried. “We got it under control right away. Nothing is damaged, nobody got hurt, and the kitchen is spotless again.”
Kay tightened her grip around Logan’s waist and pulled them closer. “Good,” she muttered, voice deep and softly rumbling. The idea that Logan might have gotten hurt on her watch, or Nemo— Niaomi, that is —was unpleasant to say the least.
“Don’t be mad,” Logan whispered and kissed her cheek. “Please.”
“I’m not mad,” Kay said and leaned her head to theirs. “Just worried for a second. And other than that, Nia’s food was alright? And everyone behaved at the bar?”
“Everyone behaved,” Logan confirmed with a little smile. Stars, she was so fucking gorgeous when she smiled. Kay wanted to lean down and meet their lips. But then she would be silencing Logan just as they went on to say, “And Niaomi’s food is actually incredible! Everyone loved it. I tried some myself, and I think we should hire her as a cook!”
“Yeah?” Kay smiled and finally took the opportunity to kiss Logan tenderly. Their lips met, melted into one another and parted again with a soft huff. “We’ll see if we need another cook,” she said in a low, loving whisper. She could see how much Logan liked the cute girl, and if Niaomi knew her stuff, there was no reason not to consider it.
Logan smiled and licked her lips a bit. A gentle frown crossed her features. “Did you hunt last night?”
“Might’ve,” Kay said, trying to recall fully all the stuff she and Vivian had gotten up to. It was a bit of a blur, full of scents and sounds and the thrill of the hunt…
“We both got ourselves a hare after some playing around,” Vivian said as she entered with the smell of fresh bacon and eggs, Kay’s favourite breakfast food. Well, mainly bacon. She was balancing two trays of it on her hands, with some side dishes. “It’s good to keep those hunting instincts honed.” She handed one tray to her sister so she and Logan could share. Kay took it eagerly, mouth watering at the smell.
Her girlfriend frowned. “Wait, so you just have raw meat inside you? Ew.” They made a face at the thought and took some bacon to nibble on it.
Kay and Vivian both looked at her stunned. The younger werewolf was the first to regain her voice. “You can’t say ‘Ew’, you drink fucking blood!” Vivian protested indignantly. Kay almost laughed out loud at how offended she sounded.
“That’s different, I’m a vampire!”
“And we’re werewolves!” Vivian slipped between the sheets next to Kay with a glare at Logan. “What did you think we did?”
“I dunno, something more sanitary!” Logan shrugged helplessly.
Kay laughed and put her arms around both their shoulders to pull them close as they complained to each other. She held them and just enjoyed their silly banter and the fact that she was surrounded by family, on a beautiful morning, with several plates of bacon to enjoy.
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Dinner with SATAN!!


The one thing Nemo really wanted to make sure of after the grease fire incident was to make a good impression on Kay from then on. And, naturally, that was why she ended up sweating nervously in the kitchen of their little apartment as the magic brew spilled, smoked, and steamed uncontrollably, covering the floor in a thin layer of mist, and Kay stood there and filled the room with her stoicness and her big, powerful muscles. She was huge, it was almost difficult for her to pass through the doors, and even in a situation like this, she seemed completely collected.
“So, um,” Nemo asked, “what brings you by? Also, do you want tea?”
“The electricity’s off,” Mila called from the bedroom. “Sorry! Didn’t want us getting fried.”
Nemo put her hands together. “Okay, so we don’t have tea…”
“It’s fine,” Kay said. Her voice was so deep and soothing. She only frowned a little at the powerful burnt smell and watched the cauldron on the oven and the many, many rainbow lights flickering on the little display for the controls. They weren’t supposed to be rainbow. “Is that meant to be like that?” she asked with a nod at the bubbling cauldron, which was DEFINITELY ALSO not supposed to be like that.
“Ah, that…” Nemo rubbed her hands sheepishly, missing the feeling of her fingerless glove. She briefly wondered if she could come up with a convincing excuse, but decided against it. “It um… Well, no. It’s not supposed to be like that. And it usually isn’t. We kinda… stayed over at Jin’s the last few days, and the stove didn’t turn off by itself the way it was supposed to… There was some minor burn damage… The smoke detector didn’t go off…” In truth, they’d removed it because Nemo was prone to setting things on fire anyway.
“Right…” Kay muttered. “And you have a little… Is that a cauldron?”
“Got it at a ren faire!” Nemo beamed. “Do you like it? I can’t move it, the stove won’t turn off and it’s too hot to touch.”
The big woman nodded. “Right…” she muttered again, then stepped past Nemo and simply lifted the cauldron off the stove with a quick, smooth motion. Before Nemo could protest, she’d already dumped the foul-smelling concoction into the sink.
“Kay!” Nemo grabbed the bartender’s wrists. “Careful! Did you hurt your hands? You need those to mix drinks!”
“My hands are fine,” Kay said, being just so damn cool. “It’s not that hot if you do it quickly. More importantly, this…” She looked down at the mist still covering the floor ankle deep. “… this looks like you might want to call your landlord. If it’s been like this for days, you’ll have to deal with some mold, at the very least.”
“Yeah… We’re talking to them already,” Nemo sighed. They were going to have to move.
Kay looked around. “So… Do you generally just start fires in the kitchen? I’m a little afraid you might burn your house down…”
It probably wasn’t meant to be disparaging, but Nemo couldn’t help but feel a little pang of shame at the words. She had really wanted to make a good impression and this… this wasn’t exactly what she’d been looking for. “I’m sorry about the grease fire,” she muttered a little dejectedly and kept her eyes downcast. “I really didn’t mean to. I’m usually much better in the kitchen…” Not that Nemo would believe that herself, if she’d had these two examples to go off.
Kay let out a deep sigh. “Hey, come on, kid. I didn’t mean anything by it. Everybody makes mistakes, and Logan said you’re actually a very good cook. And I’ll take their word for it.”
Nemo looked up at the big woman who rubbed her neck with an apologetically embarrassed look. “Really?” she asked softly. “I promise it was just a one-time thing!”
“I believe you.” Kay gave her a pat on the head with her big, strong hand, and ruffled her lavender hair a little. “We were actually thinking, if you want, you could cook there more often. With generous compensation, of course.”
She almost jumped at the chance. Nemo had really enjoyed cooking and making food and handing it to big buff ladies, which there were a few of at the bar. But… She looked around and sighed. “Sorry, I would love to. But I think we’re gonna have to look for a place to stay while this gets fixed. Or just a place to stay, if we’re gonna get kicked out…”
Kay hummed softly, watching her for a bit. “You know,” she said, “my family owns a place near where Logan and I live. It’s not used very often. Or at all, now that I think about it… We could put you up there for a while.”
“Oh. OH!” Nemo beamed at the idea. “That would be great! At least we’d have a place to stay for a while! Wait, but how much is the rent gonna be? Also, are you sure your family won’t mind? We don’t wanna get you in trouble…”
From the bedroom, Mila called, “Nemo, what did we say about gift horses?”
“To check their mouths because they could have bad teeth and that could hurt the horsie?” she asked back innocently. Her twin groaned.
Kay chuckled at the little display. “Don’t worry about that,” she said and put her hands into her sweater pockets, looking around the somewhat wrecked apartment. “We used to use it regularly, but now my mom owns a penthouse. She’s not gonna ask for rent.”
Nemo gasped loudly and tasted burnt glamour brew on the air. “Oh, she must be rich! Already love her.”
“Yeah, she’s a queen.”
“A real queen??”
The big woman leaned back with a little chuckle as Nemo rose on her tip-toes in excitement. “Well, it’s what my dad calls her. So anyway… How about it? We can take care of helping you out with this whole business as well,” she added with a look at the mist.
“But how are we gonna repay you?” Nemo asked with a pout. “You’re too sweet!”
“Don’t mention it,” Kay just said and completely ignored that she was being so nice and generous that Nemo really wanted to kiss her cheek. “I’m happy to help a friend out.” Nemo had to settle for a reeeeally tight hug because Kay’s face hovered well over a foot above hers.
“Thank youuuu!” She squeezed the big woman around the waist happily. “We’re gonna have to move some stuff…”
“Oh, yeah, don’t worry about that either.”
And so, less than an hour later, Nemo got to watch Kay inspect the large, antique couch she’d bought and crammed into the living room. It filled the entirety of the space, which had thankfully remained safe from any mold, and was utterly gorgeous. Purple covers, crowned with ebony black, and some nice, thick, huggable pillows with fun proverbs from Nemo’s home, such as Fuck off, my blood is snakes, with snakes all over the pillow, or We’re not giving her back which was styled to look like the pillow had completely frozen over. It was a work of art.
There was also Nemo’s favourite, nice and purple with some flame designs, where the text read, Friends let friends have their blood. Nemo liked making pillows. Luckily Kay couldn’t read any of it, though her scrutinizing gaze almost made Nemo think otherwise.
“Interesting decor,” the tall woman said as Logan brought the truck around. “I think we can fit it on the truck, but we’ll have to tie it down.”
“Okay!” Nemo smiled. “Do you like the couch though?”
“Oh, it’s very pretty. I just…” Kay scratched her head. “How did you get it in here?”
“Oh, the people who brought it did that,” Nemo hummed and kicked her feet, sitting on the couch. She didn’t mention using spatial magic to change the dimensions of the doors and hallways, or Mila using her ice constructs to carry it. That was a secret.
The big woman hummed and rubbed her jaw, expression stoic and beautiful. “Well, we should be able to get it downstairs. Probably gonna ask Charlie to help, though.”
“Charlie?” Nemo tilted her head curiously.
“Foster kid,” Kay elaborated. “We’re taking care of her for a bit.”
“Oh!” Nemo hopped off the couch. “Can I meet her? I promise I won’t teach her how to curse her enemies!” She smiled winningly.
“Knock yourself out.” Kay nodded to the door, and Nemo dashed off to find a new friend. Then it occurred to her that Kay had called Charlie a ‘foster kid,’ so maybe she was too young to learn how to harness the powers of the universe. Then again, Kay called her kid, so maybe Charlie was her age? Oh, the mystery! Nemo practically flew down the stairs of their apartment building, only stumbled a tiny bit in her ankle boots, and exploded out into the autumn street.
The air was nice and cool where her crop top exposed her skin, and the skies were a uniform grey. She caught Logan walking away from a huge, black truck parked on the other side of the street. She was with a kid wearing a dark sweater like Kay’s, pretty young, maybe fifteen ish if Nemo had to guess, with red blond hair that fell down over her back in a tight ponytail. The two were smiling happily, but as soon as the kid, Charlie presumably, caught sight of Nemo, she immediately moved a little behind Logan with a shy look.
“Hi!” Nemo bounced toward them and hugged Logan. They embraced her back with a chuckle.
“Hey, Nia,” Logan said, being all hot and gorgeous with that sharp jawline, the resting bitch face that pulled into a smirk, and the dark circles under their beautiful eyes. It was a look, and Nemo appreciated that. “Kay said you need help moving? Something about your place almost burning down…?”
“Yeah! Kay said her incredibly rich family just has houses lying around for her to hand out to strangers!”
“Well… Yeah, I suppose,” Logan chuckled with a little blush. “Anyway, meet Charlie. Charlie, this is Niaomi. Her sister plays in my band.”
“Oh! H-Hi…” The kid smiled very sheepishly. She had very pretty brown eyes, a light, golden colour that contrasted from her bronze skin a little. “I like your hair…”
“Aw thanks!” Nemo beamed at the kid. “I like yours too!”
“Yeah…?” Charlie rubbed her neck a bit, the same way Kay did. “I was thinking of changing it… Logan just said they could cut it for me.”
“Yeah, I used to work as a hairdresser before I got serious with the band,” Logan elaborated with a little hint of pride in her voice. “Who do you think keeps Kay’s quick-ass growing hair in check?”
“Oooh, multitalented bean!” Nemo hummed. She looked back at Charlie, who was already a little bit taller than Nemo despite being so young still. “You wanna try short hair?” She watched the kid’s oval face. “I think it’d suit you!”
Charlie beamed at that, giving Nemo a sheepish but wide smile. “I’ve never gotten to keep my hair short, so I really wanna try!” she said happily. “It looks so good on Logan!”
Logan rolled her eyes playfully and pulled her dark red flannel a little tighter around themself. “Alright, come on, let’s have a look at all your stuff,” she said. “It’s cold out here.”
“Oh, we don’t have too much!” Nemo guided the two over to the two cardboard boxes Kay had already carried downstairs for them. They were filled with all of their witchy stuff, which meant mostly ingredients, a bunch of suitably witchy bottles for Nemo’s potion making, and materials and canvases for Mila to draw on. Her twin preferred visual and craft magic rather than the potions and food Nemo made, though she was just as capable of that. “That’s, like, work stuff,” Nemo said. “And then we have some clothing that we’re still squeezing into suitcases, a TV and a couch!”
Logan hummed. “Right, well we can get these loaded up already. Charlie, could you go see if Kay needs anything?”
“I’ll show you the way!” Nemo got a grateful nod from Logan and waved Charlie up the stairs. “Come on, it’s not far at all!” She smiled, and after an encouraging glance from Logan, Charlie followed her. Nemo led her up to their apartment, which now definitely smelled of mold. The kid wrinkled her nose and grimaced a little upon entering.
“It smells… off in here,” she muttered.
“Yeah, we accidentally got stuff wet and it stayed wet for too long,” Nemo hummed. “The mold is why we have to move.”
“Oh. Okay. Where’s Kay?”
“Right here,” the big woman said as she exited the kitchen. “Good thing you’re here. We could use some help carrying stuff downstairs.”
Charlie’s expression lit up at the words. “Yeah? What can I do?”
Kay directed her to take the twins’ luggage and take it down to the truck. Nemo watched her bustle off and smiled. “She’s cute,” she hummed. “And very eager to impress you, I think.”
Kay hummed, carrying the TV out of the living room and to the door. “Yeah, she clearly wants to be like me. She’s also very gay and hasn’t realized it yet, so she’s hitting it off with Logan.” The big woman had taken off her sweater, and Nemo almost tripped, watching her powerful arms tense as she easily carried the weight. She’d only bought the TV because they’d never had one at home, but this was a bonus that made her wish she’d filled the place with heavy furniture. Stuff to think about for the future…
Kay gave her a look. “You good?” she asked, probably having caught Nemo’s excited little noises.
She just nodded, feeling the heat at her cheeks. “Mm-hm! Absolutely perfect!” she said dreamily as her eyes wandered over the big woman’s arms. She startled out of her trance a moment later. Had that been a tiny smirk on Kay’s lips? Or had she imagined it? Surely she couldn’t have noticed Nemo staring… right?
Mila bumped Nemo gently. “You’re so obvious, it’s great,” her evil twin said with a smirk of her own.
Nemo pouted. “Hey, be nice! I got us a new place.”
“Uh-huh, and you’re totally not enjoying this.”
“Dunno what you mean!” Nemo bounced on her tiptoes a little, fiddling with the skull on her choker. Then she sighed. “Look, I have eyes and she’s hot, okay?”
“Gayyy.”
“Shut it, Mila!” She didn’t. Instead Mila just giggled, and Nemo put her in a loving sibling headlock. Or maybe it was just a hug.
Kay returned with Charlie and Logan, and after the kid and the hot sleepy bean said hello to Mila properly, which involved a lot of sheepish mumbling and blushing on Charlie’s part, the three of them started manoeuvring the couch out of the living room. Kay made the task more manageable by swiftly and effortlessly taking all the doors inside the apartment off the hinges. She took the lead, with Logan helping and directing Charlie. It was pretty obvious to Nemo that they didn’t need the kid’s help, but she looked so happy about being included that it was no mystery why they’d asked her to come along anyway.
Logan had also taken off their flannel shirt and now only wore a black tank top (and pants, they obviously wore pants, and boots, and all their piercings in their pointy ears,) so Nemo got a good look at her arms as well. Logan was much more slender than her girlfriend. Kay was thicc as a tree everywhere, and her shoulders were massive, huge, and sculpted like marble. By contrast, Logan was a baby tree, but a very well defined one. They still looked like they probably gave really good hugs with those pretty arms, and their slender hands had to be just amazing to hold… Kay was really lucky.
Mila bumped Nemo a few times as they watched and got told upon their questions that the three didn’t need any help. Nemo tried to ignore the bumping, watching Logan’s neck muscles tense along with their back as she and Charlie helped Kay lift the couch down the stairwell.
“Your gay is showing,” Mila giggled when they got a little further from the others.
Nemo grumbled, pulled the door to their old apartment shut behind them, the only one Kay hadn’t taken off, and waved a hand over the lock. She flinched at the cracking sound of the lock trying to twist and tear itself out of the wood, and Mila thrust out a hand, freezing its motion. She gave her sister a look.
Nemo shrugged. “Listen…” she said, releasing her own spell. “I can’t help it. They’re hot, I’m gay, and that’s that.”
“You’re just cute,” Mila chuckled and waved her hand in a motion identical to Nemo’s, but with more focus on what she wanted. The lock clicked shut.
Nemo hooked her arm in her sister’s as they descended the stairs. “Oh, do you think we’ll have keys for our home this time? That would be nice!”
“Yeah, and not having to magically charm someone into believing we’re paying rent is gonna let us save up magic, just in case!” Mila smiled and pulled her twin close. “I’m glad you’re so gay, Nemo.”
“It’s what I do,” Nemo cackled. “Be gay, do crime, make hot friends who just let you stay at their rich family’s house…”
“That is indeed what you do,” her twin giggled, and they stepped out into the street to join their three friends as they strapped down the couch on the enormous truck.
***The place Kay had so generously and swiftly offered them was huge. Easily big enough for a family of seven or eight, so Nemo and Mila only really ended up using a few of the rooms. The kitchen was huge, though, and that made making a big, homemade dinner for their sweet, hot friends much easier. It wasn’t anything fancy, just salads, sandwiches made according to Nemo’s personal recipe (which was special enough that it needed a dedicated recipe, no matter what Mila said), with their favourite spices, all with just a dash of magic.
Nemo hummed happily as she skipped along the sidewalk with her basket of goodies. She’d put on her prettiest lavender makeup, had picked out her nicest black sweater and matching pants with a pretty purple belt, and had made sure her skull choker and upside-down cross-earrings were nice and polished. Mila had gone with a tiny bit more casual style, but she always looked gorgeous, and the soft grey shirt and hoodie really suited her. Though she had also put in her earrings, one with a blue teardrop gem dangling from it, the other with a pink one, mirroring her hair. They both looked gorgeous, and they had just about reached Kay and Logan’s humble, cute residence when a rustle in the hedges that lined the path made Nemo freeze.
For just a moment, she thought she saw something glinting in the light of the setting sun. A pair of glowing, golden eyes, like those of an animal. And if she hadn’t totally imagined that, she would have probably been a little worried because no animal should be big enough to be above eye-level with her.
“Something wrong?” Mila asked as she caught up to Nemo. “Oh, hey, it’s your crush,” she added and nodded at the house, where Logan was sitting on the stairs leading up to the front porch, watching the sunset.
Nemo gasped loudly and swatted at her sister’s arm. “Mila! They’re married!”
“I… No they’re not?”
“Well, they should be, because they’re gorgeous,” Nemo hummed and skipped the rest of the way. “Hi Logan!” she called out. “Mind if I bring a wild and dangerous animal into your house?”
Logan, who’d had her head leaning against the support beam rising up to the roof above her and had looked up with a smile at her approach, blinked. “… Nemo, if this is about the talk we had in the truck yesterday, then I hate to inform you that you can’t actually own a pet lynx.”
“Oh, it’s not about that,” Nemo giggled, though she was all too happy remembering the drive. They’d taken their luggage into the truck with them because the couch had taken up so much space, and Kay had let Charlie sit in the front, so Nemo had gotten to chat with Logan the whole way.
She reached into her crop sweater’s pocket and pulled out the devil himself. “Meet Satan! I adopted him! Just now!”
Logan stared at the tiny black kitten sitting in Nemo’s palm with an authoritative look in its yellow-green eyes. It flicked one slightly damaged ear and made a tiny little meowing sound. “… I have so many questions.”
“Ask!” Nemo beamed happily.
“Satan?”
“Yeah! One day he will RULE the underworld! With my guidance, he will be a dominator of demons!” Everybody knew demons were scared of cats, so Satan already had a head start. Besides, he was an onyx black cat, and those were extra effective at scaring demons!
Logan rubbed her chin and nodded. “And… you adopted him.”
“Yeah!” Nemo nodded and pulled Satan close. “Found him in a cardboard box on the way here! So… can I keep him?”
“I… yes?” Logan frowned and gave Mila a look as she reluctantly joined them. “I’m happy to let your…”
“He’s a familiar.”
“Right, your ‘familiar’ can stay in the bathroom while we eat. It’s just that Kay really doesn’t get on well with cats. Allergies, you know?”
“Oh, then maybe I should take him home…” Nemo said with a little sigh. She didn’t have enough spices to do anti-food-allergy and anti-animal-allergy magic on the food.
“Yeah, we don’t wanna be a burden on you and Kay—” Mila said, but the hot woman’s voice from the door interrupted her.
“It’s alright,” Kay said in that deep, soothing tone of hers. She watched the kitten in Nemo’s hand. “My allergies aren’t that bad. Logan is just a cute worried bean.”
“Kay…” Logan muttered and moved close to her. “Your condition…”
“Is fine,” Kay finished for them and smiled. “The kitten looks sleepy in the first place, so it shouldn’t move around too much.”
Nemo frowned and looked at Satan. Kay was right, he did look sleepy with his slow blink, and the way his head was dropping every couple seconds. “Aw, then I guess we shouldn’t all take turns petting him,” she said and ran a gentle finger over the little kitty’s head. It yawned wide and curled up on her hand. “Sleep well, Satan,” Nemo whispered. “Gather your strength for your inevitable rise to glory.”
Satan gave her another yawn in return, showing off his little baby fangs, and Nemo had to work really hard to keep an excited squee in. Logan shook her head with a little smile and waved them up the stairs. She gave Nemo a gentle hug, making sure not to jostle the kitty, and gave Mila another, taking their cargo from them.
“You guys really didn’t have to make us anything,” she said with a little look at how much food they’d made.
“Nonsense.” Mila smiled. “We wanted to!”
“Well, come on in,” Kay said and gave both Nemo and her sister gentle hair ruffles. “It’s cold outside.”
“Okay!” Nemo beamed, following Kay inside. She took Satan to their living room and gently put him down on the blankets. It smelled a little of dog in the house. Did Nemo and Logan have a puppy? She wanted to ask, but before she could, Kay was already guiding her to the kitchen, and on the way she nearly bumped into Charlie who hurried in from the backyard.
The kid looked startled for a second, then gave Nemo a nervous smile. “H-Hi,” she mumbled.
“Hi!” Nemo beamed at her. “Oh, your hair looks nice!” She couldn’t help but notice that there were leaves in Charlie’s hair, which was now much shorter, falling to just above the corner of her jaw.
The kid beamed at that and ran a hand over her red-blond hair. “Yeah? Thanks!” Her smile faltered a little as she felt the leaves, and she looked behind her, where she’d left a bit of a trail of twigs and dirt. “Oh… Sorry, Kay…”
The big woman just chuckled softly. “It’s okay, kid.” She gave Charlie a gentle pat on the head. “Go clean yourself up for dinner, I’ll deal with the dirt.”
“Are you sure? I can help!”
“You’re welcome to help, but…” Kay looked her over. Charlie’s clothes were stained in dirt. “Yeah, you might wanna take a shower instead.”
Charlie sighed and relented with a sheepish chuckle. “Okay, fine…” she hummed. “Thanks.” There was something in their look, like an unspoken understanding that passed between them, and Charlie hurried off, giving Nemo a little wave. “It’s nice to see you again!”
“Nice to see you too!” Nemo waved after her. Charlie was adorable. Like a puppy.
Kay hummed and looked at the mess. “I’ll have to clean this up,” she said. “The kitchen is down the hall, first door on the right.” She didn’t point, just barely nudged her head in that direction. Kay was always so steady and calm, like a rock that you could lean on and know nothing could move her. Nemo barely realized that she’d only dreamily nodded, until she found herself standing there alone. She blushed deeply and hurried to the kitchen, from where she could hear Mila and Logan’s voices, but stopped at a dresser in the hallway. It had several photos on it. One was of Kay hugging Logan at the bar. Everything looked freshly stocked, and there weren’t any customers in the shot. Logan was leaning back, into Kay, looking up at her with a gentle, loving look, and even though the tall woman’s expression was stoic as ever, Nemo couldn’t help but think that she was regarding her girlfriend very softly.
A different picture showed Kay with three others. Nemo didn’t pay too much attention to them. The tall woman, who towered over everyone— especially a much smaller girl with a bright grin —looked so very happy. They were standing on a set of stone stairs, belonging to what Nemo imagined was probably a large building.
There were others of Logan and Kay, all very cute, some with other people who carried swords. Maybe Kay had some sword buddies? They were all hot, Nemo noticed, and more than a few of them had scars that they wore as well as Kay did hers. Sometimes Nemo forgot the big woman even had them. Her eyes were too mesmerizing.
One picture caught her eye, framed in silver and showing not Kay, not Logan, but three older people in front of a restaurant, surrounded by snowflakes. To the left, there was a tall, broad-shouldered man with a neatly kept black beard and thick, black hair that went to his shoulders. To the very right was a woman with skin a few shades darker than Kay’s. Little wrinkles marked her face with age, around the same as the man, Nemo would have guessed. He wore a nice shirt and pants, and no jacket despite the cold. The woman to the right had her almost black, gently curled hair openly falling over her shoulder. A sly smile rested on her lips, designed to look innocent (but Nemo could see the scheming behind it), and her jacket and waist-high pants looked sharp and stylish.
Between the two stood a woman huddled into a jacket that she wore over an evergreen dress. She had her dark hair in a thick braid that fell over her shoulder, and judging from her smile, the redness on her cheeks wasn’t just from the cold. The woman to the right had an arm hooked in hers, while the man held her hand. They all looked very pretty, and Nemo wondered if any of them were Kay’s parents, maybe. Kay’s skin tone was similar to the man’s, and she had a broad jaw, but there was an elegance to her features he did not possess.
I shouldn’t stare at Kay’s hot maybe-parents, Nemo decided, even if the guy looks like a DILF. She hurried on towards the kitchen. She was a bit puzzled as to why the picture drew her attention like that. She thought it might be because of the hot woman on the right. Nemo had very much enjoyed learning a lot about TV, since she hadn’t had that back home. She often used it as background noise while doing magic, same for Mila, but now she wished she’d paid better attention, because she could have sworn that the woman was an actress…
Oh well, I’ll ask Mila if she knows later, she decided and joined the others in the kitchen, where they were preparing the food.
“I thought you might have stuff to heat up, but if it’s just sandwiches, we could just go eat in the living room instead,” Logan hummed. “We have a large couch.”
“I noticed!” Nemo hummed. “We could all sit with Satan!”
“Yes, dinner with Satan,” Mila said evenly. “Unless Kay’s allergies are bad…”
“No, it’s fine,” Logan hummed. “She said so herself.”
“Does she like animals?” Nemo asked as Mila and Logan arranged the food nicely on large plates everyone could take from. “I smelled dog in there.”
Logan chuckled, lighting up their resting bitch face that was just so pretty and alluring. “Yeah, she, uh… She really likes dogs. We sometimes have some over…”
“Puppies!” Nemo beamed.
“Yeah, she goes wild for them.” They frowned and looked to the door. “Speaking of, where is Kay?”
Nemo moved up and leaned on the kitchen counter with a smile. “Oh, she had to clean some stuff up. Charlie got a bit dirty playing outside, I think, so she’s taking a shower… But don’t be mad, it was just a tiny bit of dirt!”
“I’m not gonna be mad,” Logan reassured her. “Charlie’s a good kid. A little scattered, but sweet.”
Mila hummed softly and put a full plate on the kitchen table to make more space on the counter for another. “How’d you guys end up taking her in? You mentioned it was sudden.” She paused. “If you don’t mind me asking, that is.”
“Ah…” Logan rubbed her neck briefly. She smoothed down the pretty shirt with the ‘I’m a punk, and I rock!’ design on the front she was wearing. “It was… Charlie got out of a difficult situation at home and… well, Kay’s always been very protective. She gets it from her parents. Her mom would never leave someone in need to fend for themselves, and her dad literally took her and Kay in when she was in a bad spot.
“Oh. Wait, so what about her bio dad?” Nemo couldn’t help the curiosity in her voice. There were so many mysteries to these two that she wanted to figure out… respectfully, of course.
“Never knew him,” Kay said from the door as she entered. She gave Mila a little smile and stood next to her at the table to not be in the way. “He left my mom because… well, that’s not important. She raised me herself for a while, and I started taking care of her when I got old enough. Got into the bodyguard business. Ended up in a really bad situation and the old man… Carver, he got me out of there. After that he took me and my mom in.” She looked a little soft and thoughtful as she spoke. Nemo listened, bright-eyed and eager to learn more, and also fascinated and grateful that this Carver had helped Kay out of a bad spot.
“He taught me how to defend myself properly. Introduced me to people who were like me, and, eventually, my mom decided that she wanted to marry him.” Kay shrugged a little. “I guess that’s where I get it from. Carver went out of his way to help me. He spent years trying to make sure my mom and I were okay. I wanna do the same for others.”
“Yeah. Neither of us likes to see people hurt or sad,” Logan added as they finished arranging another large plate of food. “Charlie’s got her quirks, and she’s got issues, but that’s only more of a reason to help her. So, until she wants to leave or do something else, she’s welcome here.”
“She’s a good kid,” Kay added with a hum.
Nemo sniffed and wiped a tear from her eyes. “You guys…” she mumbled. “That’s so sweet! You’re, like, the best parents!” Logan nearly dropped a plate.
Kay hummed. “Well… Maybe.” She exchanged a look with Logan that probably meant they were going to talk about it later. Her girlfriend nodded back. Then they cleared their throat.
“Jesus, how much food did you make?” she asked as she got another large platter.
“All the food!” Nemo laughed. “And hey, you have an extra person here, so there can never be too much!”
“I agree with Niaomi,” Kay said, eyeing the food. “I’ll start taking this stuff to the living room. That might be more comfortable.”
“Yesss! Dinner with SATAN!” Nemo beamed and clapped her hands. Mila playfully rolled her eyes at the continued antics and gently bumped her with her elbow, but Nemo barely noticed it. She was too busy thinking about how soft and sweet these two badasses really were. She’d already gotten a taste of it when Kay had casually offered them a new place to stay, and now… Now Nemo wanted to do something to help too. She didn’t just want Kay and Logan to notice her anymore. She wanted them to like her. And, truthfully, seeing how gentle, strong, and generous they were, she wanted to be like them too.
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Wilder Youth


Waking up was hard. Kay hated waking up. Well, she didn’t hate it, she could consciously cuddle her cute girlfriend, but still… Mornings were just hard as long as she didn’t have food. The thought reminded her of the snacks Nemo and Mila had kept bringing them every other day since they had first helped them move, and made her stomach growl loudly. She sighed, ready to get up, but stopped when the arms wrapped around her tightened a little. It wasn’t Logan today. Instead, Charlie’s scent filled Kay’s nose and reminded her of the kid being there, with Logan nuzzled to her back.
Kay let herself sink back down and hugged both of them. They were small enough to make it possible. Charlie loved her new room. Whether she was with them, or she was out of the city, practicing control with Kay’s packmates, she enjoyed having a space for herself. Regrettably, she suffered from night terrors, and so she’d quickly taken to asking Kay and Logan if she could stay with them whenever a bad dream woke her. They didn’t mind, of course.
Kay remembered her own nightmares after being bitten. They’d been bad, full of flashing fangs, her losing control, her attacking her mom… One time the nightmares were bad enough to actually trigger a Change. Carver was the one to calm her down enough for her to shift back. And then, of course, her mother had found out and had gotten involved. Back before Carver had taken them in, they had lived in a tiny home with only enough space for one bed, so sharing that space had been nothing new, and her mother’s presence had helped soothe and calm her. Decades later, she had done the same for Vivian, and now Viv did it for others, carrying on a cycle of protection and comfort.
Logan stirred a little, mumbling in her sleep. Then she opened her eyes, blinking at Kay. Only the faintest bit of light bled through the closed shutters, but it was enough for them to make out each other’s faces. “… mornin’…” they mumbled.
“Morning,” Kay whispered back, sleepy. She leaned in a bit more and rested their foreheads together. “I love you.”
“Love you too…” Logan whispered back all sleepy, and Kay could not have been happier to be with her.
It took a while, but eventually Charlie stirred and then woke up fully. She tried to cuddle a bit more, but she very quickly got restless and left the room with way too much energy. Kay was forced to rise as well and make breakfast, feeding the kid, and Logan and herself, of course.
“You’ve developed a healthy appetite,” Kay chuckled as Charlie devoured her food.
The kid nodded eagerly. “Yeah! I’m hungry all the time lately…”
“It’s natural.” Kay filled herself a plate with bacon and prepared Logan’s plate for her as well. “We have pretty high metabolisms, so you’ll need lots of food.”
“Is that why you’re all so good at cooking?” Charlie asked, practically licking her fingers. She still ate with great haste, like she was afraid the food might vanish, even after the weeks of being given more and more whenever her plate emptied. She was already starting to put on some weight. Not much, but she was not quite as scrawny as when they’d first met.
Kay chuckled when Logan trudged into the kitchen all sleepy in their cute pyjamas with cats all over it. “Hey, babe,” she hummed and put their tea down in front of them. “Still sleepy?”
Her girlfriend barely managed a nod and reached for the large mug. They slurped the hot liquid with barely a flinch and sighed happily. “Yes. Still sleepy,” she managed to say and yawned wide.
Kay chuckled and sat down to devour her own plate of bacon. “So, what’s on the agenda today? Band practice?”
“Mm, nah.” Logan hummed. “I think we have the day off.”
The werewolf checked her calendar. “Oh. Yeah, you’re right.” She smiled. “We got the day to ourselves. We could head into Wilder Park, go on a walk, check up on Meg…”
Her girlfriend’s eyes lit up at the idea. “Oh, that sounds nice!” she said, much more awake now that she had some fluid in them. “How about it, Charlie? Wanna go to a park?”
Charlie stopped herself mid-bite. “You’re asking me?” She looked at Logan.
“Of course.” They smiled at her so softly. “You can stay here if you want, but… We’d like to have you along.”
“Yeah, kid,” Kay hummed. “You could even Shift and go for a run.” Charlie was still a very young wolf, and it was too risky to leave her in the city full-time, in case something triggered a Change. But once in Wolf form, she seemed mainly playful. At this point, Kay and her packmates agreed that it was safe enough to let her Change in a place like Wilder Park, or around the house if she promised to stay closeby.
Charlie beamed at that. “I’d love that! When can we go?”
“We could make some more food,” Logan said, “for a picnic later.”
“Sounds like a date.” Kay took Logan’s hand and squeezed it gently. Her girlfriend smirked a little.
“It might just be,” they purred and squeezed back.
Kay smiled at her so happily, feeling the warmth in her chest at watching that little smile. She was so lucky to have a girlfriend like Logan. Every little thing they did made her heart flutter a little, made her want to embrace them and hold her close, kiss her, and never ever let them go.
Charlie finished her food first. The young wolf leaned back with a happy little huff. “That was great,” she mumbled. “You’re too good at cooking.”
“Got room for dessert?” Kay chuckled, remembering the chocolate pudding Nemo and Mila had brought by yesterday.
Both Logan and Charlie perked up at that. “Yes please!” they said in unison, getting a little laugh out of Kay.
“Well,” she hummed, “looks like Logan’s sweet tooth is rubbing off on you, Charlie.”
“Look…” the young wolf grumbled bashfully. “Dessert’s good, and I like chocolate.”
“Kay’s just jealous because she can’t eat chocolate,” Logan teased. “Because she’s a puppy.”
“Wait… I’m a werewolf too.”
“Shhh… Don’t worry about it.”
Kay rolled her eyes a tiny bit, but truthfully she enjoyed their banter as she got up to get the dessert from the fridge. It made the house a little more lively, just like it had been when she’d still lived with the rest of the Warm Embrace. It was nice to have a little family, and Charlie reminded her of some of her wilder siblings.
Her thoughts were still stuck on that a good hour later, when she and Logan were making sandwiches for the picnic and Charlie got ready to head out. She hummed and stopped when Logan suddenly hugged her from behind and leaned into her. “Hey,” they whispered.
“Hey,” Kay said back. “Everything okay?”
“You tell me,” Logan hummed. “You’ve been quiet.”
“I’m always quiet.”
“No, this is a different quiet.”
Kay turned her head to look down at them. After a moment, she said, “Charlie’s getting really attached to us. It’s slow, but I can see it.”
“Is that a bad thing?” Logan looked up at her with beautiful, red-brown eyes. “You like her too.”
“I do,” she admitted. “I just… never imagined having a kid of my own. Or… well, you know what I mean.”
Her girlfriend was quiet for a bit. Then she asked, “Is that how you feel about her?” They’d both been thinking about it since Nia was over the other day, but they hadn’t talked. Not really.
“I’m not sure.” Kay shrugged a little, preparing the cheese tray for their picnic. “I’ve had loads of siblings much younger than me, but… this feels a little different. I don’t know how she feels about it, but I wanted to talk to you just in case. It’s Charlie’s choice… but it’s yours too. And mine.”
Logan leaned her head against Kay’s back and remained quiet for a bit. Then she whispered, “You know… you’d make a great mom.”
“So would you. Be a great parent, I mean.”
“I… I wouldn’t mind if Charlie wanted to be a permanent part of our family.” Logan squeezed Kay lovingly. “So, let’s just see what happens. But yeah… I wouldn’t mind it.”
Kay let out a hum with a deep breath. “I love you,” she said softly and placed her large, warm hand over Logan’s slender, cool one resting around her waist. It didn’t matter what the future held, as long as they could be together to face it. And they would be, together forever, sharing their hearts for all eternity.
***Wilder Park was far larger than the little one where Kay and Vivian had met Charlie. The trees here grew tall and dense, the smells of the city seemed to never make it further than a few steps into the woods. While technically being a part of Wolfshire, Wilder Park connected to the forests outside Toronto, and as such it was a good spot for werewolves to run.
It was also great for walks if you knew your way around, the way Kay and Logan did. Kay smiled happily, holding Logan’s hand and carrying the basket with their picnic stuff in the other hand. Charlie bustled around them, dashing into the thicket only to reemerge a second later with a fur full of leaves and twigs. Given that she was in her wolf form, she really should have been able to outpace them easily, and yet Kay and Logan found themselves stopping quite often to wait for her as she took a solid minute to sniff a rock or patch of grass.
“She’s adorable,” Logan chuckled, squeezing Kay’s hand as she leaned into her.
“Yeah…” Kay smiled softly. “Reminds me of Viv when she first came out of her shell. You know, even when she was a small, angry child, she used to love running around the forests.”
“I’m not surprised.” Logan giggled at Charlie carrying a stick around that dragged on the ground behind her. “Young werewolves tend to be adorable little puppies.”
“True.” Kay squeezed Logan’s hand, and they walked in comfortable silence, enjoying the cool breeze and the fresh smells of the forest, so different from the ones in the city. For a little bit, they just enjoyed each other’s company. After a while they reached a small pond. Charlie sniffed the water suspiciously, poking a paw in several times before retreating.
“She’s so cute.” Logan smiled, sitting at the edge of the water, just in time to almost get splashed when Charlie awkwardly waddled in. Kay hummed in agreement and pulled them close, watching Charlie as she huffed and paddled around. Then the young wolf came out and shook, actually splashing Logan this time.
“Still think she’s cute?” Kay chuckled, having leaned in to shield Logan from the worst of it. Charlie was busy rolling around to get herself dry.
“Yes. Messy, but cute,” Logan said and gently ran a hand over Charlie’s damp fur as she came close. Charlie took that as an invitation to curl up next to Logan, leaning into them and getting them dirty. Logan sighed softly. “You’re lucky you’re so cute,” she said and rubbed behind Charlie’s ear gently, getting a happy huff in return.
Kay watched the two interact with a loving look. The talk from that morning came back to her. She was used to being the big sister and being a little motherly, perhaps. But seeing Logan take to it with such ease made her heart swell a little. Her girlfriend was a wonderful, kind and gentle person, contrasting their ever-dark expression, and Kay loved her for it. She leaned into Logan and felt them lean into her too, returning the quiet affection.
They played fetch afterwards, which meant that periodically Kay or Logan would toss a stick, and Charlie would dash away, search for a bit, and come back with a different stick. More than once she disappeared into the thick of the forest and got distracted by trees, which she sniffed with cute little sounds.
A couple of hours later, with Charlie only mildly winded, they had their picnic with tea and juice, on a blanket Kay had spread out in a small meadow not too far from Meg’s home. “Did you text her that we were coming?” Kay asked between two bites.
“I did,” Logan said, taking a piece of sausage and tossing it at Charlie. It hit her in the face, bounced off, and Charlie sat frozen for a second before looking around and taking a good minute before finding where the food had fallen in the grass. “She didn’t respond, though,” Logan added with a small giggle.
Kay suppressed a laugh too. “We can always go knock on her door.”
“Sure,” Logan hummed, taking another piece of food. She whistled softly. “Hey, Charlie!” The werewolf looked up at them, ears standing attentively. Her eyes locked on to the food Logan held up in their hand. “Catch!”
Logan threw the food in a low arc that was easy to predict. Charlie jumped, snapping jaws missing the food, and slammed onto the ground a second later, having twisted in mid air. She pulled her paws to her chest and looked around confused before getting up and looking for the food.
“Is that normal?” Logan chuckled with a gently concerned frown. “I thought wolves are good at… you know, catching stuff.”
“You’ve seen Charlie run into a tree while playing fetch. Why are you surprised?” Kay made an amused little sound and took another bite of her sandwich. She leaned into Logan and put an arm around them. “Don’t worry, wolves are sturdy. She’s not gonna hurt herself. Right, kid?”
Charlie looked up, jaws working on the piece of food. She stalked closer, watching Logan’s hands. They chuckled softly. “Sure, you can have some more.” She took another piece of food and tossed it. Charlie jumped, caught it, and slammed down on her back. She immediately got up again, chewing her food vigorously with sharp fangs.
“You’re a good girl, aren’t you,” Logan giggled and reached out a hand. Charlie came close, sniffing Logan’s fingers, and pushed her snout to their hand. Then she lay down, which in her case meant she just tipped over onto her side, falling into the grass.
“Ah,” Kay said. “That’s what’s making the noise at night every time she’s a wolf.” It had happened more than once, a slam ringing through the house, rousing her from her sleep. Thinking back, it did kind of sound like a werewolf-sized something just falling to the ground.
“She’s a mess,” Logan chuckled and ruffled Charlie’s ears gently, getting a huff in return.
“A cute mess,” Kay whispered and hugged Logan close, kissing her head. She could not be happier than in this moment, with her girlfriend and her sort-of kid, sitting in a meadow on a date.
***Meg’s house was not really a house at all. It was a subterranean structure that exited out beneath a stone bridge, overlooking a wide stream you couldn’t find on any map. The front door was a circular, metal monstrosity twice Kay’s height, rusted and looking like it hadn’t opened in decades.
“Think she’s gonna be home?” Kay asked.
Logan shrugged. “Not sure? I was really hoping she’d text me back. I guess we can just knock?” She had stayed back a bit, so the young wolf didn’t get too spooked by Meg suddenly appearing.
Kay shrugged. “Sure.” She knocked hard, slamming her fist against the metal door three times. The metal vibrated, sending a hollow sound through the space behind it. A long, unnerving silence followed it. Even the splash of the water running along the stone of the shore seemed to fade into the background. Then, a moment later, Charlie growled loudly, making Kay look back at her worriedly.
“What is it, kiddo?” Logan asked and pet her. “You smell a kitty?”
“Kitty?” Kay asked with a raised eyebrow.
“You know,” Logan, giggled. “Meg. She’s like a kitten. Cute and cuddly. But with razor blades taped to her.”
“I resent that.” Meg’s dry voice made Kay look back to the rusty door, which had swung open completely silently. In the dim light behind it, Kay caught sight of a room filled with bookshelves, and Meg, who leaned into the round door frame with her arms crossed. She tried to look grumpy. She really did. But at seeing Kay and Logan, her face lit up a bit.
“Hey, short stuff,” Kay hummed, watching Meg grumble more as her white skin turned a deep shade of pink. “We thought you might not wanna see us.”
“I never mind seeing you guys,” Meg said as she moved a little closer. She squeaked softly when Kay picked her up in a tight hug. It was a very quiet sound, but Kay caught it and chuckled just a little.
Meg looked even better than she had at the airport. She looked strong, healthy, and seemed to be even more comfortable in her body. Though she was developing some dark circles around her eyes.
“You need to rest,” Kay hummed. “Unless you’re trying to steal Logan’s vibe.”
“I would never,” Meg muttered as she leaned into the hug. The first time Kay had embraced her, she’d been scared, skittish, too shy and sad to hug her back. It had taken some time, but now she responded to the affection honestly.
Kay hummed and put her down again, having accidentally lifted her up. “You’d make a good Logan,” she said and ruffled Meg’s white hair.
Meg gave Logan a wink. “Coming for your job, bitch.”
“The fuck?” Logan playfully protested. “After all the alcohol I’ve helped you steal!”
“Excuse me?” Kay gave them a sharp look. Suddenly the inconsistencies in her ledgers made sense.
“Didn’t say nothin’!” Logan beamed at her.
Kay rolled her eyes and reached over to ruffle their hair. “You’re lucky you’re cute.”
“Yeah, they are,” Meg agreed.
“That goes for both of you,” Kay said with a playful glare for her. “You don’t have to steal from me. You can just ask.”
“We didn’t really steal,” Meg clarified, rubbing her arms against the cold. She was only wearing a short sleeved shirt, despite the chill weather. On the bright side, this meant she was finally heating her damn house instead of sitting in the cold like she used to. “Well, Logan steals drinks from you. I just steal from them.”
Logan shrugged innocently. “Look… When your girlfriend’s a hot, rich werewolf bartender…”
Charlie made a little woofing sound, interrupting them. She slowly padded closer to Meg, sniffing her before huffing and licking her snout. “Uh…” Meg frowned. “Friend of yours?”
“Charlie,” Logan chuckled. “You know, the kid you donated clothes to.”
“Oh. I see.” Meg’s expression softened a bit. She offered Charlie her hand to sniff. “You still need any? I’ve still got some that might fit her. Or, if she’s gonna get buff like Kay, some that’ll fit her in like a month.”
“It’s fine,” Kay hummed, resting her arm around Logan’s shoulders. “Nemo and Mila— the ones we helped move recently —went clothes shopping with her the other day. It was really sweet. But thanks for the offer.
“Anytime,” Meg said with a little smile and rubbed her neck as Charlie went to the little stream to splash around in. “It’s the least I can do after everything you guys have done for me.”
“You don’t need to pay us back.” Logan reached out and took Meg’s hand, squeezing it gently. “What about you though? I got a little worried when I didn’t get a text back from you.”
“Oh. Yeah, my phone got smashed,” Meg said.
“How’d that happen?”
Meg blinked her pink eyes. “… I dropped it.”
“You… dropped it.” Logan didn’t sound convinced.
“Into the path of some dude’s fist. While it was in my pocket.” She rubbed the back of her head with a sheepish smile.
A deep growl escaped Kay. “Want me to have a talk with them?”
“Nah,” Meg shrugged. “It’s fine. We figured it out.”
“Good,” she growled. “Don’t get into fights, kid. You know I don’t like seeing you get hurt.” Meg could take care of herself. She was smart, cautious, and one of the strongest Bloods in the city. She could heal grave wounds in a day, but Kay still didn’t like the thought of her injured. She’d seen Meg at her worst, and she never wanted to see her like that again.
“Sure thing,” Meg said with an appreciative look. “Still, I think this was probably for the best. I don’t like getting phone calls all the time—”
She stopped and looked at Kay when her phone buzzed. Kay frowned and pulled it out of her pocket. The frown deepened at the number on the screen. “I’ll be right back,” she said. “Gotta take this.”
“See? This is why phones are a bad thing,” Meg said. “They ring at the worst of times and give away your position!”
“You know you can put it on mute, right?” Kay heard Logan ask as she left the two and Charlie, walking a little ways away.
She picked up. “Hey Mom.”
“Hello, darling,” her mother’s voice came through in a soft, loving tone. “How are you tonight?”
“I’m good.” Kay walked along the shoreline of the little stream for a bit. In the dark, her eyes made everything look sharply outlined by the sparse star- and moonlight. “How about you? Everything okay at home? You don’t usually call so early at night.”
She could hear a smile in her mother’s voice, and knew exactly the soft, loving expression she wore when she answered. “I’m fine. It’s your father I’m worried about. I haven’t heard from him since he went to our farmstead outside Toronto. I was hoping you could check up on him? And it would be a good chance for the new girl to get to know her wolf form a bit more. In a less populated setting, and with less emphasis on control.”
Kay sighed softly. “I see,” she muttered and looked back at where Logan and Meg were bantering. “I can make some time, I think.” She really didn’t want to. But her mother wouldn’t have called if she wasn’t genuinely worried. And when she was worried, it was always for a good reason. “I’ll head out tomorrow.”
“Thank you, sweetheart. I’m sorry to pull you away from Logan like this…”
“It’s okay,” Kay interrupted her gently. “You know… sometime soon, we should all get together. You, me, the old man, Logan…”
“That would be lovely.” The warmth of her mother’s smile could be felt even over the distance separating them. “I love you, my sweet. I’m sorry for being so brief. I’ll speak to you again soon.”
“It’s okay, Mom,” Kay said with a soft, warm glow in her chest. “I love you too. Talk soon.” She hung up the phone and sighed softly. Sometimes she regretted moving away from where the majority of the pack lived, but… she’d come out here to do her own thing, build her own legacy, like their pack leader. Not being able to see her mother as much was a small price to pay. They had all of eternity to be together.
Still… The same went for Logan, and as Kay went to tell them the news, she couldn’t help but feel that she wanted nothing less than to be apart from them.
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Relationships Progressing


Logan drummed their hands on the wood of the bar, a little nervous. It was a couple of days after Vivian had stayed over for breakfast, and Kay had headed out with her sister to deal with some pack business for a while. She didn’t usually deal with that sort of thing. Not anymore. They were doing their own thing now, running the bar, the gym, watching over Wolfshire and the surrounding districts as much as needed. But sometimes, when the opportunity arose, she went to help her packmates deal with things. Apparently this time looking for Kay’s dad. He wasn’t  a part of the Warm Embrace, but the pack had a way of adding Strays to their little family, so it was technically pack business.
Either way, it provided Logan with the one thing she very, very rarely was happy to have: Time without Kay.
Of course they didn’t spend every free second together, though they enjoyed being close. But their being apart rarely lasted more than a couple of hours on any given day. But now Kay had been gone for days, and Logan wanted something special for her when she came back. Unfortunately she had already gifted Kay a custom-made scabbard carved with wolf motifs the other week, so that was one idea gone. They couldn’t allow themself to be predictable or anything less than perfect for her girlfriend.
The one thing Kay would definitely appreciate was food. All werewolves loved food, being constantly hungry due to their high metabolisms.
Unfortunately while Logan had a lot of skills, cooking was not one of them. That’s why she’d had to call in some help, and she just hoped that things would get done before she ran out of blood to keep her sunlight immunity active. It wasn’t a hugely draining skill, but it’d be another few days until her next blood donor appointment—with Valerie, as well, so there was no way to say for sure if she’d even get any blood.
It’s gonna be fine, Logan reassured themself. Totally fine. There was absolutely no reason to be worried about anything. She had filled up on blood before closing and was just watching the sunset in the street through the windows. Then two shadows passed the window they were looking through, and the door swung open.
“Told you we were late— Oh, hi Logan!” Niaomi giggled and bounced over. Camellia pushed the door shut behind her. “Did we keep you waiting too long?”
Logan felt a little flutter in their chest as Nia ran up and stopped in front of their stool, wide-eyed and excited. “No, I just settled in to wait,” she said and took a careful breath. Would Niaomi’s scent be too enticing again? she really hoped not. The last thing they could afford was to just spill the vampire secret right then, maybe end up hurting one of the girls… and be left to go grocery shopping on their own. It had been so long since someone had challenged their restraint the way Nemo had over the past weeks. Or was it months now? Logan could hardly remember a time when the bubbly cute girl hadn’t been in their life.
She was wearing a fishnet sleeve on one arm today, purple hair, eyeshadow and lipstick impeccable, cross earrings and choker polished and perfect. She’d added a black and white fur-lined sweater over her purple lace top, and a matching set of glossy, soft black pants. Logan suppressed the urge to look her over any more closely. Nemo just always looked amazing.
“Ready to go grocery shopping for your girl?” Mila asked, looking a bit more plain but no less pretty. She seemed to like dark greys, which only made her pride colour neon hair pop even harder as she huddled into her sweater. “It’s pretty early. You sure you’re okay after a full night at the bar?”
“I’m fine,” Logan chuckled and got up. “Really,” they added as the twins exchanged questioning glances. “The dark circles are an aesthetic choice.” She didn’t pay the faintly concerned looks any mind and got their leather jacket, slipping it on. The weather was getting more brisk, and they already missed walking next to Kay and feeling her warmth. “You guys good to go?”
“Yeah, just one sec,” Mila hummed and went to the bathroom, leaving Logan and Niaomi alone.
Nia gave them a bright smile. “Sooo…”
“So?” Logan asked and quizzically raised an eyebrow. Nemo was clearly chomping at the bit to ask something.
“Why do you need help with food stuff? I thought Kay’s a good cook?”
“Right…” Logan rubbed their neck a bit awkwardly. “It’s sort of a surprise, I guess? She’s been busy with stuff lately, so I wanna get her something for when she comes home. And I’m pretty hopeless as a cook.”
“Oh, that’s okay!” Niaomi giggled and put her hand on the one Logan had on the bar, patting it gently. It was warm, even through the fingerless glove. “Everybody does one or two grease fires when they start. Happens to the best of us!”
“Don’t let Kay hear you say that,” Logan groaned softly. “I know she said it was okay, but she really doesn’t appreciate jokes when it comes to health and safety.”
Nia smirked. “Ooo, protective bean!” she hummed as she sat on the stool next to Logan’s.
“Very.” Logan smiled a little. Maybe it was a bit strange, but seeing Nia smile, having her here and being happy to listen to her talk about Kay made her very happy. It felt like she got to share her love for Kay with the world, even just a small part. It was nice, and Logan quickly found her worries about Niaomi’s blood enticing them alleviated.
Camellia returned after a minute and smiled at the two. “Okay, I’m ready. How about you two?”
“Ready to kill it with groceries and teach Logan how to cook!” Nia smiled happily and bounced off her seat.
Logan chuckled softly. “Thanks,” they said. “Really. I’ll find a way to make it up to you.”
“Oh, it’s really no issue.” Mila gave them a smile that made her lavender eyes sparkle. “We love helping out our friends!” She even held the door for them.
Logan laughed softly and rubbed her neck again, stepping out into the light. “Right… Thanks, guys. For real, this is a great help.”
“Do you have a list?” Nia asked and scooted close to Logan. She was warm. Not like Kay, but she had a warmth to her that wasn’t dissimilar. Logan blushed a little at the proximity and the smell. It felt nice being so close, and yet… it was different. She didn’t usually like people being in their personal space, but with Nia, it felt comfortable.
“I’ve got our grocery list here,” Logan said and pulled out a slip of paper where they had scribbled down everything they’d need. Nemo had helped them figure out what dishes would be best beforehand. There was a nice variety and some of it was rather simple, like a homemade pizza. Logan could have just bought takeout, but they really wanted to do something personal. Kay had been so incredibly supportive the past few weeks, now that they had a full roster for their band. She’d gotten them a new place to practise, and in between being at the bar, working out, and spending time with Vivian, she had spent every free minute making that place comfortable and homey.
Logan smiled softly at the thought of Kay transporting all of their remaining equipment by herself while they had been asleep. She was utterly amazing, loving, and caring, and they needed to do something to pay her back, even if just a little. She gave Niaomi another look, feeling so grateful for the help.
“Oo, looks nice!” Nia went over the list, humming. “That’s a lot of food.”
“Kay’s a hungry girl,” Logan joked. “Gotta fuel those muscles.”
“I bet…” The little mutter sounded almost wistful. Logan gave her a questioning look, but before they could say anything, Nia and Camellia stopped dead in their tracks. “Oh,” Nia said and called, “Hey Jin!” She waved at them.
Logan looked up and indeed found Jin jogging down the street towards them. “Oh, hi!” She smiled at their fellow band member. “What brings you here? You’re not headed to the bar, are you?” Jin knew about Logan and Kay. They also knew that that was the reason why the bar was predominantly open at night.
“Hey, guys,” Jin hummed. “Not headed to the bar, don’t worry. It’s a bit early for drinks.”
“Blasphemy,” Logan joked. “It’s not early unless you’ve just gotten up.”
Jin was quiet for a moment. “Logan, no offence, but I think I can hear the dark circles under your eyes screaming at me for mercy. You need to get some fucking sleep, man.”
“I sleep enough!” Logan complained but couldn’t suppress a smirk at Jin’s dry tone. They were fun to banter with. “It’s Kay’s fault for constantly napping and messing up my sleep schedule!”
Jin’s blind eyes narrowed a bit. “Right, and you never stay up too long, do you?” they asked and crossed their arms with a creak of red faux leather. 
Logan huffed. “Whatever Kay told you is a complete lie,” she said.
“Right.”
“Slander.”
“Totally.”
“Well I think your dark circles give you character!” Niaomi interjected, making Logan smile.
“Sure does. Makes you look all rugged and sleep deprived. Honestly, I think it looks really fashionable,” Jin said dryly and added, “I’m blind, by the way.”
“Can you see this?” Logan flipped them off. Jin did it right back.
Nemo gasped. “Oh wow! How did you know they did that??” She looked incredibly excited, and had of course no idea that Jin used some magic they’d gotten from some mysterious figure to be able to see a little. It wasn’t much, according to them, only wisps and outlines, but it “helps with not running into a fucking lamp post,” as they put it, without the use of a cane or guide dog.
Jin didn’t break the existence of magic to the twins. Instead they shrugged. “I’ve always had pretty sharp senses, and being blind just honed them more. So now I can smell Logan’s bullshit from a mile away.”
“Ha ha.” Logan crossed their arms. “Very funny.” They weren’t really mad, of course. Jin was a good kid. Very sarcastic, but Logan was also friends with Meg, who was a sarcasm machine. Their old friend seemed to have been adjusting well to Toronto again, too. Already rumours were cropping up about a new player in the game of vampires.
“Funny that I’d run into you guys, actually,” Jin said as Nemo finished riddling them with questions about their senses and if they ever smelled farts on the bus. “Mila, you coming?”
Logan gave Camellia a quizzical look. “Coming?” Nia’s twin looked oddly embarrassed. She was blushing gently, scuffing her boots and mumbling.
“I uh… Kinda forgot I was meeting Jin,” she revealed sheepishly, much less cool and collected than Logan had ever seen her. She was usually unshakeable. “Sorry…”
It wasn’t quite sure who she said it to, and so Logan and Jin almost talked over each other in their assurances that it was okay. “Oh, it’s fine, I can try and figure this out myself,” Logan said, just as Jin went, “We can postpone if you’re busy! I don’t wanna mess up… whatever this is. You seem like you’re doing something…”
“Oh, no, I…” Camellia hesitated. She gave Logan and Nemo a pleading look.
“Oh. Oh, yeah, we’re totally gonna be okay by ourselves!” Logan said quickly. “Right, Nia?” It was obvious from the little blushes on Mila and Jin’s cheeks that they’d been hoping to spend some time together, until Logan’s request had gotten in the middle of it. It had been fortunate that they’d taken the same path and had run into each other here. Just a few streets down, Logan had planned to visit a shop, and that would have put them completely off the path between Jin and Camellia’s home, as far as they knew.
“Yeah, we’ll be great by ourselves!” Niaomi said and took her sister’s hand. Mila gave her a grateful smile.
“Are you absolutely sure, though? Jin and I could tag along…”
“Oh, no, we’ll give you lovebirds some privacy!” Nia cackled at the furious blush on her sister’s cheeks, confirming Logan’s suspicions. “Come on, Sleepy! Let’s go!” She gripped Logan’s hand and pulled them along.
“Sleepy?” The vampire tried to sound indignant, but couldn’t help the little giggle escaping her. “You’re on thin ice, young lady!”
“Nope!”
“Nope?”
“You heard me.” Niaomi smiled very charmingly and kept tugging them along, being utterly cute. Logan shook their head with a little chuckle.
“Have fun on your date, see you at practice tomorrow!” Logan called back and laughed when Jin just rubbed their neck and blushed more. They didn’t quite realize that Nia had stopped tugging them, and that the little pull had turned into holding hands.
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Jin sighed and watched the two leave. Logan was not going to let that one go for a while, and with how much teasing Jin dished out, they were hardly in a position to complain. They huddled more into their jacket with the popped collar and looked over at Mila. In their world, everything was wispy, dark, outlined in gentle teal colours. At first, there had still been light. Then it had become shapes. Now, their vision had gotten a little better again, but that was the extent of what their mother’s magic could provide so far.
It wasn’t all monotone. Some people had different shades. Mila was a mix of pink and blues, shimmering over the teal of her clothes where her skin was visible, and her eyes were shining sparks of lavender. They were beautiful, like everything about her. And even without being able to see many things, their other senses painted a picture of whatever they were smelling, hearing, or touching.
In Mila’s case, it was a picture of beauty.
Jin still shook their head and combed their hair back a bit. “So, you just called me here to set up your sister with someone?” they asked, having received Mila’s cryptic texts just as they’d left the house to run some errands. They were lucky Logan had been too distracted to notice the sweat on them from running all the way here. Apparently, despite their sharp senses, they’d been too distracted, which was… interesting.
Camellia giggled, which made her colours pulse and shine. “Look, if I can’t use you as a viable excuse to set my sister up with a hot person and maybe their girlfriend, what even is this relationship?” she asked flat-out.
“So I’m just a pretty face for you to use?” Jin feigned offense with a little smirk.
Mila hummed, watching them with a gentle tilt of her head. “Well, you do have a pretty face.”
“Thanks, so do you,” Jin said. “Prettiest I’ve ever seen.” They caught the sharp intake of air as Mila recognized the trap.
“Ooooh, eyyyyyy!!” she cheered and gave them fingerguns. Jin enjoyed casually dropping seeing jokes into a conversation to watch people scramble. At least people they liked and were comfortable around. And they were definitely comfortable around Mila, even with all her secrets and mysteries.
They gave her another one of their patented smirks, the one Camellia said made them look roguishly charming and also like they were in pain, and moved a bit closer to the still-giggling girl. “But no, for real,” they said and cupped Mila’s cheek. “You have a pretty face.” The skin their thumb brushed over warmed up gently. Camellia always had cool skin. Every day, without exception, no matter what she wore. But whenever she blushed, there was that gentle tingle of warmth there.
Jin felt a blush creeping onto their own skin. The run probably had them looking a bit flushed, combined with the chilly weather. But they still felt a bit self-conscious and turned away. Yet their hand remained where it was…
Mila wasn’t having any of it. Her hands brushed over their cheeks, cupping them. Jin never let anyone touch their face, with all the little scars that marked it. Especially not when it was too hot or too cold. Temperature fluctuations always made those old wounds itch and serve as an unpleasant reminder. But when Mila’s cool hands brushed over them, it soothed the unpleasant stinging. She pulled Jin close to her again, and they had to lean down a bit, being almost five inches taller even with Mila wearing heeled boots. For a moment their face burned with embarrassment under those cool, comfortable hands. She had even taken off the fingerless glove she usually wore on her right, as if she knew what effect her touch had. Then their lips met, cool but not unpleasant. Soft. And for a moment or an eternity, nothing else in the world mattered but that gentle, cool touch and the gentle flutter of emotions in Jin’s chest, like a newborn songbird, ready to take flight and discover new horizons and untold wonders.
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Dinner Plans and Butterflies


Shopping with Niaomi was an experience. She was just as bubbly as she was at the bar or when she drew in that pretty book of hers, the one with the teal binding and pretty cover. The time practically flew by, and Logan didn’t even realize how the hours passed and the sun rose higher into the sky. Luckily it got overcast halfway through their trip, so their blood supply wasn’t taxed too badly. Nia really knew her stuff. Logan usually had trouble finding half the things they needed when going to any shop. Niaomi had no such troubles. She knew exactly where to find the oil, and the onions (Logan would have found those too), and where to get the right meats and bones for the dishes they were going to prepare.
Apparently bones helped with the flavour, which was just strange to Logan, but they trusted in Niaomi when she looked at them with a smile and said, “You gotta have that nice bone flavour in your sauce. Carrots help too. But mainly the bones! And some blood might help. By the way, can I have some of yours? Also, does Kay like flowers? There’s a really nice bouquet I saw right over there, and I think they would go perfectly with what you were planning. Not to eat, of course, that would be silly.”
Logan could do little more than smile and try to follow the excited babbling. They almost felt a little awkward and clumsy following their little helper around, they hardly even noticed when they were back on the road home. “Thanks, for your help,” she finally managed to interject into Niaomi’s excited chattering. “This means a lot. I wasn’t sure what else I could have done for her, except this.” She adjusted the large bags over her shoulders a bit. Nia was carrying some too, but the brunt of it rested squarely on Logan’s shoulders, whose blood supply slowly dwindled as they used a gift to enhance their strength just a little.
“Does Kay not like gifts?” Niaomi asked curiously. “I mean, food is a great gift, but there’s always other stuff too.”
“Well, she doesn’t really need anything,” Logan said a little helplessly. And it was true. Kay was perfect, and she made do with very little. “She used to say that she didn’t need anything as long as she was loved. I think she was just being sappy, but… She’s just easy to please, really. She has everything she needs.”
“Come on, is there nothing?” Nia gave her such a curious look that Logan couldn’t suppress a small smile.
“She likes books,” the vampire elaborated. “Old books in particular. But I guess she also enjoys some of the more modern publications. She loves to work out and practice with her sword, so I got her a nice scabbard for it.”
“She sounds lovely,” Niaomi said softly. “I’m sure she’ll love the food, too.”
“She’s usually the one who cooks for us.” Logan smiled down at the cute girl a bit. “I might have to learn how to cook. Maybe you could help me with that?” Niaomi’s eyes lit up at that, and Logan felt another flutter in her gut that rose up into their chest as a gentle, comfortable warmth.
Nia gasped excitedly. “I’d love that! I could show you all sorts of tricks! And then you could surprise Kay with food and make her all happy!” Her smile was like the sun itself. Warm, beaming bright and almost too much for Logan to bear.
They felt a smile tug at their own lips. “That sounds great,” they said happily. “Thank you, Nia. I don’t know how I’m gonna repay you yet, but…”
“Youuu could always give me your blood?” Niaomi suggested melodiously and with a gentle smile. Then she dropped the joke and added, “Or you could finally start calling me Nemo!”
“… Right,” Logan chuckled, already used to her little jests. “Mind me asking where that nickname comes from? I mean, it’s adorable, just…” Another little happy sound escaped them at how Nemo tilted her head so cutely. “It doesn’t seem like a first choice, you know? Ah, I’m not explaining this right…”
“Oh, no, I get it!” Nemo giggled. “It’s from Finding Nemo. You know that one?”
“Yeah, I think so,” Logan hummed. “It’s been a while though…”
“My dads gave me that name because I used to get kidnapped so much.”
They froze. “Excuse me?” They blinked, trying to figure out if Nemo was joking or being serious. It was hard to tell with her. She always sounded so happy and cute, Logan could hardly imagine her ever being sad or in distress.
“Oh, you know, when people try to kidnap you to pressure your awesome dads into a political alliance. It was fine, they fed me snacks, and then Mila murdered them,” Nemo hummed, clearly joking. “She murdered them gently. Just turned the AC to ice cold.”
“… Riiiiight,” Logan muttered and shook her head as the two of them rounded the last bend to her and Kay’s place. “Well, I’m glad you’re oka—” She got cut off when Nemo stopped abruptly in front of them, nearly creating a disaster. The cute girl was staring, wide-eyed with her cheeks reddened by the cold. They really had to get inside and warm up, Logan thought as she followed her gaze. Then she froze too.
Kay’s truck was parked before their house again, to the side so it wouldn’t block the sunlight to the front door in case they wanted to watch the sunrise. Kay was there too, talking to Valerie, with an arm resting on the spotless black metal of the car. She looked amazing, wearing a sleeveless grey sweater and matching sweatpants that were a little tighter around her thick legs than they’d probably been intended to be. Wind tousled her hair, and she combed the thick, black mass back, expression stoic and so beautiful in the soft light of the overcast day, chiselled and perfect like a statue.
Logan’s heart soared. It leapt out of her chest at the sight and took flight, leaving behind the world around her. Only one thing mattered, and it was Kay, back earlier than expected, beautiful and rousing those feelings of love Logan felt every time they were close. Then Kay turned her head and looked at them, down the street a little ways. If she was surprised, she didn’t show it, as always. Her eyes met Logan’s and made her melt. She felt her stomach drop like in a fall as she snapped back to the here and now, pinned by those dark, golden brown eyes. She wanted them to keep holding her like this forever.
And then Kay looked away, breaking the spell, and Logan let out the breath they’d been holding. She quickly hurried over to them and threw their arms around Kay’s neck without warning or hesitation, nearly letting the paper bags slip off their shoulders. “You’re back!” they called out so happily and nuzzled into her girlfriend’s beautiful, thick neck with the little marks from the last bite still on it. Warm arms wrapped around her and held her lovingly to Kay’s steel-hard body.
“Of course I am,” Kay said. “I told you I’d be back today, didn’t I?”
Logan shook their head. “You said Tuesday!” they mumbled and hugged her tighter. They didn’t always need Kay to be close. But when she was there, they felt whole. Completed. Safe and loved, and like nothing else mattered.
“Logan, do you not know what day it is?” Kay chuckled, and Logan leaned back to look at her confused. “It’s Tuesday,” Kay elaborated, which had Vivian giggling softly.
“Oh. But I thought…” Logan blinked, trying to sort through the haze of their thoughts. Kay smelled so good. Like safety and home and unbridled love. They wanted to surround themself with that scent and just let everything else drift away.
“Darling…” Her girlfriend cupped their cheek with one big, warm hand, easily holding them up with just one arm. “How much have you slept since I left?”
“Enough.”
“Hm, doesn’t sound convincing,” Kay hummed with a gently loving look and rested their foreheads together.
Logan let their eyes fall shut. “Just kiss me,” they whispered, and Kay fulfilled their wish with a gentle chuckle. Logan melted into the kiss and wrapped her arms tighter around her, one hand in her hair, combing through it and holding on.
The moment ended when another scent drifted up to Logan, mingling with Kay’s and with the scents of all the food in her bags. The sweetness of it mixed so well with the rich scent Kay carried, and reminded Logan that Nemo was still there. She pulled back gently, gave Kay one more nuzzle, before letting go and moving back as Kay released her. “Um, so… You might be wondering why we have all the bags,” she said and clumsily gestured to the bright red Nemo.
“We got stuff!” Nemo exclaimed. “Also, hi!”
“Hello, Niaomi,” Kay chuckled and gave her a pat on the head that ended in a gentle hair ruffle. “I can see you’ve got stuff. What’s it for?” She gave her girlfriend a questioning look as well, which nobody else could have interpreted as such. Logan had missed reading Kay’s subtle signs.
Nemo preempted the vampire’s explanation. “Logan wanted to make you food but they weren’t confident in their cooking abilities, so they asked me for help! It was meant to be a surprise, but I guess you’re here now, so… surprise!!” She beamed at Kay, and Logan watched her girlfriend melt just a tiny bit.
The big, beautiful woman looked over at her again. “You were going to cook for me?” she asked so softly and took Logan’s hand.
“Yeah…” Logan mumbled and rubbed their neck, a blush spreading quickly over their features. “I’m sorry. It was meant to be a better surprise…”
Kay pulled her close once more and hugged her tight. “It’s sweet,” she whispered. “And I love you.” Logan sighed and melted into the warmth of her girlfriend’s love. Then, after a moment, as she released her, Kay looked down at Nemo. “You too, Nia. Thank you.” She leaned down to give the cute girl a warm hug, and Logan felt an odd pang of jealousy in her chest when she saw the smile on Nemo’s face widen so happily.
It’s fine, they thought. Kay is just being nice. And she likes hugs. … What is wrong with me? They rubbed their face a bit. This wasn’t like her at all. Logan didn’t get jealous, not over Kay, not over some cute girl. Kay hugged lots of people, and it was never an issue, because they were her girlfriend. Nobody else. They had shared decades with each other. I do need some sleep, Logan decided with a little huff, and only then noticed the intense look Vivian was giving them. They frowned and tilted their head, but Kay’s sister didn’t say anything. Not for a moment, at least.
Then she stepped closer and ruffled Logan’s hair. “You need some sleep, my dude.”
“Fuck off, I’m fine,” Logan grumbled, but gave her a little smile. Vivian chuckled and put an arm around their shoulders. She rested her head against Logan’s for a moment, which was a little awkward because she was a whole damn foot taller.
“Clearly, the picture of health,” Vivian hummed. “By the way, you’ve been purring this whole time.”
“Oh fuck—” Logan quickly cleared her throat to try and suppress the sound. They gave Nemo a look, who was explaining to Kay why she should be called Nemo from now on. The big werewolf seemed equally perplexed. “Do you think she noticed?”
Vivian narrowed her eyes gently, watching Nemo. Then she shook her head. “Nah. Don’t think so.” She gave Logan a smirk. “You’re really bad at keeping this secret, you know that? First Val, now almost Nia…”
“Val was not my fault!” Logan crossed her arms with a little pout.
“Mm-hm, sure, sure,” Vivian said teasingly. “You know, I usually lock the door before I start eating someone, but I can see how the risk of discovery could add an additional appeal.”
“Oh, you’re asking for an ass-kicking!” Logan hissed playfully at Vivian. Kay’s younger packmate was an absolute pest, but Logan had come to appreciate her soft side over the past days and weeks. Now they could hiss and growl at each other without ever being afraid that it was anything other than a little joke.
Vivian smiled and booped Logan’s nose. “And you’re asking for another hair ruffle, cupcake.”
“Logan!” Charlie was there suddenly, and Logan heard the car door slam on the other side as she got hugged tight. “Hi!”
“Hi, kid!” Logan giggled. “There you are!”
“I fell asleep during the drive, but hi! I’m here now!” She looked great, happy, and smelled of forests and farm animals. “I missed you!”
“Aw, I missed you too. I’m glad you came to visit.” Charlie still had a lot of work to do, learning to control the wolf parts of herself, but it was nice to at least see her for a few days. Logan smiled and watched her as she also went and said hello to Nemo, and excitedly told her about the horses she’d finally gotten to pet. Most animals were skittish around werewolves, sensing their dual nature, but with patience and a gentle approach, they could get used to their presence.
“She’s a cutie,” Vivian chuckled. “But we should really get going, I promised I’d show Charlie the gym before I drop her off at your place.”
“Aww, you’re leaving?” Nemo asked as she and Kay paid attention to them again. “You don’t have to! Kay says you’re a good cook, you could help!”
Vivian shrugged her massive shoulders and tossed her braid back over her shoulder. “I think I’d just get in the way. Kay and Logan’s kitchen is big, but not that big. Besides, we’ve put this off for a while, and I know Charlie’s excited.” Charlie was practically bouncing with excitement. Vivian gave Kay a smile and took her hand. “But I’d love to have you guys over at my place sometime, for dinner. Hey, maybe I could cook at the bar, treat you all?”
Nemo gasped. “We could exchange recipes!”
“Sounds good,” Vivian chuckled and leaned down to give Nemo a hug as well. “See you around, Nia.”
“Nemo!”
Vivian laughed softly and squeezed her a little. “Alright, see you around, Nemo,” she hummed, and Logan felt that little pang in her chest again. But then Vivian and Nemo separated, and the big werewolf pulled her and Kay into another hug. Charlie did the same, and then they went jogging off towards Wolfshire. Logan looked after Vivian and wondered if there was a reason why, for the first time ever, she’d felt that kind of jealousy when two people she was utterly uninterested in were hugging.
***Having Kay back was amazing. Suddenly the house felt alive again, and Logan loved it. They bustled around Kay as the two went into the kitchen. “So, everything went fine? No issues?” they asked, eager to hear what their girlfriend had been up to.
“No issues,” Kay hummed as she put the bags on the table. “The old man’s fine. We also might be getting a few more kids in the family, but that’s it.”
“Aw, you guys are pregnant?” Nemo asked. “Congrats!”
Both Kay and Logan’s eyes darted to her, having forgotten she was still here. Then Kay chuckled. “Not quite. Our family adopts a lot. Hence why Viv and I are sisters.”
“Oh, I get it.” Nemo giggled softly and leaned onto the table. Heat gently pooled at Logan’s cheeks at seeing her here. She just seemed… too cute to be standing in their kitchen. “I once convinced Mila that I was adopted, and she immediately told our dads that they weren’t allowed to give me back. It was cute!”
“I can imagine,” Kay chuckled, not even fazed by the story. “So… How was your day? You bought a lot of stuff…” She looked through the bags and raised an eyebrow at some of the more exotic items.
Logan blushed deeper. “It was okay,” they hummed. “More than okay. It was fun,” they added quickly when they saw the telltale sign of Nemo beginning to pout. “Nemo knows her stuff when it comes to groceries.”
“I am the queen of the kitchen!” Nemo cackled.
“Well, I’m glad.” Kay smiled at them both. “Now, Nemo… I’m very grateful for all the help you’ve already given Logan. Would you like to stay for dinner?”
“Oh!” The cute girl straightened up at that. “Are you sure? I just followed you in here because it was cold, but yeah, I’d be happy to help!” The black skull on her purple choker bounced as she excitedly hopped up and down.
Logan laughed softly. “Nemo, of course we want your help! I’m still a terrible cook, and it’s not a treat for Kay if I make her cook.”
“I don’t mind it,” Kay protested gently, but her girlfriend shook her head.
“No,” she said firmly and went over to hug Kay’s arm a little, out of habit, not registering that it might look a little intimate to Nemo. “You just came back. You can help, but I want you to relax.”
Kay watched her softly. Then she smiled and nodded. “Alright. I’ll just do a little,” she said. “By the way, are those flowers for me?” She sounded just a little bit bemused.
“Oh, yeah,” Nemo quickly said. “Logan wanted to get them for you because you’re pretty as a flower.” She fluttered her eyelids innocently at Kay’s skeptical look.
Logan let out a little grumble. “Nemo’s just being nice,” they said and tugged Kay’s thick arm to get her attention. A little heat pooled at her cheeks at the feel of Kay’s powerful biceps. “She was the one who suggested getting them for you.”
“That was very sweet, but you could have taken the credit,” Kay said with a low chuckle. “You’re both cute.”
Logan grumbled, feeling a happy little glow in their chest. They didn’t need to pretend to care for Kay to know they loved her. They didn’t need to bring flowers or anything. And they’d rather Kay know how sweet Nemo had been the whole day. Still, the comment about them being cute made her flush a little worse, and Nemo clearly had a hard time hiding hers. Of course she did. Kay was gorgeous, and there was more than one person most nights that blushed under the beauty of her intensity and stoic gaze. Kay didn’t comment on it beyond a little chuckle. She was used to the effect she had on people, and she probably just found it a little endearing.
They went to work cooking, and for a little bit, it all went well. They chatted about their day, and Logan let Nemo do most of the talking. Nemo filled that comfortable silence of theirs with excited babbling and wide gestures that threatened to fling food everywhere as she made them a soup. Kay tried to restrain her, but she did so gently, more with words and by keeping Nemo’s focus on the food as she asked questions.
Logan watched the two as they stayed busy kneading the dough for the homemade pizza, and slowly, insidiously, a little pang of jealousy made itself known in their chest again. Kay was talking far more than she usually would, and Logan really wanted to be involved, but they wouldn’t have known what to talk about. Kay could identify the flowers Nemo had apparently used for her self-made perfume by scent, and Logan’s knowledge of flora was severely lacking.
She shook her head a bit and banished the thoughts. Kay was just being friendly as usual. It was silly to get jealous. It was silly of Logan to feel guilty for having all but forgotten about her girlfriend while she’d spent time with Nemo shopping. It was even sillier to feel left out now just because the two of them were having a casual conversation.
“How’s it going?” Kay asked, shaking off her freshly washed hands as she came over. Somehow, during the dough mixing, Nemo had managed to get a little flour on herself, and on Kay. It clung to the big woman’s hair, creating a little white streak that looked adorable on her. Logan couldn’t suppress a little snicker at the sight.
“I’m doing great, but you look like you’re getting grey hairs,” she joked.
Kay rolled her eyes playfully. “Of course, dealing with you, nerd,” she teased. “Anyway, I got bored of doing nothing, so would you mind me helping out?”
Logan pushed a large lump of dough over to her. “Go ahead,” she hummed, and then their eyes were drawn to their girlfriend’s big, strong hands as she kneaded the thick mass. She suddenly found herself craving a massage, given that they’d spent the whole day on her feet.
Eventually the pizza was nearing its completion. Everybody did the toppings of a third of the two pizzas they’d made (in anticipation of Kay being a hungry girl). Logan’s was a very standard pepperoni pizza with some hot peppers and lots of cheese, and a touch of garlic. Her girlfriend’s was meat. Just meat. Lots of meat. Some cheese, but mostly meat. Kay knew what she liked.
Nemo’s portion was a masterpiece and an abomination. Tomato, onions, chicken, hot peppers. That wasn’t the strange part. The strange part, which she revealed as the pizza was looking just about done and Logan noticed Kay’s mouth watering from the intense stare she gave the oven, was that Nemo liked her pizza drizzled with honey.
“It tastes really good!” she insisted as Logan looked at her sceptically. “You should try it!”
“But you have spicy stuff on it, isn’t that going to be too sweet…?”
“Sweetness is the spice of life!”
“What does that mean?”
Nemo giggled. “Exactly what I said, silly!”
After a little back and forth, Kay ended the discussion by just getting the pizza out of the oven and divvying up the parts. “Food,” she simply said and gestured for the other two to sit down at the table she’d already set.
Logan gave Nemo a look, seeing her excitedly unscrewing the jar of honey, and sighed. “You might as well hand me that after you’re done,” they said as they sat down. “If sweetness is a spice, I better try it. I like spice.”
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Being at Kay and Logan’s place was amazing, not least of all because Kay and Logan were HOT. Nemo wasn’t one to mince words with that. As soon as Kay’s supposedly younger sister (she was several inches taller than Kay) had left, the big, hot woman with the scars had just picked up all of their groceries and had carried them inside like they weighed nothing. She kept showing off her strength and muscles the whole evening, casually, just by existing, and Nemo tried to suppress the blush creeping onto her cheeks. She just couldn’t. And she was sure Logan noticed, as did Kay, but both of them were nice about it. They even tried her personal adjustment to the recipes Logan had prepared. Pizza just tasted better if you arranged the toppings in geometric patterns. Also, honey was good.
Cooking had felt a little awkward at times, Nemo thought. There had been moments when she’d wished Logan would say something, so she didn’t feel like she was hogging Kay. They’d paid so much attention to her the whole day, and she had felt really special. But it almost felt like Kay being friendly with her made things a bit weird for the two of them. Was she breaking up their dynamic? It was possible.
But by the time they were eating, things seemed to have settled into their rhythm. They talked about everything and nothing. The weather. Their favourite star constellations. Somehow they got from that to how much Logan liked cats, and how Mila had once spent a year adopting every stray cat she could find. It was chaotic, nonsensical, and truly glorious, and Nemo never wanted it to end!
Eventually, though, that ended. Nemo had been completely full by the time Kay filled her plate a sixth time. Big girl could eat, and she really hoped she’d get to cook for her again sometime. Logan’s appetite had been more like what Nemo had expected, though they dug in a bit more when they came to appreciate the honey flavour mixing with their other toppings.
A small, silly part of her still wanted to talk about her being a witch. And about her dads. And Mila. And being away from home. But that would have led to a very big conversation, one she wasn’t ready to have. Right now she really wanted another hug from Kay. She had such a soothing voice, and her hugs were even better. Warm, just tight enough, soft…
“Well,” Kay said after finishing her meal. “That was fucking amazing.”
“Yeah,” Logan agreed. “You’re a great cook, Nemo.”
She blushed a little at the two giving her compliments. “Aw, you guys…” she giggled softly, hiding her face. “It was a team effort.”
“We’ll still have to treat you to some in return,” the big woman said. “We’re friends now. Gotta get you some food we made as well.”
“That Kay made,” Logan interjected.
“You can help.”
“I’d just burn shit, no thanks, my dudes.”
Nemo let out a little giggle at their exasperated, theatrical sigh. “You’re silly,” she said. “Both of you. You don’t have to do anything. I had a lot of fun cooking for you!”
Logan rubbed the back of their neck. “Yeah, but… We wanna do something to show how much we appreciate it,” they said as their girlfriend cleared away the plates. Nemo giggled and rolled her eyes.
“I guess I gotta eat your food, then,” she hummed and kicked her feet gently under the table.
“Yeah,” Kay chuckled. “But it’s getting late now. We should get you home.” The big woman smiled softly down at her, and even through the stoicism and even voice, Nemo suddenly felt a little bashful at the gently protective manner directed at her.
“Oh, it’s alright,” she said quickly, not wanting to inconvenience the two. “Mila called and said she’ll pick me up!”
Kay’s expression turned gently more concerned. “You’re sure you’ll be okay?”
“Mm-hm!” Nemo giggled happily. “Trust me, Mila is very good at taking care of us!” She noticed Logan conspicuously picking up their phone and texting someone after a look from Kay. “She’s on her way already, so you can just ask her when she gets here!”
Kay nodded, but Logan still seemed concerned. But they let it go, and after some begging Kay agreed to let her help do the dishes while Logan cleaned the table. “You gotta let me clean up after myself,” Nemo said with a little smile as she dried a plate off. “It’s not fair if I make you do all the work!”
The big woman next to her shook her head. She was so warm, Nemo could feel the heat radiate off her arms, exposed by the dark tank top. “You already took time out of your day to help. And you stayed for dinner. You shouldn’t have to clean up.” Her voice was deep and soothing as she spoke.
Nemo tilted her head. “Sounds like I already got something out of it. Spent a day with a cutie and had dinner with two hot people!” The words slipped out with a blush and a little smile.
Kay froze, then turned to look at her, her expression inscrutable but intense enough to make Nemo blush a little darker. Then her full lips parted and she said, “Well. You don’t have much of a filter, do you?”
It was more of a statement than a question, and Nemo couldn’t help a little giggle. “Nope!” she said happily, popping the P a little. Behind them, Logan knocked into a chair and cursed. Looking back, Nemo could see a blush on her face as well, and a little bit of an incredulous expression as they looked at Kay.
The big girlfriend shrugged. “I mean, she’s not wrong. You are pretty cute,” she said evenly.
“Wha— Kay!” Logan’s protest was drowned out by Kay’s gentle chuckle. They looked adorably flustered, blushing to the tips of the pointy ears that Nemo really wanted to play with. They also looked like they were trying really hard not to look cute with a little scowl. It wasn’t working.
Nemo laughed and watched the two as Logan grumbled. Her big girlfriend stepped over to them and embraced them from behind. “I can’t lie about that,” Kay whispered and nuzzled them. Then Logan gave Nemo a look out of red and brown eyes with gently flushed cheeks, and her heart melted.
“I am not cute!” they said with a sharp look and wriggled around in Kay’s arms, being utterly adorable.
A soft laugh escaped Nemo. “Yeah?” She smiled at them. “Sure you are. Big, sleepy cute!”
“Sleepy, now there’s a good nickname for you,” Kay hummed and kissed the top of Logan’s head.
“Don’t encourage her!” Logan grumbled but leaned into the big, warm body behind her. Nemo had been subjected to those hugs, she knew just how good they were. It was almost unfair that Logan got to have them all the time.
But, of course, she couldn’t begrudge them being a hot person in a relationship with a hot person and being hot together. “I’m gonna call you Sleepy from now on,” she said with a smile and batted her eyelids at Logan when they grumbled. They only sighed.
“Guess I can’t stop you,” they said and looked from Nemo up to Kay. “But if you call me Sleepy, I will fight you.”
“Sure thing, sweetheart.” The big woman gave them another kiss on the head, and received a happy little grumble in return. Nemo tried to smile, watching them, but all of a sudden there was this odd longing. It happened as she watched their faces and saw the love in their eyes and the gentleness with which Kay held Logan and the adoration with which Logan regarded Kay.
I want that with them… Wait, I mean, no! The thought entered her mind unbidden, and she nearly dropped the plate she’d been drying off. Heat pooled at her cheeks in a fiery blush and she quickly turned away. “Well, anyway, I guess we’re almost done, so I can get out of your hair, haha!” The words left her mouth in a hasty jumble and with a nervous laugh as she smoothly distracted from her embarrassment.
A moment of silence followed, then Logan’s hand rested cool and gentle on her shoulder. “Are you okay, Nemo?” they asked softly.
“I’m perfect!” Nemo beamed at them and made the worry on their face melt away. “I’m just happy you liked the food!”
Logan watched her for a moment longer, then their expression fully softened and they smiled, showing their pretty teeth, which looked a little sharp in places. “It was wonderful,” she said and pulled Nemo into a gentle hug. Nemo gasped softly and hugged them back tight, getting a surprised huff out of them in return. She had wanted to hug them all day, but hadn’t wanted to come on too strong. Logan was less soft and warm than Kay, but there was still something so comfortable about the hug that she never ever wanted to let them go.
“Well, someone’s a hugger,” Kay chuckled, watching them both softly.
Nemo nodded and snuggled into Logan’s chest gently. They smelled a little like iron and black tea. It was a pleasant mix, and she relaxed into them a bit. “I like hugs,” she mumbled.
“That’s good. We like hugs too,” Sleepy hummed and squeezed her gently. And of course it was exactly at that point that the doorbell rang. Nemo grumbled softly as Logan separated from her to look out of the window. “Oh, it’s your sister,” they said.
“I’ll let her in.” Kay left the two of them alone in the kitchen. Nemo hummed and watched her leave. She was so big that her body would fill an entire doorway, but this house had large rooms and wide doors.
“I guess I should get ready,” she said, though she really didn’t want to leave.
Logan sighed. “I guess so,” they said with a little rub of their neck. They hesitated for a moment. “It’s been really fun having you here, you know?”
The words filled Nemo’s chest with warmth. “I liked it too,” she hummed and fidgeted with her hands behind her back. “Maybe… we could have this sorta thing again, you know? Like brunch!”
“I’m sure Kay would love that,” they chuckled. “And so would I.”
Nemo bounced happily and clapped her hands together in excitement. “Okay! We can talk it over with Kay and see when you guys have time!” Maybe there was a nice park nearby where they could have a picnic? They could just try and manipulate the weather a bit, make it warm!
“Sounds good.” Logan’s voice was soft and full of warmth. She was also so goddamn pretty when she smiled. It just made them even hotter somehow. One day, Nemo would find out how they did it, and then nobody would be safe from her!
She let Logan show her to the bathroom to freshen up a little before she prepared to leave. She noticed that faint, ambient smell in the air again. Puppy smell.
“Did you guys have a doggo over? Cute li’l puppy?” She really wanted to pet a puppy. Satan was cute, but puppies were also cute.
“Well, the only puppy here right now is Kay. But she does like dogs, so she always smells of them. She has some she goes to see regularly…”
“Uh-huh…” Nemo narrowed her eyes at the obviously flustered manner of the answer. “Suspicious… but okay!” She hugged Logan again, tight this time, and went to the front door hallway, where Kay was chatting with Camellia. She gave Mila a little hug and put her shoes on, along with her nice, fluffy sweater.
Kay, of course, kept worrying. “Are you sure you two will be okay by yourselves?” she asked, glancing out into the dark night. “I can take you back to your place, it really is no trouble.”
I mean, she’s offering… It wouldn’t hurt if she took us back, Nemo thought and opened her mouth to say something, but her sister grasped her hand.
“We’ll be fine,” she said firmly. Of course they would be, they were witches, ready to take over the world! But Nemo still pouted a little. She didn’t want Kay to worry. And a part of her also wanted to tell the two hot beans that they actually were powerful mages who could protect themselves.
“What if you get jumped?” the big, worried woman insisted and crossed her arms with a gentle frown.
Mila pulled a butterfly knife out of her sweater and expertly flipped it open. “I think I’ve got it,” she said. “But thanks. It means a lot that you care.”
Kay still grumbled, but Logan hugged her arm gently. “Yeah, looks like you two got it covered,” they said in an almost melancholic tone, like they didn’t want them to leave.
“Yup!” Nemo hummed and went up to them both, throwing her arms around their necks. She had to jump a little to reach Kay, but the big woman quickly leaned down for her as they both hugged her back. “Thanks for the food!”
“Thanks for making it,” Kay chuckled.
“We’ll see you around,” Logan hummed and let her go. They both hugged Mila as well and said their goodbyes, then Nemo slipped her warm hand into her sister’s cool one and let herself be pulled into the night.
“Byeee~” she giggled with a little wave back to the girlfriends watching from the door. They waved back at her, and then, slowly, the door closed, plunging their porch into darkness. She looked at Mila and hummed. “Sooo, how was your date?” she asked teasingly as they walked down the street, and bumped Mila lovingly with her shoulder.
“It was fine.”
Nemo frowned a little at the curt answer. Then she noticed that they were walking quite a bit faster than was normal for Mila. She usually had to slow down to not pull ahead of her twin. “Mila, what’s wrong?” she asked and squeezed her sister’s hand. They passed a streetlamp and she frowned at the hard, worried look on her twin’s face.
“Jin and I wanted to go back to our old place,” she said. “But there were people there, looking through everything still there. Magehunter Knights.”
Nemo froze for just a second. “Oh. Fuck.” It was a very good reason to break out the F word.
“It’s okay,” Mila said quickly. “They didn’t see us! We just have to hide out for a month, and then they’ll officially have to recall the bounty! If Dads don’t kick the magisters’ asses beforehand, that is.”
Nemo frowned and squeezed her sister’s hand. “So, where will we stay? We can’t stay anywhere where we’ve done witchy stuff.” So the place Kay and Logan had given them was out of the question. Part of her wanted to go back and tell Logan and Kay everything. She felt safe with them. But… that would put them in danger.
“Jin’s gonna let us stay at theirs.” Her sister smiled softly at her, in that way of hers that was designed to make her look like she wasn’t worried at all. “We’ll get Satan and then some clothes… It’ll be like a sleepover!”
“Right,” Nemo muttered, moving a little closer to Mila. A sleepover where they wouldn’t be able to go outside for a month. Well, she could at least still text Logan. That was something.
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In the Arms of Love


Logan closed the door on the twins and dropped their shoulders in an inaudible sigh. She already missed Nemo. The scent of herbs and lavender surrounding the cute girl already seemed to vanish.
And then Kay’s warm arms wrapped around her from behind, and they felt even worse. This day, the whole evening, was supposed to have been for her big, loving girlfriend. Instead, they kept thinking about another girl. I’m being silly, Logan thought with a brief pang of guilt and leaned her head back against the werewolf’s shoulder.
“Those two are cute.” Kay’s voice was a soothing murmur at her ear. Logan sighed and ran her fingers over her girlfriend’s hand, holding it where it rested on their stomach.
“Yeah, adorable,” they muttered. “And the food was great.”
“Delicious. Even better because it was a gift from you.” Her girlfriend pressed a soft, warm kiss to her jaw, and Logan let out a soft huff. They’d missed this touch. Kay’s warmth and strength. Her caring nature. The couple of days spent apart had been far too long.
Still… “I didn’t do much… Nemo is an artist in the kitchen.”
Kay let out a deep hum. “You need to learn to accept my gratitude, Sleepy.”
“Please don’t try to make that stick,” Logan groaned and hid their blushing face. It had felt… odd to be given a nickname by Nemo. Good. But strange. It had conjured up an emotion deep inside them that Logan just couldn’t quite place. Something nervous in their stomach, accompanied by a warm glow. And of course, there was this infernal hunger again that plagued her every time she was around Nemo. Just what did it mean?
There was a moment of silence between them. Kay leaned back a little, creating just a bit of distance between them as she watched Logan. “Are you okay?” she asked softly. “You seem like something is bothering you.”
They shook their head. “No,” they said quickly, not wanting to ruin their girlfriend’s first day back. “Just been a while since we had guests over.” They turned around in Kay’s arms and hugged her neck gently. “Don’t worry about it.”
But Kay’s golden brown eyes were full of gentle, caring concern. “Are you worried about the two getting home safe?” Her fingers brushed over Logan’s cheeks, warm and strong.
Logan chuckled and shook their head. “Oh, no. They’ll be fine. I texted Meg. She’s been helping me keep an eye on Wolfshire while you were gone.”
“Oh?” A faint smile tugged at Kay’s lips. “It’s good that she’s getting out more. I was worried she might hole herself up at home again.”
“Like we’d let her.”
“True.” Kay hummed softly and said, “You know, I think I should thank her.” She looked to where she’d left her phone, on the dresser right outside the hallway, and went over to get it. “I guess a text will work for now, but I really should do something nice for her.”
“Yeah, if her phone isn’t fucking broken again already. Five times in the last three weeks…” Logan muttered as those warm arms slid around her hips and vanished from them. She watched Kay as she quickly texted their friend and a new kind of hunger made itself known. A hunger for closeness and touch, one they had managed to suppress up until now. There was a longing tugging at her chest, and there was only one person who could satisfy this sensation.
She followed after her girlfriend, quietly, light on her feet, like a tiger on the prowl. Then, just as Kay turned around, Logan pounced. It was half a hug, half something else that she and Kay found herself in as they pushed the big woman against the wall. A deep, needy growl escaped their throat and filled the quiet of their home. A home that they were completely alone in, with no cute girls giggling and talking about pizza toppings and pranks played on her sister.
Kay let out a soft huff as she was pushed back hard, to the wall. With anybody else, Logan would have had to restrain themself severely to not cause injury or property damage. But Kay took it easily and wrapped her arms around the smaller vampire. She barely seemed fazed at all. “Well.” Her voice was a low, almost husky murmur. But not quite. It was too soothing, too powerful. “Someone clearly missed me. Isn’t that right?”
“You have no fucking idea…” Logan growled and pressed her lips to Kay’s neck with a needy huff. She nosed up to her jaw, ready to go further, the growl turning into a purr. “I missed you so fucking much…”
“You’re sweet,” their girlfriend said and tightened her grip around Logan. “I missed you too.”
“Good.” They nuzzled into her more. “Don’t leave again.”
“You know it doesn’t work like that,” Kay chuckled.
“Shh. Just pretend.”
A soft laugh made Logan blush deeply. “You are so cute when you’re all needy,” her girlfriend whispered, only making that blush grow deeper. They grumbled loudly and nipped at Kay’s neck with their dull front teeth.
“… not needy,” they grumbled, gently flustered. Every word Kay spoke was so full of love, so soothing, so caring, it struck Logan to her core. Nobody else had that kind of effect on them, and nobody else could make her feel so helpless and in love. Nobody could make her melt like Kay did.
Suddenly there was a big, strong hand on their chest, brushing over their scar. Logan frowned, and then it was her with her back to the wall as Kay gently but unyieldingly shoved them back. The werewolf stepped close immediately in doing so and rested her arm above the vampire’s head, leaning over them and penning them in a bit. “Are you sure you’re not being just a little needy?”
That deep, warm voice made Logan shiver a little. There was that hint of an accent that only came out when Kay used this specific tone. When she wanted to impress upon her girlfriend just how much she loved them. They suppressed another soft sound, not well enough to hide it, and turned their head aside, only to get a good look of Kay’s massive shoulder as she moved a little more into their field of vision.
“Come now, sweetheart,” Kay whispered. Her hand brushed along their sharp jaw, warm, strong. She gripped it and moved their face to look up at her. “Tell me how I can help. Tell me what you want.”
Logan melted a little more as their eyes met again, and shuddered, pinned by that intense, loving gaze. “A… A kiss,” They whispered with Kay’s thumb stroking her jaw.
“Just one?”
The teasing got a deep groan out of them. “Lots of kisses. Your hands,” they demanded a little meekly.
“What about my hands?” The way Kay tilted her head gently, with a tiny smirk tugging at her full, pretty lips… She knew exactly what she was doing, and Logan hated and loved her for it.
“I want you to hold me,” they muttered. “And… I want a massage.”
Kay’s smirk widened just a fraction. “Hm… I suppose that could be arranged,” she whispered, dark, soft lips so close to Logan’s that she could practically taste her. She didn’t wait any longer and rose up a little, on the tips of her toes. Their lips met in an explosion of sensation that rocked her body and made her clench her fingers into Kay’s tank top and her shoulder, having embraced her a little. Then her big, loving girlfriend picked them up as if they weighed nothing, and Logan wrapped their legs around her powerfully muscular waist.
She carried them to the bedroom, moving slowly to not bump into anything as Logan kept kissing her deeply and with such love. They couldn’t stop. There was just no way they could pull themself away from Kay’s warmth and love. A little squeak escaped them when they were dropped on the bed and Kay moved over her.
“Full body massage?” the werewolf asked in her deep, soothing voice. “Or just your back?”
“Back…” Logan muttered. A shudder went through them when Kay’s fingertips, warm and gentle, brushed over their hips and under their shirt. They didn’t stop it. Instead, they enjoyed the familiar touch, so full of love and tenderness. Kay slowly pushed their shirt up, helping them get rid of the garment before they turned around and got comfortable hugging a pillow that was too devoid of Kay’s scent. But she was here now. Her smell filled Logan’s nose and made them relax.
Then their girlfriend went to work. She pressed a kiss to their neck as her large hands gripped Logan’s sides and ran up them, to their back and their tense shoulders. When she first pressed into their skin and muscles, they let out a groan of pleasure. Kay had always been great at feeling exactly where her touch was needed, and now she had known Logan for forty years. There was no part of them that could escape Kay’s attention, and no ever-so-faint discomfort that she wouldn’t notice and deal with. Logan was putty in her hands, and they wouldn’t have been able to do anything about it if they’d wanted to.
“I’m so glad you’re back…” they whispered and tried to fully put Nemo and their own thoughts about not paying enough attention to Kay out of their mind.
Kay’s voice was stoic as ever when she answered, but Logan could feel the warmth of a smile in the words anyway. “I’m glad to be home with you.” Her fingers slowly worked to the middle of their neck, and then down their back, pressing into them, running over the skin, pushing into tense muscles and loosening them up. It sent shocks of comfort up and down Logan’s spine, making them huff into the pillow in between whispered professions of love for their beautiful, caring girlfriend who had finally come back home.
Kay’s touch had always been divine, from the first day that she and Logan had dared to be close. From the first time that Kay had grasped her hand, she had known that this woman would own her heart. So strong but gentle, so delicate and loving, in ways words could never even hope to convey. They couldn’t help but throw herself into her girlfriend’s arms at every opportunity. It was hard enough to get out of bed in the morning when they were so close, holding each other, with her wrapped up in Kay’s huge arms and enveloped by her warmth, much like now. And nothing compared to the way Kay loved her, completely, unquestioningly and with every breath. Logan’s heart fluttered at the renewal of this realization and they squeezed the pillow tighter as they lost themself in the pleasure of their partner’s touch.
Their girlfriend nuzzled to their neck again, pressing little kisses into their skin. “I missed you too, my love.” The words seemed to fill Logan’s head, and then everything else lost all meaning. For minutes or hours, she couldn’t tell, all that mattered was her and Kay, being close, together, and in love. It felt like a haze, or a dream, and yet every detail was burned into Logan’s mind when it ended. She still couldn’t tell just how long ago Kay had wrapped her arms around her and pulled her close.
“Something’s been bothering you.” The deep, soothing voice was just a murmur at Logan’s pointy ear. They still sighed, knowing there was a truth to the words.
“Maybe,” they muttered quietly. Kay’s skin was soft under their fingertips, marred here and there by small scars that read like a roadmap of her life. The hug was familiar and welcome, calming. “Yeah,” Logan then admitted. “Yeah, I think something has been bothering me. I just… I don’t know what it is, really.”
Kay hummed softly, and the sound vibrated against Logan’s back. “Is it working at the bar?”
She shook her head. “No.”
“Charlie?” Kay’s hand brushed over her head. “She’s doing much better.”
“Mm.”
“And you know the adoption would just be a formality for some legal stuff, if you have doubts.”
“It’s nothing like that,” Logan said and hugged Kay’s arm a bit tighter. They had a vague idea what had them so down. It always got bad after they spent some time around Nemo, which was strange, because Logan loved spending time with the cute girl. She was quirky, funny, a bit silly, and always sweet. There was no reason to feel bad about it. They sighed. “It’s just… weird. And I want to figure out what’s going on before I try and put it into words and start worrying you.”
Kay frowned. Logan didn’t have to see her, she could just feel it. “I would be just as worried for you either way.”
And this is exactly why I want to wait. Logan wriggled in their girlfriend’s arms to turn around and look at her, meeting her dark, varnished-wood eyes. “I love you,” they said softly and rested their forehead against Kay’s. “With all my heart. Please trust me, me feeling… off has nothing to do with you.”
Kay watched them softly. “I want to help.”
“I know. I just need to figure out what’s bothering me first, okay? I know it doesn’t happen often, I just… I just don’t have the words right now.”
Kay hummed softly. Then she sighed ever so faintly. “But you’ll talk to me when you know?”
A loving smile spread over Logan’s lips. “I will go straight to you.” Their lips met Kay’s again, gently this time, quietly revelling in the warmth and comfort of their closeness and love as they moved against each other and cuddled. Of course they’d go to Kay immediately. There was nobody Logan loved or trusted more than her.
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The little talk kept worrying Kay, though she tried not to show it around Logan. They, for their part, acted completely normal the next morning, and the day after, and the rest of the almost two weeks that they were together. The cute little vampire woke up, kissed Kay sleepily, and grumbled when having to fully get up just like she always did. And when they ate food, cuddled, talked and joked, everything seemed fine. The bar was in tip-top shape as well, everything stocked exactly as usual, and with nobody seeming to have even really noticed that Kay had been gone for a while.
All in all, Kay thought as she swung her sword in a slow arc, practicing the movement, it seemed like nothing was wrong at all. Still, that image of Logan being quiet, worried, looking a little guilty before desperately throwing themself into her arms… It wouldn’t let her go.
She grunted, standing in their backyard, and tried to banish the thought by focusing harder, fixing her thoughts on every small movement, going through the motions again and again, sparring with an imagined opponent at a pace slow enough to continually check her stance — but it just wasn’t enough to occupy her mind. It was stressing her a little. Of course she trusted Logan to take care of things, of course she believed her girlfriend would come to her immediately upon feeling comfortable enough, but it still irritated her that she was unable to help at all.
She stopped and went back to where she’d left her scabbard, sheathing the sword. It was a nice scabbard, the new one Logan had commissioned for her, engraved with pretty wolf motifs. Kay sighed, letting her thumb run over the head of a wolf. The past weeks had been fun, but now it was right back to the safehouse where Charlie had been staying with Kris and Fang. And Kay didn’t want to go. She wanted to stay with Logan, take them out on another date like the one they’d had last week, where she’d absolutely spoiled them and showered them with affection. Maybe another dinner with Nemo. Logan had taken a real liking to that kid, and Kay could see why. Niaomi was just adorable, and she was fun to talk to. She also didn’t seem to mind that Kay didn’t like to talk too much herself, if she could help it. But they hadn’t had a chance to follow up on the brunch idea, even when Kay had gone over to their place personally. Actually, it smelled like they hadn’t been there in a while, and Kay would have been worried, if not for them texting her that they were busy with some family stuff.
The sun was setting. It was almost time. Kay sighed and re-entered the house again, leaving her shoes and weapon at the door. She stopped to text Vivian and then went straight to the bedroom where Logan was still sleeping. She lay down beside them, hugged them, and kissed their jaw. That made Logan’s eyes flutter open a little.
“Morning, beautiful,” Kay whispered. The tiny bit of light that bled through the not quite closed shutters was all that she needed to make out her girlfriend’s beautiful face. Logan mumbled something back. They gave Kay a little pout. The werewolf felt the warm glow in her chest at the sight and reached up to brush some of Logan’s russet hair out of their face. “How are you this pretty?” she muttered mostly to herself, but Logan still heard her. They gave her a little headbutt, making Kay chuckle.
Logan always needed something to drink first thing in the morning before she was coherent. Kay snuggled her closer and let Logan nuzzle into her neck. “It’s been a while,” she muttered, feeling the vampire’s breath at her pulse. “Drink up, my love.”
Logan mumbled something softly. They only kissed her dark skin before hugging her around the neck and holding on tight. Kay tilted her head, expecting a bite that didn’t come. She leaned back a little to try and look at them. “Are you okay?” she asked.
“… No.” Logan’s voice was a quiet whisper. “You’re leaving again.”
Kay sighed. “I have to, love.” The arms around her neck tightened a little.
“I don’t want you to.” Her girlfriend snuggled into her more, holding her tight. “Don’t go…” The little whisper nearly broke Kay’s heart. She pulled Logan in closer, hugging them tight.
“I don’t want to either,” she whispered and kissed their head.
“Then don’t.” Logan looked up at her with big, sad eyes. “I don’t like being apart for that long. I love you.”
“I love you too.” Kay kissed them softly. “I love you with all my heart. But it’s only a few weeks.”
“I hate it.”
“I know.”
“I love you.”
“I know,” Kay whispered again. She held Logan close. “I wish you could come along. But somebody needs to watch over the place, right?”
Logan sighed. “I guess…” they grumbled and rested their forehead against their girlfriend’s shoulder.
Kay watched her for a long moment. Seeing the person she loved so sad really gnawed at her. “Tell you what,” she said softly and cupped their cheek. “When I come back, I’ll bring some of my siblings along to help at the bar. And then you and I can just have some time for ourselves. Would you like that?”
Logan leaned into her hand. They sighed very softly and nodded. “Yeah. Yeah, I would like that,” they whispered.
Kay smiled a bit. “Now… are you going to drink something? I can tell you’re hungry…” She tugged at Logan a little, getting them to move as she rolled over onto her back. They straddled her, looking down at her with gentle, loving eyes.
“I am hungry,” they admitted.
“So…?” Kay pushed her hair aside a bit so they had a good view of her neck. “What are you waiting for?”
Logan hesitated. Her fingers brushed up Kay’s arms, feeling the muscles beneath the soft sweater. They blushed hard and swallowed. Their teeth were a bit longer when she opened her mouth. Slowly, they leaned down and nosed up against Kay’s neck with a purr. They couldn’t help it. Even though they were sad about Kay leaving, that little purr filled the air around them.
Kay chuckled softly. “Oh, you are too cute.” She reached up and pulled Logan close when they went to protest. Their lips touched her skin in a little kiss, and they huffed as she moved her head and the muscles on her neck tensed. “Come now, sweetheart. Drink up.”
Logan gasped softly and kissed her skin, nuzzling her. “I love you,” they whispered. “So, so much.” Then their fangs pierced Kay’s skin, sending a brief shock of pain down her spine, so familiar by now. Logan was a special kind of Blood. They could numb the skin and make their bite almost nonexistent, but Kay preferred it this way. She wasn’t scared of a little pain, and she adored having Logan close. She adored being the one they chose for this above anyone else, whenever the option presented itself. She even enjoyed the gentle touches and movements of Logan’s lips against her skin, and the faint lapping of her tongue. It was like a set of tiny kisses, sheepish and adorable. Kay smiled and kissed their head and ran a hand over their back, holding them close.
Far too soon, it was over. Logan pulled away gently, leaving a tiny trail of blood to trickle over Kay’s traps down to her back. “Tissue…” Logan muttered and went to lean over to the nightstand. But she grabbed them and wordlessly pulled them into a tight hug. “Kay!” Logan wriggled gently. “You’ll get dirty…!”
“Don’t care,” Kay whispered and kissed her girlfriend, smelling her so close, tasting the iron of her own blood on her lips and tongue. She didn’t care. Or maybe it just made her love Logan more. Every single thing about them was wonderful and worthy of being adored, and Kay intended to do just that. Her fingers brushed up into Logan’s hair as theirs got tangled in her own, pulling her in more. Logan’s legs wrapped around her, pressing into her to remain close, keep them connected and never let her go.
Kay let out a little giggle and broke the kiss just long enough to push her forehead against Logan’s. “I love you with all that I am,” she whispered, and Logan responded in kind, face flushed with love.
“The sheets are gonna get dirty,” the little Blood managed to get out between two kisses. Kay shrugged.
“It’ll give you something to do while I’m gone,” she said teasingly.
“Asshole,” was the lovingly whispered reply.
Kay chuckled and let herself melt into the touch of their fingers on her neck and the warmth and weight of the body on hers. In a couple of hours, Vivian would pick her up, and then they would go for another couple weeks of teaching Charlie how to control her Change. But until then, nothing else in the world existed but her and Logan.
***There was one thing about Charlie that made the prospect of going to train her for weeks at a time much more bearable: Charlie was unnaturally good at controlling her Change. For most werewolves, the Change was tied to emotional responses, or adrenaline, fear, anger, pain, that sort of thing. Charlie’s emotions were all over the place sometimes, but most of her days she was smiling and happy, and no matter how much Kay and her siblings tried to coax her into accidental Shifting so she could learn to identify the sensation and suppress it, she seemed to be perfectly fine just suppressing it outright. Even when it came to balancing the urge between running and working out, the young wolf seemed to have no trouble. She also really enjoyed working out, which was a great help, and her initial fear of her new wolf form had completely left her.


Kay tensed as soon as she closed the door of her truck after having parked it in the driveway of their farm. Her pack had built it here specifically for the purpose of training young wolves. The air was ripe with the scent of horses and a few sheep. A moment later, werewolf scent hit her, and then Charlie was on her, hugging her tight around the neck.
“Kay!” The young wolf beamed up at her. “You’re back!” She looked good. Much healthier and better fed than before, and the confidence boost she’d gotten after cutting her hair had persisted. She hadn’t grown too much, muscle wise, but Kay could see the beginning of a change in the young wolf as she fell back down to the ground.
She chuckled softly and ruffled Charlie’s fluffy hair. “Hey, kid. How you doing?”
“I’m great!” She grinned broadly. “Fang is teaching me how to fight with a sword!”
“Yeah?” Kay tilted her head to look over at her younger sister, who was standing in the doorway, almost blocking it with her broad shoulders. “How’s she doing?”
“Not as good as if she didn’t drop her sword at every occasion,” Fang said in her deep, rough voice and ran a hand over her undercut. Her black, curly hair, which she kept pretty short, was matted with sweat. She had probably just finished a workout.
“Well, I’m sure she’ll do okay either way,” Vivian said and walked around the truck. She hugged Charlie tight and picked her up a bit. “Hey, kiddo!”
“Hi!” Charlie hugged her just as enthusiastically, and Vivian regarded her with a soft smile when she put her down and the young wolf started chattering away about all the stuff that had happened since last time.
Kay went over to hug Fang tight. Her little sister was wearing a black shirt that hugged her sculpted shoulders and powerful upper arms. She wasn’t quite as big as Kay, being only six feet tall, but every day she looked a bit stronger, and Kay was very happy to see that. Fang and Kris had been almost as distrusting as Vivian when they had joined the pack a little over two years ago. They had found the two together, having clearly been in wolf form for years. Fang’s voice was still very deep and rough for an eighteen-year-old, and Kris was fully mute. Side effects of the prolonged Change during puberty.
Kay cupped Fang’s cheek and rested their foreheads together. Her thumb brushed over the large scar that pulled from the right of Fang’s lips all the way down to where her shoulder met her collarbone, marring her light umber skin with a streak of white. The young werewolf smiled, watching her out of heterochromatic eyes, the right greenish-yellow, the left sky blue. “You are still cuddly, I see,” she said.
“I can’t hug my packmates?” Kay chuckled and ruffled Fang’s hair.
“Hush…”
“Make me, kid.” She smirked at the younger wolf’s grumble. Then she noticed movement behind her, inside the house, and Kris stepped into view. The golden light of the room reflected in their yellow eyes. It caught in the two scars pulling from their left cheekbone over the corner of their mouth as they smiled and waved hello. Much like Fang, their time as a wolf had given them a number of marks, most prominently at their lips, two over their nose, two faint ones over their right eye, and one on each side of the head, pulling up into their hairline. They remained starkly visible in their undercut.
When Kay had first met them, Kris had only ever snarled at people, but now they smiled and hurried over. Kay chuckled. “Hey, kid,” she signed and reached over to ruffle their pushed-back brown hair. “Nice apron.”
Kris looked down at the bright white apron with the pink frills they wore over their black dress shirt. “I wear it well,” they signed back with a little wink and an entirely straight face.
“Yeah, you do,” Fang chuckled and threw her arm around their neck. The two had always called each other siblings and acted like it too, though there was no way to say for certain if they were related. But as they stood close together, Kay was once again struck by how similar they were. Exactly the same height, same build of broad-shouldered and tough, same wam umber skin tone, broad jaw and wide smirks…
“Kris made food!” Charlie announced and jumped on Kay’s back. “Can we go eat??”
“It’s not quite ready yet,” Kris signed. She gave Kay a look. “We were gonna go on a short run. You wanna join? Or do you need to wash up? You smell of blood.”
“Oh, yeah.” Kay hummed, holding Charlie’s legs so she didn’t accidentally throw the kid off as they moved aside so Viv could hug her siblings too before bringing in their luggage. “Logan was hungry.”
“I still can’t believe you’re dating a Blood, that’s so cool!” Charlie giggled.
Kris gave her a sharp look as she let go of Kay again. “I can’t believe you just changed half an hour ago and your shirt is already covered in plants and dirt!”
“Fang was supposed to supervise me!” Charlie protested after Fang translated.
“Oh, wow,” the rough-voiced werewolf deadpanned. “And here I thought we were in this together. But never mind, just throw me under the bus.” There was a faintly amused twinkle in her eyes, though. Charlie had a way of making people like her.
Kay shook her head a little and brushed some of the leaves off of Charlie’s shirt. “Come on, let’s go run.” She gave Charlie a look. “You can show me how well you can Change now.”
“Just wait, you’ll be surprised,” the young wolf giggled. Vivian returned, sapphire eyes glowing eagerly at the prospect of a run. It was much harder to Change in the city without attracting attention, and Wolfshire wasn’t the most fun to chase around in. Even Wilder Park bordered on populated areas at several spots. Woods, like those surrounding their home out here, were perfect, however.
“Just make sure you don’t spook the horses again,” Fang told Charlie as they left to go to the back of the large farm house. “If you run at them again, I’m pinning you.”
“You’d have to catch me first!” the little wolf challenged, only to be immediately put into a gentle headlock. “Okay, okay! I won’t go near the horses as a wolf!” she laughed as she pulled away.
Kris shook their head with a roll of their eyes and folded up their apron, then began to unbutton their shirt. Vivian almost hastily pulled her sweater off. She couldn’t seem to Change fast enough, and Kay followed her example. There just weren’t enough chances to really run in the city. She managed a few, but it wasn’t enough. Not nearly enough.
There was a tension in the air, as if the night itself anticipated what was to come. One by one they put their clothes away in the large, waterproof box next to the back entrance. One by one they bore their skin to the night, ready and waiting to become one with it in ways most people could never imagine. Charlie was the only one who hesitated, still unused to the casual manner in which they prepared for the Change. The others didn’t pay her much mind, keeping their backs to her, letting her go at her own pace as Vivian joked with Kris and Fang rolled her eyes in good-natured exasperation at them being silly. Kay watched her little family with a smile. She could feel the change coming. Like an itch under her skin, instinctive, like the wolf inside her recognized the signs and tensed in anticipation. She cracked her neck, popping it a couple of times within one movement, and felt Charlie’s eyes on her.
Kay cast a single look back, saw that Charlie was ready, and stepped forward, away from the porch and the light flooding out into the night. Soft, cool grass cushioned her steps under her bare feet. Her body Changed. It was so familiar, the motion of crouching down was fluid and in time with the warping of her spine and legs and arms, and the sprouting of dark fur as her muscles realigned how they were meant to be.
For a single moment, Kay felt a sting in her chest, like the pleasure she took in the Change and in running, something she couldn’t have in Toronto, was somehow a betrayal of her feelings for Logan, who was meant to fulfill her completely. That happened sometimes, an invasive, unwanted thought devoid of any logic, because Logan loved her, and Kay loved them.
And then her paws hit the earth with a soft huff out of powerful lungs and a faint rumble in her chest. Kay was a wolf, and all her worries melted away. She looked around at her packmates, at Fang with her dark brown fur and glowing heterochromatic eyes. Kris and Charlie, who was still changing fully and shaking herself a little to get rid of the needle-prick sensation all over her skin, which was so familiar to the rest of them now. Both had the same white belly, but Kris’ fur was dark grey, and Charlie’s pure russet.
Fang jumped her. Kay spun around to meet her midjump, rising on her hind legs as the smaller wolf crashed into her. They hugged each other with their front paws, fangs snapping to try and playfully catch each other. Kay managed to get on top as her packmate’s momentum carried her further, and pinned her with her superior weight, but Fang pushed against her and wriggled away. She jumped close again, this time meeting Kay’s growl with a nudge of their snouts together, and several licks of affection and greeting. She responded in kind, tail wagging gently as Charlie began to dash around them all, looking for attention as she panted loudly. Kay huffed, pushing her snout to the young wolf’s fur for the few short moments that she remained close.
The black-and-brown mottled Vivian rose from where she had lain down and drew the group’s attention as she stalked forward a little on long, powerful legs. Her paws kneaded the ground, and Kay did the same, feeling grass and soft earth. Then Vivian tensed, and shot into the darkness. Immediately, the others dashed after her, feeling the call of the hunt in their blood, the instinct to chase. Deep huffs filled the night around Kay, forming a symphony of breaths and falling paws as they pursued their packmate, each one of them eager to be the first to catch up.
There was no space in her mind to worry about anything else, only the wind in her fur, the smell of animals and plants surrounding her, and the feel of the soft earth pushing back against her paws and propelling her forward. Right now, Kay was where she truly belonged.
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The Least of her Worries


Logan slung the cloth they’d used to wipe down the bar over her shoulder and checked her phone for the millionth time that night. Still no message back from Meg since she had last mentioned finding a trail of Nemo and Mila a week ago.
Ugh, what am I doing…? Logan rubbed her face with a sigh. Sending someone to stalk the girls? They got up to some stupid fucking stuff when Kay wasn’t around, but this was special, even for them.
They couldn’t help it. Weeks without Kay. Weeks without so much as a call from Nemo, only a few curt texts. At first she had thought that, for whatever reason, Nemo didn’t want to see her. That she’d done something to anger her or make her uncomfortable. But then Logan had gone to their place and had found it empty and devoid of their scents, and then Jin, Mila and Nemo had all cancelled band practice four times in a row with no explanation. Asking Meg to keep an eye out for them was just… being concerned. Not weird.
“Alright, something is bothering you, and you need to tell me what it is.” Kay’s warmth at her back relaxed Logan and made her frown at the same time. They leaned back into their girlfriend, tilting their head to allow warm lips to brush along her neck.
“It’s nothing,” Logan sighed. “Just not heard back from Meg yet.”
“You know she’s reliable. Relax, love.” Kay nuzzled her lovingly, swaying with her just a bit.
Another deep sigh escaped them. It wasn’t just Nemo, they were frustrated with themself too. Since Kay had come back, she had made good on her promise tenfold, letting her siblings man the bar while she and Logan went on dates around town, slept in, cuddled, and had fun together. It had been just wonderful, and the whole time Kay had made every effort to show just how much she loved them, Logan had kept their other friends at the back of her mind. It just nagged at them. Nemo, in particular. They couldn’t think straight. They couldn’t really think of anything. Whenever they tried to focus on anything, Nemo came to mind, and Logan found themself pacing around the room, circling a claw over the bar idly, or engaging in some sort of mind-numbing busywork that let them think and look like they were doing anything. A few times, it had happened around Kay, and it had been just as uncomfortable then as it was now. Logan wanted to tell their girlfriend, of course, but they couldn’t. There was no way to explain this sudden, odd fascination that had come over her, and it was this close to pissing them off.
“I’m just… worried, you know?” Logan instead said evasively and placed their phone down on the bar. They reached up and ran a hand through Kay’s dense, black hair, freshly washed and smelling like jasmine. Her hair was cool and smooth like velvet against their fingers, and Logan pulled Kay a bit closer, hugging her back. “I haven’t heard from Jin, Nemo or Mila since Nemo was over for dinner.” That made Kay tense a little, and she lifted her head from Logan’s shoulders.
They continued quickly, “I thought it’d be nothing, but when they all started to really ghost me, I asked Meg to keep an eye out, and… I don’t know…” A deep sigh escaped them and they shook their head, leaning into the big woman behind them.
“Logan…” Kay’s hand ran comfortingly up her neck, cupping her jaw. “Why didn’t you tell me?”
“I didn’t want to distract from our time together…” It was a weak excuse, and only half true. For some reason, they had just been too worried to bring it up with Kay.
“I asked about them,” their girlfriend reminded them, and Logan didn’t manage to look her in the eye. They had just wanted to spend some time with Kay alone, or maybe she had just been too worried to say anything.
Worried about what? Logan wondered to themself even as they opened their mouth for some kind of explanation. But they just had nothing. “I’m sorry,” she just mumbled.
“You don’t have to be sorry.” Kay’s fingers brushed gently over their cheek, warm and full of love with every touch. “But I want you to talk to me about things that worry you.” Her voice was so full of love and concern that it stung in Logan’s chest. She looked up at Kay, meeting her varnished-oak eyes and nodded.
“Okay,” Logan whispered. “I didn’t mean to worry you, though.”
“Don’t mention it, love. We’ll go check in on the kids together.” Kay smiled softly.
Logan chuckled a little at how silly they had been, and pushed down that lingering discomfort. “I’m sure they’re fine,” they said with a little shake of their head. “Probably just setting Mila up with some dates with Jin. And Meg… Her phone’s just broken again.”
“No way,” Kay hummed. “She couldn’t have broken it already.”
Logan giggled at Kay’s naivety in this particular regard. “I’m telling you,” Logan said in memory of all the shattered screens and sometimes stabbed phones she’d seen from Meg, “that woman is allergic to working smartphones. They just… break!”
The door slammed open hard enough to splinter some of the wood-panelled wall beneath the handle. A deep snarl escaped Kay and she glared at the offender. Within a split second, her entire body had turned from soft and cuddly to tense and hard as steel.
“Oh, good, you’re here!” Jin said, smiling as they stumbled in with blood running down their face. “Help, please?” Nemo was supporting them, with Mila slamming the door right behind them. They wore the same clothes as when Logan had last seen them, the grey sweater, the fuzzy black and white one, and if it hadn’t been for them both being dirty and tired, Logan could have imagined that it was the very same morning after their dinner.
For the briefest of moments, both of them stood there, frozen. Then Kay was around the bar, catching Jin in her arms before they could stumble and fall. “What happened?” Logan heard her ask as they dashed into the back room to get the first aid kit. They always had supplies on hand, usually for simple things like the bites their growing number of blood donors sustained. They also had stuff for battle injuries. Bloods and werewolves alike tended to settle their differences in rather more physical ways.
“Ah— I was being stupid,” Jin said just as Logan returned. The bar was luckily already empty, with it being close to sunrise. Vivian poked her head out of the kitchen, likely lured by the scent of blood and Mila slamming the door. “I had a little race with Nemo… I slipped and hit my head…”
“Stop it!” Camellia gripped their hand nervously, standing next to the stool Kay had pushed them on. “We need help! Real help!”
Logan frowned, handing the kit to Kay, but they hesitated when their gaze found Nemo. Their heart soared a little, fluttering ever so gently and nervously at seeing her. And then the sensation vanished, replaced by the realization that Nemo was very deliberately putting herself between the door and Jin.
“Nemo…?” They wanted to reach out but nearly dropped the first aid kit and cast a confused look back at their girlfriend. Kay was gently parting Jin’s hair, inspecting the wound, and her look was dire.
“This is not from a stumble,” she said gravely. “The cut is too clean.”
Someone pounded against the door, hard. As if they had run into it, in fact. Then someone rattled the already closed wooden shutters. Logan frowned. “What the hell is going on?” she asked as Kay took the first aid kit.
“It’s… well, complicated,” Jin said. Their speech was a little slurred. The pounding at the door stopped for a second, then it picked right back up.
Logan growled. They marched over, prepared to punch someone in the face right then. “What the fuck do you—” Their voice cut off as they tugged at the doorhandle and found it stuck. Not just stuck, they realized after a moment. Frozen! The handle was cold, and the area around the lock was crusted with ice.
Nemo tried to pull Logan away from the door. “We didn’t mean to involve you in this!” She sounded both apologetic and panicked.
“Involve us in what?” Logan squeezed the girl’s hand with a concerned glance. “Are you in trouble? Nemo… what’s going on?”
“Well…” Nemo fidgeted with her hands holding Logan’s. “It’s complicated… We didn’t wanna tell you like this—”
They tried to listen, but their eyes were drawn to the door, which was now glowing brightly around the handle. They heard Kay telling Mila to keep pressure on the wound as Vivian took a closer look at it. Then their girlfriend was beside them, ready to face whatever came, and Logan snarled in anticipation of a fight.
The door flew open, slamming again, and now it was Kay who growled loud enough to make even Logan startle at the sudden noise. Kay loved this bar. It was something she’d built together with her father, where she’d learned how to mix drinks and how to run a business, and provide a safe space. Seeing anyone wilfully vandalize it generally ended in her breaking out customer service.
Logan pushed Nemo behind her as the first person entered through the door. They weren’t Bloods, nor did they smell like werewolves, although Logan couldn’t quite say for sure. Jin’s blood usually had a less powerful scent than usual, but now it seemed to permeate the air. Had they lost that much? Either way, it clogged Logan’s nose a little. But blood scent or not, there was no mistaking that all of the people entering wore long coats, had metal plates strapped to their chests, and swords at their belts. Real, actual swords. By now, Logan knew enough about swords to differentiate a fake from the real thing.
“Who the fuck are you?” Kay growled. Her eyes were fixed on the first person to enter, whose blade was stained with blood at the tip. Jin’s blood, from the smell of it.
The man ignored her. His eyes were hidden under a porcelain half mask, but Logan could feel him looking at them, and at Nemo. “Neutralize the bystanders,” he said, his voice rough, and scratched his black beard stubble. It looked a little unkempt. One of his companions put what looked like a bone flute to his lips and blew in it.
For just a moment, Logan’s vision swam. Everything went out of focus. They wondered briefly why their claws were extended and their face full of sharp edges, the intimidating visage they took on whenever they fought. Or why their ears, longer and more pointed, were ringing so strangely. Then Kay reached out, grabbed the flute from the young man’s mouth and crushed it in her hand. Even with the half mask, Logan recognized the surprise on his face, and on that of the man holding his short, undecorated sword. Kay had her hand on his chest, curled around the breastplate that glowed with a strange light in an odd pattern where she touched it.
“I asked you a fucking question.” Kay’s words were barely more than a growl. She slammed the first man back so hard into his flute-blowing companion that they both went down. A split second later, swords scraped out of the sheaths of the strangers, who had begun to surround them.
The commander let out a curse and threw something. Blood burned in Logan’s veins as their enhanced reflexes shot into action. Her claws sang and sliced right past Kay’s face, slashing in half what looked like a normal metal ring, wound and open. “Fucking werebeast!” the commander growled as he got up, sword in hand. He attacked, and that seemed the cue for the other five (or four, because the last was adjusting his mask after the collision,) to jump into action.
“Fucking mages.” Kay twisted and grabbed her sword’s handle with practiced ease, plucking it out of the air. Vivian followed that throw up with a mostly-empty wine bottle that shattered against the skull of one of the masked mages as they went to slash Kay. Logan deflected a blade with her claws, and Kay twisted her own sword, creating a silver arc in the air as she parried the commander’s thrust.
“You don’t know the first thing about us!” the mage grunted between a slash and another thrust, both equally ineffective at getting through Kay’s guard.
Kay rolled her shoulders. “Joke’s on you, my pack leader’s a witch.” Next to her, Vivian caught the wrist of another underling with her bare hands and tripped them up in their own movement, letting them stumble against the bar. Mila grabbed a glass and smashed it over their head. Their breastplate flashed a cold blue as they went down with a groan.
Logan’s opponent seemed hellbent to get around her, right at Kay’s back. “Not happening, asshole!” Logan snarled and gripped the blade tight in her claws. Blood burned and rushed through their veins, enhancing their strength.
The mage tugged at it. Metal glinted at their hands, glowed, and they ripped their weapon free. “You’re in violation of Third Precept Law!” they said as if Logan cared at all.
“You’re the ones who barged—” Their voice was cut off as their sharp reflexes saved them from a slash to the throat. Suddenly the mage moved much faster, and Logan had to fight to keep up. They tried to activate a third gift to blind them, drawing on even more blood, but it had no effect that they could recognize. The swings still came just as quickly and precise, and only their reflex gift saved Logan from some nasty cuts. They stumbled against a table, and suddenly there was a blade at their throat.
The mage hissed and grabbed Logan by the collar. “You’re harbouring fugitives from the law!”
“What the fuck are you going on about?” Logan snarled and punched them in the side of the head. The mage’s armour flashed blue as they grunted and lost their footing for a second, though it didn’t have nearly the effect Logan had expected. So they followed up with a knee to the mage’s side, enhanced their strength as she pushed his blade away, and slipped out from beneath him before slamming his face down hard into the table, which they had just gotten done cleaning ten minutes earlier.
A terrible ringing sound split Logan’s ears. The temperature seemed to drop rapidly, and they felt themself going sluggish. Looking for its origin, her unfocused gaze caught Vivian restraining a mage’s hand in a fluid motion. She twisted their wrist, caught the sword as it fell and slammed it into their breastplate hard enough to bend the weapon.
Kay was fighting the commander and another mage. Her sword was a blur of motion, her arms bulged with muscle as she willed the steel in her hands to dance, faster than the mages could keep up even together. And then Logan saw a mage slashing down at Jin. Or trying to. It seemed like they couldn’t move, given that their whole body was crusted with ice. Mila sat not even a foot away, nursing Jin’s wounds as they fumbled for something behind the bar.
Just as her opponent got up again, Logan finally spotted a mage standing still, looking at them, lips formed to a whistle. She managed to deflect one strike from a sword coming at her, and her blood gift was barely effective enough to raise her reaction speed to normal levels. Then Nemo was there. She popped up right next to Logan with a little “Hi!” and threw something in the mage’s face. He cursed and rubbed his eyes. Logan smelled lavender and ground ginger. Then Nemo clicked her fingers and the dust in the air exploded into a bright light.
Logan winced and shielded themself, but still caught sight of a whiskey glass hitting the whistling mage in the back of the head. The ringing in their ears ceased. A cry made her look over to where Kay deflected a hit from the commander and shoulder-barged the other mage, who had closed in, into the door, shaking it in its hinges. They fell, and she stomped down on their foot, then kicked the blade away in the same motion as she caught the commander’s blade with her own, ripped it from his hand and put her own weapon to his neck. It only took the blink of an eye and was over before the other sword hit the ground.
“Fucking witch!” The mage in front of Logan had dropped his sword in his disorientation. Nemo had picked it up, and now he went straight for her.
A burning rage overcame Logan at the sight. Suddenly their hand was at his throat, claws digging into an invisible field of resistance as they pushed him back. “Don’t you fucking touch her!” they snarled at the mage, who for the first time seemed to pale a little. He raised his arms in defeat, but Logan didn’t stop until they’d forced him back against the table, snarling loudly. A faint trickle of blood appeared under their claws, but it held absolutely no appeal for her right then.
“Well, that happened,” Kay said, not even turning around to see Vivian twist the last mage’s arm with ease and punch them in the throat with a quick jab, just enough to make them go down sputtering and without whistling any more. The older werewolf took a little step back, resting the tip of her blade at the commander’s collarbone. She guided the man up against the wall next to the door with her sword. “Now. You better have a damn fucking good explanation for this.” A faint trail of blood trickled from a cut at Kay’s cheekbone, and the scent made Logan snarl with anger.
“You’re harbouring two fugitives!” The commander glared at Nemo and at Mila, who was still ignoring the completely frozen Mage next to her. “Camellia and Niaomi Bishop are to be returned to the custody of the Third Precept for their trial! By hindering us, you are in violation of the law!”
There was a brief but palpable silence. Logan blinked and looked at Nemo next to them, who stopped rifling in the mage’s coat pocket and just bounced on her tip-toes. “In our defense,” Nemo said, “we totally didn’t do it.”
“D—… Do what?” Logan somehow dreaded the answer.
Nemo smiled charmingly. “Summon an ice dragon on top of the Third Precept to break up Mila’s arranged marriage,” she said very quickly and innocently.
“I… what?” Logan exchanged a glance with Vivian, who looked just as confused. But Kay’s deep, threatening snarl captured their attention.
Her arms and shoulders were tense with anger. Her teeth were bared, her eyes practically sparking with fury. “So… You’re here to enforce your laws. Without my permission. On my turf.” Suddenly, despite the mask, the commander’s expression was very recognizably afraid. Very few people could stand against Kay’s cold wrath. She took her sword from his pulse with a flick of her wrist turning it in her grip to hold the blade behind her, pressed up against her arm, then she was on him. Her free hand closed on his throat with so much force that he slammed back against the wall. His armour flashed bright blue as she effortlessly lifted him up. Even with his feet dangling in the air, she towered over him.
“You listen to me, because I’ll only say this once,” Kay snarled in a dangerously low tone. “You’re not the law here. I am. Wolfshire is my territory. And everyone living here is under my jurisdiction. So, the next time you try and march your shitty little posse in here, you better bring more friends because you’ll answer to me!” The breastplate flashed one last time and splintered, deep cracks running through the metal. Kay let go of the mage, dropping him to the floor where he clawed at his throat and gasped, finally with his airway unrestricted. Kay crouched down, looming over the man with an arm resting across her leg. “And if you ever draw a blade on one of my friends again, I’m going to kill you,” she said in an even lower tone. “Just so we’re entirely clear. Now get the fuck out of my sight.”
The commander scrambled away from her, still coughing, leaving his sword behind. Vivian took her boot off the one she’d been holding down, and Logan let hers go as well. He growled at them, then at Nemo. “We’ll get you—”
“Wanna try saying that a little louder?” Logan asked as she positioned herself between the two. The mage flinched and His eyes behind the porcelain half-mask twitched to where Kay was sending a death glare his way. He cast one more glance at Nemo holding his sword, then hurried over to where two other mages were busy dragging the frozen one away from Mila. Their teeth were chattering hard, and they shook too hard to even pick up their sword after it clattered to the ground.
“F-F-F-Fuck y-you,” they managed to press out between their shudders.
Mila gave them a look. Her eyes were cold. “The next time you try to touch Jin, I’ll freeze your blood in your veins.”
“Aw, thanks babe…” Jin mumbled, still pressing a cloth to their head, one soaked with blood.
One of the mages mumbled something, and then Vivian was between them and Jin and Mila. She didn’t even have to say anything. Her deep growl and flashing fangs were enough to make them scurry off, following their other companions out into the night.
The commander was the last to flee the bar. He glared at Kay. “This isn’t over,” he said in a low growl, voice hoarse from the choking grip.
“You better hope it is.” Kay’s stare made the man flinch and disappear into the late morning twilight. She shut the door behind him and locked it. Her shoulders rose and fell in a deep, deep sigh. She turned around. “Viv, get Jin patched up. The rest of you… You have some explaining to do.”
“I’m fine!” Jin protested, but it fell on deaf ears. Vivian simply picked them up and carried them to the back rooms, while Mila followed just a little bit, then stopped when Kay intercepted her and put a large hand on the girl’s shoulder.
“Don’t worry,” she said. “They’re in good hands.” Mila didn’t look happy, but she sighed and nodded. She was clearly tired, with dark circles under her eyes that rivalled Logan’s.
Nemo didn’t look much better. She looked exhausted, really. Logan gave her a little frown. “So. That happened,” they said. Their sharp, long fangs shrunk back into shape as they spoke, as did their ears. Their face also smoothed out, returning to a more human shape.
“Yeah…” Nemo rubbed the back of her neck with a sheepish smile and put the sword down on the table next to them. “I didn’t wanna tell you like this—” Her words cut off when Logan pulled her into a tight hug.
“I’m just so fucking glad you’re okay,” they whispered and kissed Nemo’s head gently. Her scent enveloped Logan, lavender and herbs she couldn’t quite place, along with the scent of fire and smoke. And beneath that was that smell of her blood, sweet and alluring, but that wasn’t what made them hug the cute girl tighter. That was something else, a tug in their chest that led her to hold Nemo close and never let her go. The memory of the worry as she and Mila had dropped off the radar, and the sheer panic when the mage had borne down on her with their sword…
Nemo hugged Logan back. “Of course I’m okay, silly!” she giggled softly, but they could feel the shake in her limbs. “Nobody can catch me!”
“Yeah,” Logan whispered. She felt Kay’s eyes resting on them and stopped where their hand had brushed over Nemo’s lavender hair. “We should, um…” They cleared their throat. “We should talk. About what happened.”
“Yeah!” Nemo smiled, but there was a hint of nervousness in her voice, and in the way her eyes darted over Logan’s face.
Logan became very suddenly aware just how close they were holding Nemo, nuzzling into her, right in the middle of the bar, while Kay prepared to get them some drinks and comforted Mila at the bar. They loosened their hold and created just a little distance between them. “I um… I should go see if Jin needs anything,” they said quickly, ignoring the gentle confusion on Nemo’s face. Had she pulled away too quickly? Did Nemo think she’d done something wrong?
But the lavender-haired girl didn’t remark on it. “Y-Yeah,” she mumbled, fidgeting with her single fingerless glove. “I… I’m sorry for hiding that we’re… You know.”
“It’s fine,” Logan said, guiding Nemo over to sit on the barstool next to her sister. They gave Kay a brief glance, a nervous smile that was answered with a gentle nod and a reassuring look. “Yeah, everything will be alright,” Logan said and wasn’t sure if they were lying to Nemo, or to themself. 
There was no telling if things were going to be okay because, she realized, somewhere along the way she had developed feelings for Nemo.
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Hard Truths


Nemo gave Kay a grateful smile and took the Earth Gravity she’d made her. It was the perfect drink for her, with a violet ice ball that twirled gently in a warm glass above a layer of blue wine (technically a mix of five wines) and steamed gently. “Thanks!” Nemo rested her chin on her hands and watched the steamy smoke from the dry ice rise over the sugared rim of the glass. Mila was watching her own, a Blue Planet, which was a red liquid in a tall glass and an ice ball similar to Nemo’s, only in blue, that slowly sank further down the glass as it melted.
“So,” Kay said as she put her sword back on its hooks above the Customer Service sign. “I think we have a lot to tell each other. I have questions.” She leaned on the bar before her as Logan rejoined them, having taken away all the swords and tried to clean up the ice and some specks of blood. “Let’s start with why a bunch of mages are after you.”
“Oh, those are Magehunter Knights,” Nemo said and let her fingernails tap against the glass in a little rhythm. “They hunt rogue witches.”
“And… you’re witches,” Logan added for clarification.
Mila just answered with a little nod. She was focusing on the wispy smoke swirls from her dry ice. It probably helped her not worry about Jin. Nemo put a hand over hers, resting her glove on Mila’s. There was a little spark between the two, just a tingle of arcane energies.
“We kinda messed some stuff up at home,” Nemo admitted, running her thumb comfortingly over Mila’s fingers. “There was an arranged marriage… Some politics stuff that I don’t really get… Well, in the end, we decided the best choice was to just run away. If Mila doesn’t go back, she can’t get married. And if she doesn’t get married within a year, they can’t force her to marry anyone at all.”
“It’s a loophole in the law our dads found,” her sister muttered softly. “It’s a stupid law.” Mila looked up at the girlfriends. “Anyway… We really didn’t mean to drag you into this. We just came here because our aunt said Wolfshire is a nice place, and then we ran into you guys… Sorry for freezing some dude in the middle of your bar.”
Kay hummed softly, expression inscrutable. “It’s fine,” she said after a moment and ran a hand through her perfect, black hair. Fighting two Magehunter Knights hadn’t even been enough to make her break a sweat. “So this is why you disappeared?”
“They showed up the same day as when you guys had your dinner with Nemo.” Mila sighed and finally lifted her drink to her lips, having a little sip as the blue ice ball twirled inside the glass. “They found our old place, and it was a matter of time until they tracked us to the new one. So we’ve been running from them ever since. Jin put us up at their place for a good few weeks, but the last couple days were… rough.”
“Did you sleep on the street?” Logan asked in alarm, taking note of the dirt on their clothes.
Nemo blushed a little at that. “Well… just for a couple of nights… Also, your pretty friend says hi. Meg, I think her name is? She helped us out and sent us here. I think I owe her a phone though,” she added. “Hers got skewered by a sword.”
“Oh. Fucking typical,” Logan muttered and rubbed her face. “That woman is allergic to working phones.”
“Well either way…” Kay stood back upright, apparently satisfied with the answers she’d gotten. “The next time you notice them, you call us. We’re not going to let them touch you.”
“Right…” Mila watched the big woman a little nervous frown. “And you’re not mad?”
Kay sighed. “Listen, kid. I am upset that you guys are in trouble, I’m also upset that Jin got injured. But at the end of the day, you didn’t wanna get us involved. And you didn’t know that we weren’t exactly normal humans either.”
Nemo jumped at that, if only just a bit. She had been dying to know what Kay and Logan were, and now she finally had a good opportunity to ask. “Oh, yeah! Totally!” she said excitedly. “I mean, we assumed you were something but we didn’t wanna ask you to out yourselves. Oh, but the magehunters tried to use spells on you and they didn’t do anything, so you have to be something part human…” Nemo gasped suddenly. “Are you a weresloth??” She’d always wanted to pet a sloth, and watched Kay’s deadpan expression in anticipation. “No, you’re not a weresloth,” she finally settled on after a good ten seconds of staring. Logan just looked confused, while Mila sipped her drink with a smile.
“I’m a werewolf,” Kay said slowly in that beautiful, soothing voice of hers.
Nemo gasped even louder. “Puppy??” That was even cuter! Now she really wanted to see Kay transformed. And maybe ruffle her puppy ears. And pet her. Did werewolves allow others to pet them?
Either way, her excited tone got a laugh out of Logan. “Well,” they chuckled and put their arm around Kay’s waist. “Looks like she’s got you figured out.”
“Hush,” Kay said and looked down at them softly. “You’re the puppy here.”
“Hmm, sounds like a lie,” Logan hummed with a giggle. She leaned her head on Kay’s shoulder, smiling softly. Their face was back to its usual, chiselled and handsome state, rather than the badass sharp, almost animalistic form it had taken during the fight.
“What are you?” Nemo asked them. “I was gonna go with were-kitten, you know, because your face was all crinkly when you were snarling, and now you just look regular hot again. And the claws. Those gave me kitten vibes.”
It looked like Logan was floundering for words for a second. Then they said, “I’m a Blood… Vampire, I mean.” They rubbed their neck a little, as if they were a little embarrassed about it.
“Oh!” Nemo smiled at her. “Can I have your blood?”
They blinked. “That’s… not how that works.”
“She asks everyone that,” Mila sighed, lying, because Nemo had yet to ask Kay for hers, and therefore there was no way to know for sure that she asked everyone.
“Why do you want my blood?”
Nemo frowned at Logan’s question. Why were they avoiding eye contact? Was asking vampires for blood rude? “Oh, it’s just in case it works in some potions or brews!” she explained quickly. “You know, magic is really more of an art than a science, so you never really know…”
“Ah, I see.” She still kept her eyes averted, only briefly letting their gaze flick to Nemo with a little smile. Maybe it was that she was a witch now… Nemo deflated a bit and picked up her glass to down her drink, picking the ice off the top of it.
The door to the back rooms creaked as Vivian exited and joined them at the bar. She was huge, taller even than Kay, with thicc arms and legs. But she had a more slender appearance because her limbs were so long. “Jin’s sleeping,” she said softly. Her blue eyes, which usually sparkled with a hint of mischief, were filled with gentle concern. “It’s a shallow cut, but it’s long, so I’m gonna need to give them some stitches.”
“But they’re gonna be okay, right?” Mila asked, her voice full of worry. Nemo quietly went over all the healing spells she knew, but they lacked the ingredients for most of them.
Vivian smiled softly. “Of course they’ll be fine. Just need someone with steady hands to hold a light for me.”
“Lead the way.” Mila hopped off her chair, but Kay stopped her.
“I appreciate that you want to help, kid,” the werewolf said, “But given that you and Jin are in a relationship, I feel like it would be easier if Logan helped out.”
“But—”
Kay’s expression softened ever so gently. “I understand that you care about them. And that is exactly why I think it would be best if you left Vivian and Logan to do this themselves.”
As much as Nemo wanted to disagree, she couldn’t. Mila had always been so sure of everything, so steady. Nothing could shake her. Nothing, except seeing Jin bleeding like that. Nemo gently squeezed her sister’s hand, feeling it shake. “They’ll take care of it,” she whispered reassuringly. “And then we can go home and make a few healing brews to help them recover, okay?”
Mila nodded faintly. She was so worried about Jin, it seemed to have shaken her to her core.
“About that…” Kay’s fingers drummed on the bar once. “I don’t trust that those mage hunters are fully gone. So I think, for the time being, it would be best if you stayed somewhere close to my family.”
“Are they werewolves, like you?” Nemo asked. “Not that I would be disappointed not to meet a weresloth,” she added innocently. “I like sloths. I just really love sloths!”
Kay chuckled very softly. It was a beautiful sound that was nestled somewhere deep in her throat, soft and soothing. “No weresloths, I’m afraid, but some of them are really fucking lazy, so you can try and pretend that they are.” Nemo clapped her hands excitedly at that.
But Mila, for some reason, seemed apprehensive. “We’ve already inconvenienced you enough,” she said and squeezed Nemo’s hand. “We don’t want to put you or your family in any more danger.”
Kay shook her big, pretty head. “You’re not putting us in danger,” she said. “If anything, we’re the ones inconveniencing you by asking you to live with three more people. Although you’ve already met Charlie…”
“Oh!” Nemo bounced on her chair and turned to Mila. “That sounds fun! It’ll be like a sleepover!! We can all stay at the place Kay already gave us, and we can have dinner together, and they can show us their puppy forms!”
“I…” Mila hesitated. “Fine,” she then relented. “But only until we’re certain the Magehunter Knights are gone.”
“Or until their time window for bringing you back runs out,” Kay said.
“It’s a deal!” Nemo giggled and put her hand out for Kay’s. “Puppy sleepovers! Shake on it!” She looked at the big woman expectantly.
Kay smiled a little. “Sure thing, kid. Puppy sleepovers.” She clasped Nemo’s hand with hers, so big, warm and wonderfully firm and gentle. Nemo nearly collapsed.
Then she cackled softly to herself. “We get to pet all the puppies!”
***[image: image-placeholder]
There was one major issue that kept rolling around in Logan’s head as Vivian did her work with expertly steady and dexterous fingers, mending the thin, shallow cut at Jin’s temple up to where it pulled into the hairline. They had feelings for Nemo. And the more they tried to figure out what their real feelings were, because of course they couldn’t have actual feelings for Nemo when they were with Kay, who was perfect and wonderful, the more it became apparent that that just wasn’t going to happen.
Logan hadn’t felt this kind of draw to someone since she’d first met Kay. Then, it had been instant. Like an instinct drawing them together after the first chance meetings. This time, it had been creeping, insidious, and thoroughly unfair. And worst of all, Logan really wanted to talk to Kay and ask her for… what, help? Advice? Maybe forgiveness? Of course they couldn’t control their feelings, but to them it still felt like a betrayal. They had been with Kay for decades. Nothing should compare to that. And yet…
“Aaand we’re done,” Vivian hummed as she finished up the stitches. “Good thing you guys have a healthy stock of… well, everything. I’d kill for this kind of anaesthetic.” She kept her voice low, barely above a murmur to not wake Jin immediately.
“Well, we hardly use it,” Logan said with a little shrug and tried to push Nemo out of her mind. “I can use my gifts to heal myself. And Kay… well, you wolves hardly ever need stitches.”
“Hah, true…” Vivian chuckled softly. A cut that would require stitches on a human healed on her in less than a week.
Logan sighed deeply. They watched Jin lying on the formerly clean kitchen table surface, which was now stained red. Even with as much blood as there was now, they didn’t feel any draw towards it. Not even with all the gifts they’d used earlier. She just felt a little sick thinking about their situation, about Kay, Nemo…
Vivian’s hand suddenly came to rest on Logan’s shoulder. “What’s wrong with you?” the werewolf asked, suddenly right behind them.
Logan flinched and resisted the urge to brush her hand off. “Just… worried about Jin,” they muttered and hoped Vivian wasn’t sharp enough to catch the lie in their voice.
Vivian was, of course, way too sharp. She hummed and crossed her arms. “No…” she said in that thoughtful murmur of hers. “No, this is something else. You look terrified, Logan. And I’m gonna need you to tell me why before I get worried.”
“It’s nothing!” they insisted, but hesitated when their eyes met Vivian’s dark blue ones. They seemed so deep suddenly, dark like an ocean, full of knowledge. Very slowly, Vivian inspected Logan’s face. She took her time, and her eyes narrowed towards the end, while the smaller vampire felt themself pinned by the scrutinizing gaze.
“… Fine,” she then said and pointedly put the suture kit down on the kitchen shelf. “Then let’s tell Mila the good news.” Vivian left, and Logan felt even worse. At least when there was someone else there, she didn’t have to listen to her own thoughts calling them a terrible girlfriend and an even worse person.
Reluctantly, and because there was nothing better to do, seeing as Vivian had somehow already cleaned the table as well as she could and made Jin a bit more comfortable with a pillow, they followed the tall woman out of the kitchen. There, Nemo and Mila were whispering with each other, their drinks finished and the ice melted. Now they both looked up with worried glances and it broke Logan’s heart a little.
“Jin’s gonna be fine,” Vivian said. “You got them here in time, so I didn’t think a blood transfusion is necessary, and their wound is all stitched up. Now they just gotta take it easy and not do anything stupid. Though it probably wouldn’t hurt to get it looked at by someone with more equipment.”
“I’ll take care of that,” Mila said, very determined and still with concern in her purple-blue indigo eyes. “Can I see them?”
“Sure. They’re just resting now.”
Mila nodded gratefully. She clutched Nemo’s hand in hers nervously as she came around the bar to head to the kitchen, so Logan gave the two a reassuring smile.
“Don’t worry. Viv is very good at patching people up,” they said. They met Nemo’s eyes, and the simultaneous guilt and flutter in their stomach twisted their heart into a knot. “Just keep an eye on them after they wake up. See if their balance is alright. We can’t really check for anything else while they’re still asleep.”
“Right.” Camellia nodded. “Kay left to make sure the knights aren’t around anymore. Thanks for taking care of Jin.” She gave Logan and Vivian both quick hugs.
The werewolf chuckled and patted her head. “No worries. Go take care of your datemate.” Mila blushed and squeezed Viv a little tighter before moving on. Nemo did the same before hurrying after her sister into the kitchen, and Logan let out a deep sigh as the cute girl’s warmth left them. They took the glasses, got rid of the ice, and rolled up their flannel sleeves as she got ready to clean them. Vivian leaned with her hip on the bar counter and watched quietly, arms crossed and muscles bulging under her shirt with the rolled-up sleeves.
Logan tried to focus on the task. There was no need for them to feel embarrassed or upset. Again, they couldn’t control their feelings. Maybe they were just a little sensitive because of Jin’s injury? Yeah, they were just feeling emotional. Worried. They couldn’t like Nemo. They shouldn’t—
They nearly dropped one of the glasses, which was slick with soap and water, and fumbled to catch it before it crashed to the floor and shattered. Vivian was suddenly right there, behind them, and her hand closed around it with the speed of a striking snake. “Logan.” Her voice was gentle and soft. “You really need to talk to me. And if not me, then Kay.”
Logan hadn’t meant to flinch at that. But the mere idea of talking to Kay about this made them feel just awful, and Vivian noticed. Even as Logan opened their mouth to protest or deflect, she said, “I see. So whatever’s going on, you don’t wanna talk to Kay.”
“It’s… It’s nothing, okay?” Logan muttered.
Vivian put the glass down next to the sink, rinsing off her hand. She took Logan’s hand, which was still wet with droplets of water. When they didn’t make eye contact, Vivian gently took their chin to turn their head. She was being so gentle, and they felt so lost, it didn’t even occur to them to resist or pull away. And then their eyes met Vivian’s, which were full of kindness, concern, and understanding.
“Whatever it is,” the tall woman said, “I promise I won’t tell Kay unless you ask me to. We’re family, right? You can talk to me.”
Logan bit their lip, fangs poking out over it and digging in painfully. They wanted to tell Vivian. They wanted to offload some of this stress, some of this fear and worry. But… how would they even start to explain? Her eyes filled with tears as the sudden bout of anxiety threatened to overwhelm them, and suddenly Vivian’s warmth and gentleness was the only comfort in this storm of emotions. They hugged her tight and pressed their forehead to her chest, holding back a little sniff and maybe even a sob. “It just… I don’t know what to do,” they managed to press out as gentle shudders racked their body. “I’ve never felt like this… so torn and conflicted and just… I’m a terrible girlfriend!”
“Hey, hey, shhh,” Vivian whispered and hugged them tight. Her large, warm hands ran over Logan’s head so gently and comfortingly, brushing through her reddish hair much like Kay’s. “You’re a wonderful girlfriend, and a wonderful person,” the werewolf added. “What could possibly make you think otherwise?”
“I-I…” Logan just stammered, her voice a whisper. “I don’t know where to even start…”
“How about,” Vivian whispered with a soft kiss to their head and another gentle squeeze, “you just start at the beginning. I’m gonna make us some drinks, and we’ll have a seat and talk, okay?”
“Okay…” Logan whispered. They let Vivian guide them over to a table, and gratefully took the simple amber wine she offered them a few moments later. They almost downed that drink in one go, to which Vivian immediately provided a refill.
“So,” Viv said as she sat down with her own drink. Instead of the usual, widespread lounge she usually adopted, she instead leaned close, sticking right next to Logan upright, serious and alert. “Tell me what’s going on. And remember… I’m here to help, not judge you.”
Of course she would say that. Logan just found it a little hard to be entirely sure if Vivian really would be okay with it. At least okay enough to not immediately tell Kay. For a moment, anxiety welled up in their chest, threatening to close their throat and prevent the words from coming out— She remembered Vivian holding her tight that first night in her apartment, with Kay hugging both of them. How vulnerable and sad she had been, the quiet tears that had run down her cheeks, and the grateful look she’d given Logan when the time to part ways had come. It was the same open, gentle look as now.
Logan took a deep breath. “I think,” she whispered, “somehow… at some point… I think I’ve developed… feelings. For someone other than Kay.” It hurt to push the words out. It hurt to acknowledge them and to let them be even the slightest bit real. Logan clutched her drink, arms resting on the table. They wanted to sink into the ground, escape Vivian’s gaze, and just not feel these feelings. But at the same time, it was important. It wasn’t just about her. Kay had a right to know, and Logan needed a way to put it into words that wouldn’t absolutely devastate her.
Vivian cocked her head gently. “Okay…” she said with a little hum. “Yeah, I can see why that would upset you.”
“I’m terrible,” Logan muttered.
“You still love Kay.”
Vivian’s words made them look up. It hadn’t been phrased like a question. It was a statement. Logan still answered, “Yes. With all of my heart. And that’s what makes this even worse. I shouldn’t have feelings for anyone but her. I… She’s my girlfriend!” It occurred a little too late to her that those words didn’t translate their meaning properly. Kay wasn’t just her girlfriend. She was so much more. She was a part of Logan, she was their everything. Being without her was painful. If Logan were any braver and any more willing to break up their current status quo, they would get on their knees and offer Kay a ring this very instant. And even that would never be enough to show just how important she was to them. There are no words to describe how much she means to me.
Vivian nodded, placing a hand over Logan’s when they looked down. “Logan,” she said ever so softly. Her voice was so delicate and full of understanding. “Kay loves you too. With all her heart and every fibre of her being. You mean everything to her.” She pushed away her drink and scooted a little closer to cup Logan’s cheeks. After a moment, they finally looked up at her, meeting the fond gaze of her sapphire eyes. “Kay adores you. She’ll never push you away for having feelings you can’t control. If anything, this will bring you two closer together.”
“I’m just scared of hurting her,” Logan muttered and leaned into the warm, comfortable hands with a deep sigh. When she closed her eyes, she could almost imagine that they were Kay’s, so big, warm, and gentle. And that helped a bit, too. “I know if I do nothing, this will eventually pass… But how do I even tell her? And I need to tell her,” they added, opening her eyes. “I’d feel even worse keeping secrets.”
Vivian shrugged. “So tell her,” she said.
“How?”
“Just say it. Like you did with me. She’ll understand.” Vivian smiled so gently at them. “Kay has never been so self-centred that you having any kind of feelings at all would offend her. Do you really think she has it in her to be that horrible?”
“Of course not!” Logan protested. “She’s wonderful! I’d… I’d trust her with my life,” they added softly.
“Then trust her with this.” Vivian smiled and ran her thumb over Logan’s cheek once before slowly pulling her hands back. “She’s your girlfriend. My big sister. She’ll treat you right.”
“She always has,” Logan admitted, feeling much better after the talk. Vivian’s gentle, soothing tone, her delicate touch, the reminder of her love for Kay… Logan sighed and leaned into her a little bit. “Thanks,” they whispered. It was still scary, but at least they weren’t freaking out about it anymore.
Vivian smiled and patted their head as she took a sip from her drink. “Anytime.” She followed up with a gentle hair ruffle.
Logan chuckled and rolled her eyes. “Of course,” they muttered and downed the rest of their drink.
“We’ve got a brand, gotta stick to it,” Vivian hummed.
They just smiled and gave the werewolf a pat on the shoulder as they got up to finish cleaning the bar. “Sure thing, puppy.” She still felt a tiny bit shaky, just a bit nervous as the tension finally left her limbs and shoulders. But better than before at least. Kay returned a little later, just in time for Jin to have woken up. She immediately fussed over them.
“Ah, this is nothing,” Jin chuckled but sounded a little pained even with the painkillers. “I just didn’t see ’em coming. Next time I’ll get them.”
Kay did not think that was very funny, but she always got rather serious when one of their small friends got injured. She quickly ushered them all into her truck, Logan included, and brought them to their home, where Kris met them on the doorstep. Kay introduced them as the resident weresloth, to which Kris growled until their older packmate ruffled their hair. Logan helped Mila and Jin inside and to the bed the wolves had made sure was ready for them. It was a rather large house, so the extra people didn’t really make the place feel cramped.
And then the moment came to say goodbye. “See you around,” Logan told Jin as they rested in the comfy bed with Mila by their side.
“Yeah, next time we see each other—”
“Haha,” Logan said flatly, arms crossed in anticipation of a terrible joke.
Jin chuckled. “Damn, I gotta do fewer of those,” they said with a little groan at their probably throbbing head. “I’m getting predictable.”
“Heal up, nerd,” Logan said and leaned down to give them a little hug. “We need our drummer in the band.”
“Can’t get the neon drippin’ without me?”
“Okay, you need to sleep,” Mila said and tucked them in mercilessly, ignoring all their grumbling, thus sparing Jin from learning they were hired only for their looks. Which would have been a joke, of course. She gave Logan another hug. “Thanks,” she whispered. “For everything.”
“No worries,” Logan said and hugged her back. “Viv gave you a list with care instructions?” Mila nodded. “Good. If there’s anything else, ask any of the other wolves.”
“Sounds good.” Camellia smiled up at them. “And… Thanks again for helping us with the mages.”
Logan shrugged with a dismissive sound. “Don’t mention it. Viv’s gonna check around town to make sure they’re gone. Meg’s gonna do the same.”
“We still need to thank them, properly.”
“Well, maybe dinner would be nice?” Logan hummed. “They’d both appreciate it.”
Mila beamed at that. “I will make the best dinners! Nemo and I are pretty much master chefs, so it shouldn’t be too hard!”
Logan smiled and ruffled her hair. “Okay, I’ll let them know! Now, I’m gonna head out before Kay wonders where I’ve disappeared to.”
“See you!” Mila waved after her, brushing her pretty pink and blue hair back to fix it with a smile of her own.
Out on the street, Kay was busy explaining to Charlie why she shouldn’t, under any circumstances, give Nemo her blood. Charlie nodded eagerly, listening. Meanwhile, the cute witch sat on the stairs leading up to the porch with sparkling magenta eyes, watching excitedly. She jumped up when Logan approached.
“Hi!” she giggled. “So, you guys are headed back home?”
“Yeah,” Logan said with a little smile and pushed down their conflicting feelings. “You’ll be okay here. Kay’s siblings will protect you.”
“Yeah, they all look like very good guard puppies! We really gotta do that brunch sometime to thank you guys, and invite Meg too!” She beamed happily at them.
Logan smiles a little. “We’d love that.” She reached out and pulled Nemo into a hug. The smell of lavender and ash filled her nose. “You need a bath,” they muttered softly. “And a good night’s rest.”
Nemo sighed and leaned into them happily. “Yeah… A bath sounds real nice right about now…” In Logan’s embrace, fatigue seemed to overtake her. “Thanks, Sleepy,” she muttered. Her fingers clenched into the back of Logan’s shirt a bit. “Really. It means a lot. We really like being here. I really like being here. Mila likes playing in the band… She likes Jin… And I… I really like you. And watching you play.” Her cheeks coloured darkly as she said the words, and then she abruptly pushed away. “N-Never mind… I’m tired… rambling,” she mumbled, bright red now.
“Oh. Yeah, of course,” Logan said softly and rubbed their neck. They couldn’t help but wonder… What if Nemo’s words meant more than she was willing to admit? Stop it, a voice in her mind hissed. There’s never going to be anything between you. You’re with Kay. And you love her. Stop being stupid. They shook their head to get rid of the thoughts. Of course she wouldn’t abandon Kay. Losing her was a nightmare she hadn’t had for decades now. But… somewhere deep inside, her heart yearned for Nemo, to tell her the truth, to smile at her without hiding her feelings, to hold her hand…
I guess, Logan thought as she said her goodbyes to the wolves and watched Kay do the same with Nemo and Mila, who had rejoined them, I really just wish I could have them both. But that was never going to happen. So the only thing left to do was to tell Kay the truth, be honest with her… and let Nemo go.
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Truth, Love and Dinner Plans


Something was very wrong with Logan. Kay had noticed it as soon as she’d gotten back from teaching Charlie control. At first, everything had been as she’d expected, with them clinging to her and wanting her close so they could just cuddle. And she had been so happy to provide just that with a hint of pride even, knowing that Logan loved her so dearly. But more and more, Kay had noticed her being distracted. When they went to dinner, when they went on walks or when they trained. Logan would look sad, nervous, and almost… guilty. Now, of course, Kay knew that had been because of Nemo and Mila just dropping off the radar.
But now, things were even worse. Logan was quiet on the way home, even though it was just a short drive from the wolves’ place. Nemo and Mila seemed fine, and Kay’s packmates seemed happy enough to get out of Vivian’s cramped apartment and somewhere further out of the city. Jin was bound to recover quickly as well. And yet her girlfriend just looked sad.
Kay stopped her truck and turned off the engine. She watched Logan as they continued to sit in the passenger seat, chin braced on their hand, looking out the window and straight at their house. “Logan,” Kay said. They looked at her with a start.
“Hm?” they asked. “Sorry, I was distracted. What were you saying?”
“Nothing. We’re here.” Kay frowned very gently as she watched Logan.
“Oh, good.” Even in exiting the vehicle Logan looked sluggish, lost in thought, sad. It couldn’t be about Nemo and Mila anymore. Or maybe it was about them being witches and not telling them? No, that couldn’t be it. They hid their own natures from people all the time, and it was simply a necessary fact of their existence.
Kay rubbed her neck and followed Logan inside. She had checked around the bar in a wide area and had found no trace of the mages. Apparently they had taken her threats to heart. According to Nemo, they weren’t even allowed to pursue them in another supernatural’s territory, especially not a werewolf’s. Magic had very little effect on wolves.
She put the mages out of her mind with a shake of her head. They wouldn’t dare come back. She’d made sure of that. And yet she couldn’t let go of this sense of unease as she locked the car and followed Logan inside.
They had a small dinner, and Kay found herself not having a great appetite. The whole time, Logan was quiet, lost in thought, and seemed upset about something. They only poked at their food. A few times during dinner, they looked up and opened their mouth as if to say something. But then a shadow darkened their expression and they remained quiet. And eventually, as they finished their dinner, Kay had enough of seeing them like that.
“Something’s going on,” she said, getting a look from Logan in return. They didn’t even try to deny it. Kay reached across the table and let her hand rest over her girlfriend’s. “I can tell when you’re upset. And I want to help. So… whenever you feel good to talk about it, I’ll be here, love.”
Logan turned her hand beneath Kay’s to grip and squeeze it. “You’re right,” she said after a little moment. “I… I want to talk about it. But… Could we do it later? While we’re cuddling, maybe? I just…” She looked like she was on the verge of tears as she whispered, “I just really need to hold you.”
The tone of their voice really struck Kay. It was soft, shaky, a little scared, almost. She got up right away and put their plates away. “Come here,” she said, beckoning Logan to get up as well. As soon as they did, with a little frown, she picked them up and carried them to the bedroom, even as they protested half-heartedly. Kay pushed them down on the bed, leaned over her with one arm braced on the mattress, and wrapped the other around Logan as she kissed them deeply. She let the kiss linger and, after a moment, Logan grabbed her too, wrapping their arms around her broad back, pushing fingers to the back of her neck and into her hair…
It was like they tried to lose themself in the touch. Like she needed it to finally sort her thoughts. And Kay was happy to oblige. She broke the kiss for just a moment, with Logan’s taste on her tongue. “You want to cuddle badly, don’t you?” she whispered and was answered with a shaky nod as Logan buried their face at her neck. They kissed her skin, prompting Kay to tilt her head a little for easier access as their lips brushed under her jaw, leaving little sparks of pleasure where they touched.
“Let’s get you ready then,” Kay whispered and ran her hands up Logan’s sides, under their shirt, brushing over their tender skin as she pulled it off. And then they kissed her again, deeply, moving from trailing kisses along her jaw to her lips in feverish desire. A soft chuckle escaped her at the soft noise Logan made when her fingers brushed higher, pushing along their frame with a gentle squeeze. Kay had to stop herself from simply pulling her close and continuing the kiss forever.
She put her hand on Logan’s chest and pushed them down a little. No words followed as she pinned them with her gaze and helped them pull the shirt off fully. Logan watched her, and their fang poked out over their lip a little as Kay unbuttoned her own shirt, never taking her dark brown eyes off those beautiful russet ones. She loved the way Logan’s fang sometimes stuck out, usually when she bit her lip. It just looked so adorable.
When Kay finally reached the top button, having taken her time amid somewhat heavy breaths, gently laboured from the deep kiss, she shrugged it off and went to throw it aside. But Logan reached up and put her hand over Kay’s. “Wait!” they said, eyes so full of need. “Can I have it? I… I want to have your smell around me…”
“That’s rather adorable of you,” Kay whispered with a faint smile. It wasn’t that unusual, but whenever she pointed out Logan being cute, they usually grumbled and blushed. This time, they melted.
The blush shot from their cheeks all over their face, to the tips of their pointed ears. “Well… I want it,” they insisted, bright red and adorable.
Kay chuckled and draped the shirt over Logan’s shoulders, smiling down at her. “Here you go, then.” They immediately slipped into it. It was large enough to fall down to their thighs when standing.
Kay let out a little hum, watching Logan be cute as her fingers played over the waistband of their pants. Logan closed a few of the buttons, and then it was right back to kissing. “Keep going,” they still whispered, moments before, with their lips brushing over one another. Then they crashed together again in an explosion of love and warmth. Kay let herself melt into Logan’s embrace, feeling the fingers on her back trace the lines of her muscles before gripping tight with desperate need. She pushed their pants down, getting rid of them, and then her own, shedding everything but their underwear. One arm remained braced on the bed, holding them both up. The other she wrapped around Logan and lifted them, just enough to push them a bit further onto the bed, following along and never breaking the kiss.
She huffed through her nose and breathed deep. Then she pushed Logan down once more, keeping them pinned with her weight as she kissed their jaw, their neck, and left little love bites on her skin. Their fingers clenched into her back, leaving faint scratches as a soft whimper escaped them, followed by an ever so faint purr.
Kay hummed and nosed up to her jaw, keeping her face buried at Logan’s neck. “I love you,” she whispered. Her voice had grown deeper, resonating with the words deep in her chest. Love filled her heart, and all she wanted in that moment was to take all the pain away from Logan, all the uncertainty and fear… She pushed a hand under Logan’s shirt to leave a gentle scratch on their own back. Nothing rough, just a little scrape that made them arch into her with a loving mumble. Kay pulled the blanket over them and continued to kiss along the underside of Logan’s jaw, to the other side of her neck, which was unmarked by any kisses. Her girlfriend let out another whine and canted her head to let her access that area.
Logan’s body was tense against hers. Kay had no issue recognizing this. After so many years of cuddling and sleeping together, she knew their body as well as her own, and she knew when something bothered them. So she didn’t hesitate or stop, she simply kept going until Logan let out a gentle gasp and her body began to relax. Very slowly they let themself go, sinking deeper into her arms and giving themself over to her embrace fully. They remained nestled together, legs gently tangled, arms around one another in such familiarity that for a moment Kay forgot where she was. This… This was her life. The gentle touches and loving embraces of her girlfriend were what fulfilled her. Every hug was a constant reminder of Logan’s love, the same love she wanted to give back. And for just a few minutes, they rested like this, sharing in each other’s warmth and comfortably familiar scent.
It wasn’t until Logan stirred gently and hugged her tighter that Kay kissed her forehead. “Are you feeling any better?” she said softly.
“I… Yes,” Logan whispered back. They smiled a little. “Thanks for the reminder.”
“Of course.” Kay would always remind Logan of how much she loved them. She very much enjoyed doing so. Now she rolled onto her side, giving them a little more room. “I adore you, my love.” She let her hand brush over Logan’s hair and to their jaw, eyes fixed on hers.
They smiled happily. Her eyes searched Kay’s for a moment before she let her hand run down along the large woman’s arm, up to her wrist. Logan’s fingers curled around hers so delicately, small and cool in her own hand. They lifted her hand and pressed a delicate kiss to Kay’s fingertips. “I don’t deserve you,” they whispered.
Kay frowned at their tone. She’d never heard Logan so down when talking about each other, and she didn’t like it. She moved a little, trying to get comfortable on the bunched up pillow as she rested her forehead against theirs. “Why do you say that?” she asked them gently and turned her hand, lacing her fingers into theirs. “I love you, and you love me. That is all I need for you to deserve me.”
Logan’s voice carried a nervous shudder as they spoke again. “It’s… complicated. And I didn’t know how to tell you. But… The truth is, I’ve been feeling strange about something… someone… for a while now.” Their eyes glistened with unspilled tears as they looked up at Kay. “I didn’t want to hurt you…”
“Shhh…” Kay kissed their knuckles gently. “You could never hurt me.”
“I love you. And I want to love only you…”
That made Kay raise an eyebrow, if only a little. Logan was clearly having trouble coming out and saying it, but she could tell where things were headed, if only roughly. It didn’t matter. She would love them no matter what. “But…?” she said in a soft and gentle tone, giving Logan a fond smile.
They sighed deeply. “Kay… I’m sorry, I can’t control it. And I feel horrible about it… But I think I’ve…” They hesitated, shuddering quietly. Kay pulled her close with an encouraging look. Logan sighed again. “I think I’ve caught feelings for Nemo.” Silence followed their words, and they clenched their eyes shut with a look of shame on their pretty face.
Kay watched them gently and just squeezed their hand. It didn’t matter. Truth be told, she had suspected it for a while now. Not this precise thing, but the way Logan had been acting around Nemo, the way they’d been… yes, it made sense, looking back. Still, she couldn’t help the nervous flutter in her chest, if only for a second. “I understand,” she said. “Feelings are… difficult. You can’t control them. Crushes can come and go. Love… happens.” At least that’s how she understood it, though she didn’t have much of a framework of reference. After all, Logan was the only person she’d ever loved.
“I’m sorry,” Logan whispered, pressing their forehead to Kay’s knuckles. “I just couldn’t hide it from you… That would have felt even worse! But you don’t have to worry.” Her voice was gently hoarse with emotion. “I’m sure it’ll pass, if I keep my distance…”
But that would be difficult, with the band, with them protecting the witches… Kay hummed. “Do you want it to pass?” she whispered back and was met by Logan’s incredulous, questioning look. She smiled softly and cuddled her smaller girlfriend. She thought for a moment, then said, “I don’t mind you being with Nemo.”
“Wh… What…?”
“Yeah. You still like me, don’t you?” she asked and got a fervent nod from Logan in return.
“Yes! Yes, of course! With every fibre of my being,” they whispered almost desperately and clutched Kay’s hand, making her smile softly.
“And you know what polyamory is, right?”
This time Logan’s eyes were full of confusion. “I… What’s that?”
Kay chuckled very gently. “Polyamory is when you have more than one partner who all know about each other. Consensually of course. There are different kinds, and different ways of doing things. We can talk about that in detail if you want, probably with Nemo, if she likes you back. I certainly think she has a thing for you too.” She shrugged a little, smiling faintly. “I really wouldn’t mind you dating her. She’s cute, and I can tell you really like her. I want what’s best for you, and… well, I love you.” She shrugged again as she said it, because it felt so simple and yet so true. Words had never really been her specialty, and putting her emotions out there wasn’t either. She just loved Logan, and that was that.
Logan frowned and looked down before searching for her eyes again. “So… It’s really alright if I wanted to date her too? You wouldn’t mind me… going on dates with her, or something?”
“Obviously I’d prefer to have you around me all the time,” Kay admitted. “But as I said, I love you, and I will have eternity with you. If you want to go on dates with her and that makes you happy… then yeah, I don’t mind. Just… don’t forget about me.” She brushed her fingers over Logan’s cheek gently at the last words, with them still holding her hand. Her voice had grown soft, and Logan clutched her even tighter.
“Never!” they promised in a whisper and pulled Kay close. “I could never forget you! You are my everything, you’re my home… I love you. Now and in a thousand years, I’ll always love you!”
Kay smiled and kissed their forehead. “Good. That’s all I need.” She hugged Logan closer and breathed in her scent. There was a tiny bit of a nervous flutter in her chest. After all, there was going to be a shift in their relationship. Still. She wasn’t scared of Logan leaving her or anything like that.
“Would it be terrible of me to ask you for help asking Nemo out?” Logan muttered just then.
Kay chuckled. “Don’t worry your pretty head, sweetheart,” she said, getting a purr in response. “I’ll support you, always. Besides…” She suddenly hesitated as a thought occurred to her. “Hang on, Logan… You’ve met my mom.”
Logan looked up at her with a frown. “Yeah, so?”
“You’ve met her husband. And her girlfriend. Both of them at the same time. We had dinner together!”
Logan suddenly blushed darkly. “W-Well— That was different! Kay, shut up, stop laughing!”
She didn’t, of course. It was just so funny to her that Logan had completely blanked on polyamory despite knowing her parents. “You met them! You even talked to them about being married to each other!” she laughed.
“Look, it was a long time ago, okay??”
“That’s so fucking funny…” Kay hummed, grinning. This was probably the most emotion she’d ever shown on her face. Logan just had a way of making her laugh.
“I didn’t register it!” Logan complained. “It seemed natural—”
“Well, it is,” Kay chuckled.
“SHUSH!”
“How could three adults loving each other consensually ever not be natural?”
Logan glared at her, much less shy now. “Look! I didn’t think of it for myself, okay? Now SHUT!”
Kay just laughed and kissed her girlfriend, cutting off their justifications. Little laughs still racked her body, and she grinned into the kiss while Logan blushed and complained. If this was what she had to look forward to, then maybe Logan dating Nemo would be enjoyable for her as well. Either way… Kay was simply happy that her girlfriend, the person she loved most in the world, could finally smile properly again.
***
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Nemo loved brunch. Well, she loved sleeping in late and having big breakfasts, so, naturally, brunch was her favourite meal of the day. And today, brunch had the added bonus of being for a bunch of hot people. Like, really hot people. Everybody in Kay’s family was just so gorgeous. Not as gorgeous as Kay and Logan, but still! Maybe it was the werewolf bite that made them pretty? Nemo really wanted some blood to experiment with, and, finally, she had gotten permission from Kay as the huge woman carried a table into the large dining room as if it weighed nothing.


“Fine!” Kay relented, surprisingly. “The next time one of us ends up injured, we’ll get you some, okay? But don’t get your hopes up,” she added and set the table down.
Vivian nodded, carrying a bunch of chairs in as well. “Yeah,” she said, casting a brief look outside to the gentle snowfall that had started to paint the trees. It was an oddly cold day, so Nemo had really enjoyed staying in and making food. “Werewolf blood is incredibly dangerous, so all of us are taught very early on to never get injured unless necessary, and certainly to never spread it around.”
“All of you?”
“Even the youngest wolf,” Vivian affirmed with a nod.
Charlie’s voice rang through the house from the backyard. “Nemo? Do you still want some of my blood? I, uh… well, I don’t think I still need it, since it’s not in my body right now…”
Kay facepalmed. “It’s been five minutes,” she muttered. “Five minutes since she went outside. What is that kid doing…?”
“Oh, cut her some slack,” Nemo giggled. “She’s just having fun, and sometimes you get scratched up!” She loved having Charlie around. Charlie got her. Well, as much as a fifteen-year-old could, but still, she was fun to play with, always eagerly asking questions, and she matched Nemo’s energy. Meanwhile, Kris loved to just look gorgeous and play cards or chess with Mila to pass the time, and Fang alternated between the two always with a little smile on her dark, full lips. (Literally everyone in this house was gorgeous! And now they were all Nemo’s friends and someday she would have their blood!!)
“I’ll go patch up Charlie,” Kay said with a little sigh and a faint smile. “Again. You two hold down the fort.” She ruffled Nemo’s hair in passing.
“Yes ma’am!” She beamed up at the big woman. Maybe she was imagining it, but Kay seemed to be a little friendlier with her. Logan also seemed to be doing better. Their smile was just as hot as the day Nemo had met them. Speak of the incredibly hot she/they devil…
“Hey, Nemo?” Logan called from the kitchen. “Could, um… Could you come to the kitchen real quick? I need some hel— JESUS!” They flinched a little when Nemo was suddenly right there.
“Yes, hi, I’m here!” She beamed at Logan too. “What do you need?” She finally took a moment to cast a look around the kitchen. Logan was supposed to help Jin and Mila with the last of the food while the wolves broke out the larger table and brought up more chairs from the basement. “Where’s Mila?”
“She, ah…” The pretty vampire rubbed their neck a little and closed the kitchen door. “She’s dealing with something… I actually wanted to talk to you in private.”
“Oh. Sure, what is it?” Nemo gave them another bright smile. She tried to push down the butterflies in her stomach. The more she had thought about Logan after the whole business with the Magehunter Knights, the more drawn to them she felt. At some points she had even fantasized that they might be her soulmate— after all, every witch was bound to be drawn to their soulmate. That’s how magic worked. But that was a silly thought.
“So, I’ve been thinking…”
Logan was in a relationship and Nemo wouldn’t want to ever get in between that. Never ever. The two were too perfect together to even fantasize about them being apart.
“We’ve known each other for a while. And I’ve always felt… pretty strongly about you.”
Logan was just a friend. Kay was just a friend. Eventually they would go back to their lives, and until the next time she saw them, Nemo would be alone. Without them. And that was fine.
“I recently realized… I really like you. As in… romantically. And I understand this is probably a lot to take in, but… I wanted to know if you felt the same.”
Nemo kept nodding with every sentence, as she had been doing, and then pursed her lips, humming. “Excuse me, could, um… Could you repeat that?” She blinked at Logan, sure that she had misheard, being distracted. And she watched their nervous expression melt into a gently flustered one, complete with a faint blush as they glanced aside.
“Nemo… I like you. And… I think you like me too. So…” The words only came out nervous and falteringly. Logan took a deep breath and looked her in the eye. “Would you like to go out with me…?”
Nemo stood there for a solid ten seconds, just taking the words in. Then she grinned. “Would I??” she beamed and jumped at Logan, hugging them. “Hell yeah! Of course!”
Logan looked at her flustered for a moment, then a big, goofy grin spread across her lips. “Yeah? For real?”
“Of course!” Nemo beamed happily, squeezing them. Then, amid the fluttering swarm of butterflies in her stomach and the happy screaming in her head, a thought occurred. “Wait… but what about Kay?” Ideally this meant that Kay also wanted to be there. Nemo certainly wouldn’t mind…
“Oh, she suggested it, actually. She said she didn’t mind me dating someone if it’s what made me happy. Of course I’m not breaking up with her, I’d just be dating you while also being with her, if that’s good with you,” Logan explained with a sheepish chuckle, dashing Nemo’s hopes.
But, well… Being able to date one person that appeared to be out of reach was already more than she could have hoped for, so Nemo nodded. “Right. Yeah, I’m good with that,” she said, masking her faint disappointment with a smile. “So long as you really don’t break up because of me. I…” She hugged and squeezed Logan gently. “You’re my friends. I don’t wanna be the cause of that.”
Logan squeezed her back and Nemo felt a gentle kiss on the crown of her head. “I promise you, we’ll still be as close as ever.”
“Yeah… I should still talk to Kay myself though,” Nemo mumbled and nuzzled into Logan.
“I would appreciate that.”
“Okay! Don’t move, I’ll be right back!” Nemo left Logan standing there with a faintly bemused grin as she dashed off, nearly running into Jin and Mila who had been eavesdropping.
She found Kay in the backyard, taking a breather. She looked so pretty. In the late fall weather, everything seemed grey and discoloured, but Kay… She almost seemed to be glowing. Then she turned her head, and Nemo suppressed a pleasant shudder at the intense look in her brown eyes.
“Hi…” Nemo mumbled, suddenly feeling a tiny bit embarrassed. She tried hard to keep the blush from forming on her cheeks, but that wasn’t going to happen since Mila had cursed her to blush around pretty people when she was around fourteen years old.
“Hey, kid,” Kay said and immediately bit her lip. “Ah. Sorry. I should probably stop calling you that, seeing as you and Logan are together now.” She said it so casually that it nearly dispelled Nemo’s pout at being called a kid.
Fortunately, she was very good at pouting. “Well, duh! I’m not a kid!” she said and walked up to the big woman, huddling into the sweater she’d stolen from Mila to ward off the chill of the autumn air. “Why do you even do that?”
“Well, when someone’s younger than me…” Kay shrugged. “Guess it’s just a habit.” She looked down, and for the first time Nemo felt like things were a little awkward between them. She hesitated, but then reached out and tugged gently at Kay’s sleeve. The big woman looked down at her with intense eyes.
“So…” Nemo mumbled. “You’re really okay with Logan and I dating? Without you?”
Kay watched her for a moment, then nodded with a tiny bit of a smile. “Yeah,” she said. “Logan likes you. Really likes you. And I want her to be happy. And, let’s be honest… you like her too.”
Nemo groaned and hid her face. “Was it obvious? I tried hard not to show it!”
A soft, soothing chuckle emanated from Kay’s beautiful lips. “It wasn’t super obvious,” she said comfortingly and placed her big, warm hand on Nemo’s head for a gentle ruffle. “But looking back, yeah. It makes sense. And I really don’t mind.”
“Okay,” Nemo said. “But you have to promise me you and Logan won’t break up!” she demanded from Kay and watched the light shift over her scars as the big woman turned a little more to her. For a brief moment she looked almost surprised. “You guys are my friends, and you’re both hot and pretty together, and even a blind person can tell you love each other so much!”
“She’s right!” Jin called from the house.
“Stop eavesdropping!” Kay chided them with a playful eyeroll.
Nemo grumbled at the interruption. “I mean it!” She pouted a little. “I don’t wanna be the reason why you break up or something.”
Kay looked down at her and smiled so softly. She was so pretty when she smiled, even if it was almost imperceptibly faint. “I promise, we won’t,” she said in that deep, soothing voice of hers. It seemed to somehow carry more weight than usual. “Logan and I… We are prepared and willing to spend eternity together. They don’t age. I’ll live forever as well. And we already know that we’ll be with each other no matter what. That being said…” She smirked a little, showing pretty, white teeth. “It’s very sweet that you asked for this specifically. It’s also cute that you think you could tear us apart.”
“Well, I just wanted to make sure,” Nemo said with a little smile of her own. She bounced impatiently, then asked. “Soooo can I still hug you?”
“Sure—”
Nemo basically tackled Kay. She felt like a wall made out of muscles and puppies. She always smelled so nice as well. Then, Nemo squeezed the big woman once and dashed off. “Don’t stay outside too long, it’s cold!”
“Sure thing, Nemo,” Kay chuckled, watching her leave as she stood in the grey world like a beacon of warmth.
Nemo dashed past Mila and Jin again, and into the kitchen, where Logan was nervously pacing. They looked up at her when she burst in. “Okay!” Nemo said with a happy smile. “I got permission to go on a date with you! So, wanna go out with me?”
Logan blinked at her as she approached. “But… I already asked you—”
“Shhhh, shhshhshh!” Nemo delicately put a finger on their soft, pretty lips. “Just say yes!”
Logan smiled so lovingly. And then, very gently, they nodded and took Nemo’s hand, squeezing it. Nemo beamed up at them and hugged them tight. A little part of her wished Kay had wanted to go on a date too, but it was fine. She was going to have her hands full either way. After all, she’d never gone on a date with someone.
It’s fine, she thought as she squeezed Logan tight. We got this, I got this, I GOT THIS. She only had to take one of the most beautiful, smart, badass people she knew out on a date and impress them. And really, how hard could that be?
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Stars, Blood and Kisses


Kay kept her eyes on the road, focusing on it as she drove quietly through the night. A part of her mind was still hung up on Logan and Nemo, but… no, she really didn’t mind that the two of them liked each other. Logan had come to her and told her the truth. Nemo had come to check in with her immediately instead of just taking Logan’s word for it. It was clear the little witch was nervous about dating, even if she hid it pretty well. Understandable, since Logan was utterly gorgeous and amazing in every way. Nemo clearly hadn’t dated before, but she had the right instincts about how to communicate. They would do well together.
“Where are we going?” Charlie asked for the hundredth time, pulling Kay from her thoughts.
“Patience,” she said cryptically.
“But I’ve been patient!”
Kay shot her a brief glance. “Asking me every other minute where we’re going or how long it’s gonna take does not inspire an image of patience,” she said with a little smile. It was a good night for what they were planning. The forecast had announced light snowfall, one of those random cold days, but the sky had been clear the whole day regardless.
Charlie groaned and rubbed her face. “But I’m bored!” she whined.
“Ten more minutes,” Kay promised. “Then we’ll be there. If you can hold out that long, we’ll make you something nice at home.”
Charlie gasped. “Dessert??” A bright grin appeared on her face in anticipation.
Kay shook her head with a little sigh. “Logan spoils you with dessert.”
“They just need an excuse to have sweets too. Besides,” Charlie said, “sweets are fucking great!”
“You better be brushing your teeth well,” Kay warned her. “If you lose them, they don’t grow back.”
“Of course!” Charlie beamed, and Kay realized too late that the cute little wolf had managed to coax her into a conversation. She usually enjoyed a comfortable quiet, whereas Charlie preferred to talk. When the young wolf managed to lure her into talking, Kay hardly noticed and she barely ever minded. She was just too cute.
The older werewolf sighed with a tiny little smile and pulled off the road, onto a path leading up to a secluded forest. But she stopped the truck halfway there, far out of view of the road, just as Charlie asked, “So… You’re really okay with Logan dating Nemo?”
Kay paused and gave her a look.
The kid looked down a little. “You’re not gonna break up, are you?” she asked with a nervous sadness to her voice.
Kay smiled softly at Charlie and reached over to ruffle her hair. “No, kid. We’re not breaking up. Come on, I wanna show you something.” She got out of the car and watched the young wolf do the same. Kay hummed and closed the door, then went to the front of the car and hopped up to sit on the hood. “Come on!” She patted the space beside her, and Charlie clambered up to sit there.
“What are we doing here?” Charlie asked as Kay leaned back against the windshield, using her hand behind her head as a cushion.
“I wanted to show you something,” she said.
But Charlie hugged her knees, seemingly unable to relax. “Kay…?” she muttered after a moment. “Do you promise you and Logan aren’t breaking up?”
Kay sighed softly and sat up again. She put an arm around Charlie’s shoulders and pulled her close. “I promise you,” she whispered. “Listen, Charlie… I know you’ve been told all your life that some things work with relationships and others never will. But here’s the thing… If you want to make it work, and your partner wants to make it work, there’s no reason why it wouldn’t.” She ran her hand over Charlie’s red-blond hair. “Maybe you think Logan won’t love me as much if they have Nemo. I don’t see it that way. What I see is my girlfriend being capable of so much love that there’s enough for me and Nemo both. I trust Logan. They would never abandon me. And I would never leave her behind or push her away for feeling more love.”
“But… I always got told that loving someone when you’re in a relationship is bad,” Charlie mumbled, resting her head to Kay’s big shoulder.
She shrugged ever so gently. “It would have been if they’d tried to hide it. Instead, they came to me and we talked about it. Sure, I could say I didn’t like Logan being with anyone else, but… I know they love me. With every part of their being. It doesn’t bother me. I want them to be as happy as they make me.” She rubbed her neck a little. “It’s… a little difficult to explain. But there are many different kinds of love and this… This can work for us because Logan, Nemo and I talk to each other, respect each other, and care about each other. Ideally maybe Nemo would like me too, but… She’s already very sweet and kind, and I don’t mind having her close.”
Charlie looked up at her with big, curious eyes. Curious and still a little nervous. “You’re sure?” she asked. “I mean… It sounds nice. I’m just concerned… for you guys,” she added a bit too quickly.
Kay smiled and ruffled Charlie’s hair. “I’m sure,” she said in that deep, soothing tone of hers. “I love Logan. They love me. We’re a family, and you are a part of it, forever.” She gave the kid a little kiss on the head and held her reassuringly. “Don’t you worry ’bout a thing.” She leaned back again, resting against the windshield once more, and this time Charlie followed suit.
After a moment, Kay nudged the kid and pointed up. Charlie followed her gaze and gasped softly. Now that their eyes had gotten used to the lack of light, the stars were clearly visible to them in the night sky. Not just that. Kay still remembered what the night sky had looked like when she was young. Now it was virtually covered in stars the human eye could not perceive, a glowing collection of countless suns with countless worlds orbiting them, far out in the impossible expanse of the universe.
“Your eyes are different, even in human form,” she explained as Charlie rested her head on her thick arm, snuggled close. “This is a sight only we get to see. I like to come out here sometimes, where it’s quiet and beautiful.”
Charlie nodded. They were quiet for a while, with no further words needed. Then Charlie turned to hug Kay. “Thanks,” she whispered, burying her face at her neck. “For everything.”
Kay hummed softly, a sound that rose from deep in her chest, and moved her hand to run it over the Kid’s hair. “Don’t mention it,” she whispered and pushed her fingers into Charlie’s hair to give her a gentle, loving ruffle as she felt the first happy tears hit her skin.
***
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Music had been Logan’s passion since she’d been a kid. Something about it just spoke to them. They’d grown up listening to a lot of bands in the 1960s, and they’d been just old enough to really get into it when punk rock really got its start. The rhythms went through her bones, and they felt the lyrics in their heart. Especially when the singer had a voice like Valerie’s. She was something else when she sang, hitting every note, putting passion into every word, emphasizing just right… She lived the music, and Logan lost herself in it, with a smirk on their face and their whole body flashing hot with excitement.
The song ended with a bang, a sudden crescendo and then an abrupt stop. For a moment they all remained there, still, frozen, captivated by the force of their own performance. Then Valerie let the tension drop from her, and they all took a breath. “That,” Logan said, “was fucking awesome! Good job!” She gave Val a pat on the shoulder and looked to Jin and Mila, who were both grinning wide. “Right, I think that’s enough for today. We’re making good progress!”
“Any way your rich girlfriend can help us get our next gig?” Jin teased.
Logan chuckled softly to herself. “You can’t see it, but I’m rolling my eyes.”
“Don’t worry, I felt it.”
“They do have a point,” Mila said. “We’re good enough to try a bigger venue. And I’m eager to show off the magic paints!”
“Right…” Logan rubbed her neck a little, thinking. Mila and Nemo had offered to make them magic paints that were easier to apply and remove and would glow neon without the use of expensive blacklights. “Listen, guys… I know Kay could probably hook us up with something, but… I really wanna do this myself. It feels like cheating if I’d just ask her.”
“The music business is all about connections,” Valerie said as she began to clean up their equipment, collecting the cables for her guitar and rolling it up. “How is it any different from Jin asking their neighbour if they want us for their party?”
“I dunno…” Logan shrugged. “It just… She’s my girlfriend, and it feels like an unfair advantage. I wanna feel like we’re actually getting somewhere on our own merits.” Of course they knew that was silly. Plenty of musicians were great but got nowhere because they didn’t have the right connections. For most of her life, that had been her, too. Even after being Turned, Logan had tried to make it in the music industry, to no avail so far. At times it had been discouraging… but they’d always kept going.
They kept thinking about it as they helped the others tidy up and Jin and Mila got ready to leave early for their date. They were so lost in thought that they barely registered Valerie working next to her, and flinched when a hand landed on their shoulder.
“Whoa, sorry,” Val said. “Didn’t mean to startle you, but you weren’t answering.”
“Oh, fuck, sorry.” Logan looked around, missing Jin and Mila. “Did they leave already…?” She felt bad for not saying goodbye.
“Nah, just both went to the bathroom to freshen up a little. That last song was… quite something,” Valerie chuckled. She gave Logan a look out of her deep blue eyes. “What’s wrong with you?”
They rubbed their neck, averting her eyes from Val. “Just… nothing,” they sighed, pushing the blood hunger down. Now that she was focusing again, Valerie’s scent was enticing. And they hadn’t eaten in a bit… but that wasn’t the issue. “Been thinking about what you guys said, about asking Kay. I just… I wanna achieve things for myself. But I feel like I’m being selfish, forcing this on you guys too.”
Her purple-haired friend hummed and leaned her hip against the amp, arms crossed. “I get that,” she said. “But I think you’re worrying too much. Kay loves you, doesn’t she? She’s your perfect partner. She’s perfect. Do you really think she’d make things easy for you when she knows that you wanna work for them?”
“I…” Logan sighed. “No. She wouldn’t. You’re right. I just… I don’t wanna ask more of her right now. She helped us get a new place for practice, and she gave us a chance to play at the bar. She keeps going out of her way to help Charlie, which also eats at her free time, and now I’m asking her to let me date Nemo—”
“She was the one who encouraged that, you said so yourself.”
Logan growled quietly. “I know that!” they said. “But still! I’m asking so much of her, and I’m not giving back much! I just… I feel like I’m taking advantage of her.” She rubbed her face a little. Of course they knew they were being silly. Kay’s support was not dependent on quid pro quo. It was love, pure and simple. But they still didn’t feel comfortable asking her for more when she was already giving them so much. Besides, they’d never been great with asking anyone for help in the first place.
Logan sighed very, very deeply when she met Valerie’s judgemental stare. “Fiiiiine,” they grumbled. “I’ll fucking try to ask her.”
“Not just her,” Val said. “You’re terrible at asking for any kind of help. Like that time you got completely overwhelmed at the bar but wouldn’t just fucking call me to help after I already said I would!”
Heat pooled at Logan’s cheeks at the statement. “Hey!” they protested. “We agreed that didn’t happen!”
“Should’ve gotten that in writing, buddy. I’m never gonna let you live it down.”
“Asshole.”
“Love you too.” Valerie replied with a chuckle.
Logan smiled a little bit. Val always knew how to take their mind off things. They hugged her out of the blue and felt her stiffen before she slowly leaned into the embrace. “Thanks,” Logan whispered, hugging her friend close.
“What are friends for?” Valerie hugged them back and gave them gentle pats.
A deep, clicking purr escaped Logan as Val’s scent enveloped them. They were due for a date with Nemo today, and they really shouldn’t go out hungry… She cleared her throat. “Say, Val,” she hummed. “Since you want me to ask for help more, could you help me? It’s been a bit since I’ve had blood…”
They felt Valerie perk up at the question. “Yeah, sure! It’s been a while since I donated, so it should be fine!” True to her word, Valerie had very eagerly offered them blood as a way to repay Logan and Kay for their help. It wasn’t all that different to how Nemo and Mila kept bringing them snacks, and, to be quite honest, Logan preferred Valerie over most of the other blood donors.
They had Kay of course, who had lots of blood and recovered it quickly, and then there were a few old friends, but Valerie was someone they saw on a regular basis and had a closer relationship with. It just made things more comfortable. And hearing how eager she was to help felt nice too. It was always difficult to open up about the whole vampire thing to anyone, so having her friend accept them so readily was nice.
Logan purred louder as they leaned back. “Just a little bit,” they said. “I’ll make sure to pay you back.” They slid their hand down Valerie’s arm, feeling the warmth inside themself, and took her hand gently.
“Nerd,” Val chuckled. “This is me paying you back.”
Logan nodded and still resolved to do something nice for her at some point. She squeezed Val’s hand. “Mind if I drink from your hand? I don’t wanna mess up your clothes. And I only need a quick top-up,” they said and tried not to let their mouth water too much in anticipation of tasty blood.
“Sure thing.”
“Do you want to sit? Get some water fist? Or a towel? Maybe—” Valerie’s chuckle interrupted Logan. “What?”
“Nothing, nothing,” Val said with a wave of her free hand. “It’s just… Even when you need only a tiny bit of blood, you’re really sweet and concerned. It’s just… you’re great, Logan. I’m glad to be your friend.”
Logan scowled, more embarrassed at the soft tone and look than anything else, brought Val’s hand to their lips, and bit down. There was a brief shudder that went through Valerie, almost a flinch. But then Logan’s venom was already numbing the area, making the experience barely even inconvenient. They held Valerie’s hand tight, lips pressed over the large vein they’d nicked with their sharp fangs, and lapped up the warm, salty blood that rushed down their throat. As always, drinking blood made them think of Kay, who had offered them her life and blood even shortly after they’d first met. No more taking blood from people passed out in bars. No more scrounging together money to get someone to donate. No more nights of burning, dreadful hunger when they couldn’t get their fill.
From the first time that Kay had seen them suffer from a lack of blood, she’d been there, always and without fail, and even now Logan could almost smell their girlfriend right by their side, could almost feel her gentle touch as she pulled them close, and the sensation of her kiss on their head.
And then, as quickly as it had begun, it was over. Logan pulled away and leaned in once more to lick the bite shut. Most Bloods didn’t have this convenient ability, but one lick from her and the skin closed a fraction and the blood clotted at the surface.
Valerie chuckled as Logan released her hand. “You did that on purpose,” she hummed, referring to the quick bite that had resulted in a little sting.
“You were being a nerd. Besides, I was gentle.”
Val raised an eyebrow, crossing her arms again. “Oh, you were, were you?”
“Yeah.” Logan showed off their own hand, the one with numerous little bite marks on it. “Had to practice on myself at first, and trust me… you’ve got nothing to whine about.”
“Oof. Looks rough.”
“I still didn’t whine about it,” they joked and bumped Val gently with their elbow. They kept up their banter for a minute longer. Then Kay walked in with Charlie, and Logan’s eyes lit up. They rushed over to Kay and almost jumped on her, hugging her tight. “Hi!”
“Hey, sweetheart,” Kay said with a deep hum and wrapped them up in her powerful arms. “How was practice?”
“It was great,” Logan said and leaned back to rest her forehead against Kay’s. They sighed happily and took in her scent. The smell of grass and dirt roads clung to her ever so faintly. She’d been out stargazing. “How was your evening?”
“It was nice,” Kay hummed and cupped Logan’s cheek. She brushed a thumb over their lip, cleaning away some blood, much to Logan’s embarrassment. “I see you also had a little snack.”
“Just a little,” they confirmed and nuzzled more into their girlfriend until Kay leaned down so their feet could touch the ground again. She let them go with a soft, loving smile. Logan had been so worried about their feelings for Nemo at first, but nothing had changed at all between them and Kay. Maybe they had even gotten closer.
They looked at Charlie, who was inspecting everything with big, curious eyes. “Did you like the stars, Charlie?” they asked.
“Mm-hm!” The young werewolf nodded very eagerly. Her eyes glowed brightly as she met Logan’s. “There were so many, and they were so bright and made pretty shapes, and Kay showed me her favourite star cluster, which is actually a nebula, but normal people can only see it with a telescope, which is like a magnifying glass for space…”
Charlie kept babbling about all the things Kay had shown her, and Logan leaned into their girlfriend, listening and nodding along happily. Their hand rested gently in Kay’s, squeezing fondly, feeling her warmth.
Jin and Mila rejoined them a moment later, and Kay helped them get all their most expensive, portable equipment into her truck. Logan took a deep breath of the chill air when she stepped outside the building. Charlie was still excitedly talking to Valerie about the equipment and music, and how awesome she looked, which had Val beaming happily.
They dropped Valerie off at her place. It was a small place that Logan had been to several times, not too far from where they practised. Homely and cozy.
“Thanks for the ride!” Val said and hugged Logan, who had squeezed onto the back seat with the others. She gave Charlie a little pat on the head. “You keep being awesome, kiddo.”
“I will! I’m gonna be as strong as Kay someday!” Charlie said with a little flex. She looked so much happier and more confident than when Logan had first met her, it made her chest feel all warm.
Kay nodded and exited the car to give Valerie a hug as well. “See ya ’round, kid.”
“Sure thing. Thanks again,” Val hummed as she nuzzled into Kay. She waved goodbye to the others when Kay released her, endured a little hair ruffle, and left them.
Kay got into her car and started it up again. It was nice and warm from the previous drive, and Logan tried to relax a little. But she couldn’t. That nervous flutter in their gut wouldn’t leave them alone. Today was the day. Their first date with Nemo. They’d picked out a restaurant at the edge of Wolfshire, where the city became more populated. The weather was still nice enough for a walk, though of course they had to do it at night or risk Logan burning in the sun a little.
The whole thing just had them nervous. They went on lots of dates with Kay, but it had been over forty years since their first dates. They knew what each other liked. But with Nemo, everything was new and frightening… Logan barely registered them reaching the house where all of Kay’s siblings were living with Nemo. They said goodbye to Jin and Mila and returned to their own home, where Charlie immediately went to make some food. She was practicing hard so she could make her own snacks and desserts.
Logan sighed, carrying their guitar inside, but as soon as the door closed she was suddenly enveloped in big, strong arms. Kay kissed her head, then her jaw, then her neck. Logan groaned softly and leaned into the touch, grateful for the distraction.
“You need to relax,” their girlfriend whispered.
“I know,” Logan muttered. “It’s just… today is the day. ”
“And?”
They were quiet for a moment. “And I’m scared of not being enough.”
There was a little pause. Kay took Logan’s guitar case and leaned it against the wall of their entrance hallway. She turned Logan around and cupped their cheeks in warm, strong hands. “You are perfect,” she said, her tone deep and soothing and full of love. Her warm, varnished oak eyes remained fixed on Logan’s russet ones as her thumbs brushed over their fair skin. “You are kind, loving, and bring joy to everything you touch. You are passionate and strong. Nemo couldn’t ask for anyone better to care for her.”
The compliments made Logan blush and falter. They rested their own hands over Kay’s. “You mean it?” they whispered.
“Yes.” Kay’s voice was firm and even. Comforting. “I know it.”
“And you’re really okay with—” A kiss interrupted Logan. It was deep and filled with all the gentle passion and care Kay put into their daily lives so naturally by now. Logan felt their knees getting weak as they sank into their tall girlfriend and made a soft noise that got swallowed by her lips.
When Kay broke the contact, leaving Logan gently panting, fingers clenched into her sleeves for more, she still watched them with such love. “You are so beautiful,” she whispered.
“No…” Logan grumbled, almost pouting. It wasn’t fair that Kay was so gorgeous.
“And you’re adorable when you pout.” Kay brushed a thumb across their bottom lip.
“Fuck off…” The words were a whisper full of desperate love.
Kay chuckled and rested their foreheads together. “I love you with all my heart. From now until the end of time,” she whispered, and Logan knew it was the truth. “You are perfect as you are, and it brings me so much joy to watch you grow and learn and pursue your goals. Nemo can see it too. All you have to do is be yourself.”
Logan was quiet for just a few moments, but they felt like an eternity to them. They were lost in Kay’s eyes, captured by the kindness and love within them. Their lips parted gently, and they whispered, “I will forever love you. At all times, my heart will be yours. Always has been. And I’m so grateful that you let me share it regardless.”
“Naturally.” Kay kissed them again, and Logan melted into her touch once more, finally letting all the tension drop from them.
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Love Pains


Despite Kay’s kisses and gentleness, Logan found herself quite nervous when she did show up in front of Nemo’s home. Kay had put her at ease and had even helped her dress up. She’d opted to go with a nice, grey button-down, a sweater over the top because of the cold, and their nicest pair of boots.
When they knocked on Nemo’s door, it flew open, and the cute girl was right there, lavender eyeshadow and purple lipstick in place, wearing her black and white fur lined sweater and a black crop top with dark skull embroidery on it. “Hi!” she beamed happily. “You’re early!”
“Couldn’t wait,” Logan chuckled. “You ready to go? I don’t wanna keep you too late…”
“Oh, I don’t mind at all!” Nemo practically bounced into their arms to hug them tight. She was so warm, soft and cuddly. Like Kay, but smaller. “So, we’re going on a walk? And then dinner?”
“That’s the plan,” Logan hummed. Truth be told, they’d wanted to make something for Nemo herself, but they were still a terrible cook, and they didn’t want to ask Kay for help. It felt… unfair to take advantage of her kindness in a relationship that didn’t necessarily involve her.
Of course Kay sees it differently, they admitted to themself, remembering how Kay had been so kind, supportive, and eager to help her pick out an outfit that was warm enough, as well as pretty. Kay would immediately help them make food. But this… I want to do this myself. They smiled at Nemo softly. Maybe in due time they could ask Kay if it would be okay to have Nemo over for dinner. They wanted the people she liked to get along.
Nemo took their arm and leaned into them as soon as they were back on the sidewalk. Logan felt a flutter in their chest at the touch. Nemo looked so happy, bouncing alongside them and keeping pace despite her smaller stature. “How was your day?” Logan asked her.
“Oh, it was great!” Nemo giggled, squeezing their arm. “I tried a new spell recipe! It was with a cake, and then when I had it done and put the cake back in the oven, it didn’t burn!”
The vampire tilted their head. “So… It’s a spell that stops food from burning?” she asked. As far as she understood it, Nemo could use everyday ingredients to make magic.
“Yup!” Nemo beamed. “It was a rousing success!” Her ankle boots made little clacking sounds on the sidewalk.
“Damn, that could make even me into a good cook,” Logan chuckled.
Nemo hummed softly. “Well, you’ll still need to use the spell first, so you’ll need me there. But I’m sure you can learn to cook if you put your mind to it! You’re a smart bean!”
It was a simple little compliment, and it still made Logan blush and rub their neck sheepishly. Nemo’s voice alone sent little happy shivers through them, warming them to their very core. “Thanks,” they chuckled a little bashfully. “I’ll try and become as good as you someday.”
“You can do it!”
Logan couldn’t help but smile at Nemo’s supportive and excited giggles. “Say, aren’t you cold?” they asked with a shy look to Nemo’s exposed midriff. “We can still go back and get you something warmer.”
Nemo pouted playfully. “Aw, don’t you like it?”
“Of course I do!” Logan immediately said, surprising herself a little with how quickly they responded. They followed up, more controlled, “But I don’t want you to suffer to impress me.”
The witch smiled and leaned up to pat Logan’s cheek. “Oh Logan,” she giggled. “Hoe know no cold.”
Her skin had a feverish warmth on Logan’s. They stared at her and nodded slowly. “Noted…” Their mind wandered to Kay and her apparent inability to feel cold. Well, it wasn’t quite like that. She just didn’t seem to care much about the cold.
Nemo hummed and squeezed Logan’s arm to her chest. “Let’s keep going,” she said. “This night is already perfect, so let’s see what else you have in store for me!”
“We’ve barely done anything, though,” Logan chuckled as they started walking again.
The cute little witch looked up at them with a smile. “You’re perfect. So that’s a good start,” she said, and this time it wasn’t just Logan who had a gentle flush on their cheeks.
***Dating Nemo turned out to be incredible fun. Logan felt a little protective of her during their walk, peering into the shadows for Magehunter Knights or anything else, but very quickly Nemo’s banter managed to soften them enough to draw their attention. A little while later, they were even smiling, and that seemed to make Nemo even happier. Time melted away, and so did the distance beneath their feet. Before Logan knew what hit them, they’d been standing in front of the restaurant where she’d made reservations. Well, technically it wasn’t them who’d made the reservation. On such short notice, the place they’d had their heart set on had been fully booked, right up until Kay had taken the phone from Logan’s hand, had dropped her last name and a sum of money that could probably keep the bar stocked for months just so they’d try and get Logan and Nemo in somewhere.
It was really nice having a hot rich girlfriend. Not that that was what Logan loved about her, but the sheer display of confidence had made her feel things. Kay was simply fucking awesome. She never used her name or her family’s resources for anything personal — except when it came to Logan, apparently.
They were led to a nice, round table in a booth with soft, red cushions. The tablecloth alone looked like they’d broken out their best. Luckily they hadn’t broken out the silverware. If they even had any.
Nemo looked around super excited and with bright, happy eyes. “This place is so nice!”
“It’s my favourite place,” Logan said as they slid into the booth opposite Logan. “It has actual Italian food, instead of just a lot of pasta dishes.”
“You like Italian, then?” Nemo asked. She kicked her legs gently, never able to sit fully still. It was adorable. Logan liked watching her little quirks.
They smiled at her. “Of course. I grew up in Italy.”
Nemo gasped. “For real? Oh, so that’s what that accent is! It’s pretty, you should talk lots!”
A little chuckle escaped Logan with their blush. “You think so?”
“Oh, yeah, it’s hot!”
Logan nearly choked on the water they’d been brought immediately. “U-Um… hot??” they repeated, caught a little off guard. Nemo didn’t seem to notice. In fact, it didn’t seem like she’d meant anything by it at all. Logan smiled a little. Nemo was just very quick to express herself however she felt.
“Yup, hot!” the cute witch casually confirmed as she looked over the menu.
“I appreciate the compliment,” Logan said with a gentle chuckle. Their voice was soft, slow, a gentle, relaxed drawl. Nemo giggled happily and brushed her lavender hair back behind her ear. “So, where are you from?” Logan asked. “I don’t think you ever told us.”
“Oh, I’m technically from Halton Hills,” Nemo explained. “Which is sort of on the outskirts of the Greater Toronto Area, but I’m not really from there, it’s just where our waygate is.”
A gentle frown creased Logan’s brow. They completely forgot about the menu lying in front of them. “What’s a waygate?”
“Oh, magical communities aren’t just located in this world,” Nemo explained. “Think of it as a magic pocket dimension layered over the actual town. If you go through the waygate, you get from farms and bungalows to magic shops and bungalows. And on the outskirts of that area is my dads’ cottage. The pocket dimensions are technically a part of the Betweenlands, which is where fairies live and stuff like that.”
“Wait… Hang on,” Logan said. “There’s a parallel universe town on top of Halton Hills? How is that even possible?”
Nemo played with her menu, flipping it around. “Well, first you build a town. Then you build a second town. Then you take the first town’s dimension and move it on top of the second town without binding their molecules in the same realm of existence.” She smiled a little. “It’s that last part people usually have trouble with.”
They filed that away under Magic I Do Not Understand and asked, “So, is there a magic town like that on top of Toronto?”
“Of course! That’s where someone summoned an ice dragon on a wedding.”
“Don’t you mean to a wedding?” Logan asked, frown deepening.
“Oh, no. It almost squished the groom. It was on the wedding. Also, winter is gonna get a bit chilly…”
Logan sat there and blinked, not really knowing what to think. Then they just shrugged. “Whatever, it’s Canada,” she said. “It gets fucking cold here.”
“Well, the cold has good things to it!” Nemo said cheerily. “You can cuddle lots under warm blankets!”
That made Logan think about cuddling Nemo under a blanket with a cup of hot cocoa, and they completely missed the waiter trying to take their order.
They steered away from magical conversations after that and simply talked about… well, everything and nothing. After a little bit, their wine arrived. Logan had wanted the dinner to be just a little fancy. She was captivated by Nemo. Hours could pass, and they’d still be mesmerized by every single word. Nemo told them about that time she’d tricked Mila into thinking she was adopted, or the pranks they played on their aunt, and Logan told anecdotes from their own life as a mortal, which seemed so far away now. Nemo’s eyes grew wide when she learned the origin of Logan’s huge chest scar as being one of the first attempted heart surgeries.
“As you can see, it worked,” Logan hummed just as their food arrived. Gnocchi for Nemo, veal steak for her, and an appetizer of bruschetta.
“That’s good,” Nemo hummed as she took one of the pieces of bread and bit into it. She gasped. “Logan, this is amazing!”
“I know, right?” They chuckled softly, smiling. For a moment they were so enamoured by Nemo happily sampling the food that she completely forgot to eat her own. Nemo was so cute, every time she spoke made Logan’s heart flutter gently. They wanted to never be without that voice, or the cute little sounds Nemo made when she got excited about something small or trivial and found joy in the simplest things. Logan nearly knocked their wine glass over when they reached for it to take a sip. They licked their lips afterwards at the familiar flavour, and noticed Nemo’s eyes lingering on them. Maybe she had noticed the fangs that Logan had kept a little elongated.
“Something wrong?” she asked as Nemo kept pouting softly.
“You’re not eating!” Nemo complained, and Logan blushed hard. They really hadn’t taken a bite!
She rubbed her neck sheepishly. “Sorry,” they said, their tone a little bashful. “I’ve just had so much fun listening to your stories.” They picked up their cutlery and severed a small piece of their steak. They still felt Nemo’s eyes on them when she brought it to her lips.
It was delicious. The meat melted on their tongue, and Logan let out a happy little sigh. It had been so long since they’d had this kind of food.
“Good?” Nemo asked, beaming.
“Very,” Logan chuckled. It was cute how much she wanted her to enjoy their time even though it had been up to her to plan everything. “It’s delicious. Even better with good company.”
Nemo smirked. “Yeah? Let me try!”
Logan hummed and cut off another piece of the meat. They reached over the table to hand Nemo the fork. Instead, Nemo leaned in and just took it between her lips, sending a flash of heat up Logan’s back as she pulled the food off the fork.
Nemo hummed and chewed innocently. “You’re right, this is great!” She pierced some of her own food on her fork. “You wanna try some of mine?”
A gentle blush warmed Logan’s cheeks. They watched Nemo, who looked so incredibly eager to share with bright, happy eyes, and nodded. “Yeah,” they said, hoping that their blush wasn’t too noticeable. They leaned in as Nemo reached out, and their fingers clenched a little on the edge of the table. She was tempted to take the fork, but… Nemo hadn’t taken theirs. Would that be rude? Should they just do the same as her? And why did this simple action, feeding each other just a single bite, feel so intimate? Before she knew it, Logan already had the taste of Gnocchi on her tongue. Creamy and soft, with a flavour that melted into their taste buds. They swallowed. “It’s good,” they whispered, feeling that strange warmth in her chest again as her date giggled happily.
“It better!” Nemo smiled. “This stuff is so good, you’d almost think it was magic!”
“Yeah? You practice a lot of food magic?”
Logan had meant it as a joke, but Nemo nodded eagerly. “Oh, yeah! Food is great for magic! You can put magic in the scent, the flavour, and the texture! Even in the colour! Food magic is AMAZING!”
Logan hummed softly, watching her. “I see…” They took another bite from their food, thinking. “How does that work? Do you carve runes into it, or…?” They trailed off, feeling a little silly.
“Mm, something like that,” Nemo hummed and twirled her empty fork in thought, chin braced on her hand. “Magic, the way we learn it, is more art than science. Everything supernatural has a spark that allows them to do magic, which is why vampire blood mages exist and fey mages… Actually, forget that, fey are different.” She pierced some more food on her fork and chewed it, lost in thought. “Magic is very individual. What one person feels when looking at a rune may not be the same as another, so they could do wildly different things. Same with food! You could use all the ingredients I’ve used in the foods Mila and I brought you guys, and instead of an anti-allergy spell you might end up with a spell that makes a single bite feel super filling. Does that make sense?”
“Kind of,” Logan said, frowning gently as they played with their food just a little. After a moment they said, “So… You just mix ingredients together and your emotions dictate what the spell is?”
“Pretty much!”
“How do you figure out new spells, then?”
“Trial and error, and lots of guinea pigs!” Nemo looked at them seriously. “Guinea pigs are natural magic dampeners. Always have one with you when you experiment. Unless you like living on the edge! I don’t have any!”
Logan made a mental note to gift Nemo a guinea pig, if the dates continued to go this well. They didn’t want to seem pushy by giving her a pet. They also didn’t want Nemo to burn down her house. It was a valid concern, as Kay had asserted before.
They chuckled very softly as Nemo went into detail about her favourite spells and took a pinch of salt, which she ground between her fingers to create a bunch of tiny, sparkling explosions around her hand. She did it all with a dramatic pose, and she seemed to eat up every smile and awed look Logan gave her. And when they complimented her skills and said how not even this restaurant’s food compared to her cooking, Nemo blushed and mumbled happily, hiding her face, which made Logan’s heart melt.
It was a little bit later, as they were actually focusing on their dinner, that Logan felt just the tiniest bit anxious. This dinner… This date was the most fun she’d had in a while. And that made them think of Kay, the only other person who could capture their attention like this. They just sent a quick text to her. A simple I love you. Hope your night is going well.
A reply came back almost immediately. Logan’s phone buzzed gently just as they put it down. The message read, Teaching Charlie new recipes. Love you lots, sweetheart. Hope your date is going well too! Have lots of fun, and tell me all about it when you’re back!
Logan felt her chest tense with the sudden love that overwhelmed them. They were on a date with a cute girl. Their wonderful, loving girlfriend wanted them to have fun on that date. Logan looked back at Nemo, who was in the process of trying to guess all the different ingredients that had gone into her food just to show off, and they couldn’t help but think that they might just be the luckiest person in the world.
***Good as it was, the dinner itself paled in comparison to simply spending time with Nemo. The hours seemed to pass in a flash. Before they knew it, they’d spent all evening and a good portion of the night at that restaurant, getting dangerously close to closing time. Nemo had indulged a little in the food and drink and was just a little tipsy on the way back home. Or maybe she was just being her usual self, happy, bubbly, and excitable by even the smallest things. Logan showed her their favourite route through Wolfshire, where the streets and houses were old, beautiful and quiet.
Nemo had quickly filled that quiet with excited stories of what the shadows in the corner looked like or what people might live in those houses. She was adorable like that. Logan didn’t want the night to end, but they could see, even under Nemo’s bubbly exterior, that the cute girl was getting tired. Her bouncing slowed a little, and she leaned more into them, which Logan didn’t mind at all.
They still sighed when they and her gorgeous date finally reached Nemo and Mila’s house. “I guess this is it,” they muttered softly. Nemo clung to their arm a bit more.
“I guess,” she mumbled. She was quiet for a bit, then whispered, “This was fun. Lots of fun. You know, I was a little scared at first. I’ve never been on a date before…”
“I’m glad it was nice,” Logan whispered back, unwilling to break the gentle, peaceful mood between them. They reflexively leaned down and kissed Nemo’s head, just a little. The realization of their actions hit them a second later, and they blushed hard.
Nemo didn’t seem to notice. “Can we go on another?” she asked softly. “Pretty please?” Her fingers dug into Logan’s sleeve. She didn’t seem to want the night to end either.
Logan slowed a little as they reached the steps leading up to the front porch. “I would love that,” they whispered. On the last few steps, Nemo let her hand slide down to rest in Logan’s. They gripped it instinctively, feeling a warmth that rivalled Kay’s.
“When?” Nemo mumbled. “I wanna make dinner for you…”
“Aw. Another dinner date?” Logan chuckled softly. “That sounds amazing. How about next week? And we can always see each other in the meantime, at the bar, at band practice…”
Nemo hesitated. “You don’t think Kay’s gonna mind me being at the bar with you?”
“Kay is okay with us hanging out one on one,” they chuckled in response. “I’ll ask her, of course, but she likes you too. She’s not going to mind us just hanging out. Besides… I don’t want things to change.”
Nemo’s head rested against Logan’s arm. “Okay,” she whispered with a smile. “That suits me just fine.” She hesitated a little longer, then, very slowly, she released Logan’s hand. “I should… go. Sleep.”
“Yeah,” Logan. “Sleep.” Her own voice felt clumsy as she was pinned by Nemo’s gorgeous, magenta eyes. “Goodnight, Nemo,” they finally managed. “Thanks for going out with me today. It was really nice. I…” They blushed a little and rubbed their neck with a sheepish smile. “I can’t wait for next time.”
“Same.” Nemo put her hands together, fidgeting with them, eyes downcast. “Logan…? Thanks. For the food. And everything.”
“No worries, I—” Nemo’s hug cut them off. One moment they were standing there, both awkwardly blushing, the next Nemo was on her tiptoes with her arms around Logan’s neck, and her own were around Nemo’s waist, holding the warm, soft girl close to her. She nuzzled to the crook of Nemo’s neck, smelling the gentle lavender scent in her hair, and the warm, sweet scent of her blood, and felt at ease. This… This was right.
And then, far too soon, the embrace ended, and Nemo fled into her home with a little wave and an embarrassed little stammer, smiling too bright to really form words properly. Logan watched the door shut behind her as they also stammered softly, something similar to Nemo’s good-byes, half-reflexive answers that might as well have not made any sense at all. They watched Nemo’s shadow through the little pieces of glass in the door as she leaned against the door and sank down, and only then did the chill in the air bring them back to reality and make them move away from the steps and onto the path to her own home.
A sting in their chest made them flinch a little. Her scar was hurting in the cold, as it often did. Logan sighed, missing Kay’s warmth, or Nemo’s voice, something that would distract her from it. The scar was one of the few areas on their body no amount of vampire powers had been able to smooth over. They could make it less noticeable, but that was it.
Maybe a run will help, they thought and began to jog. It was only a little ways, ten minutes or so to get back to their home, and for the first stretch, Logan’s chest burned a little worse. But, eventually, their body warmed up enough that the pain faded. She played the date back in her head nervously as she ran, chewing on her cheeks a bit. They worried. Of course they did, Nemo was amazing, and Logan really hoped the cute girl had enjoyed the dinner. She’d looked very happy… You’re worrying too much, Logan chided themself and pushed a little harder. Her breath steamed in the air. It drifted past her as she ran. Their steps slowed when they neared their bungalow, and they walked the last few steps, making their entrance into the house swift but quiet.
They left the keys on the little hooks next to where they hung their jackets, and moved more into their home. It was quiet. Dark. Logan frowned, stepping into the central hallway. “Kay?” they called out. “Charlie?”
Kay moved quietly, despite her great size. Logan only noticed she was there when the scent of her girlfriend around her intensified. “Welcome home,” a soft, deep voice muttered, clearly a little sleepy.
Logan turned around, facing Kay with a smile. “Hey, big girl,” they whispered. “I missed you.” It wasn’t a lie. She always missed their girlfriend when they were apart.
Kay smiled a little. “I missed you too,” she said. Her smile changed into a faint frown when she saw Logan rub their chest unwittingly. “Your scar hurts,” she muttered. Kay was well acquainted with that feeling.
“Oh, it’s nothing—” Logan muttered and was immediately pulled into a tight, warm hug. Kay’s strong arms kept them upright even as they stumbled, and they wrapped around her so comfortingly. Logan’s eyes almost fell shut right then at the familiar warmth and comfort. Slowly the ache in their chest vanished, pressed close to a warmth no fire could ever compare to in its gentleness.
“I was taking a nap,” Kay muttered. “Want to join me?”
“Very much,” Logan whispered. Kay all but carried them into the bedroom. Their clothes practically dropped off them, and they quickly wriggled into their pyjamas, just in time before Kay pulled them into bed. Logan’s hand brushed over her girlfriend’s thigh, an unspoken request, and she pulled them closer, wrapping her leg over theirs. Within moments they were together as they were meant to be, entangled, with Logan’s head tucked under Kay’s chin.
“Where’s Charlie?” they asked, voice so very gentle.
Kay hummed. “At the other place,” she said sleepily. “She wanted to watch TV.”
Logan nodded a little. Their eyes almost fell shut at the pleasant sensation of Kay’s fingers brushing over her chest scar, massaging it ever so gently. “We might have to get one, so she can stay.”
“If we find one that doesn’t whistle like crazy.” Kay moved to wrap her other arm around Logan as well, and now her hands slipped under their shirt, brushing warm over her skin. “And what about you? How was your date?”
Logan hesitated. Then they smiled. “It was nice,” they whispered and nested her head under Kay’s chin. “Really nice.”
“Good. You can tell me all about it tomorrow.”
Logan’s heart swelled with love at the gentle, happy tone in her girlfriend’s voice. They hugged her tighter, fingers clenching into her naked back, feeling the muscles, the strength, the warmth, and the vibrations of every soft and loving word. A few moments ago, Nemo had dominated their thoughts, lulling them into a dreamy state with cute giggles and the scent of lavender. And now Kay did the same, with the sound of her soothing voice and the weight of her love.
Logan clenched their eyes shut, kissing Kay’s neck as they pushed harder into her, trying to be even closer. There were no words to describe how deeply they loved her, and no way to ever be close enough or do enough to satisfy the longing in Logan’s soul whenever they looked at Kay, or were faced with how kind and loving she was.
“I love you,” Logan whispered, words muffled against the thick neck beneath their lips, and the warm, smooth skin. “Now and forever. I will always love you.” Kay only made a happy noise and embraced them tighter, and Logan knew that every word was true. They weren’t just promises. They came from their heart, because their heart was Kay. And Kay had allowed them to let Nemo in as well. And for as long as I live, Logan thought, I will strive to show you an equal act of love.
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The Perfect Place to Be — And then there was SATAN!


Going on dates was fun. Really fun. Nemo had only been on one, and she’d loved every second of it. “Nobody told me dating felt this good!” she complained to Mila as they set up the candles all around the house. “How dare! I would have gotten us on a wanted list and kicked out way sooner!”
“I wouldn’t have stopped you as much as I did, had I known,” Mila remarked. “But… live and learn. Dates are… pretty okay, I guess.” She had listened enthusiastically to Nemo’s recount of the date, the food (which she had gotten the recipes for before leaving), the hot vampire…
“Milaaa,” Nemo whined. “Is it seven yet?” She placed another one of the black candles with the purple interior down. A quick flicker of flame had softened the wax at the bottom, making sure it stayed in place when that dried.
“Not yet,” her twin said. “Also, remember, these candles only last eight hours! So put them out before then, or you’ll end up actually burning Kay’s house down.”
“That’s fine, I’m dating her girlfriend now. She’ll forgive me.” At least Nemo hoped she would. There was a non-zero chance things might get a little singed if she lost track of time.
Camellia hummed and sniffed one of the candles. “Wait, are these scented?”
Nemo beamed. “Yup!”
“The wolves are gonna hate that.”
“That’s fine, they don’t get a say!” Nemo hummed happily, already thinking of Logan’s pretty face framed by candlelight. Food… Wine… Some nice music… Maybe… Maybe there would even be a kiss…?
Nemo shook her head, a furious blush on her cheeks. It was too early for a kiss… but that didn’t mean she didn’t want one. Maybe Logan would nip at her just a little with their fangs if they kissed, tasting her blood—
“Don’t combust before they’re even here!”
Nemo almost jumped out of her skin at Mila’s sudden words. “How’d you get there?” she asked her sister, who was standing right beside her. She gasped. “Did you learn how to teleport?”
“No, you’ve been standing there for almost five minutes doing nothing.”
Nemo’s blush deepened. She hugged Mila tight, and the hug was returned. Camellia’s hair, which was getting pretty long at this point, smelled like cool mountain air and flowers, as always. Nemo took in the familiar scent, calming down a bit. “I’m just… excited, you know? I think… Logan might be the one?”
Mila hummed softly. “Your soulmate, you mean?”
She shrugged uncertainly.
Her twin was quiet for a moment. Then she whispered, “It would be surprising, wouldn’t it? They say magic always leads you to your soulmate… But the last thing I’d have expected is to find someone here.”
“Yeah…” It was a little ridiculous. The belief that magic led you to your soulmate stemmed from a really old time, when magic had been free and unbound, like a living thing. At least according to their aunt, who had taught them the history of that time. It wasn’t supposed to work in places like this, that weren’t populated by wizards, witches and sorcerers.
Mila squeezed Nemo a bit tighter. “I wouldn’t hate it if it was true, though,” she whispered, and in her voice was all the longing and yearning she had had for their home, weeks and months ago.
Nemo giggled and snuggled her. “You like Jin,” she said. It wasn’t a question.
“They’re funny. And smart. And pretty. And just… They’re right for me,” Mila whispered but with a little smile audible in her voice. “I can’t explain it better than that.”
Nemo brushed a hand over Mila’s two-tone pink and blue hair. After a moment she asked, “Do you want to stay here a bit longer? I mean… longer than we have to?”
Mila nodded very gently. She sniffed softly. Between the two of them, she’d always been the one more attached to their home. Leaving it had been rough. Being forced to leave was rough.
Nemo leaned back and cupped Mila’s cheeks, looking into her big, watery eyes. “We can stay for as long as we like,” she said softly. “You don’t have to cry.”
“But we have… I have responsibilities at home. With Dads. At school…”
“Mmmnope!” Nemo hummed and wiped away a little tear. “You’re amazing, Mila. You do so much, and you work so hard. But you don’t have to do everything. Dads can take care of themselves. And the school is fine. They can find themselves a different model student!”
“I mean… I wasn’t that good…” Mila grumbled, undercutting her own words with a bashful little giggle.
“Nope! My sister is the bestest witch the world has ever seen!” Nemo squished her cheeks gently. “We’ll just let Julia know she can take over the school if she wants.”
“Hah. That would be a mess,” Mila laughed, wiping her eyes a little. “Sorry… Don’t know what came over me. I just…” She sighed and pulled away from her sister to take a seat on the stairs that Nemo had been lining with candles. “Everything here… Meeting Jin… Kay and Logan… The band… I’ve never felt so good in my life. Not since we were little. And I don’t ever want to lose that.”
Nemo gave her a soft pout and leaned down to hug her tight. “Aw, Mila! Of course we can stay! I mean, I’m dating Logan now, but I don’t think Kay would appreciate me stealing them away.”
“Yeah, that might be a bit far,” Camellia admitted. She leaned her head on Nemo’s shoulder. “Thanks, Nemo. I just… I needed to hear that.”
Nemo rocked her a tiny bit. “You’re welcome,” she hummed melodiously. “It’s the least I can do since you’ve helped me set up all these candles!”
“Again,” Mila said with a stern look. “Remember the time. Actually, I’ll set you a timer just in case.”
“Aw, thanks! You’re the best little sister anyone could have!” Nemo kissed her forehead.
“I’m older than you.”
“Shhhh, shshsh…” She hugged Mila’s head to her chest. “Rest, sweet summer child…”
Mila pushed her away with a giggle. “Go check on the food, you nerd!” she said. Nemo laughed and went to do just that.
Everything was perfect for the date. All the candles were set, the food smelled great, and Nemo hoped it was exactly the way Logan liked. She’d made one of her dads’ favourite dishes, filet mignon with garlic butter. Luckily, once again, Logan was not allergic to butter. That helped. She’d also created a bunch of bite-sized appetizers, and snacks for dessert, frozen chocolate pudding topped with berries. The berries had just ripened in Mila’s magic garden that morning. The cold was really making it difficult to grow all the foods they needed to properly woo a pretty vampire.
And what a beauty they were. Nemo sighed dreamily, wandering through the house like a ghost, making sure everything looked nice and they’d put out the best plates and cutlery and best glasses… Then the doorbell rang. Nemo gasped and jumped up at the chime, looking at Mila with nervous excitement.
“Go! Go, go, go!” her twin whispered excitedly. “I’ll be at Jin’s, text me if you need anything!”
“Okay! Okay, I got this!” Nemo took a deep breath, checking herself in the hallway mirror one last time as Mila literally jumped out through a window. She wore her nicest lace crop top and a choker with a crystal, amethyst skull today. Mila had helped her fix her hair, which was perfect and healthy and a shiny lavender, as was her makeup.
I just really hope Logan still likes it… She was aware she had a rather consistent style. But was she expected to change it all the time to surprise her date? Well, too late now, she thought with a nervous smile and walked to the front door, opening it. “Hi…” Her words failed her.
Logan looked capital H O T. They wore a pretty suit that stretched a little around their toned shoulders while hugging their torso, leather jacket slung casually over their shoulder. Their hair was slicked back and just gorgeous, and when they looked up from the rose they twirled between their fingers, Nemo almost fainted at the look of those beautiful, dark red eyes. Logan blushed a little, colouring her fair cheeks a bit darker. “Hi…” she said, looking equally flustered. After a moment, they caught themself and held out the flower in an elegant gesture, though delivered a bit stiffly. “You look beautiful today.”
Nemo took the flower and stammered something, helpless and resisting the urge to hide her face between her hands and squeal. She pulled the flower to her chest, nodding. “Y-You too!” she managed after a moment, beaming brightly. Outside, on the other side of the street, Mila and Jin met up and both gave Nemo thumbs-ups. She only had eyes for Logan, though.
“U-Um…” Nemo blushed darker, realizing that they were just staring at each other. She finally collected herself enough to just move in and hug them. She realized a moment later she should have probably asked Logan inside, but then she was there, face pressed to Logan’s neck, above the space where their shirt was open, showing off her scar. Her arms were around Logan’s waist, and theirs embraced her as well.
“Hi,” Logan whispered again, voice so tender it made Nemo melt. They smelled like leather, faintly of neon paints, dog, and blood. The smells should have mixed into an unpleasant, sharp odour, but to Nemo it was the most calming scent she’d ever encountered. “I’m a little early…”
“Not early enough,” Nemo whispered, feeling her face heat up even more. She’d seen Logan at band practice and the bar since their first date a week ago, but waiting to be alone with them on a date… Stars, this moment couldn’t have come fast enough. She looked up at Logan and met the gaze of their beautiful, russet-red eyes. “You look really nice today.”
“So do you.” Logan’s hand cupped her cheek. It cupped her cheek!! They were touching and everything, and Logan’s fingers were pleasantly cool, and Nemo had to try hard not to sink against them again.
“Come in!” she finally managed, clearing her throat a little bashfully. Logan’s fingers slid along her jaw as she pulled away. They smiled, and Nemo felt butterflies in her belly when she saw their cute little fangs.
“Thanks.” Logan said it with a purr as they hung up their leather jacket. They frowned a tiny bit at the dark hallway.
Nemo clicked her fingers. The golden patterns on the candles glowed as their wicks ignited in gentle, golden flames, lighting up the space around them.
“Oh wow…” The pretty bean’s eyes went wide at the sight.
“May I?” Nemo asked and offered her hand. Logan had shown her the best first date ever. She wanted to return the favour.
“Of course.” Logan cleared her throat a little. Her purrs were just adorable, but probably made talking difficult. Their hand felt perfect in Nemo’s. Delicate, slender fingers that could strike the notes on a guitar perfectly curled around hers. Nemo had left the glove off today, replaced with a number of black and silver rings. She wanted to hold hands just a bit.
As Nemo led Logan, the candles placed in the hallway lit up with their approach. And when they stepped into the dining room, she clicked her fingers, drawing on those feelings of adoration inside her. The candles all lit up simultaneously, covering the room in a warm, soft light. Logan’s soft gasp was music to her ears. She smiled at them.
“Have a seat!” she said and pulled a chair out for them. “I hope you’re hungry!”
“Oh, you bet,” Logan said, looking around in awe. “This is amazing, Nemo! It’s beautiful!”
“I’m glad you like it.” She couldn’t help another happy little blush forcing its way onto her cheeks.
“Are they magic? Or is that all you?”
The curious interest in Logan’s voice made her happy too. She smiled. “Well, half and half,” she hummed. “The fire is all me, but we put symbols on them to bind my fire spells— Basically, I won’t accidentally burn the house down. Also, it makes it nice and golden!”
“Mm. And they smell nice,” Logan purred. Somehow Nemo’s hand still rested in theirs, and she giggled happily at the little stroke of a thumb over her knuckles.
“Just wait until the food is here! Then it’ll smell really good. Oh, speaking of, you’re sure you’re not allergic to garlic?”
Logan chuckled. “Nemo, I love garlic.”
“Perfect! Stay sitting there all beautiful, I’ll be right back!” Nemo dashed off into the kitchen to get the food. When she got there, there were already perfect portions set out for both of them, beautifully arranged with the side dishes and salad. “Oh Mila, you beautiful, beautiful angel!” Nemo sighed gratefully. She took the food and carried it back, trying not to bounce too much. “Here you go!” She couldn’t suppress yet another smile, looking at Logan’s excited, happy eyes. It was going to make her cheeks hurt.
“It smells wonderful!” they said, purr firmly laced into their word. They bit their lip, and one fang poked out over it. So cute.
“I hope it tastes nice as well,” Nemo hummed. It was a trick, of course, because of course it would taste nice! She was a master chef, and Logan was blown away with the very first bite. Nemo watched the sliver of meat they’d cut disappear between their pretty teeth, and then their face lit up.
“Delicious!” they said with no small amount of enthusiasm.
“I’m glad you’re enjoying it.”
“Was there ever any doubt?”
“Of course not!”
Seeing Logan all happy, enjoying the meal, was everything Nemo had hoped for. It took her a moment to remember her own food. When she finally got a bite, she hummed happily. It really did melt on her tongue, and the garlic butter was a perfect addition.
Nemo loved making food. She enjoyed the cooking and the eating, but somehow it was always better when she shared it with someone. Sharing it with Logan felt amazing, especially because their happy little purrs kept reminding Nemo that they really were enjoying the food.
“So, how was your day?” she asked melodically between two bites.
“It was nice,” Logan hummed. “Band practice went well. Though I did miss a certain cutie there…”
“Aw… But you were there, though,” Nemo said, cheeks a flaming, happy red. She giggled and popped another bite of food into her mouth.
Logan’s eyes seemed to glow in the light of the candle between them. “And I missed you,” she whispered softly. “I really did.” Her smile was so gentle and loving, Nemo melted a little.
All this love couldn’t be good for her. It was just too nice. She watched Logan with an equally soft look. For a moment, time stood still.
Then Logan hissed and looked down. “Hey!” they complained.
“What’s wrong?” Nemo asked and cocked her head curiously. A little mrrrow answered her question.
Logan sighed softly. “Satan’s got me,” they said, and her resigned tone almost made Nemo laugh.
“Satan!” she chided gently as she got up and went around the table to help Logan. “No climbing on mommy’s date! Bad overlord of the flaming pits! Bad!” Satan looked up at her with bright, green eyes, sunk his claws into Logan’s pants right at her thigh, and gave her another tiny meow.
Nemo whined. “Sataaan! Not the kitty eyes! Evil!” She pouted at him. He did not care. Of course, she was still teaching him English. “Sorry about him,” she said to her date. “He likes to sit in people’s laps.”
“It’s fine,” Logan chuckled softly, watching her. “It doesn’t really hurt, and as long as he’s not trying to get my food, I don’t mind.”
“You suuure?” Nemo gave her big puppy eyes. Yeah, she could do that too. She was the one who’d taught Satan, but now he was using his powers against her! She was so proud of him. But still… “I can remove him if he’s at all in the way.”
“It’s fine, really,” Logan said and smiled, being incredibly attractive as always. “I like cats. Besides, we’re having such a nice dinner, it would be unfair to exclude him.”
“I suppose,” Nemo muttered, walking back to her seat. She lingered with her fingers on the backrest for a second. Why had that made her think of Kay? She hadn’t asked how Kay felt about them now, after their first date. Was she still fine with it? Was she upset about being excluded? Nemo didn’t want to exclude her, but… sometimes, when she lay awake at night and thought about Logan, the hot, beautiful, smart, funny Blood she was dating, she couldn’t help but think about Logan’s werewolf girlfriend as well.
“Something wrong?” The question pulled her back to reality, and Nemo shook her head.
“Nothing. Just… thinking about my beautiful date,” she hummed, and Logan averted her eyes with a little blush. Nemo giggled.
“You need to stop looking in a mirror, because you’re the beautiful one,” they mumbled bashfully. They really were too pretty. And their rough, hot voice got all soft and gentle when she talked like that. Nemo could listen to it for hours.
And yet… she just couldn’t get her mind off Kay. She fidgeted with her fork a little bit, poking at her food. “Say, Sleepy…”
“Sleepy?” Logan sighed. “We’re sticking with that?”
“Yup!” Nemo hummed. “Your dark circles are hot, though. Anyway, don’t change the subject!”
“They’re… hot…”
“They give you character, now don’t change the subject!!” Nemo pouted at her until Logan chuckled softly.
“Fine, fine,” the hot vampire hummed. “What is it?”
Nemo played with her food a little more. “How is Kay doing? I just meant to ask because… well, you love her, so obviously I care about her too…” She kicked her legs under her chair a bit. She didn’t want to act like Kay wasn’t a factor. She also didn’t want it to look to Logan like they didn’t matter as much as their girlfriend… but then she saw their expression, so soft and with a gentle smile. So unlike Kay’s, which was always even and stoic, like a marble statue.
“She’s good,” Logan said with a smile. “Really good. She says hi, by the way, but she said to only bring it up if you asked, because she doesn’t want to distract us.”
Nemo’s heart melted anew as Logan spoke. She could practically imagine the big, strong woman standing there, stoic and beautiful, as she took Logan’s chin and told them to have fun on the date before kissing her with an ever so soft look… Nemo blinked. “Wait, hang on, what did you say?” she asked, having missed Logan’s last sentence.
They raised an eyebrow. “The preparations? She’s a little busy with them, but it’s not a big deal. She has all her siblings to help out.”
Nemo tilted her head. “Preparations for what?” she asked curiously.
“Halloween?”
“What’s that?”
“Oh.” Logan looked a little surprised. “You don’t know what Halloween is? But I thought all the candles and the black tablecloths, and the herbs and skulls on the hallway dresser… Aren’t those for next week?”
“No, silly!” Nemo smiled and took another bite of her food. Damn, she was a good cook. “The candles and stuff are just for you. The skull and herbs and crystals… Those are just for me.”
Satan got up with another meow and jumped off Logan’s lap. He licked his paw, ran it over his head twice, flicked the scarred ear, and tap-tap-tap-ed away, tail high in the air. Logan followed him with their eyes for a second before they chuckled and shook their head. “Well, Nemo,” she said and took another bite of food that they chewed and swallowed before bracing their chin on their hand with a devilish smirk. “Let me tell you about Halloween…”
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Night of the Plastic Vampire


Kay liked Halloween. She liked the candy, at least. She also liked seeing kids running around in costumes all happy, and she spent most of her Halloween keeping a watch over the neighborhood. She just had a soft spot for kids.
She hummed and wiped her forehead, piercing the tip of her shovel into the earth. “Don’t mind me,” she told the kid watching her from the sidewalk. “Just burying a body.”
The kid quickly ran away, and Kay chuckled and got the plastic skeleton. She put it in the grave she’d dug at the foot of a plastic headstone, draped one arm over the edge, and put some of the dirt back on top so it looked like the undead were tearing their way out of the ground. There were two more graves. Both had only plastic arms pushing out of them, reaching for each other like lovers separated by death.
Logan, having finished up decorating their front porch with fake spiderwebs, came to join her. “I love how fucking dedicated you are,” she said and cupped Kay’s cheeks to kiss her.
“It’s Halloween,” Kay chuckled and embraced them. “I have to make it look good.”
“I think Nemo might have you outdone today.”
“Maybe,” Kay hummed. “She seemed incredibly excited when we went shopping.”
“Sorry…”
She smiled and kissed Logan again, softly. “Don’t worry about it. I’m happy to help her. She’s sweet, and you care for her.”
Logan gave her a little pout and hugged her tighter. “You’re the sweet one,” they grumbled, burying their face at Kay’s shoulder.
“Sounds like a lie.” Kay kissed their head and smiled. “Tonight is gonna be exciting. I’m gonna take Charlie on a run so she doesn’t Change while trick-or-treating. Especially with Willow there.”
“Oh god, no.” Logan leaned into Kay with a groan. “I forgot they were going to join us. Are you sure this is a good idea?”
“They’re kids, let them have some fun.” Kay chuckled softly at the dread in Logan’s voice. “If they get too rowdy, you can always ask Viv to wrangle them.”
“That’s one thing she’s good for…”
“Yeah, she’s surprisingly good with kids.” Kay didn’t try to hide the pride in her voice. Vivian had gotten so much better since the breakup that had sent her crying into her older sister’s arms. She had regained all that confidence and strength, and she looked so happy with the kids.
Logan kissed Kay’s jaw. “Be back soon, okay?”
“I’ll be here, don’t you worry.” They hugged for a moment longer, then Kay let Logan go and climbed out of the grave. She picked up the shovel and put it over her shoulder, saluting the plastic skeleton. “Thank you for your service.”
Logan giggled softly. She took the shovel from Kay, rising onto her tiptoes to kiss her once more. Their lips were soft and so familiar, parting gently for a deep, loving connection that lasted only a moment and felt like an eternity.
“Let me take the shovel,” she said. “You go and meet the others in Wilder Park.”
“You’re sure you don’t want to come with?” Kay brushed a hand over Logan’s cheek, feeling their cool skin beneath their fingers.
“I’m sure.” Logan sighed very softly. “I would just end up smelling of dog the whole night. And besides, Nemo said she wants me to try out the costume she got me.”
Kay hummed softly. It was adorable to see the two together, Logan and Nemo. They liked each other a lot, and the dates made them both very happy. And she was happy for them, though she couldn’t deny that every now and then she had to remind herself to not be too intimate with Logan when Nemo was around. She didn’t want to deter her, or make either of them feel like they had to rush their relationship to be equal to what she had with Logan. “Did she tell you what kind of costume it is?” she asked.
“Probably something goth.” Logan shrugged with a helpless smile. “Either way, I’m sure it’s going to be quite something.”
Kay rested their foreheads together, hugging Logan close. “You’ll look great,” she whispered. “Now… I should head off.”
“You should.” Their voice was just as soft. Embraced and tangled together, the two of them cast long shadows over the grass in the dying light of the day. “But you could stay… just a bit longer…”
Kay’s hands ran over Logan’s sides, to the back of her waist as she pulled them closer. “Just a bit longer,” she whispered, feeling the warmth of her lover against her own in the chill autumn air.
***Wilder Park was close enough that Kay didn’t mind running there on foot. She preferred it, actually. The past weeks had been a break from her usual routine. Logan had spent more time with Nemo, and she had been busy decorating the bar to match the season. The change had left her a tiny bit more busy and stressed than she liked, and now she could feel the urge to Shift deep in her limbs. Like an itch you can’t scratch, or the burn after a workout, but more intense.
Jogging helped. Her breath steamed in the cool air as she ran at just above a leisurely speed. She focused on her breathing, on the scents of people, cars, and pets around her on the path she’d taken. The wolf inside her wanted her to stop, to take in more of those smells, follow them, find their source and— No. She pushed on instead.
Wilder Park opened before her like a dark, yawning maw, with the path leading into it being the throat. Two hundred years ago, it might have frightened her to run into a dark forest like this in the middle of the night. There were things out there, dangerous things that hunted in the dark.
Now she was the danger, the one who hunts. Her steps quickened, pushing her onward faster as she broke through the thicket, veering off the path. Twigs tugged at her sweater and her pants, roots grasped for her feet to try and trip her, but she flew over them unimpeded. She had to make up some time with the shortcut, since she’d spent longer with Logan than planned. The smell of asphalt and tire rubber gave way to more animal scents, fresh rain, and the scent of the trees surrounding her.
Her lungs began to burn from the exertion. She smiled. This was exactly what she needed. The smell of a car and other wolves cut through the breeze and told her that she’d reached her destination. She slowed a little as she approached the edge of a tiny clearing. Dry, brown leaves rustled beneath her feet, and then she stepped into the half-dark of a clearing. Vivian’s truck was there, a black beast similar to Kay’s. Charlie sat on the bed of the pickup, chatting happily with Willow.
The two looked up and both smiled. “Kay!” Charlie jumped off the bed of the truck and into her arms. “Hi!” The kid made a happy little puppy sound and snuggled into her.
“Hey, kid.” Kay squeezed Charlie before letting her down on the ground again. She ruffled her hair, giving her a gentle smile. “Lookin’ good.” Charlie had buffed up a lot since the first day Kay had met her. She looked so happy and healthy, she barely recognized her.
“I’m getting strong!” Charlie flexed. Werewolves built muscle very quickly. An advantage of their condition.
Kay smiled softly and ruffled her hair again, gently, getting a grumble from Charlie in return. She turned her attention to Willow. “How about you, kid? Don’t you want a hug?”
“You’ll have to come here,” they said with a little bashful smile. “Rain-soaked forest ground and high heels don’t mix.”
Kay approached them with a chuckle and hugged them tight. “Well, they look good on you, so it’s worth it,” she said. “Your dress too. It suits you, kid.”
“Not a kid. But thanks,” the sixteen-year-old grumbled, their dark sepia skin turning just a little darker with the blush on their cheeks.
Kay smiled and kissed their head. Her hand ran over the frizzy, black mane that framed Willow’s face. They had only joined the pack a little while ago, and had only very recently started wearing dresses and changing their pronouns. But the confidence boost it gave them was clearly visible.
Unlike Charlie, who seemed to be bulking up a lot, Willow’s build was more lean, but they also looked much healthier than when Kay had first met them. She gave them a gentle hair ruffle. “So, have you two decided on your costumes?”
“I’m gonna be a ghost!” Charlie announced with a happy nod.
“And I am going to be a princess,” Willow added with a dignified toss of their hair. “The backstory is that I was sent to a different castle and fell in love with the lesbian ghost there. If anybody asks.”
“Creative.” Kay pulled them both into another hug, smiling. “I’ll have to take photos for your mom to put in her albums.”
“Get my good side.”
“But all your sides are good sides!” Charlie beamed at Willow. She really enjoyed having a friend sort of her age in the pack.
And Willow seemed to thrive with all the compliments. “Thanks, Charlie. You’ll be a pretty cute ghost yourself, given how adorable you are.” Charlie blushed and mumbled something, rubbing her neck with a giggle.
Kay watched them with a warm feeling in her chest. Both of them were so much better than they had been, it made her want to squeeze them and never let them go. But they had things to do. “Where’s your big sis?” she asked, looking around for Vivian. Her eyes were easily able to pierce the moonlit dark around them. The cloud cover had torn up just in time for their run.
“She’s preparing her friend,” Willow said, inspecting their fingernails. “Ugh, the nail polish is going to come off, isn’t it? That’s the one thing I don’t like about Changing…”
“Her friend?” Kay frowned and sniffed the air, detecting a familiar scent.
Charlie hopped up onto the bed of the trailer next to Willow. “They’re taking a little walk.”
Kay hummed softly. “You guys stay here. I’ll go see them,” she said and followed the direction Charlie pointed her in. A little ways down the dirt road Vivian had taken with her car to get here, she found her little sister and their surprise guest.
Surprise to Kay, at least. Vivian looked very much like she wanted Valerie to be there. She watched the much smaller girl with a gentle smile, resting a hand on her neck as she shuffled her feet. “I just don’t want to be in the way,” Val said as Kay approached them. She was so focused, she didn’t even seem to notice her.
“You won’t be in the way,” Vivian said with a little chuckle. “Isn’t that right, sis?” She looked at Kay, and Val spun to face her too.
“Depends.” Kay’s voice was a deep rumble. “What is she doing here?”
“She’s here to see us Change,” Vivian announced with a smile. “She’s a friend and in the know now, so… She should at least be prepared for what it looks like.”
“Right…”
“The more she knows, the safer she’ll be.”
Kay wasn’t convinced. There was no real reason for Valerie to be so used to werewolves… Maybe she’d asked Vivian? She’d certainly wanted to know a lot about vampires. “Viv, can I have a word?” she asked.
“Sure.” Vivian gave Val a little hair ruffle. “You go wait in the car, okay?”
Valerie nodded. She gave Kay a little smile, and Kay pulled her into a hug. “We’ll be right with you,” she said and sent Valerie off, staying behind with her sister. The two of them watched her until they were out of earshot. Then Kay crossed her arms and said, “So… What’s that about?”
“Nothing much.” Vivian shrugged. “I want her to get to know our kind a bit more.”
“Why?” Kay frowned gently. “I don’t mind, of course. She’s a good kid, but the more people know about us, the less safe we’ll eventually be. One person’s knowledge might not seem like much, but it piles on.”
Vivian hummed and shrugged. Her thick sweater was a little stained. Kay could smell sweat on her, like she’d just come from the gym. “She already knows,” she said. “If we ever need to Change around her, she should be prepared. Just in case. I’m just taking precautions. We can’t have her freak out in a dangerous situation, can we?”
Kay nodded gently. She’d noticed Vivian doing this a lot, but it had always been with people who lived with their pack, so she’d never questioned it. “Well, I’m glad you’re looking out for her,” Kay said and hugged Vivian. She pulled her tall little sister down to nuzzle their foreheads together.
“Don’t mention it,” Vivian said. She hugged Kay, running a hand through her dense, black hair. “Also,” she added, “she’ll be able to tell us when to Change back.”
“Ah. Good point.” They slowly separated, and Kay took Vivian’s hand. “Let’s get started.” They returned to the truck, where Val was sitting sideways on the backseat with the door open. She looked up at their approach.
“So… Do you mind me staying?”
“Well, we’re not sending you away in the dark,” Kay said. Wilder Park was generally safe. Nobody knew that it was Meg’s home, but everybody knew not to start shit here. Still, she wasn’t going to send Valerie walking through the night. “Okay, kids,” she called out to Willow and Charlie. “Go ahead and Change, Viv and I will be right with you.”
“Okay!” Charlie hummed and hopped off the truck, taking Willow’s hand. “Shall we, princess?”
“We shall! … is that right? Am I saying that right?”
“I think so? I dunno, Kay usually just calls Logan a nerd.”
“Ah.”
Kay rolled her eyes playfully and ignored them. She leaned against the truck, shifting it gently with her weight. “I assumed Viv explained how this works?”
“In broad terms, yeah.” Valerie nodded.
“And also that we won’t be the same once Changed?”
Another nod.
Kay smiled. “Good. Just stay calm. Nobody’s gonna hurt you.” She gave the kid a pat on the head and ruffled her hair, to Valerie’s dismay. “We might go on a small run around the forest, but we’ll be back soon, if that happens.”
“Just insist that we change back in about two hours,” Vivian added as she stripped off her sweater.
“Right, I’ll— OH JESUS!” Valerie nearly fell off her seat as she looked at Vivian and floundered.
The two werewolves looked at each other, and Vivian stopped, having just begun to take her bra off. “Did she not tell you how this works?” Kay asked.
“I thought she was messing with me!” Valerie complained with a bright red blush.
“I’m not even nude yet…?” Vivan muttered.
“She’s very gay,” Kay said. Viv was about as muscular as her, and Valerie was, indeed, very gay. No wonder she’d just lit up red like a traffic light. “You sure you wanna do this?” Kay asked her. “You really don’t have to. I know the turning into a wolf thing is probably less embarrassing for you than us having to be naked for it.”
“N-No,” Valerie said quickly, finally managing to look at Kay again. There was a nervous determination in her eyes. “I… I’d like to know. To just be a part of your world. Just a little.”
Kay gave Vivian a look. Her sister nodded with a little smile. “Alright,” she said, pinning Valerie with her gaze. “But if it’s too much, you should look away. Don’t force yourself just because you want to be a part of stuff. You’re already our friend.”
The smile Valerie gave her at those words was so grateful and soft. She nodded happily. “Okay,” she whispered.
Val had always been by herself, since the first day they’d met, and she’d appreciated Kay and Logan’s friendship as much as she had appreciated the help they’d given her. So if she decided that she wanted to be more a part of their world, that was fine by Kay. And besides, Kay’s skin was itching like a thousand pinpricks were hitting her all over. She needed to Change.
She turned her back to Valerie as she stripped her clothes off with practised ease and dropped them on the driver’s seat with Vivian’s. The forest ground was soft under their feet when they both walked a few steps, growls rising in their throats as the Change began. Kay heard a soft gasp from Valerie, likely because she finally got to see their scars. Vivan had as many as Kay. Being a werewolf was generally a little dangerous, especially if you made it your business to protect others from dangerous supernatural creatures.
Then the first shock of the Change raced along Kay’s back. She huffed deeply, falling to her knees a moment after Vivian. Their bodies transformed within seconds. Dark fur sprouted from Kay’s back, covering the unnatural bulging of her muscles during the Change. Her teeth grew sharper, as did her senses. From one moment to the next, Valerie’s scent became more clear. Kay could taste how nervous she was. It stirred some instinct deep inside her, a curiosity that wanted to follow that scent and determine if its source would make for good prey, but she forced it down with an iron will. This was her friend, smelling of tattoo ink, machinery and leather.
She shook out her fur and her broad shoulders with a deep huff, transformation completed. The itch, temporarily replaced by a burning deep within her muscles and bones, vanished completely. She kneaded the soft ground with her paws once before looking around. Vivian was shaking herself, rubbing a paw over her ear with a soft grumble. Kay moved up to her and licked over her ear, nibbling gently. The tall, black and brown mottled wolf let out a happy grumble and leaned into her. Kay enjoyed that for a moment, with their furs pressing together in a familiar manner.
Then two snapping and barking wolves shot around the corner of the truck behind them. Willow was the bigger of the two, with long, slender legs. They looked like a timber wolf, with dark brown fur and cream patterns on their face and neck. Willow quickly pushed Charlie over and nipped at where her rust-coloured fur met her white belly, until Charlie jumped up and tackled them with superior mass.
A deep rumble rose in Kay’s chest. She watched the two for a moment, letting them play. When they showed no signs of stopping, she barked once. A deep, rough sound. Willow stopped and looked up, then came padding over. Charlie still nipped at their hips gently, but followed as well. Kay licked over their snouts in greeting, huffing contentedly.
They pressed their snouts into her fur and breathed her scent deep. She put a paw around Charlie, pulling her close. Kay nibbled the smaller wolf’s fur, gave her a lick over her ears, and grumbled happily.
As they played and groomed each other, a sound from the truck caught their attention. Both Willow and Charlie’s heads shot up and around to see where it had come from. Kay’s ears turned, recognizing it as Valerie’s voice. She looked behind her and watched Vivian sniff Valerie curiously. She still sat on the backseat, drawn back, just a tiny bit nervous. After a sharp bark from Kay, the black and brown mottled wolf stepped back so Kay could approach Val.
Willow and Charlie were very excited. They immediately tried to jump at the human, but the older wolves interposed themselves. Kay sniffed Valerie’s hand and licked her fingers. There was a brief flinch, a nervous shudder— then, slowly, she reached out and ran her hand over the fur at Kay’s neck. Her touch was gentle and tentative. A deep, happy rumble escaped Kay and she pushed her head against Valerie’s fingers when she pulled back, prompting her to pet her more. She allowed the smaller wolves to get closer, after they had calmed down a bit, and they nuzzled into Valerie and pressed their snouts to her legs, swarming around her happily.
Vivian sat next to them, huge and imposing, and nudged her head to her siblings’ sides with a gentle wag of her tail. And for just a few hours, Kay’s world was warmth, the smells of her family, and the cute noises of her younger siblings as they played and nuzzled their human friend.
***“So, how did you like watching a bunch of werewolves Change?” Vivian asked Valerie a couple of hours later when they all exited her truck to get cleaned up back at their and Nemo’s home. “Fun, isn’t it?”
“It was… wild,” Valerie said with a little blush. Viv had an arm around her shoulders, and she had seen just how muscular Vivian was, so that was giving her some issues.
“Admit it, you liked it,” Vivian teased. “You were smiling the whole time! You like dogs.”
“Well… maybe,” Val finally relented. “I’m still upset I had to scrap my werewolf costume idea because of you guys.”
Kay hummed. “Oh, a werewolf costume?”
“Yeah… I didn’t really think about it… It’s not great, it’s basically a onesie?”
Kay hummed and looked to her, having gotten some leaves out of Willow’s hair. “We’re gonna go get that right now.”
“Why?”
“Because that sounds adorable. I wanna see that.”
“Kay!” Valerie’s face flushed gently darker.
“You already smell of dog, that’s gonna make it more authentic!”
“Maybe after I wash my face, since you licked it so damn much!”
Kay shrugged. “It’s how we greet each other.”
“Yes. Tasty makeup. Mmm,” Vivian chuckled.
“Okay, enough playing around.” Kay gave Vivian a slap on the back. “Let’s get cleaned u— Oh stars above…”
Logan, who had come out of the house to greet them, blushed hard. “Don’t say anything,” they mumbled, faintly illuminated by way too many pumpkins with far too demonic faces, live bats climbing around, and real spiderwebs and hopefully not-real skulls adorning the doorway.
Nemo seemed to have just taken the vampire theme to the next level. Even Willow looked awed before Charlie pulled them along. A smooth, black cape with a popped collar draped over Logan’s shoulders, elegantly swishing behind them. Their blood red hair was pushed back the same way it had been for their last date.
Kay chuckled and walked up the steps to join them on the porch. “You look good in that,” she hummed and took their hand. Then her eyes fell on the white, frilly shirt Logan had been trying to hide. “Never mind, you look like a nerd,” she amended with a playful smirk.
Logan’s cheeks coloured darkly. “Shut up.”
“Make me.” She pulled them close by the waist, smiling down at the cute little vampire. “What’s wrong?” she asked when Logan only looked aside bashfully. “Is the big, scary vampire all shy no—” Her words were muffled by a kiss. Logan grumbled into her mouth, tugging her close by the back of the neck. Kay kissed her back, humming contentedly. Then she noticed something strange and pulled away with a gentle frown.
“What do you have in your mouth?” She tried to get a good look, but Logan quickly brought their parted lips together with a bashful look. Kay narrowed her eyes. “Logan…” she said almost playfully stern, keeping them close and on their tiptoes. “What was that? Come on, show me.” In response, her cute girlfriend shook their head and pushed against her chest, so red and flustered now.
Kay took their chin and held her still for a moment. “Open up.” Her voice had dropped a little deeper, almost commanding. She could feel the pleasant shudder it sent through Logan, and then the gorgeous little vampire opened their mouth, slowly and with a grumble. “Good girl…” Kay smiled at them fondly. The smile turned into a grin when she saw the bulky plastic teeth in Logan’s mouth. “Sweetheart… What is that?” To her credit, she tried really hard not to laugh.
“Plastic fangs,” Logan grumbled with a little lisp.
“Oh stars…” The giggle escaped her unbidden, earning her a grumble from Logan.
“Don’t laugh!”
“I’m not, I promise!” Still, silent giggles racked Kay’s body. It was just so adorable…
Logan grumbled louder. “Look, I don’t know why she insisted on this when I have literal vampire teeth!” They leaned their head to Kay’s chest, slumping a little. “And they’re making me lisp!”
Kay chuckled softly. “I think it’s adorable,” she said and kissed their head. “Both your lisp, and that you’re going through all this for her.”
“Fuck you.”
“It was fun!” Nemo popped up right next to them and made Logan jump.
“Jesus!” She put a hand to her chest and leaned into Kay’s broad chest a little more in her momentary fright. “Don’t do that, Vivian is bad enough with that!” She looked around, probably expecting the tall woman to suddenly pop up next to them, but Viv had already gone inside to help the kids with their costumes.
Nemo didn’t answer for a moment. She just stared at Logan in Kay’s arms with a loving, starry-eyed look. Then she just whispered, “Nope, you’re too pretty, can’t stop, won’t stop.” Her voice was a little high pitched. It wasn’t hard to tell that she enjoyed her handiwork. And Kay understood the sentiment. Logan did look incredibly beautiful, with their dashing hairstyle and their bashful little smile.
“Were the plastic teeth really necessary?” The lisp really was adorable, too.
Nemo nodded. “Yes.”
For a moment Logan looked like they were going to protest, but another look at Nemo’s bright, sparkling eyes, and they just gave up. Kay hummed softly. “Well, it looks like everyone is getting ready.”
“Yup!” Nemo looked pretty much the same as she always did, only this time she had added a broom to her outfit, a large, pointy hat that matched her goth style in its deep black, and a cat on her shoulder that kept hissing and arching its back at Kay.
“Sorry about that,” Kay said. “Animals tend to not like me. It’s the wolf smell.”
“Oh, don’t mind Satan,” Nemo said with a look to the stiff kitten on her shoulder. “He’s just practicing his terrifying gaze on the only person who’s strong enough to withstand it. That’s you.”
“Right… I’m strong enough to withstand the gaze of Satan,” Kay repeated slowly. She was coming to enjoy Nemo’s ridiculousness, little by little.
“Mm-hm!” Nemo nodded happily. “I mean, you can bench at least ten pounds!”
Kay stared at her. Logan giggled and poked her side. “Wow, at least ten, huh?” They flushed a dark red when Kay gave them a playfully stern look, but the gentle chuckling continued.
“Oh, what are you going as?” Nemo asked Kay. “I mean, I’ve seen your house and it was amazing— I didn’t get to animate the dead this year because Mila said we need to get permission first, but I wish mine looked as nice as yours —so I can only assume it’ll be amazing!”
Kay tilted her head. “Oh, I’m wearing mine.” She bent down so Nemo could see the cat ears on her head. “See?” When she looked at the little witch again, Nemo’s lavender eyes were sparkling even harder as she clutched her black-painted broom.
“Tonight,” she whispered, “is going to be the best night ever!”
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The Princess, the Ghost, and the Minor Demon


“Halloween is THE BEST!!” Nemo beamed menacingly, holding Logan’s hand as they walked a little ways behind the children. Her eyes darted around, taking everything in. Kris and Fang trailed behind a little, dressed up as security guards despite their older sisters’ protests. The two seemed mostly preoccupied with picking out pieces of candy for each other that they’d gotten from Willow and Charlie. They were really close, and, from what Nemo had gathered, probably maybe actually siblings? Or something like that. Either way, they were really cute, no matter how much Kris scowled or Fang growled at people who got too close.
“Thank you so much for taking us out today!” She squeezed Logan’s hand with a happy giggle. Satan had gotten tired, so Nemo had put him into the tiny cauldron dangling from the broom on her shoulder. There were cushions inside, of course, and this way she could lean into Logan more easily.
It was a little strange just how happy the little contact made her.
Logan smiled, looking just amazing in the vampire costume. “My pleasure,” they said with a lisp. Their purrs were unimpeded, though. “It’s nice to get to see everyone having fun. Usually it’s just Kay and I making sure nobody gets lost in the dark, and stuff…”
“Aw, that’s sweet! You guys are sweet!” Nemo squeezed Logan’s hand again. Kay had made no secret of her protective side, and of course her amazing girlfriend would help her.
“I suppose,” Logan hummed and rubbed their neck with a bashful little blush.
Ahead of them, Willow took Charlie’s hand and hurried to the next door. The two were a really cute pair. Charlie was completely obscured by a bedsheet that she’d stabbed two holes in, and Willow wore a dress that Nemo thought looked a tiiiiiny bit expensive. But they did look like a princess. Nemo giggled softly. Despite the difference in their costumes, the two seemed to be having a lot of fun. Willow had tripped over the long, flowing skirt several times, and Charlie had always been there to catch them like a lesbian ghost in love.
“It’s nice,” Nemo hummed. She looked back at Kay and Vivian, who were wearing matching outfits. That is to say, they both had cat ears, and Vivian also wore huge cat mittens. The hot women were flanking Valerie, who was still grumbling and trying to fight Kay, even though she looked amazing in her werewolf onesie.
A little ways behind them, Jin and Mila had stopped walking. Mila, who looked like an amazing ice witch with icicles hanging from her white, pearlescent hat (she really liked the pink and blue pride colours), was adjusting the bandana Jin used as a face mask. They just stood there, awkwardly holding the big, plastic monster claws out to the side.
“You’re so cute,” Nemo heard Mila giggle. Jin scowled.
“I’m scary,” they said. “Rawr. Be afraid.”
“Very scary.” The words were just a whisper, but Nemo could read them from Mila’s light-blue lipstick adorned lips as she leaned in and kissed Jin softly, almost lost in the dark.
Nemo looked away, just as Logan ran their thumb over her hand. “Hey. You okay?” Their voice was so pretty, gently raspy, deep but not like Kay’s…
A sudden, inexplicable heat made its way to Nemo’s cheeks. She hid her face under her hat for a moment. “Y-Yeah!” she said quickly. “Perfect!” It was completely under control.
And yet, when she looked up, that feeling returned in full force, and her eyes were drawn to Logan’s lips. “If you’re sure,” Logan said. “You can always say if you need a rest. We’re gonna go a little bit through Wolfshire before circling back. Some of the other Bloods… Vamps, I mean, they’ve hung up lanterns everywhere. It’s atmospheric and spooky.”
Nemo frowned a little at the sigh that left Logan. “What’s wrong?” she asked.
“Nothing,” they muttered and ran a hand over their hair.
She pouted up at them. “Logaaaaannn…”
“It really is nothing,” her vampire lover (Oh god they were lovers! The thought almost made her stumble.) said with a gentle smile. “I just have this friend who’s been out of town until a few months ago. But I haven’t gotten to check in with her as much as I’d like. Ah, wait, you know Meg, right?”
“Oh, yeah! I invited her to brunch to thank her for kicking a Magehunter Knight in the face for us. But she said she’s busy…” Nemo had tried really hard to hide her disappointment.
“I know, right?” Logan said. “She’s constantly busy, and… It’s starting to feel like she’s avoiding me.”
“Why would she?” Nemo cocked her head gently. In the cauldron over her shoulder, Satan yawned and curled up tighter.
“I don’t know.” Logan ran a hand over their hair again, messing it up a bit. It suited her very well. “Maybe she’s embarrassed? Or uncomfortable? She doesn’t even read my texts!”
“Oooh! Oh, I think that’s not intentional,” Nemo said.
Logan gave her a curious look. “No?”
She shook her head. “Nope! She mentioned that she had bad luck with phones. You know, after hers got stabbed. Did you get her new number?”
The handsome devil next to her blinked. She said, “Fuck,” and hid her face under an elegantly gloved hand. “Oh, I’m such an idiot!”
“I mean, no, but you are silly,” Nemo giggled and leaned into them. “How could you forget about that?”
“I was distracted…”
“Distracted by what?” Nemo gave her a bright, curious smile.
Logan met that smile with a look that made her feel strange. Like butterflies exploding into fireworks inside her belly. They reached out, and their finger brushed so gently along Nemo’s jaw, even with the glove. “What do you think?” they whispered as if the answer was a given.
Nemo couldn’t really focus on where she was walking after that. She opened her mouth to say something, but there were no thoughts, and suddenly she was off balance and falling. Before she could even squeak, powerful arms closed around her and held her tight. Nemo gasped softly, heart beating frantically from the sudden fright. She held on to those huge, muscular arms that had caught her with such ease and lifted her up as if she weighed nothing.
“Are you okay?” The deep, soothing voice was so close. Nemo cast a shaky glance up, right into Kay’s eyes, which were dark and gleaming like varnished wood, and so full of concern despite her stoic expression.
“I-I’m okay…” she whispered. When had Kay come so close? Vivian and Valerie were still so far back, looking equally concerned, along with Jin and Mila. Nemo blushed harder when she realized just how quickly Kay had been there to catch her. Then a thought occurred, suddenly and with a pang of fright. “Wait, I dropped Satan!”
“Don’t worry, I’ve got him,” Logan said, holding the cauldron. She was petting Satan gently, and he only looked a little bit spooked before getting comfy again.
“Oh, I’m so sorry, Satan!” Nemo picked him up and snuggled him close. “I didn’t mean to drop you!” She looked up at Logan with big, teary eyes. “Thank you so much for saving him!”
Logan blushed at that. “Ah… don’t mention it. I just have good reflexes. Never mind that, are you sure you’re okay?” Their eyes too were so full of concern, and ahead of them Kris and Fang turned around, along with the kids, who looked just as worried. Or at least Willow did. Charlie was a very handsome, covered up ghost
“Oh, yeah!” Nemo giggled sheepishly, still resting in Kay’s arms. “Kay caught me.” She finally managed to get her feet under her, though her knees still felt weak from the amount of BEEF around her just a moment ago. She really tried not to blush, but when she looked up at Kay’s beautiful face, she couldn’t help but turn a little red again. “Thanks for saving me.”
“Don’t mention it.” There was a curious look in the big woman’s eyes, as if she was appraising Nemo, and it made her WEAK. One did not get looked at by a hot werewolf with muscle for days and a gorgeous face without being utterly flustered. It did THINGS to Nemo.
God why were her eyes so pretty?? “W-We um… should keep going,” Nemo mumbled with a bright blush and cuddled Satan close. “I want the kids to have fun…”
“If you’re certain you’re okay,” Logan said.
“Yeah, if you’ve hurt yourself at all, we’ll go back.” Kay’s gaze was almost too much to bear. Nemo had to suppress a giggle.
“You better tell us,” Mila added, grumbling and hugging Nemo as she reached her. She smelled like candy and winter air. A sharp contrast to the smell of rain and forests that Kay had left on her.
It took some convincing, but eventually Nemo was able to assure everyone that she was actually okay. They kept on trick-or-treating, or rather the kids kept on, with Nemo and Mila only joining them a few times so they could pretend that Mila was the witch who cursed Willow to live in an abandoned castle, and Nemo was the witch who summoned the lesbian ghost to keep them company.
Nemo really liked that part of the game. It was great. Mila also really enjoyed being the evil witch.
Once or twice, people dared them to play a trick instead of giving treats. When that happened, Willow and Charlie just suddenly jerked forwards with deep growls and bared fangs. That usually did the trick. When it didn’t, Nemo and Mila, being the cool gay aunts— that was also what they were, the witches were the princess’ aunts —stepped in. Mila made the temperature inside the house drop drastically for a few minutes. Nemo summoned a ghost.
“It’s not actually a ghost,” she explained with a roll of her eyes when everyone got worried about the ethics of that. At least Satan didn’t raise a stink, happily lying in her arms and being pet by her. “It’s really a minor demon pretending to be a ghost!”
“Nemo… That better be safe,” Kay sighed, putting an arm protectively around Valerie, who was apparently scared of ghosts.
“Oh, it is! Usually…”
Logan and Kay exchanged a glance.
“Look, it’s fine!” Nemo beamed. “Mila can just vanquish it!”
And, just as Nemo had said, it had been fiiine. The rest of their walk was great. In Wolfshire, under the lanterns that spanned between the buildings to shed their orange glow, they came across Logan’s friend Meg. She was a pretty bean with pink eyes, white hair, and very pale skin. She was really roleplaying the vampire aspect hard by hiding from everyone she didn’t know personally. Very shy.
Still, Logan did get her new number, (Meg was using a very old phone now because apparently those broke less,) and then Nemo got to see Kay hug Meg, which was adorable. Kay was easily over a foot taller than the handsome vampire. Meg fought a little, but then she relaxed. She also blushed when Mila and Nemo gave her hugs to thank her for her help with the Magehunter Knights.
She did not, in fact, want to give Nemo her blood.
All in all, it was the most fun Nemo had ever had. Maybe even more fun than the one-on-one dates with Logan. She just couldn’t help but keep looking over at Kay, who walked with them and kept a watch over them. After a bit, the big woman finally fully relaxed and stopped being quite so distant, thanks to Logan constantly including her in their conversations. Nemo tried the same, mainly just because she liked Kay’s deep, soothing voice. It was so very nice. And when the girlfriends talked to each other, Nemo was happy to walk with Logan’s arm around her shoulders, with her dark witch coat open, quietly watching them. They were just so pretty. That same beauty that had first drawn Nemo to them was still there, obvious when they interacted. There was just something about them. A feeling of trust, comfort and familiarity.
“This really was the best night ever,” Nemo mumbled softly when they were finally back home.
“I’m glad,” Logan whispered and ran a hand over her leg in a gentle, loving way. They were in her living room, where Kris and Fang had helped them set up their couch, replace the coffee table with a black crystal one, and, and also replace the carpet with a dark purple one. Mila had worked very hard on changing it from red to purple. It had little golden star patterns as well.
Kay and Vivian had sent the kids to bed already. Both had protested, despite being super tired and yawning every minute, but now they were probably huddled up in one of the guest rooms. Kris and Fang had rounded out their evening by turning into wolves, and so they were probably in the same room, cuddling in the nest they’d built themselves in the corner.
Nemo sighed happily, her legs resting over Logan’s lap, and leaned her head to Kay’s shoulder behind her. “Thanks for letting us go out with you guys,” she mumbled sleepily. Her eyelids were slowly getting heavier.
“You’re welcome.” Logan’s voice was so nice too. Even without the lisp. Nemo wanted to wake up to that voice someday. “It was lots of fun.”
“Can we do it again…?” Nemo asked with a yawn. She cuddled more into the warmth of the two hot beans flanking her. “We don’t have to stop… We can keep going…”
“I think you’ve had enough.” The soothing rumble at her ear was Kay, with her ever soothing tone. Nemo grumbled softly.
“But I’m still so awake,” she whined.
“Are you?”
“Yes,” she said innocently with a pout as her eyes fell shut once more.
Logan hummed softly and rubbed Nemo’s leg with a gentle touch. Their hand rested over her eyes, shutting them with gentle, cool fingers. “Rest, Nia. We’ll have some more fun some other time.”
Nemo grumbled and snuggled into the two. If she could just spend the rest of the night with them, both of them… maybe then she’d finally be content.
***
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Logan watched Nemo doze off with a smile, playing with a piece of candy the cute girl had shoved into her mouth. It was sweet, but the taste could not even compare to the smell of Nemo. It wasn’t even her blood that enticed Logan now. Just her natural scent, and that lavender smell that always surrounded her.

They reached out gently to tuck a strand of lavender hair behind Nemo’s ear. She was adorable, sleepily nuzzled into Kay’s warmth like Logan had been so many times.
“I love this,” Logan whispered without thinking.
“Hm?” Kay gave her a look, her hum barely audible. Her thick arm, which rested around Nemo to hold her gently, made the little witch seem somehow even smaller and cuter.
Logan blushed softly and swallowed the last of the candy in their mouth. “This,” she whispered. “Us. Being together with both of you. I… This feels so nice.”
Her girlfriend’s expression softened. “Yeah?” She very gently pulled Nemo closer. “I like this too. You’re adorable when you’re happy. And Nemo is pretty cute.”
“Are you happy?” Logan of course thought she knew the answer, but she still asked. Kay was doing everything in her power to make her feel comfortable. It was only fair they did the bare minimum in return.
Kay moved her hand from Nemo’s side to instead place it under Logan’s jaw, taking it gently to pull them in. “I am,” she whispered. “Very.” Their lips met and Logan hummed softly into the touch. Kay tasted of sweets. Some chocolate. And everything about her touch was so very familiar. Kay pulled back a little. “I will say I’m a tiny bit concerned about the demon summoning.”
Logan giggled at her casual tone. “Isn’t your mom a literal witch?”
“She doesn’t summon demons.”
“Angels, more like.”
Kay frowned. “How did you get that idea?” Their voices were gentle murmurs to not disturb Nemo or Valerie, who was busy sorting candy with Vivian like a nerd, or Mila, who was cuddling with Jin.
“Well, you’re an angel, so…” Logan blushed even as the words left their mouth. ‘You’re an angel’? Christ, what is wrong with me…
But Kay’s lips twitched in a gentle smirk. “You’re so very gay, sweetheart,” she whispered, and she did that darned thing again, the one where she let her voice slip deeper, enhancing her accent… Logan groaned very softly and pushed their foreheads together.
“Don’t do that.” Their voice was a little hoarse with need. Whenever Kay did this, it conjured memories of the nights spent together, wrapped up in one another’s warmth, so close with the person who owned their heart. “You know what that does.”
“I’m sure I don’t.” Kay’s fingers flexed gently along their jaw, caressing them. She smiled down at Logan. “Why don’t you explain it to me?”
Logan pouted at her. “No.” They let themself lean more into the hand. “Too tired.”
“Ah, maybe it’s time we went to bed…”
“Maybe…” Logan mumbled. She really wanted to go to bed and hold Kay. But she also wanted to stay here, with Nemo snuggled between them… In the end, reason won out. She sighed and nodded. “Sure. Let’s get to bed. There’s spare clothes here, right?”
“Should be. Unless Mila’s used them for arts and crafts.”
“I’m not the kleptomaniac in this house,” Camellia grumbled from where she and Jin were cuddling in front of the wood stove. “If anything you should be worried about Nemo covering your stuff in glitter.”
Kay moved her hand to brush another strand of hair out of Nemo’s face. “She is very sparkly,” she mumbled.
“Alright, well, you heard the woman,” Vivian hummed, patting Valerie’s head and moving the bowl with sweets out of her reach. “Bedtime.”
“Right… I should probably get home…”
“No, you should stay,” Mila said, probably catching the tired drawl in Valerie’s voice.
“Yeah, there should be enough beds,” Logan added, still speaking softly to not wake Nemo.
“Yeah…” Valerie hummed and got up, stretching. “Can you guys show me which ones are unoccupied? I don’t wanna steal anyone’s room…”
Vivian stretched a little as well, getting up off the floor. It looked a little ridiculous with the giant cat paws she was still wearing. “Sure, I’ll show you around,” she said. “Do you need pyjamas? Or is the onesie enough?” she added with a teasing smirk.
“Please give me something else,” Valerie deadpanned.
“I’ll get you something more comfy to wear,” Vivian chuckled, leaving it at that for the night. “Come on, let’s go. I’ve had a long day, so a bed sounds nice.” She took Val’s hand with a little hum and a smirk. “Goodnight, guys. See you in the morning.”
“Night, kid,” Kay hummed and chuckled softly when Vivan leaned down to rest their foreheads together briefly. She ruffled her younger sister’s hair, and after Viv and Valerie were done saying goodnight to everyone, they left towards the stairs up to the bedrooms.
“They’re cute,” Logan hummed. “Vivian’s cute. I like seeing her happy. Your sister’s a real softie, actually.”
Kay chuckled softly. “Don’t let her hear you say that, she’ll take it as a challenge,” she joked. “But yeah, she’s soft.”
At the wood stove, Mila turned off the oxygen supply to the fire. The flame began to flicker gently before dying down a little. “Right, time for us to turn in too,” she said and took Jin’s hand almost a little possessively. Logan giggled softly. Mila had always been very cool, collected, and guarded with her emotions, but it was clear she couldn’t wait to go and cuddle her datemate.
“Yeah.” Jin blushed happily and turned their face away, trying to hide the little smile on their lips from Nemo and Kay. They were so cute. “What about Nemo…?”
“It’s fine, we’ve got her,” Kay said quickly.
“You sure you don’t mind carrying her?” Logan asked and rubbed her neck. She felt a little embarrassed about not only dating Nemo but also asking Kay to perform manual labour for them.
“Of course.” Kay ran her fingers through Logan’s russet hair, ignoring all the hair gel Nemo had used to get them looking— as she’d said —unbearably hot. “I’ll have an easier time carrying her.”
“Yeah… I mean I could enhance my strength. I just don’t wanna jostle her awake.” She ruffled Kay’s hair back playfully. “And you’re the master of carrying sleepy people gently.”
Kay smirked. “Yeah, I have to carry your sleepy ass to bed all the time.”
“Shut up…” Logan fought down a little blush, but Kay just chuckled and took their chin to pull them into another kiss that made their knees week. “I meant because of your siblings…” they mumbled when they broke the kiss.
“Sure, Sleepy.”
“… I’m gonna go take a shower,” Logan grumbled, and Kay gently moved her arms under Nemo’s legs and torso and pulled the little witch into her lap.
“Don’t take too long, sweetheart,” Kay said and took their hand to kiss it. Logan hesitated. She suddenly realized just how hungry she was. She cast a brief glance at Nemo in Kay’s lap.
“Um, Kay…?” she mumbled softly and met her girlfriend’s beautiful, golden brown eyes. “Could I… You know…”
“Hungry?” Kay smiled very gently at them. “Come here.”
Logan followed her guidance, kneeling down next to her girlfriend, slowly turning her large, warm hand to kiss her knuckles. Her skin was calloused from sword practice and years of sparring. Logan felt it on their own, soft skin. The kiss she pressed to Kay’s fingers lingered a little more than necessary.
“Drink up, my love,” Kay said so very softly, and Logan blushed under the gaze she could feel resting on her. She kissed her girlfriend’s knuckles once more, kissing up to the large vein on the back of her hand. A tiny nick was enough to make the blood flow, and Logan lapped it up happily. It soothed her dry throat and made that restless hunger inside them recede. They hadn’t even noticed it until just then, too distracted by Nemo and Kay and the kids and just… everything.
“You’re beautiful.” The words were unexpected and made Logan blush deeper. They huffed softly, quietly enough to not disturb Nemo, unable to pull away without losing access to the sweet, rich blood they were consuming.
But, very quickly, she had had enough. Logan lapped at the wound one more time, licking it closed, and gave Kay’s hand one more kiss. “You’re the beautiful one,” they whispered. “Thank you. I love you.”
Kay moved her hand to brush it over Logan’s cheek. “I love you too,” she whispered. “Go wash up. I’ll tuck Nemo into bed, and then we can rest as well.”
Logan nodded and did just that, leaving Nemo in Kay’s strong, capable arms. They really just wanted the smell of hair gel out of their nose, so they thoroughly scrubbed their hair in the downstairs bathroom, and then brushed their teeth with one of the spare toothbrushes. They also made sure to check on Satan real quick, who was sleeping in the little nest that Nemo had made him. It was a cushioned box with lots of pentagrams on the outside. The little kitty didn’t much like having the werewolves around, though Logan thought that maybe he was warming up to them ever so slowly.
Logan tried her best to be quiet on her way up the stairs after checking that the fire had really gone out, and turning off the lights. The house was nice. She hadn’t been here a lot, there had never been a reason, other than helping Nemo and Mila move, and visiting Charlie, who liked staying here to be around the other wolves and just came by whenever she wanted. Still, Logan had to follow their nose to figure out where Kay and Nemo had gone. It wasn’t too hard, their scents mixed into a comfortable aroma, both sweet and rich, new and familiar at the same time.
Logan followed the hallway just a bit before pushing open one of the bedroom doors, one standing ever so gently ajar. They all looked so nice and pristine, white, almost like they’d been freshly painted, and stood out against the dark blue carpeted hallways. Logan’s hair was still just a little damp when they entered the room, where Kay had tucked Nemo into bed and was just putting on a top. The sight made Logan stop and blush for a moment. Kay was with her back to the door, and the moonlight falling through the window on the opposite wall framed her bulk and made her appear somehow… bigger. More solid. More there. It brought back memories of all the times they had cuddled and Logan had found comfort in her girlfriend’s strength.
“There you are.” Kay looked over her shoulder, still adjusting the shirt that somehow fit her. “I picked something out for you.” She pointed to the foot of the bed, on which Logan now spotted a folded set of pyjamas.
“Right,” they whispered, matching Kay’s low tone. But when they went to pick them up, they stopped.
There was only one bed.
“Wait, where are we sleeping?” they asked with a little frown.
“Here.” Kay nodded to the bed. “It’s big enough.”
“But…” Logan blushed a little. Of course they wanted to cuddle with Nemo… but they hadn’t asked Nemo what she wanted.
Kay moved behind Logan, eerily quiet despite her size, and ran her hands up under their shirt, over their sides, pushing it up. “It would be unfair to leave her all on her own when everyone else is cuddling,” she said in that soothing, warm tone of hers. Logan didn’t need any more persuading.
The clothes Kay had picked out for her were a bit large. It was probably a Kay-sized set, but Logan didn’t mind at all. She gave her girlfriend a look. “So… how do we…”
“You wanna get in first?”
“Yeah…” They rubbed their neck a little. “It would probably be weird if she ended up cuddling you… Since I’m the one dating her… But I can just cuddle her and you can cuddle me, and—” A gentle finger on their lips cut them off.
“Sounds good to me,” Kay whispered and cupped their cheeks, kissing them again.
Logan kissed back, purring softly. They tried to keep the sound quiet, too scared of waking the sleeping witch. Once the kiss ended, they got into bed, scooted to make space for Kay, and gently pulled Nemo close.
It was nice. Really nice. It felt just like their hugs always did, and Nemo seemed to instinctively snuggle into Logan a bit more. It made them blush for just a moment. Then Kay’s warmth pressed against her back. Big, strong arms wrapped around her, so familiar and comforting, Logan’s eyes nearly drifted shut right there. And when Kay’s chin rested on their head and their eyelids grew heavy, Logan couldn’t help but purr after all, deeply and all the way into their dreams…
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Budding Desires


Nemo was very used to waking up in a warm bed, cuddled to someone warm and soft. She and Mila had always been close like that, and especially with all the things that had changed in their lives over the past months, that habit had become a constant. But today was different. She still had the taste of candy in her mouth, the bed was nice and soft, and the person holding her was warm… but they smelled different. Not like winter air, more like leather and iron.
And they were purring.
There was a shifting in the bed, and Nemo blinked her eyes open just in time to see Kay nuzzle back behind Logan, hugging her, and pulling the blanket back over herself. For a moment Nemo just watched the two. Logan was fast asleep, looking absolutely gorgeous. Their hair smelled freshly washed, and it was all floppy. And their purrs grew louder as Kay embraced them.
Even while being held by Logan, Nemo wondered what it would feel like to have Kay embrace her too. Not just like a casual hug, but a full cuddle-hug. To be snuggled against Kay’s broad chest, feeling every powerful heartbeat…
“Morning, Sparkle.” The deep, soothing rumble of a voice made Nemo startle and hide her face in the covers bashfully. She really hadn’t expected to get noticed staring, but Kay’s eyes were open, her chin resting on Logan’s head. “Did you sleep well?”
“U-Um, yeah…” Nemo giggled and tried to not be too obvious. Oooh, hot woman first thing in the morning. Not good. Not good at all. Or very good. Hello, hi… She hid her face again, giggling more.
There was a soft chuckle from Kay, and then a strong hand brushed so gently over Nemo’s hair. “You’re very cute, kid.”
At that, Nemo grumbled a little. She didn’t feel like a kid. “What did you call me earlier?” she asked. “Sparkle?”
“You have a lot of glitter in your room.”
“Oh. Yeah.” She liked using glitter in makeup. Mila always had to limit how much she got. She liked having some in her pockets in case someone startled or ambushed her, to throw at them.
“It’s all over your clothes, too.”
“That’s fine, most of my stuff is Mila’s. I steal her clothes.” Nemo giggled again at the faint raise of Kay’s eyebrow. She was much easier to read now. Still very stoic, but no longer an enigma.
“Why are you two so chatty…?” Logan grumbled. Their eyes opened sleepily, and Nemo could barely contain her excitement. They were just so hot! Logan huffed and ran a hand through their hair all gorgeous and tired before looking at Nemo. “What…?” they mumbled.
“Nothing, you’re just pretty,” she whispered, hiding her bright smile.
Logan grumbled and pulled her close. “You’re the pretty one,” she mumbled and sleepily kissed Nemo’s head, and OH GOD why were they so CUTE?? Nemo let out a little squee. “Why are we up…?” Logan asked, blinking at the shuttered window. “What time is it…?”
“Early,” Kay hummed. “I already had some food and a little workout.”
“Whyyy…”
“It’s gym day.”
“No, why is your sleep cycle such a mess?” Logan complained, still sleepy. “You just wake up and nap at random times.”
“At least I go to bed at a regular time.” Logan squeaked when Kay prodded them gently. “Unlike someone I know who stays up four hours past her bedtime and has to be dragged to bed. Or carried.”
“That’s different,” Logan grumbled, pulling Nemo closer. “I just work and time passes.”
“You’re a nerd, Sleepy.”
“Shut!”
Kay followed that instruction by kissing Logan softly and lovingly. Nemo didn’t mean to stare, but she could see just well enough to make them out. And after a moment, she changed her mind and ABSOLUTELY meant to stare, because she had never seen something so soft, so gentle, and so full of love as when the two girlfriends became one in a kiss, Logan purred deeply, and Kay’s expression was so very fond and gentle.
Nemo snuggled into Sleepy, watched the two, and couldn’t help but wonder what kissing someone would feel like…
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There was something incredibly right about working out. Kay had always preferred working with her hands over working with her head. Not that she wasn’t capable of both, but there was a comfort in touch, in the movement of her muscles, and the strain of her body against labour. The weights were familiar in her hands, turning every movement into an effort as she lifted them in a steady sequence before dropping them back down. Her back was arched away from the bench beneath her, the form already second nature to her, every muscle tense and in control as she pushed the heavy bar up and let it lower once more.
But it was nowhere near as challenging as she wanted it to be. Unfortunately, her gym partner was conspicuously absent, so Kay was stuck benching something that didn’t really strain her. She set the bar down with a huff and checked the time on the wall-mounted clock again. Almost an hour past.
Then the gym door opened, and Kay finally smelled her little sister entering the building, so she put the bar back to its resting position. “Took you long enough,” she said as she got up from the bench and headed to the front of the gym to check on Vivian.
Her little sister smiled winningly. “Yeah, sorry,” she chuckled. “I was… busy.” There was something familiar in her eyes at those words. A twinkle. A hint of excitement.
Kay frowned and sniffed the air. “Why do you smell of blood?”
“Oh! I made a friend!” Vivian beamed and went to change her clothes. They talked a little, and, over the course of their workout, Viv told Kay about the cute Blood she’d come across and had fought with. She was very enthusiastic about it. The one thing Vivian liked as much as flirting was fighting. She’d earned herself a reputation with the other packs, and she was infamous among both Strays and Bloods alike. Kay listened to her retellings with a little smile. This Vivian was so very different from the sad and dejected one that had come to see her months ago.
When there was a moment between their sets, Kay simply hugged her sister tight and squeezed her lovingly. “Love you, kid,” she said and gave Viv a kiss on the cheek. “Lots.”
Vivian blushed gently. “I love you too,” she whispered and hugged Kay back just as tight. “I think… You might not have to worry about me for a bit.”
“I always worry about you.” Kay pulled her down to rest their foreheads together. “That’s my job.” Vivian let out a happy little puppy sound and leaned into her. For just a few moments the world seemed perfect again.
They finished up their workouts, both sore from the exertion, and took their showers. Kay found her thoughts drawn to her other family members. Charlie was doing great. She was spending a lot more time with Willow, and both of them were growing strong and healthy. Their command over the Change had grown more and more advanced as well, so at this point Kay barely had to supervise either of them anymore. And then there was Logan and Nemo…
Those thoughts occupied her much more than she liked to admit. She was still thinking about them by the time she and Vivian got to the bar, ready to open everything up, and the first patrons filtered in. She worked as if on autopilot, mixing drinks, passing on orders to her sister in the kitchen, and barely noticed how time passed. She didn’t mind Logan and Nemo dating. After all, she’d been the one that had encouraged them. She trusted Logan, and Nemo was a sweet kid— Well, no, not a kid, she reminded herself. Habitually, anyone younger than her was a kid to her, but she really tried to get out of the habit with Nemo. The little witch was twenty-four already, even though she acted like a child sometimes.
Either way, it didn’t matter. Nemo had not a single bad bone in her body. She and Logan both individually checked in on her, making sure she was in the loop, that she was still okay with them dating, and Kay already considered her and Nemo friends. She really didn’t mind them dating. And yet… sometimes she felt a longing in her chest that was entirely unfamiliar.
It would be nice to be able to be with Logan and Nemo when they were together without feeling like an intruder. Not that they ever made her feel like that, but Kay couldn’t help but think that her presence was a wedge between them. They might feel too awkward to be fully open and dating as long as she was there, just to not offend her. Nemo was cute, too. Kay really wouldn’t mind being a little closer to her. Maybe just be better friends, or…
“Okay, what’s going on?” Vivian’s voice pulled Kay out of her thoughts. “You’ve been distracted all evening.”
“Hm? Oh, it’s nothing.” Kay shrugged, polishing a glass more to appear busy than anything else. People didn’t like a bartender that just sits around or stares at them, after all. “Just… thinking about stuff.”
“Nope.” Vivian hugged her gently, nuzzling behind her and resting her chin on Kay’s shoulder. “You’re never this worried. Tell me what’s up.”
Kay hesitated, putting the glass down and resting a hand over her sister’s. Despite her own issues in her love life, Vivian was the person she’d first and foremost go to with such problems, aside from her parents. “I just… I’ve been restless,” she deflected a bit. “Thinking about silly things. Worrying without knowing if I even really care. I just need to clear my head.”
“Hm.” Vivian hummed softly, holding her big sister. Her smell was familiar and welcome, carrying the scent of food and spices with it. “Is this about Logan and Nemo?”
“Why would it be?”
“Because they’re on another date today, at your place, and you’ve been going out of your way to let them have their space for weeks.”
Kay shrugged gently. She looked over her bar, the little safe space she’d built for supernaturals like her and Logan. Her little haven. Usually, Logan would be here, if they weren’t at band practice. “I do like to see them happy,” she said. “I haven’t changed my mind about that.” She didn’t want to go back on her word either.
But Vivian let out a soft chuckle. “Feelings can change, sis,” she said. “Especially when there’s a change in your relationship. It’s important to talk about them. You’re the one who taught me that.”
“I just got tired of you growling at and biting people,” Kay joked with a playful roll of her eyes.
“Well, I’m here to listen now.”
Her voice was so very soft and gentle. Kay sighed and leaned into her a bit more. “You’re right,” she admitted. “This is… new. I’m not the best with relationships. I mean, Logan says I’m okay—”
“Logan adores you.”
“Fine, they adore me. But I don’t really know what I’m doing with this. I’m happy to cuddle a friend or one of our packmates. I don’t mind being close to people, but… It’s different.”
Vivian nodded understandingly. “Because Nemo is dating Logan,” she surmised.
“Yes. I don’t want to… mess something up by being uncertain.” Kay sighed again. “Stars, what am I doing…?” she muttered and rubbed her face. “This is silly.”
“Hey, I get it,” Vivian said and separated from her a bit to stand next to her and look her in the eye. Her arm continued to rest around Kay’s waist in a half-embrace. “How about we go on a run today, and tomorrow we can just take some time for ourselves. Meet at the gym, talk about how you feel… No rush.”
Kay hummed softly and then nodded after a moment. “Yeah, sure. Sounds good, kid.”
Vivian chuckled and ruffled Kay’s hair. “Don’t worry, you’re wonderful,” she said with a loving smile. “Logan is lucky to have you. So is Nemo. And so am I.”
“Flatterer.” Kay brushed her hand off. “Go back to the kitchen, nerd.” But she said it with a faint smile, and she did feel a lot better after talking to Vivian.
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Nemo loved dating Logan. So, so much. She wanted to just keep dating them forever. Their eyes sparkled every time she showed off another magic trick, their beautiful face wore a gorgeous smile just for her, and they had even started to learn how to cook! Talking to them was comfortable, easy and just right. Also Nemo loved to listen to them talk, just watching their pretty face, and how sometimes their little fang peeked out over their lip.
And those lips! How were they so PERFECT? It was unfair! Nemo wanted to kiss those lips! Well, she wasn’t gonna admit this because it would be her first ever kiss, but she really, really, REALLY wanted to try and kiss them…
Nemo sighed dreamily and watched Logan as they got up from the table. It was just unfair that their date was over already. She got up too, walking around the table to hug Logan tight. They embraced her back.
“I don’t wanna go…” Nemo grumbled. “Can we just go on another date?”
“Well, I do have band practice,” Logan chuckled. “We don’t always have to be dating… We could just spend some time together casually, you know?”
Nemo sighed. “I guess.” She smiled up at Logan a bit. “Thanks for the food. It was really good. You’re getting better and better at cooking.”
“Ah… That was nothing,” Logan said with a blush. “Kay helped me with the recipe…”
“Yeah, but she said you did the actual cooking yourself!” Nemo squeezed the beautiful vampire again. “Thanks. I’m really proud of you, Sleepy!”
“Thanks, Nemo.”
“And I had a great time,” she added with a happy little giggle.
“Good.” Logan squeezed her again and kissed her head, and Nemo just felt so incredibly happy. Her belly was full of butterflies, and she could barely feel her knees on the way to the door.
The air outside was brisk, and the wind tore at Nemo’s coat. Despite what she’d told Logan, she actually did feel cold, at least while she didn’t have a spell activated to warm her up. And, of course, like a gentleman, Logan walked her home. Nemo sighed dreamily, holding on to their arm, and leaned into them. For just a bit, she was content being quiet and watching the night. This was where Logan was most at home. The dark didn’t burn their skin. And Kay could run through the night without being spotted. Nemo wouldn’t mind spending most of her life being awake at night. With some sunlight now and then, of course, but she was starting to find the dark familiar and comfortable. She liked to listen to the rustle of leaves in the autumn air, and the air felt nice, and it smelled nice too. She couldn’t quite describe the scent, but it smelled… fresh, somehow.
Nemo sighed again and leaned more into Logan, who purred loudly. She loved those sounds as well. Logan was like a cute, sleepy kitten with a resting bitch face. Just… gorgeous. She clung a bit tighter to them when her and Mila’s home approached. It was so strange… When had this place become home, rather than just a place they lived? She and Mila had continued to discuss living here. Their dads were supportive, of course. Their friends too. Apparently that whole ice dragon thing still hadn’t blown over, so coming back to school also wasn’t really an option…
Mila wanted to stay. She really liked Jin, and they really liked her too. They were cute together, too, and Nemo had no intention of ever being apart from Logan ever again.
Of course that was when they reached her home, and Logan stopped at the stairs. They looked down at Nemo with a gentle smile, and she pouted back at them. “I don’t want this night to end,” she whispered.
“Well… it has to end sometime,” Logan said and cupped Nemo’s cheek gently. They ran a thumb over her cheek. “Otherwise, how will we have our next date?”
“I guess.” She nuzzled into their gentle hand. “Just don’t keep me waiting too long. Next time, we’ll go out again, and I’ll show you some nice places around town.”
“I’ve been living here for much longer.”
“Yeah, but do you ever really get out of Wolfshire?”
Logan opened their mouth, then closed it again. “Okay… fair,” she admitted. “But in my defense, most places are closed at night.”
“We’ll just have to go when it’s overcast,” Nemo decided.
“You know what? That sounds nice.” Logan’s voice had softened, and she smiled down at Nemo so fondly. “But for now… I guess this is where I should say goodnight.”
“Yeah… Goodnight…” The butterflies in her belly had gotten worse. She felt almost a little faint. A little like she was floating.
Logan hugged Nemo again, and she put her arms around their neck, pressing the pretty vampire close to her. She nuzzled into them, smelling on them the food they’d spent all day cooking, the leather of their jacket, and… She just couldn’t help it. When Logan let her go to lean back, she pulled them close again and rose on her tippy-toes, and then…
Logan’s lips were a lot softer than she’d expected. For a moment they were stunned, lips gently parted in surprise. Then they kissed back, and Nemo’s world exploded in colours. They were so much more confident, sure of what to do as they responded to the kiss gently, tugging at Nemo’s lips with her own, pulling her close by the waist, pressing their bodies together.
And, just as quickly, it was over. Their connection ended, their breaths coloured the air in white, and for a moment Nemo only saw Logan’s beautiful, russet eyes that seemed to glow gently in the dim light cast by the street lights through a half dark.
Before they could say anything, Nemo blushed hard and slipped out of their grip. “So, um, café! Next time! Date stuff! Yup!” she mumbled with a bright, goofy grin as she fumbled for her keys and finally managed to get the door open. She still caught Logan’s smile, similarly happy and dorky.
“Y-Yeah, sure!” they said. “U-Um… See ya…” They waved awkwardly, cheeks colouring a darker shade of red.
“Yup! See ya!” Nemo giggled, slammed the door behind her, sank down against it and let out the loudest, happiest, highest-pitched squeal she had ever let out in her life.
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Being in wolf form was usually as calming as working out. The wolf mind took over, making everything seem… simpler. Distilling the world into sounds, scents, and fleeting shadows. It let Kay leave her thoughts and worries behind.
Seeing Logan and Nemo kiss brought all those pesky thoughts crashing right back. Kay just stood there, filling the entire sidewalk with her bulk, watching Logan for a while as they blushed and covered their mouth to hide the grin plastered on their face. They paced around a little, seemingly unable to decide on a next course of action. When they finally turned around to walk back home, Kay bolted.
This was all wrong. She should be happy for them. So why was she feeling jealous? Wolves didn’t get jealous! She didn’t get jealous!
Kay cut through the neighborhood, wriggled through hedges and bushes, jumped a fence, and dashed across a quiet, dark street and into their backyard. She Changed back there, bones and muscles shifting, transforming, realigning themselves correctly, and entered the house through the back door. Nemo’s scent was still strong in the quiet rooms, as was the smell of food. Kay’s stomach rumbled, but she just didn’t have an appetite. She just wanted to think, so after she got herself a pair of sweatpants and a shirt, she got to work cleaning the dishes. Seeing the food Logan had put aside for her made her feel even more conflicted.
It wasn’t like she begrudged Logan their happiness. She really, really didn’t.
“Oh,” Logan said from the kitchen door. “Hey. You’re back.” Kay hadn’t even heard them come in.
“Yeah,” she said, putting the last plate away. “Thought I’d help with cleaning up”
Logan came up to her, took one of Kay’s hands, still wet, and kissed her knuckles softly. “I love you.” Their tone was gentle and so very honest. “You shouldn’t have done that. It’s not fair that you clean up after me.”
“I wanted to,” Kay said. She let Logan have her hand. The little vampire looked so cute and pretty. Maybe even prettier than on any other day. They’d really tried to be fancy for Nemo, with their hair slicked back and they had even used some foundation to cover up their dark circles a little.
“Have you eaten yet?”
Kay rubbed her neck. “Sorry…” she said. “I just… don’t really have an appetite right now. I might later, just gonna get a midnight snack. But it smelled delicious.”
Logan frowned softly. “Are you okay?” she asked and watched Kay’s face attentively. “Did something happen at the bar?”
“No. Nothing happened,” Kay said and pulled Logan close by the hips to kiss their forehead. She rested their heads together, humming softly and closing her eyes. “I just… really love you,” she whispered. “And I really want to hold you.” She pulled her girlfriend closer, holding them in her arms, and Logan melted. They sighed happily and nuzzled into Kay’s arms.
“Fine,” Logan whispered. “I’ll get ready for bed. It was… a long day.”
“Mm. I’ll wait for you there.” Kay kissed them softly and let them go with a hint of reluctance. She went and put on her pyjamas, and Logan joined her in bed a few minutes later. They opted for just taking Kay’s discarded sweater. Kay laughed softly.
“You are just the cutest,” she chuckled as Logan slipped into bed with her and pulled her close.
“Look… It’s warm, comfy, and smells like you.” They rubbed their legs against Kay’s, sharing her warmth, and Kay pulled Logan in and kissed their head. She took in their scent and smiled softly. They had tried so hard to make the food for Nemo themself. It was really cute to see them branch out and embrace new skills, all just because they were in love.
There was a moment of silence between them, like there so often was. They didn’t need words to communicate when a simple touch was enough and a hug could convey all the love they had for each other.
Then Logan asked, “So… How was your day?”
“It was nice,” Kay hummed. “I got to cuddle a cutie… Had a good workout. Watched you struggle to cook…” she added with a teasing smirk.
“Oh, ha ha.” Logan rolled their eyes.
“Love you.” She kissed their head again. “But no, for real, it was nice. The workout was great, and Vivian seems to be doing so much better.”
“Yeah?”
“Yeah,” Kay hummed. “It sounded like she… got interested in someone.”
Logan leaned back to look at her in surprise. “Romantically?”
“Violently. She likes to fight.” Kay omitted the other talk she and Viv had had on purpose. It just didn’t feel right to bring it up already.
“Right… I feel sorry for whoever she got interested in.”
“It’s Meg.”
“Fuck’s sake, of course it is…”
Kay shrugged. “They’ll talk it out. And how was your day?” She still wanted to know. Even if she felt a tiny bit awkward about what she’d seen.
“Oh, it was great. Nemo was great… The food was nice, though I think your help with that did more than my cooking skills…”
“You’ll get there. Just a matter of practice.”
“I guess…” Logan sighed and held Kay, running a hand over her big arm. Then, after another still moment, they said, quietly, “Nemo kissed me.” She bit her lip, looking up at Kay nervously. “It just… happened.”
“Mm.”
“I kissed her back.”
“Did you enjoy it?” She watched Logan gently.
They sighed. “… Yes… She was soft. And very cute. And a little awkward, which was adorable.”
Kay hummed softly. “That’s good.”
Another moment of hesitation. Then, “Kay, are you really okay with this?”
She pulled Logan close, holding them tight. “I love you,” she whispered. “Your happiness is what matters most to me in this entire world. I make you happy. If she does too, then of course it’s okay.”
“But you would tell me if you were jealous or upset, right?” Logan looked up at her with big, nervous eyes. Kay couldn’t help but smile gently and cup her cheek.
“Of course I would,” she whispered and kissed them again, softly and with all the love she had to offer this beautiful, brilliant person who had let her into their life.
But that was the issue. Kay didn’t think she was really jealous— Well, it was hard to say, since she’d never been jealous before. A part of her just wished that, just maybe, she could be a part of Logan and Nemo’s relationship. As an equal, and not an observer.
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Heartache and Delays


Given the occurrences of the previous night, Kay was really glad that Vivian had already made plans with her to just ditch work. Kris and Logan were manning the bar today while Fang cooked, and Nemo and Mila were looking after the kids a bit, so Kay could focus entirely on the scream of her muscles as she slowly forced them to move again and again, millimetre after millimetre, lifting the weight in her hands in smooth, precise motions. She kept her thoughts on her form, trying to ignore everything else. And she continued until even her powerful muscles were unable to continue the exertion.
By the time she was forced to stop, sweat coated her skin and soaked her tank top. She forced her body into action one last time, making the drop of the weights controlled and safe before letting go of them and collapsing on the mat she was using.
“You know, this seems like the perfect time to take a break,” Vivian hummed and sat on the bench next to Kay’s mat. “And get cleaned up.” She tossed Kay a towel. It hit her in the face.
Kay wiped herself off, laid her head back, and sighed, looking up at the ceiling lights. She sighed. “It’s… complicated.”
“Complicated is my specialty,” Vivian said and moved to sit in front of Kay cross-legged. “Spill.”
Kay let out another sigh and sat up too, crossing her legs and mirroring her sister’s pose. “You know… Nemo and Logan,” she said. “I just… I think I’d like to be a part of it.”
“Mm. Right.” Viv nodded watching her. “So why don’t you talk to them about it?”
Kay shrugged, feeling her shoulders burn from the workout. “I don’t want to cause any tension. I don’t want Nemo to get nervous and say no. She likes Logan, but… Would she like me?” Kay shook her head and ran the towel over her face again. “I just don’t know.”
“Mm. I see.” Vivian nodded again. Then she reached out and cupped Kay’s cheeks. “I’m gonna come right out and say it: Nemo likes you.”
Kay stared at her little sister for a moment, surprised. “Wait… What?”
“She. Likes. You.” Vivian smiled, and her thumb brushed over Kay’s cheek gently. “I see the way she looks at you and Logan, and she definitely doesn’t just have eyes for them. She’s got it bad for you. Both of you.” She moved her hand to ruffle Kay’s hair a little. “You need to stop worrying so much.”
Kay stared at her a little longer. “Are you sure?” she asked then. “I mean, she might just like Logan so much that… I don’t know…” She knew of course that Vivian’s intuition never led her astray. But still… “What if you’re wrong?”
“I’m not, but let’s suppose that I was,” Vivian said. “Do you really think your relationship with Logan or Nemo, or their relationship, could break over it?”
No. Of course it wouldn’t. If Kay was completely honest, she knew nothing like that would happen. And yet she was still nervous. The last time she’d been this nervous had been when she and Logan had started dating. She’d never had a partner before that, and now… Now things were changing.
“I can’t speak for Logan,” Vivian said after a moment. “But if I wanted to be with someone else while still loving my partner, I’d want them to be there too. Together, you know? And if my partner wanted to be with someone, I’d want to be with them too.”
Kay sighed and rubbed her neck. Vivian was speaking sense. Despite her own relationship issues, she was insightful, smart and kind, and she knew her way around a proper relationship. “You deserve the world,” she muttered and pulled her little sister into a hug.
Vivian giggled and nuzzled her back. “For a little advice?”
“For being fucking awesome,” Kay clarified. She squeezed Vivian tight and ran a hand over her hair. “Thanks.”
“You’re welcome.” Vivian rubbed her back, not minding the soaked tank top. They were far too close to be squeamish about a little sweat. “So,” she asked when Kay released her and she leaned back, “are you gonna tell Logan and Nemo? I can come with you, if you need some support.”
Kay hummed and shrugged a bit. “You know, I’m still thinking about it,” she said. “I still want to take things slow. Feel it out. Be sure before I actually… you know.”
“Yeah, I get it.” Vivian nodded understandingly. “But if you need anything, you come find me, okay?”
“You’ll be the first person I’ll call.” Kay ruffled Vivian’s hair, messing it up a little. “You know, your hair’s getting really long,” she hummed.
“Yeah.” Viv redid her ponytail. “I thought I might leave it until the next time I get my heart broken,” she joked.
Kay frowned. “I don’t want that to happen,” she said and took Vivian’s hand, squeezing it. “You deserve the world, and you deserve a decent girlfriend.”
“It’s fine.” Vivian squeezed back. “I’m not gonna try and go it alone anymore. I promise, I’ll be around. And you can keep an eye on me, you cute, worried bean.”
“Good,” Kay muttered and pulled Viv in to rest their foreheads together. “Love you, kid.”
“Love you too,” Vivian whispered back, closing her eyes. Then, after a moment, she nudged Kay. “Ready for some sparring? Or are you too tired from your stress-lifting?”
Kay laughed at that and pushed her younger sister back. “Bring it,” she hummed. “Always happy to kick your ass.” Vivian answered her faint smile with a bright, happy one. She jumped up and pulled Kay along to the workout mats they’d set up next to the ring with a cheerful hum. It was good to see her like this. Kay never wanted her to be hurt again. But to help Vivian with her relationships, first and foremost she had to figure out her own.
Logan had band practice that day, so after thoroughly kicking Vivian’s ass— she had great endurance, but her usual fighting tactics weren’t suited for winning a friendly match —Kay went and picked them up from home. They were there as soon as Kay walked through the door, hugged her around the neck, and kissed her deeply. Kay kissed them back deeply and pulled them close, dropping the bag with her dirty clothes to the side. She picked Logan up, holding them and enjoying the contact, the kiss, the feeling of hands on her shoulders and traps. She turned around and pushed Logan up against the door, gently, penning them in and losing herself in the kiss. She only stopped when her breath ran out, and leaned her forehead to Logan’s.
“Hi,” she chuckled. “Did you miss me?”
“Always,” Logan purred. “How about you?”
“Oh, I missed you, of course.” Kay nuzzled them a little more, resting her arm against the door. “Ready for your band practice?”
“Of course.” Logan kissed her cheek, then her jaw. “And your workout was okay?”
“It was… calming,” Kay hummed. She didn’t want to mention what she and Viv had talked about just yet. There was still more to consider. “Viv’s waiting in the car, so we shouldn’t make out for too long.”
“You know she wouldn’t mind,” Logan giggled as Kay let her down and she went to pick up her guitar case. “So… Are we leaving?”
“Just a moment,” Kay said and looked them up and down lovingly. They looked so cute in their winter black winter jacket with the fur lining. However… “You know you’re still gonna get cold if you don’t cover up, right?” Kay chuckled and let her fingers play over the top of Logan’s chest scar, very visible above their shirt. “You sure you don’t need a scarf?”
“You never wear a scarf unless it’s snowing!” Logan complained.
“I’m a werewolf.”
“Still,” Logan grumbled, “you get to look pretty, and I— Kay!” They blushed when Kay took Logan’s scarf from the coat rack, and wrapped it around their neck with a loving smile.
“I don’t want you to get uncomfortable.”
“What about you?”
Kay hummed and looked to her jacket. “I’ll be toasty, don’t you worry,” she said. Her workout had left her warm enough that the cold hadn’t really bothered her, but she was aware she’d need something more for what she and Vivian had planned.
Logan took Kay’s hand with both of hers. “You wanna stay for practice?” they asked and purred loudly as Kay took their chin gently and pulled them close for another kiss.
“I promised Vivian I’d go on a walk with her,” Kay said. “But I’ll be there for when you guys finish up, so you can practice in peace for a bit.” She kissed Logan’s head once more, then let them go and grabbed her jacket from beside the door and headed out.
“Sounds good.” Logan kept a hold of her hand as they exited the house, and interlocked their fingers. The weather was turning colder. The air was full of mist and the sky a light grey. It would probably start snowing soon. “You know, I was…” They cut off when a sports car rushed past loud enough to deafen any normal person. Logan swore at the driver in Italian.
Kay chuckled softly. She cupped Logan’s chin and kissed them again. “You’re cute, babe. What were you saying?”
“Nothing,” Logan grumbled. “Just that I love you.” She leaned into her girlfriend, and Kay chuckled and ruffled their hair.
“Love you too.”
Logan took the backseat and greeted Vivian with a hug, and the big woman let out a happy little wolf sound as she nuzzled Logan close. They chatted a little while Kay drove. Usually, they’d just walk or run, since it wasn’t really that far to the studio and the route was nice, but today they had other plans after.
“So where are you guys gonna go?” Logan asked.
“We’re gonna check on the farm, make sure everything’s okay,” Vivian hummed. “Check on the animals, and the caretakers.”
“Do they know you’re werewolves?”
“Only one of them.” The Warm Embrace was one of the five powerful packs that had each carved themselves a piece of territory out of North America, but they weren’t a very big one. Their power and influence came from the pack leader, and Kay’s dad. They didn’t even really want the territory, but someone had to stop the other packs from trying to expand and swallow up the whole continent. Some of them had… questionable morals.
The total number of the Warm Embrace’s actual werewolf members was currently less than ten, but there were a fair number of humans in the pack’s employ. One such family took care of the farm outside Toronto whenever nobody else was there to look after it.
“The kids are too busy with college to worry about that stuff or help out anyway, so their dad decided it would be best not to risk extra exposure by telling them we’re werewolves,” Vivian explained.
“Makes sense,” Logan hummed. “Well, with Charlie and Willow, maybe someday soon you won’t need anyone to take care of that place.”
“Maybe.” Vivian rubbed her neck a little. “We don’t wanna lock them down too quickly, though. They should get to look around and see where they wanna settle down.” They talked a little more, but Kay tuned it out. She was still busy thinking about Logan and Nemo. How to bring things up with them. How best to phrase it. She followed the familiar roads through the outskirts of Wolfshire and pulled up to the studio she’d spontaneously bought to help out Logan’s band. It had helped that the vampire who owned it was a friend of hers.
Vivian was out of the truck in a flash. “See you in a sec, gotta go do something!”
Kay chuckled, leaning on the steering wheel. “Wanna bet she’s looking for Val?” she asked Logan as they scooted to the other side of the car to get out too.
“Oh, definitely.” Logan giggled softly. “She’s mentioned she really wants to get a tattoo.”
“Yeah,” Kay hummed. “Valerie’s gonna end up tattooing everyone we know at this point.”
“Nocturnal tattooing is a niche,” Logan agreed and hopped out of the truck. She met Kay at the driver’s seat when she opened the door, and hopped up to straddle her lap and kiss her.
“Hello,” Kay chuckled when Logan broke the kiss for a moment. “Needy cutie.”
“Hush you.”
“No.” She smiled and kissed them again. “Go on a date with me.”
Logan paused and then laughed softly. Kay loved that little raspy laugh so much. “You know,” she said, “I was just about to ask you the same.”
“Yeah? So that’s a yes?” The chill in the air barely registered to her as she hugged Logan tight.
“How about next week on your regular day off?” Logan hummed, smiling happily.
Kay frowned and tilted her head gently. “You sure? Don’t you have a date with Nemo that day?”
“Yup!” Their cute fang peeked out over their lip as they giggled.
“Are we seeing her together?” The question slipped out without Kay wanting it to. Logan froze for a moment, surprised. Clearly, that hadn’t occurred to them.
Slowly, a little blush spread over Logan’s cheeks. “Oh.”
“What?”
“I… I just thought you wouldn’t want that,” they said.
“I wouldn’t have minded,” Kay said evenly. “So if that’s not it, what is your plan?”
“Well… I wanted to date you both. Like, one after the other. First you, then her, and then I get to come home and we can cuddle.” Logan played with Kay’s hair a little nervously. “If that’s okay with you.”
Kay hummed softly. “Well… That does sound fun,” she hummed. “I would very much enjoy that.”
Her girlfriend breathed a sigh of relief. “Oh, thank fuck. I’ve already made reservations,” she admitted with a sheepish chuckle.
Kay giggled softly and pulled her into another kiss. “I love you.”
“Good! I love you too,” Logan whispered back and kissed Kay again, and she felt her heart flutter gently. She adored them so very much—
“Yo, Sleepy! Are you going to join us anytime today?” Jin called down from the second story window.
“Right, I’m late,” Logan mumbled bashfully and tried to push away from Kay, hands on her chest. “Kay…” she grumbled when their girlfriend didn’t let go. “I gotta go…”
“One more kiss,” Kay whispered and pulled them in again as Vivian came back to sit in the passenger seat this time.
Logan rolled their eyes, grumbling. “Fine,” she whispered. “Just one more.” And for just a few more seconds, Kay was exactly where she wanted to be.
***Vivian had been right, as she so often was. A walk had been exactly what she’d needed, and it helped clear her head to just be away from it all for just a little while. The farm was doing great. The Staffords, who took care of the farm in the pack’s stead, sometimes used it to have some of the rescue animals they got every so often get used to being in a safer environment. These days that meant a large, skittish draft horse, so Kay and Vivian stayed away from the stables during their stay.
“This is nice,” Kay hummed and rested her head on Vivian’s shoulder. They were taking a break in one of the familiar clearings in the forests around the farm, and where the canopy of the trees opened, the sky had cleared up enough to show some glittering stars.
“It is,” Vivian muttered, also looking up at the sky. She’d brought a blanket for them to sit warm and dry on the forest ground. For a while they just remained there, comfortable with each other. It wasn’t as warm as in wolf form, but Vivian had made them some hot cocoa before coming out here, and that made it comparable in terms of comfort.
“Did you think more about what you are gonna tell Logan?”
“A little,” Kay muttered. “I might have let it slip that I wouldn’t mind dating Nemo too. And they didn’t seem opposed to the idea.”
“See? Told you.” Vivian nudged her gently.
Kay hummed softly. “Yeah, well… It all happened so fast, I’m not sure they fully registered it… You know what she’s like sometimes.”
“I’ve got news for you. They’re only like that when you’re around,” Vivian said with a smirk. “They love you and are incredibly gay.”
“Well… true.”
“I mean, if I were in her shoes, you know, tiny with a big, strong, beautiful girlfriend, I’d constantly lose track of my own thoughts too!”
Kay laughed and nudged her a little. “Sure, kid. How about you stop trying to flatter me?”
“Never!” Vivian pulled her close. “Gotta support my beautiful big sister!”
She chuckled a little more and hugged Vivian back. “Sure. Thanks, kid.” They sat there for a little while longer, enjoying the calm of the night and the stars— but then the wind turned. Vivian growled at the scent the breeze carried to them. Kay did too, a little more quietly.
“Werewolf,” Vivian said. “Not one I know.”
“Same,” Kay muttered. She put down the thermos between them. “We should check it out.”
“Right there with you.” Vivian and Kay got up and started making their way towards the scent. There wasn’t a huge cause for concern. Vivian regularly took part in pack meetings as their pack leader’s bodyguard, so she knew most if not all the wolves of the rival families. And she never forgot a scent. Most likely it was a Stray passing through, but you could never be too careful.
Despite their night vision, the ground was hard to truly make out in the dark of the forest, so Kay used her phone’s flashlight to light the way. They stopped at a set of large wolf tracks that Vivian compared against her hand size, crouching down.
She hummed. “They’re fully grown. Black fur, looks like. Passing through quickly, either on a Run or going somewhere specific. Now the question is… what do we do next?”
Kay sighed and cracked her neck. “Let’s follow the tracks, see where they lead,” she decided. “Chances are it’s just some Stray passing through, but I wanna be sure.” Toronto was rather close to Law territory. And where Samuel Law was involved, Kay wasn’t going to take any chances. Their families had a feud going almost twenty years back.
“Great… Work on our day off…”
“At least I have our best tracker with me,” Kay chuckled and punched Vivian’s shoulder. “This shouldn’t take too long.” She wasn’t really worried. This kind of thing happened all the time, especially with Strays near populated areas. It wasn’t like this stray was hunting in the city, near their friends, provided they really were just a Stray.
“Yeah, don’t worry,” Vivian said as she rose back to her feet, “we’ll get you back in time for your date.”
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What’s Mine is Yours. Now and Forever.


It took Kay and Vivian almost until the day of the planned date to finish tracking that Stray, and Logan did not appreciate the suspense.
Well, there was really nothing the two of them could have done, really, but she still hated not being able to cuddle her girlfriend at night. It got so bad that when Kay told her to just sleep over at Nemo’s, Logan had had their shit packed within minutes and was over there. Nemo had been very understanding, of course.
Logan hadn’t. No, they’d been too busy being stressed, coordinating the other werewolves, dealing with some stuff at the bar, getting dragged along by Meg on an errand, and Willow and Charlie being menaces. Kay barely exited her truck the evening before her regular day off before Logan threw themself at her and wrapped their arms around her neck.
“Never leave the house again,” they demanded.
“Then how am I gonna run the bar?” Kay chuckled.
“We’ll sleep there.” Logan nuzzled more into her neck, wrapping her arms and legs tight around her big, strong girlfriend.
“And what about the gym?”
“Don’t care.”
“So you want me to get all skinny?” Logan grumbled and gave Kay a pout. Her girlfriend just laughed and hugged them tight. “I’m sorry for being away for that long,” she whispered. “I just really had to make sure we were all safe.”
“Next time, tell me where you are and I’ll come help you,” Logan complained.
“Can’t do that,” Kay said so softly and with such love. “You’re the person I trust most to keep everyone here safe.”
The praise warmed Logan’s chest. “Of course I’d keep this place safe,” they grumbled and kissed Kay’s cheek. “I love you, and this is our home.”
“Yeah.” Kay smiled. “Anyway… It’s late, and we have reservations early tomorrow, right?”
“Yeah.” Logan had checked the forecast religiously, and by all accounts their date was going to be very overcast, so they could simply go out and enjoy her time with Kay in the (relative) daylight.
“Good, then let’s get to bed. I’m tired.” But instead of letting them down, Kay just started walking. Logan looked at her, surprised.
“What are you doing?” they asked, casting a glance back at Vivian and Kay’s truck.
“I’m carrying you.”
Logan blushed a little, watching Kay’s beautiful, stoic expression framed in the light of the street lamps. “But your truck…”
“Right.” Kay took the keys out of her sweater pocket and tossed them over her shoulder, where Vivian caught them expertly. “You can park that properly for me, right?”
“Sure thing,” Vivian hummed with a smirk.
Logan blushed harder and leaned her head on Kay’s shoulder. “You’re silly,” they muttered after a minute.
“I don’t wanna let you go.” Kay shrugged her massive shoulders. “Don’t blame me, you’re just too pretty.”
Logan kissed her again, and for just a moment they stood still and enjoyed the quiet night together. Then Kay pulled away and kept walking, carrying them with such ease.
“We’ll kiss more in bed,” she said firmly, and Logan could do nothing but blush and watch Kay’s beautiful face. She was just too gorgeous, and carrying them for ten minutes barely seemed to faze her.
Kay only let them go when they were at home, in their bedroom, and even then it was just to push her down on the bed and kiss them. Logan didn’t complain. They just giggled when Kay pulled back. “You missed me,” they whispered.
“Of course.” Kay’s kisses trailed hot along their neck and collarbone. She kissed the top of Logan’s scar and they shuddered pleasantly. “It was lonely without you there.”
“You had Vivian…”
“I’m not in love with Vivian.”
“You’re gonna make me blush,” Logan mumbled, hiding their red face under their hand.
“Good.” Kay’s voice was a soft mutter. Her head rested heavy against Logan’s chest. “Hold me,” she said so very softly, and Logan did as she asked, wrapping their arms around Kay’s head and holding her close. After a moment, Kay let out a deep, deep sigh. “Being apart from you the last three days,” she whispered, “was fucking torture.”
Logan nodded gently and ran her fingers through Kay’s hair. “Did you at least catch that Stray?”
Kay groaned. “Don’t remind me…”
“What? What happened?” Logan looked at Kay with a little more worry.
“I know we’ve never talked much about pack politics, but… You remember what I said about Samuel Law?”
“That he’s an asshole?”
“Yeah, and apparently his kids had enough of him and fucking bailed.”
“Oh.” Logan said. “Oh shit! Are they okay?”
“I guess?” Kay shrugged. “They were masking their scent as much as they could, and we didn’t wanna get too close. The little one, Sarah? Fucking vicious. And Dani has grown. She might be almost as big as I am.”
“But they’re kids. Did you try talking to them?”
“Yeah, but they really didn’t wanna talk. They ran, and when we called back home, we learned what’s going on.” Kay sighed softly and buried her face more at Logan’s chest. “I just hope Samuel doesn’t try anything. I just wanna go on dates right now, not fight.”
Logan hugged Kay closer and kissed her head. “Well, you’re back now,” they whispered and squeezed their girlfriend gently. “If anything happens, we’ll deal with it together. Just relax tonight. And tomorrow we can enjoy our time on a date, okay?”
“Sounds good,” Kay grumbled and nuzzled more into Logan. She was asleep before they could suggest getting dressed for bed.
“Sleepy girl,” Logan whispered and cuddled Kay lovingly. It didn’t matter. She wasn’t going to wake up her wonderful, caring girlfriend after she had worked so hard to get home to her in time.
***Her alarm tore them from their slumber the next day. Kay was still snuggled to Logan, quietly resting her head on their chest, sleeping. Logan turned off the alarm and hugged their girlfriend again, playing with her hair gently. “Sleepy bean,” she whispered, still feeling rather tired herself. Kay made a deep, sleepy noise and wrapped her arms around Logan tighter. Logan sighed softly. “Okay. Just five more minutes.”
When they woke up the next time, Kay was still cuddling them, but now there was a tray with food and a steaming coffee on the bedside table. Logan sighed and ran their fingers through Kay’s hair. “Still wanna cuddle more?” she whispered and kissed her girlfriend’s head.
“… yes…” Kay grumbled softly. “But I made food…”
“We can cuddle and eat,” Logan whispered.
Kay grumbled louder, hugging them tight. Then, slowly, she relaxed her grip. “Fine,” she mumbled and sat up, scooting to sit and lean against the headboard. “C’mere.” She patted her thigh with sleepily lidded eyes. Logan chuckled and sat in her lap.
“Sleepy puppy,” they whispered and leaned up to kiss Kay lovingly. Their big, strong girlfriend wrapped them up in her arms again, holding them and kissing back lovingly. Logan melted into her warmth and her touch, and a soft purr escaped into Kay’s mouth before their lips closed on one another and muffled the noise.
After they finally parted again, with Logan breathless and purring very hard, Kay reached over and got the tray for them. As soon as Logan swallowed the first mouthful of coffee, the world seemed a little less awful, and she could actually imagine leaving Kay’s arms to get ready for the day.
“Hey, Logan,” Kay whispered in her ear.
“Mm?” They turned a little to look at her.
Kay kissed them again, lips now tasting of bacon. “We’re going on a date today,” she whispered.
It shouldn’t have been a big deal, but Logan’s heart jumped a little in their chest. They tried to hide their goofy grin. “Yeah. Yeah we are,” she giggled.
“What’s wrong?” Kay chuckled, hugging them again from behind.
“Nothing!” Logan tried to hide their face, but their loud purrs gave them away. That and the happy blush slowly spreading down their neck. “I just… Fuck, I’m so happy,” they whispered. “I love you so much…”
Kay took Logan’s chin, turning them to meet their eyes with such love and adoration. “I am very happy too,” she said in that loving tone of hers. “And I love you as well.”
“Is it bad that I wanna cuddle a little longer still?” Logan hummed and tucked her head under her girlfriend’s chin.
“Hm, we still have some time until we need to get ready for our reservation.” Kay ran a hand through her hair and leaned back. “I think we can cuddle a bit more.”
“Good,” Logan said with a smile. They bit their lip, looking up at her after putting the coffee mug away, and were rewarded with a loving expression from the most beautiful woman alive. “So…”
“Mm. You’re hungry,” Kay said, immediately catching on.
Logan nodded gently. “Only if you want to…” they said, and Kay ran a hand through their russet hair, back to their neck, and pulled them close.
“Drink up, love,” she said in her deep, soothing voice, and Logan groaned softly at the shudder it sent through them.
“I love you,” they whispered and kissed Kay’s neck.
“I know.”
“So much.”
“Then drink deep.” Those strong fingers gently caressed the back of Logan’s neck as she nipped at Kay’s skin. Kay pulled her in more. “I adore you so much, my love.”
Logan let out a soft, loving mumble and bit down. Drinking blood kept them alive. It always came with a rush of flavour and comfort, but in that moment, Logan barely noticed any of it. Their heart was just too full of love for their wonderful girlfriend. They couldn’t wait to spend the day with her.
Logan pulled back when her hunger was finally sated. They licked the bite closed and snuggled into Kay’s neck more. “I love you,” she whispered.
“I love you too.” Kay kissed her bloodstained lips and rested their foreheads together. “Now… time to get up,” she added.
Logan sighed and hugged her a little tighter. “Do we have to…?”
Kay hummed and kissed Logan’s head again. “Yes.”
They grumbled and rolled over, flopping onto the bed with a loud groan.
Kay chuckled and gave them a pat on the head before slipping out of bed. “Well,” she said and stretched, pushing up her sweater in doing so and letting Logan see her thicc abs, “I’m going to take a bath.”
“O-Okay…” Logan said in a soft whine, hiding their bright red face.
Kay stripped off her sweater, revealing even more of her sculpted body, went to leave, but stopped at the door and looked back at her girlfriend. “You’re welcome to join me,” she added.
Logan rolled over again and fell out of bed with a soft noise before extricating themself from the blankets and following Kay quickly.
***Kay had set up candles for the bath. Logan wanted to kiss this gorgeous, amazing woman, but there had been so many kisses during the bath, she felt like one more might just spell the end for her. It was hard enough to not constantly blush and fall to pieces around Kay.
After the bath, they had dressed up. Casual in style, but on Kay, everything looked so damn gorgeous. The black, woolen shirt stretched around her huge body and left very little to the imagination, so for the whole dinner at Kay’s favourite restaurant, Logan was faced with their girlfriend’s beauty and strength. There was just something about the way her shoulders filled that shirt and almost strained the fabric around her biceps that made Logan blush. They themself had opted for a nice, red top that went well with the black pants, and a necklace to add to her outfit. There was a little bat pendant dangling from it— a little present from Kay that she had been embarrassed to give to them, thinking it was silly, but they had cherished it ever since.
Dinner was great too, though Logan was mostly occupied with staring at Kay. She was just so very gorgeous, with her stoic look, her dark brown eyes, that faint change in her expression when she smiled. More than once, Logan had to stop themself from getting up to go and kiss her. It reminded them of their very first dates, when they’d awkwardly tried to make conversation before realizing that Kay was more than happy to just let them talk, or simply sit in a comfortable silence and enjoy each other’s presence.
“How is your steak?” she did eventually ask.
“Great,” Kay hummed, devouring a portion big enough for three people. “You know exactly what I like.”
Logan blushed at the praise. “Well,” she giggled, “it’s been a while since we’ve come here, but it was hard to forget how excited you were. Your eyes were sparkling.”
“Look…” Kay rubbed her neck, a tiny bit flustered. “It’s good food. And I’m a sucker for good food.”
“Well, I’m a sucker for you. And you’re a snack. So I get the sentiment,” Logan said just a bit flirtatiously and wanted to die a little on the inside. “I’m sorry,” they immediately followed up. “That was terrible.”
But Kay’s lips twitched in a smile. “I thought it was cute,” she hummed and gently traced a finger over her neck, where Logan’s bite was pretty much invisible now. Logan blushed harder, finding their eyes drawn to Kay’s neck and shoulders again.
They groaned and braced her face on her hands. “How are you so pretty?” she complained.
Kay chuckled. “I can’t help that you’re very gay,” she said, watching Logan so fondly when they looked back up.
They grumbled. “You’re just too gorgeous. I’m not blind, you know?”
“Well you’re very gorgeous yourself.” Kay moved to rest her hand over Logan’s on the table. Their fingers interlocked gently, almost tentatively, with such tenderness that Logan felt butterflies in her stomach. “And I’m happy I get to be here with you.”
“Oh Kay…” Logan delicately squeezed her hand. “Have I ever told you,” they muttered in a bashful, raspy voice, “just how happy you make me?”
Kay hummed as if she was thinking. “I think it might have come up once or twice…” Logan sighed happily and became lost in her eyes again. Her hand was so very warm, her touch so gentle that Logan almost broke down right then. They felt a tug in their chest as if their heart was pulling them towards Kay, who just pinned her with a loving gaze out of oak-brown eyes. And somehow Logan still took in everything else about her. That dark, wild mass of hair she liked to comb her fingers through when they cuddled. Her lips, so full and soft and dark like her rich, umber skin, hiding white fangs that Kay only ever bared at their enemies…
“I love you…” Logan whispered again, and this time her throat felt tight. “Thank you. For letting me be a part of your life.” Happiness welled up in their chest like a river of warmth that filled them up the way Kay’s love filled them every day, every night, every hour and every minute. They had been together for so long, and even now not a minute passed that Logan didn’t somehow think of this beautiful, amazing and kind woman who had offered to share her life with them.
“Oh Logan…” Kay’s own deep, soothing voice gave away her own feelings with its faint tremor. “You are my life.”
“I love you,” Logan repeated again. “And I need you like the blood in my veins. Without you I wouldn’t be me.”
“Well, you’ll never have to be without me,” Kay said softly and stood up to walk around their table. Even in their somewhat private booth, there were still people who could look in and stare. Kay ignored it and sank down on one knee before Logan, holding their hand and keeping their eyes locked together. “If I could be granted any wish, it would be to be here with you. Before I met you… my life was hard. Even with my pack, it was a difficult burden to bear. But you make everything seem so easy.” She kissed their knuckles, and Logan melted just a bit. “I want to never be apart from you. For as long as we live… For eternity… I want to be by your side.”
“That’s good,” Logan whispered, blinking away happy tears. “Because I want that too.” They squeezed Kay’s hand and cupped her cheek, leaning down to kiss her girlfriend softly. It felt like that one kiss could undo her, unravel her and lay bare her whole heart. It might as well, because her heart had belonged to Kay for decades, and nobody else had ever known them as well, cherished them as deeply, or made her feel so loved.
Kay watched Logan lovingly even after their lips had separated again. Logan blushed softly. “Um, Kay…?” they said with a bashful giggle. “People are staring.”
“Let them.” Kay smiled. “They’re just jealous of me, because I get to love you.”
A blush began to slowly rise to Logan’s cheeks. “Flatterer,” she whispered happily.
“I like to tell my girlfriend that I love them.” But she did rise to her feet, and, with one more kiss to Logan’s forehead, moved back to her chair. Then she hummed softly. “You know, as much as I like to see you while eating, I think I prefer having you by my side,” she said and moved her chair and plate.
Logan giggled softly. “You’re silly.” They gave her a loving smile.
Kay shrugged and leaned into them. “How else would I steal your chicken wings?” she whispered, taking Logan’s hand once more to kiss their fingers.
Logan leaned back into her. “Steal as many as you like,” she whispered and rested her head on Kay’s shoulder. “What’s mine is yours. Now and forever.”
“I love you.”
“I love you too.” Words didn’t do it justice. It was more than just love. There were no words to truly describe how deeply and intensely Logan felt for her. But Kay knew even without her saying it, so it was enough. Just barely.
Kay smiled. Then she gently bit her lip in a cute gesture, eyes flicking back to the plates. “And also, this food is amazing, and when we go on our next date, I’m going to treat you to something wonderful.”
A tiny laugh escaped Logan. “Go on,” they chuckled. “Eat up. I’ll be looking forward to that.”
And Kay did eat up. She obviously insisted on Logan having some of her food as well, and as they ate, Kay was clearly already making plans in her head for what to get her girlfriend that was— to her mind —equal to this date. Little did she know, she had already given Logan everything they could ever have wanted, and so much more.
***Logan’s chest was still warm by the time they were back out on the streets. It felt a little strange to be out during the day, with so many people strolling around, perusing shops… The street market they were visiting was made almost romantic by the gently falling snowflakes. The wind was cold, but it didn’t bother Logan.
At least not at first. Eventually, though, that warmth in their chest was no longer enough to keep them safe from the frigid temperatures as she and Kay browsed, wandered around, and did… well, couple things.
“Are you cold?” Kay asked when she noticed Logan rubbing her hands together.
They chuckled softly. “I’ll live,” they said, but Kay’s big, warm hands already rested over theirs. Logan looked up into her eyes, framed by tufts of black hair, and felt their cheeks heat up as well.
“There. Is that better?” Kay asked, her voice gentle and full of love.
Logan nodded, too flustered to say anything.
Kay smiled so softly. “Good. When you’re feeling a little warmer, let’s get you some gloves. And a hand warmer or two, just in case.”
“You don’t have to—”
“I do.” Kay smiled. “I can’t always hold your hand, right?”
“I mean… I wouldn’t complain,” Logan muttered and looked down at their hands.
“Neither would I.” Kay rested their foreheads together for a long, loving moment. “I’ll be by your side whenever you want me to be there.”
“No matter what?” Logan asked, opening her eyes to look at her girlfriend.
Kay smiled and nodded. “No matter what.”
A silly idea took form in Logan’s mind. It had been a thought, a silly little dream for the past few days… Ever since the day Kay had left on her walk with Vivian, checking on her family’s farm, Logan had wondered… What if Kay wanted to date Nemo with her… together.
It was a nice thought. But it would all depend on whether Nemo was okay with it… and Kay, obviously, though Logan was almost certain that she’d already hinted at it.
Logan opened her mouth to ask the question on her mind, but the breath she’d taken remained stuck in her throat. This was Kay’s date. This was their personal time, and it would be unfair to bring Nemo into this now without knowing for sure if Kay wanted her to be a part of things.
“You know,” Kay hummed, “it is getting a little cold. Do you want to get some coffee?”
“Mmm… Maybe some hot chocolate.” Logan’s hands were still clasped in Kay’s. She didn’t want to get too full, since she was going to get cake and coffee with Nemo later, but a single cup of something warm wouldn’t hurt.
“Alright, then—” Kay cut off as the breeze picked up her pretty, black scarf and swatted her in the face with it. Logan couldn’t help but giggle. The wind kept the scarf there, half covering Kay’s face, and she seemed disinclined to let go of Logan’s hands.
“Oh my god, Kay,” Logan laughed as the scarf fluttered around in her girlfriend’s face. “You can let go, you know.”
The wind died down a bit. “Fucking wind,” Kay grumbled. “It needs to know its fucking place.”
“What are you gonna do, kick its ass?” Logan tried to suppress her laughter, but she just couldn’t. It was just too funny.
“I’m immortal, I can find a way to do that.”
Logan laughed and moved their hands, which were now nice and toasty. They cupped Kay’s cheeks and pulled her into a loving kiss. “I don’t doubt it,” they whispered, so happy to be here with the woman she loved.
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Her Smell Alone Remains


Natural snow was AMAZING. Nemo had never seen anything that pretty before. Well, no, she had, and it had looked the same, but Mila had made that. This, though… This was a natural phenomenon of the weather manifesting in a yearly cycle! It was really fascinating, Nemo thought as she hurried through the bustling city streets to the place Logan had said they should meet up. It wasn’t all that far from Wolfshire, and there was a bookstore and a café across the street.
Should I get myself something…? Nemo rubbed her cold hands together. She had kept them in her warm pockets all the way, but that had done nothing. The fire spell she usually used to keep herself warm wasn’t quite doing the trick in this kind of cold. But just when she decided that maybe a hot chocolate might help her, she got a text from Logan telling her that they were almost there. Five minutes tops. And Nemo didn’t want to have snacks without them there when she could wait and have them with Logan.
The hot devil did arrive just a few minutes later, and Nemo’s heart beat a little faster when she recognized them in the increasing flurry of snowflakes and the slowly dimming light. Next to them was their gorgeous girlfriend. She looked enormous, and so THICC. Nemo didn’t mean to stare… but then again, she wasn’t blind. And Kay was a feast.
For the eyes, of course.
Well, she was a feast in general, beefier than the beefiest… beef. The metaphor wasn’t working right, so Nemo decided to just stare at them both lovingly. Logan wore a beanie, similar to the one Nemo had picked out for herself. Well, hers was black, Logan’s was grey… Then Nemo noticed their scarf, which was red with little black bats stitched into it. She squeed and ran up to them.
“Logan! Your scarf!” she called out. “It’s so cute!”
Logan’s face lit up upon seeing her, and they met her halfway and caught her in a hug. “Hi!” They beamed at her. “Did we keep you waiting?”
“Nope, just got here!” Nemo smiled at Kay. “Hugs!”
“Sure…” Kay smiled and leaned down to hug her tight. Hers were just as good as Logan’s. “Good to see you, Sparkle.”
Nemo giggled. “You too, Puppy!”
Kay blinked at her.
“What? You’re a puppy, it fits! I need to find a good nickname!”
“Maybe…” The big werewolf rolled her eyes playfully. “We’ll see.”
Nemo beamed at her triumphantly. “That wasn’t a no!”
“Sure wasn’t, Puppy,” Logan purred at Kay, smirking. With the increasing snowfall, more and more people had gotten off the street, so nobody was nearby to hear when Kay leaned over Logan and growled playfully.
“Watch it, Sleepy,” she said in her deep, HOT voice. “Just because I can’t say no to Nemo…”
“Aw, you can’t? Can I have free drinks then?” Nemo fluttered her eyes at the werewolf.
Kay stared at her for just a moment. “… Maybe,” she said again.
“Yesss!”
“But if you get drunk, I’ll cut you off.”
“Aww…” Nemo pouted. “Well, I don’t really plan on getting drunk, but this means there are limits to my power. I will have to deal with that…”
“You have fun with that,” Kay chuckled and patted Nemo’s head, ruffling her hair gently along with the beanie. “Now… I’m gonna head to the bar, have some time with my siblings. Logan, your guitar’s at the studio, so you don’t have to make a detour to get it.”
“Aww.” Logan smiled softly. “Thanks, Kay. You’re the best.” She leaned up and kissed her girlfriend.
“I want a kiss…” Nemo mumbled. The words just slipped out, and she blushed hard.
“Aw, of course,” Logan said, but Nemo caught them looking at Kay very briefly, and caught the near imperceptible nod from the hot werewolf.
Logan smiled and reached out, gently running a finger along Nemo’s jaw, cupping her cheek as they leaned down and kissed her softly. It was still just as amazing as Nemo remembered, and she made a soft, happy noise. Of course… she would have liked it if Kay had maybe wanted to kiss her too.
Well… TECHNICALLY Logan had kissed KAY, and then had kissed HER, which meant, by definition, SHE HAD KISSED KAY.
The thought made her blush unexpectedly. Logan smiled at her fondly with a little blush of their own, but Kay’s expression had turned gently worried. “Are you okay?” she asked Nemo.
She blinked and looked up at the big woman. “Sorry, what was the question?”
“Are you cold?” The back of Kay’s fingers rested gently against Nemo’s cheek, making her flush even deeper. “You’re icy.”
“Oh, it’s nothing,” Nemo said, flustered. “Hoe know no cold, you know?” For some reason, the joke didn’t have the same effect this time. Logan looked worried, and Kay just let out a soft hum, watching her.
“You need a scarf,” Kay said, pulling off her own, which had little wolves and foxes stitched in dark blue on the black background.
Nemo waved her off. “Pshh, naaaah! I’m fiiine!” she said with a little chatter of her teeth. Then Kay wrapped the scarf gently around Nemo’s neck, loose enough that it covered her from the cold wind that stung at her collarbone as well. It was a large scarf. Even just lying loosely like this, it shielded half of Nemo’s face from the elements. She looked up at Kay and felt her knees get a little weak as a different kind of heat rose in her chest to her face, and the butterflies in her belly made themselves known once more.
“You’ll freeze if you don’t dress properly,” Kay said, and she looked so beautiful with her stoic expression, her full lips, her dark skin and black hair, and the brown eyes that pinned Nemo with the intensity and care in them. For a moment, everything was quiet, and only the snowflakes falling between them told Nemo that time hadn’t stopped.
Then Kay leaned back, but her warmth and smell stayed with Nemo, infused into the scarf she huddled into. She tried hard to regain her focus, but she couldn’t. Not for a bit, at least. In her mind, she was holding Kay and Logan’s hands, and they were holding hers, and they were happy together…
Nemo missed what it was Kay whispered in Logan’s ear, but they kissed her cheek. “Okay. Thanks. I’ll see you later,” they said fondly.
“See you.” Kay kissed them one more time and gave Nemo a pat on the head. “Have fun on your date,” she said in a warm tone, and then she left them.
Nemo didn’t want her to go.
“Alright,” Logan said, taking Nemo’s hand. “I guess it’s just us now.”
“Yeah, I guess…”
The cute vampire frowned gently. “Are you still cold?” she asked, worried.
Nemo shook her head, collecting her thoughts. “No! No, I’m fine,” she said and beamed, pushing the fantasy to the back of her mind. She squeezed Logan’s hand, which was still warm through the fuzzy gloves they wore.
“Here.” Logan gave her a hand warmer. “For your other hand,” they said with a soft little purr that reminded Nemo of a grown-up Satan.
“Awww!” Nemo took it with a happy sigh. “Okay… Maybe I was a tiiiny bit cold,” she admitted.
“Well, if you get cold again we can go somewhere to warm up.”
“And cuddle?” She stared up at them with bright, sparkling eyes.
Logan chuckled and rubbed her neck. “Sure. Just a little, so we don’t get kicked out.”
“Yesss!” Nemo giggled happily. “So, what are we doing?”
“I thought we could just spend the evening doing something. Walk around, get some hot chocolate and snacks after a bit…”
“I’m down for that!” Nemo beamed. Of course she was down to do anything with a hottie like Logan keeping her company.
Logan gave her a happy, goofy grin. “Yeah? Do you wanna go shopping first?”
“Sure!” She had a little money stored away. She totally HADN’T gotten that money from selling magic charms and potions to various Bloods/vampires/unidentified supernaturals. Mila couldn’t prove shit!
She’d meant to get herself something nice to surprise Logan with, but if they went clothes shopping, she could still awe them just by looking cute, and she didn’t even have to pay for stuff! Win-win!
One thing did bother her though as she and Logan walked through the gently falling snow. She leaned into them “Sooo, what was that?”
“What was what?”
“Kay whispering to you.”
“Oh,” Logan chuckled. “That was nothing. Don’t worry about it.”
Nemo squinted up at them. “Hmmmm… Suspicious…” she said suspiciously.
“Dunno what you mean.”
“Mm yup! You do!” Nemo tugged at their hand gently. “Tell me! Tell me, tell me, tell me!” The curiosity was eating her up inside.
But the hot, GORGEOUS vampire just laughed softly. “Hush, you’ll see on our date!” they chuckled.
“But we’re on the date!” Nemo protested. “This is the date! So tell me!”
“Just a little patience.”
She upped her squinting game. “Mmmmm VERY SUSPICIOUS.”
“You’ll see, I promise,” Logan giggled, and that was even more suspicious, because they definitely knew something Nemo didn’t know, and that meant they were HIDING something!
“You’re lucky you’re so damn hot,” Nemo said and poked Logan’s side playfully. “Or I’d have to sic Satan on you.”
“Satan. The cuddly little kitty.”
“Yes.” Nemo nodded. “He’s terrifying. The best cuddles. You won’t be able to move afterwards.”
“How terrible.” Logan pulled Nemo’s hand to their lips with a raspy chuckle and kissed her knuckles. “We should hurry so you don’t have to do that to me, then.”
“I would just HATE for you to be stuck cuddling Satan for hours and hours,” Nemo agreed. “I’d have to massage your shoulders and feed you food…”
“Sounds like heaven, actually.”
“Oh, no, it’s the worst!” Nemo affirmed with a nod. “Just so terrible! Being pampered while cuddling a kitty! I would HATE to have that happen to me. So much. Yup. So very much.”
“Fine, we can go cuddle Satan sometime, and I’ll feed you and give you a massage.”
“Yesss!”
***Nemo loved shopping. She especially enjoyed trying on clothes she knew looked good on her and asking Logan’s opinion on them. Not that it wasn’t just a tiny bit nerve wracking for her. She wasn’t insecure about her body image, not since the one time someone had been mean to her and Mila had frozen their legs into a solid block of ice and had told her that she was beautiful. But it was different with Logan. Nemo wanted Logan to like her. Maybe… to love her even. So she was a little nervous and bashful with some of the more… fancy and revealing outfits.
Luckily, it seemed like Logan really liked her. More than once when Nemo felt nervous about her look, they blushed hard and gave her a look that was nothing short of smitten, and then she looked back with the same look, and then their eyes met and then they just stood there until Logan nervously stammered that she looked amazing and Nemo nervously stammered a thanks and eventually went back to change.
It was so much fun.
With a lot of outfits, Nemo also got Logan’s input and started mixing and matching articles of clothing to look as cute as possible. They made sure to keep everything they didn’t want to buy nice and orderly so the shop employees had an easier time getting everything back to where it belonged.
Eventually, Nemo had settled on two outfits she really liked. Something cute and warm for the winter, and something a little more… extravagant for Logan.
“Okay, I guess this is it,” Nemo said.
“Of the other ones,” Logan said, holding up the other ten or so outfits Nemo had tried on, “which one would you take if you could take more?”
“Aw, are you offering to buy?” Nemo joked. Of course she wouldn’t make Logan buy her clothes for her. “Well, I love all of them, so… Give me a moment to decide.”
Logan hummed softly. “Nah. Let’s just buy them all,” she said, putting the pretty blue dress Nemo had put away over her arm as well.
Nemo froze for a moment, thinking she had misheard. “Wait, but… Logan, that’s too expensive!”
Logan chuckled. “Well. There’s benefits to having a rich girlfriend.” They pulled a credit card out of their pocket.
“Is that Kay’s? Isn’t she gonna get mad if you spend so much money on me…?” Nemo nervously clutched the scarf Kay had so casually put on her, fully awakening the desire for her to maybe someday join them on a date. She really didn’t wanna mess that up.
“Not if she’s the one that told me to spend money on you,” Logan said with a wink, and Nemo felt her heart get all warm again.
She whined softly. “That’s unfair of her, she can’t just be… you know… like that! It’s too generous!”
Logan’s fingers gently brushed over Nemo’s skin as they cupped her cheek. “Well, she doesn’t need it, so she said I might as well use it on a cute girl who deserves some pretty things.”
How was Nemo supposed to pay Kay back for that? She didn’t have a clue, so she just hugged Logan tight while they stood there with their arms laden with clothes. “You better tell her that I was so happy I cried,” Nemo mumbled, wiping a few happy tears away. “Not because of the clothes. It’s just… I really appreciate the gesture. So much.”
“Aw… She appreciates you too, Sparkle,” Logan said and patted her head. “Come on, let’s buy these clothes and then go get something to snack on, okay?”
Nemo looked up at them, wiped her eyes once, and nodded. “Okay,” she whispered. She didn’t just want Kay to appreciate her. She wanted her to like her the way Logan did. Maybe… Maybe she would.
She shouldn’t push it, of course, Nemo thought as Logan paid for everything. The last thing she wanted was for Kay to feel like her kind gestures were Nemo’s reason for trying to pressure her into a relationship. Sure, Kay was amazing, she was gorgeous, strong, and also rich. Nemo didn’t want Kay to think that she liked her just for those things. It was more than that. She just… felt safe around her. Kay was caring and generous, and the way Logan looked at Kay and Kay looked at Logan made her heart melt every time.
It would make sense too, she thought as she and Logan got the snacks they’d ordered in the pretty little café they had taken a seat in. If Kay and I liked each other too, then Logan wouldn’t have to divide their time between me and her. The wind had picked up again, covering the already dark world outside in a flurry of white lit up by street lamps, and Nemo stared out into that night thoughtfully, chin braced on her hand and stirring her hot chocolate. It would be an adjustment to not live with Mila anymore, if she could someday move in with the others, but Mila had Jin now. And Nemo would have Logan and Kay— if they both liked her.
“Nemo?”
“Hm?” Logan’s voice brought Nemo back to the here and now. She turned to them and smiled. They’d even gotten her a pretty scarf, a black one with purple spider web design. She was going to wear that and Kay’s both. For purely non-gay reasons.
But Logan’s expression was a gentle, questioning one. “Are you okay?” they asked and reached out to rest their hand over the one Nemo had dropped onto the table.
“Oh, I’m great,” Nemo said with a little smile. “Dates with you are always wonderful.” She turned her hand to rest her palm against Logan’s.
“But something is bothering you.” Logan curled her fingers, with Nemo following suit to grip each other’s hands gently. “You can tell me, you know. Is it the clothes? Or the food?”
“Oh, no,” Nemo said quickly, eyeing the large slice of triple-layered chocolate cake before her. Logan liked chocolate too, so they could share. “Logan, the food is wonderful, the clothes are wonderful, and you’re wonderful.” She sighed and pulled her hand back, cupping the large mug with her hot chocolate to warm herself up.
Logan tilted her head. “Then what’s the matter?” Their concern hit Nemo right in the heart. Just hearing them be worried was enough to make her want to go kiss them. “I know something’s been on your mind all day.”
“What? You don’t know that!” Nemo said, surprised.
They chuckled. “Nemo… You’re not that subtle.”
“Aww, but my middle name is ‘Subtle’…”
“Is it?”
“It could be! I could change it!” She pouted at them, playing with her thumbs over the rim of her mug.
“Either way,” Logan said softly and smiled at her. “You can talk to me. What’s on your mind, Sparkle?”
Nemo sighed. When she spoke, her voice was uncharacteristically quiet. “Do you think… maybe, you know, if you wanted to and she wanted to… that maybe Kay would want to come along on a date? Only if she wants to, of course, not that I want to pressure her or anything, and only if you want to as well, not that I’m telling you you gotta share her or me or anything, just, y’know, if you both maybe wanted to do something like that…” She couldn’t help herself babbling nervously and quietly. Her eyes latched on to the fang sticking out over Logan’s lip in such a cute way. But she kept talking even as they opened their mouth.
Logan’s voice, however, cut right through Nemo’s words with a loving warmth. “You should ask her.”
Nemo stopped briefly, surprised. “Huh? What?” She stared at Logan. “A-Ask her…?”
“Yeah.” Logan smiled and reached out a hand, resting it on the table. Nemo took it, and they brushed their thumb over her knuckles. “Ask her. I wouldn’t mind. In fact… I think I would love that. But it’s ultimately up to you two.”
“But… Do you think she’ll say yes?” Nemo really didn’t want to be rejected. Especially by someone Logan loved.
But Logan just chuckled softly. She smiled fondly at Nemo and squeezed her hand. “I know she thinks you’re cute,” she said. “And… She’s kinda hinted at maybe being interested in being together with us. I guess the only way we’ll know for sure is if you’ll ask her.”
Nemo gave Logan puppy eyes. “And you’re sure you’re okay with it?”
Logan just smiled and brought Nemo’s hand up to kiss her knuckles. “I… I really like you,” they said in a tender, loving tone. “And I already love her. Why would I not want the two people I like to be together?”
Her heart felt so warm and soft at the words. Nemo whined and squeezed Logan’s hand with a happy blush and a little smile. “You’re the best,” she whispered, vibrating a little in her seat. She couldn’t wait to ask Kay out. If they could all be together… Yeah, she would like that a lot, Nemo thought as Logan kissed her hand once more and made her melt.
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Kay swirled her blue drink gently in her glass, watching it create a little whirlpool. A look at the clock above the door told her that it was getting late. Logan and Nemo’s date had to have come to a close now, so the little witch was probably listening in on band practice right now. Hopefully she’d had a nice evening. Kay had told Logan to spoil her, and the thought of Nemo being happy brought a little smile to her lips as she sipped her drink. She liked this one. The lemon in it made it just a little tart, creating a spicy taste.
“You sure you don’t need anything else?” Vivian asked from behind the bar, polishing a spotless glass.
“I’m fine, thanks.” Kay gave her a little smile. “And thanks for taking over.”
Viv answered the smile with her own and put the glass away. “Don’t mention it. You deserve a break,” she said and grabbed a new glass. “Besides, it’s been a while since I’ve bartended. I like being important.” She tossed her braid.
Kay smirked. “You’re always important, kid.”
“Good.” Vivian hesitated and looked around. It was a pretty slow day. Most of the Bloods were enjoying socializing with people, now that the weather was too overcast for them to burn, so there weren’t many people at the bar. When it was apparent that nobody needed her right now, Vivian put the glass away and leaned on the bar, arms crossed. “So, did you talk to Logan?”
Kay swirled her drink again, frowning just a little. “No… Not yet.”
“And Nemo?”
She shook her head. “I just… I was tired yesterday. And today was meant just for us. And them. I didn’t wanna bring it up and maybe ruin their day.”
“You’d have made mine, if I was Nemo,” Vivian muttered. “Well, no rush. Whenever you’re ready.”
“Thanks, Viv. I just want it to be right and go well.” She gave her little sister a smile.
Vivian smiled and reached over the bar. She patted Kay’s head and ruffled her hair gently. “Love you, sis,” she said. “If you need me, I will be there.”
Kay took Viv’s hand when she pulled it back and squeezed it gratefully. “Thanks,” she said again, looking deep into her sister’s deep blue eyes. “It means a lot.”
“Hey, you’ve always been there for me.” Viv squeezed her hand back with a little smile. “Time to return the favour.”
“That’s different. I’m your big sister.”
“And I love you, so not that different,” Vivian quipped and looked to the door as it opened. “Oh, hello…” she muttered.
Kay followed her gaze and found Nemo standing in the door, face red from the cold and wrapped up in a new scarf, black with dark purple spider web design on it. Looks expensive, Kay noted with a feeling of approval.
Nemo closed the door behind her, looked down for a moment, and then marched over to Kay. Her confident approach faltered at the last couple metres, and Kay realized the blush was not just from the cold. Nemo cleared her throat, sheepishly holding out a now gloved hand with Kay’s scarf, neatly folded up.
“You forgot this…” she mumbled.
Kay raised an eyebrow with a soft hum. “No, I left it exactly where I meant to,” she said, but took it back. Her fingers brushed over Nemo’s hand, and even through the fuzzy glove she could feel a nervous tremor. She could smell it on her, too. “What brings you here? I thought you’d be listening in on Logan’s practice…”
Nemo stood there for a moment longer, blushing, then hopped onto the bar stool next to Kay’s. “One Earth Gravity please,” she said to Vivian.
“Coming right up,” Viv all but purred and started mixing.
Kay and Nemo sat there in silence for a few moments. Kay played with her glass a little, elbows resting on the bar, leaving the scarf resting next to her. She looked over at Nemo. “So, how was your date?”
“It was great,” Nemo mumbled, but her voice was quiet and sheepish. “Like… Really great. Logan is great…”
“Yeah, they are,” Kay muttered and sipped her drink again. A part of her wondered why exactly Nemo was here, but she was taking her time pulling her scarf and gloves off, and then she just rested her arms on the bar, fidgeting with her hands. “Did they treat you to some nice things?”
“You might get upset at how much they spent on me…” Nemo’s voice was even quieter.
Kay just chuckled, a deep, soothing sound. “She’d have to buy several city blocks before I’d get even in the ballpark of concern, let alone anger,” she said, combing her fingers through her hair to push it back. “Or fifty cats. We can’t house fifty cats.”
“You don’t even know how much we spent!” Nemo whined and looked up at her with big, nervous eyes. They were even a little teary. She lowered her gaze again, clearly a little upset.
Kay didn’t know what came over her. But a moment later, she held Nemo’s chin gently between her index and thumb and lifted her face gently. “I don’t,” she agreed. “But I know every cent was worth it.”
Nemo whined a little and pouted at her.
Kay tilted her head gently, watching. “Maybe I should have told you that it’s okay beforehand,” she said softly, gently brushing her thumb over Nemo’s skin before pulling her hand back self-consciously. “Next time, I’ll be sure to do that.”
Nemo looked away. She stared into the drink Viv had made her before leaving them to talk. She had opted for a larger glass, so Nemo didn’t have to wait for the ice ball to melt before drinking. “You’re too nice,” she mumbled and downed half the glass in one go.
Kay hummed softly, watching her. “… You good there, Sparkle?” she asked with a little chuckle.
“Yeah!” Nemo’s nod was shaky, but her voice firm. “I just needed something to drink to boost my confidence. You know, alcohol. I’m good now!”
“That’s… not how that works.”
“It is! That’s why they call it liquid courage!” Nemo said confidently but with a little pout that drew Kay’s eye from her eyes to her lips a little quicker than she had anticipated. Her cute tone also helped.
Kay chuckled. “If you say so… Now then…” She rested her elbow on the bar, waiting.
Nemo took a deep breath, turning to her as well. She looked Kay in the eye, looked down, looked her in the eye again, opened her mouth, and… “Wouldyouliketojoinusonadate?”
Kay blinked, caught a little off guard by the stream of words. “Excuse me, could you repeat that?”
“JOINUSONADATE!” Nemo repeated, bright red and failing to meet her gaze. “Y-You know… Logan and I…”
Kay hummed deeply. “You want me… to join you.” She wanted to just say yes. But she needed to be sure.
“Yes.”
“Does Logan know about this?”
“They suggested it.”
“And this is just because Logan misses me?” She tilted her head gently, trying to read Nemo’s expression despite her averted eyes and almost hidden face. “Are you sure you wouldn’t end up getting jealous? I don’t mind at all… but I know this is your first time being with someone you like.”
“Well… Maybe I like you too.” The words were a mumbled little whisper, but Kay still felt her heart jump a little. Nemo looked up at her nervously. “I also have reasons why you should date me!”
“… Reasons,” Kay repeated, a little intrigued, amused, and happy.
“Yeah!” Nemo nodded hard. “I have a degree in elemental magic, potions, charms, and gay love! And those are actually real things at my school! I didn’t get to take the finals, but my grades are good enough that I passed anyway, so my dads can fax over the certificate!”
A low, deeply amused chuckle escaped Kay. “I think you forgot a reason.”
“What’s that?”
Kay reached out to gently run a finger along Nemo’s jaw, making her blush harder. “You’re cute, that’s what.” She smiled faintly and took another sip from her drink, which somehow tasted even better now.
Nemo hid her face, giggling for a moment. She cleared her throat. “S-So um… Does that mean you’d… you know… wanna date me too? With Logan?” she asked falteringly and with a hopeful note to her voice.
Kay thought about it for just a moment. Then she chuckled softly. “Yeah. Yeah, I think I’d like that a lot.”
Nemo jumped straight into the air from her stool, cheering. “Fuck yeah!” She beamed so brightly, Kay couldn’t help but laugh.
“You’re adorable, Sparkle,” she laughed softly.
Nemo beamed at her. “I’m just happy because I get to date TWO HOT PEOPLE who are also dating EACH OTHER! Life is GREAT!” She almost dropped her drink as she pulled it close for another chug, too happy and energetic to hold still.
But Kay’s smile faltered a little. There was one thing still weighing on her, something Nemo needed to know about. Something Logan hadn’t told her, or else they would have asked Kay first, since it was her business. She cleared her throat, getting Nemo’s undivided attention immediately. The little witch stared at her with bright, excited eyes. “Yu-huh?” she hummed.
Kay rubbed her neck. “Look,” she said, glancing aside. “I don’t know what your plans were… with Logan, I mean… But if you wanna get into this, you should know I’m ace.” She fixed the cute girl with her gaze. “So if you were expecting sex…” She grimaced faintly.
Nemo stared at her. “Well, you’re definitely an ace,” she said dreamily.
Kay chuckled. “Thanks, but you know that’s not what I meant.”
Nemo giggled. “I know,” she said, and added with a blush, “But… I still get, like… this.” She pointed at Kay’s everything. “All of this. And cuddles, yes? Pretty please?”
Kay chuckled at the puppy eyes Nemo made. “Sure. That can definitely be arranged.”
“Then I don’t see a problem!” Nemo cackled. “As long as I get to cuddle that, I’m gooood…” She was so adorable, the way she drew out the words and got distracted looking at Kay and then blushed deeply.
Kay shook her head with an amused smile. “You’re cute, ki—” She caught herself just before saying it. Nemo still pouted at her. “Uh, sorry. Habit.”
“Yeah, you don’t wanna call me kid,” Nemo grumbled. “I’m almost twenty-five! I still don’t get why you do that. I mean, you’re not that old…”
“Ah…” Kay rubbed her neck and shrugged a little. “I am, actually. Like, older than a lot of people. So it really just became a habit for anyone younger than me, which is most people. It doesn’t mean I actually think you’re a kid.”
The cute witch cocked her head curiously. “Okay, then how old are you?”
“Old.”
“Numbers!”
Kay sighed and thought. “About… two hundred years. One-ninety-nine to be exact.”
Nemo stared at her. She looked at her drink. She looked down. She looked back at Kay. “I’m almost that,” she insisted.
Kay shrugged. “Told you I’m old,” she chuckled.”
“Mmmnope!” Nemo smiled at her. “You’re young. You’ve just been young for a long time!”
Kay watched her for a moment, looking for any sign of visible discomfort about the enormous age gap. It didn’t really matter to her. Nemo was an adult, she could make her own choices. And after a moment, she relaxed. “Thanks, Nemo. I’m glad you’re okay with it.” She brushed hand over the cute girl’s head.
Nemo melted. “H-Hi…” she mumbled. “Gorgeous woman…”
“Hi,” Kay chuckled.
Nemo’s eyes darted around the room. They latched onto the sword hanging above the back of the bar. Customer service. “S-So, um… D-Do you use that?” She’d seen it in action, of course.
Kay hummed, resting her chin on her fist. “Sometimes.” She played along to give Nemo a chance to collect herself.
Nemo made some very excited noises. “Do I get to hold it??”
A slow smile spread over Kay’s lips. “You know what?” she asked. “Sure. Under supervision.”
The excited gay noises reached new heights, and Kay watched Nemo be happy and eager to swing the weapon someday with a gentle, loving look.
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They Get the Girls


Focusing on band practice was somehow much more difficult without Nemo there, sketching them. Logan tried her best, and they got through practice okay, but they really missed having the cute witch there. It was even more nerve wracking to think about how Kay might be taking Nemo asking her out. Of course Logan hoped she said yes. They really wanted Kay to say yes. And she had hinted at maybe wanting to… or had that been a joke? Logan sighed and sank back into the couch in their studio. Kay had installed a little resting area, big enough for the band and friends, with a little fridge and snacks. Logan wasn’t hungry, though.
“Trouble in paradise?” Valerie dropped onto the couch next to Logan. The sound of Jin hammering away at the drum set and Mila showing off her guitar skills faded as the soundproof door of the little booth fell shut.
“What gave it away?” Logan muttered and leaned into Val, who put an arm around her.
“Dunno. You’re just cranky, and Nemo isn’t here.”
“I’m not cranky!” Logan grumbled. “I just… miss her.”
Val chuckled and ran a hand through her purple mohawk. “I don’t know how you ever manage to get away from Kay, you cute nerd.”
Logan gave her a playful growl. “Kay’s been with me for forty years. It… still sucks when I can’t be with her. But I’ve only had Nemo for a little… And she’s asking Kay out tonight.”
“Oh. Oh damn.” Val patted Logan’s shoulder. “I’m sure it’ll be fine, right? Kay likes cuties.”
“I’m gonna push you off this fucking couch.”
Valerie just giggled, and after a moment Logan relaxed. “I really hope it goes fine,” they muttered. “I would love to have Kay there. Maybe someday have Nemo be our girlfriend, have her live with us…”
“Mm. And then you’ll get married and live happily ever after,” Val said. She rubbed Logan’s arm gently. “Look… I know Kay’s whole thing is that she’s hard to read… but you said it yourself, you’ve been together for a long time. I think it’s okay to just trust your instincts with this.”
Logan sighed deeply and leaned into Valerie a little more, taking comfort in her friend’s touch. “Thanks,” they mumbled. “I really hope so.” The door opened, filling the room with the sound of Mila’s sweet riffs and Jin’s drumming. Logan shot up straight on her seat as Nemo bounced into the room and Kay entered with her.
“Hi!” Nemo giggled, hopping onto the couch and hugging Logan tight.
“H-Hey!” They blushed softly, watching Kay’s face for any reaction as they hugged Nemo back, but there was just a gently amused look. “What brings you guys here?”
“Oh, nothing much!” Nemo hummed and kissed Logan’s cheeks. She seemed happy. Really happy. Like things had gone well. “Just wanted to talk to the hot vampire we’re dating!”
“Aaand that’s my cue to leave.” Valerie had already gotten up, but she stopped to get a hug from Kay. Kay’s hugs were just too good.
Kay ruffled Valerie’s hair. “We won’t take long,” she said, and Val gave her a nod and exited the room, leaving Logan there with Kay and Nemo.
Logan watched Kay, still a little nervous. They were quiet for a moment until the door had fallen shut again and the noise from outside was barely audible. Then Logan cleared their throat. “So… What’s up?”
Kay hummed softly and sat next to Logan. Her weight created a dip in the couch, pulling Nemo and Logan a little closer to her before she wrapped her arm around them. “Nemo asked if I wanted to date her too.”
Logan watched her for a moment. “Do you?” they asked, leaning into Kay’s warmth.
“Yeah.” The werewolf smiled softly. “I just need to know if you want that as well.”
“Yes! Oh god, yes, please!” Logan said and immediately grabbed Kay’s hand and pulled it close. “You have no idea how much I want that! I love you so much, and getting to date Nemo with you would make me so fucking happy!”
Nemo giggled. “What, am I not enough?” she joked, but then squeaked when Logan took her hand as well and pulled it close.
“You are!” she said vehemently. “You both are wonderful, you are enough by yourselves. But I can’t… I like you both.” She looked between the two of them. “I want to share these feelings with both of you. And I know you both like me, and I… I just can’t bear the thought of not being close to either of you. There’s no words that can explain this… And maybe I’m being greedy, but I want you to like each other the way I like you…” She squeezed their hands, floundering to find the right words.
Kay smiled and leaned close, ruffling Logan’s hair with her free hand. “I don’t think that’s greedy,” she whispered, then her lips pressed to Logan’s and she kissed them. Logan kissed back, their chest glowing with warmth. The kiss with Kay was passionate but short, and as soon as she pulled away, Logan pulled Nemo in to kiss her as well, softly and with as much love as she could put into it. She let go of Nemo’s hand to pull her closer by the back of the neck, and Nemo blushed and squeaked softly against their lips.
When they let her go, Nemo snuggled into Logan with a happy giggle. “Sooo… this is for real?” she asked, beaming. “I get to date you both? Like, properly?”
Logan wanted to say yes. They really, really did, but the purrs vibrating in her throat made it hard to talk. They still nodded eagerly, feeling their cheeks hurt with a bright smile.
“You’re cute, babe,” Kay chuckled and kissed Logan’s head. They grumbled but couldn’t stop purring long enough to protest.
“Yesss!” Nemo beamed and bounced on the couch. “I get to date two hot girlfriends!”
Kay chuckled softly. “How about we have a date in a couple days?”
“That’s unfair.” Nemo stopped her bouncing and narrowed her eyes. “You can’t be hot and not see me immediately.”
Kay laughed. “We’re seeing each other right now, though?”
“Well… okay. I’ll let it slide… THIS TIME.”
“I’ve gotta plan for it. We want you impressed.”
“Oh, I’m already impressed,” Nemo said, blushing at Kay as she tucked a strand of lavender hair behind her ear with a girlish giggle.
Logan glanced between the two of them. They watched Nemo smile and make cute noises and Kay look at Nemo softly, like she did with Logan, and felt their heart soar. Logan hugged them both tight and purred even louder. They didn’t know what they’d done to deserve so much love in their life, but she was going to give both Kay and Nemo everything she had to offer.
Band practice was even more difficult to concentrate on after that. Logan’s mind constantly went to scenarios about her together with Kay and Nemo, and she wanted to just leave and go have dinner with them right now, despite being already quite full. She was aware of Mila whispering to Valerie and Jin, and them giggling and watching her stare at the door to the breakroom. Logan gave them a glare and a hiss, but they only started teasing her about the cute girls she was into.
Specifically Mila. Mila did all the teasing.
Eventually though, they did get to practice, with Logan’s cheeks burning bright red and her promising to bite the next person who said anything. And when it was over, they packed up their things, and made everyone hop into Kay’s huge truck. It was getting a little cramped with the instruments and all the stuff Logan and Nemo had bought.
They dropped Val off first. She gave Logan a smirk when they saw her off. “Tell your girlfriends I said hi,” she teased, whispering in Logan’s ear as they hugged.
Logan growled playfully and snapped her fangs together next to Val’s ear. “Careful,” she snarled. “I bite.”
“I know, Sleepy.” Valerie gave Logan a wink as she pulled away, and got a big hug from Kay too. Jin, Mila and Nemo waved her goodbye as she disappeared into her apartment.
Logan just rolled their eyes. “She’s such a nerd.”
“Yeah, but she’s a happy nerd,” Kay hummed as they watched Val leave.
“Yeah…” Logan sighed, smiling just a bit. They grumbled when Kay ruffled their hair.
Her girlfriend smiled softly. “You love it.”
“The teasing? Fuck no. Hate that. Totally gonna tell her off for it later,” Logan said, only half serious. She leaned into Kay and smiled. “Let’s go home. I had a wonderful but long day, and I really want to go cuddle my girlfriend…”
“Well,” Kay chuckled, “your girlfriend might like that.”
They got back in the car and listened to Nemo babble happily from the back seat as they drove. It seemed a little like Kay was taking her time, and she seemed to enjoy the company. When the moment came that they had to say goodbye to Nemo, Jin and Mila, Kay gave the little witch a pat on the head, having parked in front of their house.
“Don’t worry about the luggage,” she said. “I’ll take it.”
“Aw, but it’s a lot!” Nemo protested. “We bought A LOT of outfits.”
Kay hummed and rolled her massive shoulders. “I guess we’ll have to go on lots of dates so you can show off.” She left Nemo standing there, blushing and flustered.
Jin chuckled. “Wow. Nemo’s got it bad.”
“Good.” Logan hummed with a happy nod. She was more than happy to share Nemo with Kay and vice versa. 
“You’ve got it bad too. I can see you staring at Kay.”
“Shut up. No you can’t.”
“I can feel it.”
“They were staring at Kay,” Mila confirmed and smiled when Logan growled playfully. “Sorry, I gotta.”
Jin slapped Logan’s back. “Happy for you, buddy,” they chuckled. “Anyway, I’ll say my goodbyes here. Don’t wanna get in between you and your girlfriends.”
“Nemo’s not my girlfriend… yet,” Logan grumbled.
“Sure thing, we’ll give you space so that can happen quicker.” Mila hugged Logan tight and smiled at them. “See ya round, Sleepy.”
“Yeah, yeah…” Logan patted her back. “Try not to tease Nemo too much, okay?”
“Never,” Mila said.
Logan frowned. “Is that a ‘I would never tease her too much’ or a ‘I would never not tease her too much’?”
Mila smiled. “Yes.”
“Don’t worry, I’ll reign her in,” Jin whispered as they got a hug as well, and then the two left Logan alone with Nemo.
Logan sighed and went over to Nemo, snow crunching gently beneath their feet on the sidewalk. “So,” they said softly. “Kay said yes? We haven’t had a chance to talk alone… I just wanna be sure…”
“She said yes,” Nemo said with a happy little smile and took Logan’s hand. “And she barely hesitated. I’m really excited…” Her fingers squeezed Logan’s gently and she looked up at them with bright, excited eyes.
Logan smiled down at her and squeezed back gently. “I’m glad. And I’m excited too,” they added and leaned down to give Nemo a kiss. It was soft and warm, and Logan pulled her a little closer with a purr.
Nemo giggled when they separated. “I wanna keep doing that,” she hummed.
“Later,” Logan promised with a lot of restraint.
There was a moment of silence between them, in which they just stared at each other lovingly. Then Nemo said, “Oh, Kay also told me about the ace thing.”
“Ah. Good.” Logan smiled apologetically. “I would have told you, but it wasn’t really my place.”
“That’s fine,” Nemo smiled at her understandingly. “I um… You know, I’ve never really thought about… that stuff. I mean, I know about it, of course, but… I’m not terribly attached. Or interested. Or… You get the gist.”
Logan smiled at her a little brighter. “Yeah? Me neither. I mean… I don’t want you to feel like you have to be anything for us to like you. It’s important to communicate your wants and needs…”
“Wants: Cuddles. Needs: All the cuddles.”
They giggled at Nemo’s response. “Okay, Sparkle. Pretty sure that can be arranged.”
Nemo beamed. “Good! Or else I will sic Satan on you both and he will climb up your pant leg and prick you with his claws!”
“The horror,” Logan said in a loving whisper. They looked up when Kay returned from the house and rejoined them. “Well. I guess this is where we say goodbye.”
Nemo pouted. “For now… but we’ll have a date soon!”
Kay chuckled. “I promise,” she said and ruffled Nemo’s hair. Nemo grumbled and jumped on her, and Kay caught her with an amused hum.
“I just don’t wanna wait!” Nemo complained, feet dangling a foot above the ground. Kay held her with ease in her big, strong arms.
“Just a little patience,” she said.
“Yeah, we promise you’ll love it!” Logan said and went to join the hug. Nemo smiled happily and nuzzled into them both.
“Okay,” she said. “I guess I’ll have to let you surprise me.” She still blushed and giggled cutely when Logan pulled away and Kay let her down. An understandable reaction for someone getting picked up by Kay. “Goodnight…” she said with a little wave.
Logan smiled happily. “Goodnight.”
“Night, Nemo.” Kay put her arm around Logan’s shoulders and watched the cute girl leave. Nemo hopped up the stairs to her home, slammed the door behind her, and squeed happily. “Oh stars, she’s really cute,” Kay chuckled.
“I know, right?” Logan hummed and hugged her. She kissed Kay’s cheek with a purr. “Let’s head home. I wanna cuddle… and talk to my favourite person about dating my second favourite person.”
“Sounds good.” Kay smirked. “So Nemo’s your second favourite person now?”
“Hey!” Logan blushed and swatted at Kay’s buff arm. “Don’t tease, or she’ll take your spot.”
“Suuuure.” Kay kissed them again, and Logan grumbled happily.
They separated, and Logan wiped their feet and jumped back into the car. She sighed and relaxed, arms behind her head.
“Logan…”
They looked at Kay with an innocent smile. “What?”
Kay narrowed her eyes slightly. “You know what.”
“You’re gonna have to be more specific…” Logan hummed and adjusted their feet up on the dashboard. They were just feeling so happy, and this was a comfortable position. 
Kay wasn’t having any of it. She leaned over with a faint growl, right at Logan’s ear. “If you want me to call you a good girl,” she said, “you can just say it.”
Logan blushed deeply, feeling a little pleasant shiver down her back. “Still don’t know what you’re talking about,” she mumbled, a little too red in the face to really pretend.
Kay hummed and took their chin, making them look into her beautiful, golden brown eyes. “Down. Now,” she said in that deep, alluring tone of hers. Logan kissed her instead.
They didn’t know why they couldn’t contain it until they were home. In that one, singular moment, everything but them and Kay vanished, and they were the only ones left in the world. Logan kept the kiss going as she swiftly and with catlike grace moved to straddle Kay’s lap. Their hands cupped Kay’s chin and they shuddered at the touch of big, strong hands tracing up their back. Logan purred into the kiss, so comfortable and in love.
Kay huffed, answering the kiss with her own, tilting her head as she deepened it. Her arms were strong around Logan, and her warmth so familiar. For a moment they were one, two souls entwined in warmth and comfort. Logan wanted to never ever stop, but… the scent of lavender and hot chocolate wouldn’t leave her mind. She pulled back, breathing heavy, and rested her forehead against Kay’s.
“I love you,” they whispered breathlessly.
Kay chuckled. “Love you too. You’re cute today.”
“Shush!” They grumbled at Kay softly. “I’m just… You really wanna date Nemo with me?”
“Yeah?”
“Not just because I’m dating her, right?”
“Well, she’s cute. I think… I’d like to try.”
“And you’re sure it’s not because you feel pressured by me to join in?” Logan asked, breathless and nervous. “I want this… I really do. You’re my everything and I never want to be apart from you, but if this doesn’t make you happy…” Another kiss muffled their words. It was short this time. Gentle. Soft.
“I want this,” Kay said, emphasizing every word as she looked deep into Logan’s eyes and brushed her hands up their back. “Nemo is cute by herself, but I want to date her with you, together. Sure… maybe someday we’ll go on a date while you’re busy or she’s not there, but you will always, always be in my thoughts.”
Logan huffed softly, wiping their eyes. “I fucking love you,” they muttered, voice a little laden and hoarse with emotion. “So much.”
“Love you too, sweetheart.” Kay smiled and kissed Logan again. They leaned into that kiss desperately and with such longing clawing at her chest, worse than she clawed at Kay’s shirt beneath the jacket to pull her closer and somehow show her even more love, more appreciation, and more devotion until the kiss broke.
“You’re my everything,” Logan whispered, hugging Kay.
“And you are mine,” Kay whispered back lovingly. “So next time I tell you, put your fucking feet down.”
Logan giggled and nuzzled into Kay’s neck more, kissing her and holding on to this wonderful, impossibly perfect person who had shared her life with them. “No promises,” they whispered and felt their chest grow all warm with happiness.
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She got to date BOTH THE GIRLFRIENDS. Nemo wanted to jump in the air and scream with happiness and never come down. Even now, three days later, it still hit her again and again. She got to date both the girlfriends! And they were HOT. Nemo giggled happily and hid her smile behind her nervously balled fists, squealing into her knuckles with her arms braced on her room’s vanity before her.
Satan was much less impressed. He kept slumbering on the vanity. Mila chuckled, brushing Nemo’s hair. “You’re cute,” she hummed.
“I can’t help it!” Nemo tried her best to sit still, but nothing short of tying her down would actually stop her from wriggling around. “They’re both so hot! Logan is GREAT! And now I get to date Kay too! And she’s just… just… ugh. I want her to like me…” She whined softly.
Her sister hummed and continued, unperturbed. “Doesn’t she already like you?” The soft brush ran over Nemo’s hair in a calming manner. It was getting a little long.
Nemo sighed. “I guess…” she muttered, playing with a hair tie. Over the last couple of days, she, Logan and Kay had hung out together at the bar, just getting a feel for what it was like to be with two people you liked. Logan had seemed a little nervous. Kay had been absolutely perfect. She still didn’t talk much. It seemed that, even around Logan, she was just generally quiet, but Nemo had felt her gaze linger on her in ways it hadn’t before. More… attentively. Affectionately, really. It was different to how Logan showed their affection, but it made her really happy. Kay’s feelings went beyond words, expressed in a way Nemo couldn’t put into words.
“I just… You know,” Nemo mumbled. “I want her to like me. The way she likes Logan. And how Logan likes me. I wanna make them both super happy. I know Logan has been a bit more hesitant because they don’t wanna move too fast with Kay.”
“I get that. You want your perfect romance to pay off.”
“Yeah!” Nemo hummed. “Speaking of… How is Jin…?” she added in a sly tone.
Mila blushed visibly in the mirror. “Hush…” she mumbled. Then she met Nemo’s eyes again, and the bouncing eyebrows. “Okay, fine, they’re awesome. I think… I really found my soulmate first try.”
“That’s great!” Nemo wanted to jump up and hug her twin, but Mila pushed her back into her seat. “When are we meeting their mom?”
“Not today, so you need to sit still so I can brush your hair.”
“Boo. I wanna meet our future mom-in-law!” Nemo paused. “Wait… Is she gonna be my mom-in-law? I mean, we’re sisters… so…”
“I’m not gonna marry them yet!” Mila mumbled, blushing even deeper.
“Ah, but you WANT TO!” Nemo pointed an accusing finger at her. Well, at the mirror.
Mila hummed, biting her lip just a little. “Well… you know… maybe…” she whispered with a soft giggle that told Nemo exactly just how in love her twin was.
She patted Mila’s arm. “I’m happy for you,” she said with a smile. “Really happy. Oh, also Dads sent our certificates over! We are officially allowed to legally create and sell curses, potions and charms!”
“Aw.” Mila pouted. “But making and selling them illegally is so much more personal and fun!”
“We can still do that anyway!” Nemo beamed. Turns out people paid a lot for real magic. Who knew? They finished styling Nemo’s hair and finally turned to the box Kay had sent over with the explicit instruction to not open it until the date. Nemo was very eager to find out just what they were doing. Eager, and a little nervous. She assumed Kay knew her rough measurements thanks to Logan, but would the clothes be comfortable? And what would the style be? Was there a reason why Kay kept it secret?? So many questions!
“Well, let’s get to it!” Mila handed Nemo a box cutter.
Nemo took it, then promptly handed it back with a whine. “You do it!” she complained. “I’m too nervous!” She couldn’t help herself bouncing a little.
“Fine…” Mila hummed with a soft smile. “Nemo, I need you to know that I love you.”
“Aww! I love you too!” She eyed the box sitting in front of her bed again. “Ummm open, please? Now?”
“Of course, of course.” Mila went at it with a chuckle. When she had finally torn open the box, covering the black carpet in little bits of cardboard, she pulled out the jacket Kay had sent with it— only it wasn’t a jacket. It was a furry winter coat.
Nemo gasped and slipped it on. It was as warm as Kay’s hugs! “This,” she said with bright, sparkling eyes, “is the best gift.”
“I think there’s more,” Mila said and pulled out a pair of soft, stylish boots with a fur trim, black pants suspiciously devoid of any rips or tears, and a comfortable shirt and scarf that looked… a little rustic. Mila gave Nemo a look. “Oh. I think I know where they’re taking you,” she said as Satan raised his head to look at them, got up, dropped off the vanity, and then padded over and jumped to sit on the clothes still remaining in the box, claiming them like the evil overlord that he was.
Nemo giggled. “Good Satan.”
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Axe Throwing, Horsies, and People Hitting Each Other with Sticks — The Perfect First Date


She did eventually manage to bribe Satan into relinquishing her clothes, so that was good. It only cost a can of tuna. And the better news, it was just in time before the hotties came a-knockin’, and so Nemo was dressed up in a pretty medieval shirt, her coat and scarf, pants and soft boots when they reached their destination. She gasped hard upon spotting it, because she had still been racking her brain and Mila had been frustratingly tight-lipped about it like the evil, beautiful ice queen that she was. The surprise was worth the suffering though.
It was a fair! A real life non-magic people medieval fair! Nemo was really excited and she made sure her dates knew it. Logan chuckled softly, dressed in a fine coat and a nice shirt with a pretty, red scarf that trailed over where the scar on their chest was like a blood trail.
“I’m glad you’re excited,” they chuckled.
“Oh! I wanna pet the horsies!” Nemo beamed and zipped off towards the jousting area, but Kay caught her around the waist.
“Let’s not go there right now,” the big woman chuckled, easily lifting Nemo up in a hug. “They’re probably busy preparing the horses for the joust.”
“There’s JOUSTING??” Nemo beamed. “I thought they were just gonna do horse tricks! I love jousting! There’s horsies and people hit each other with sticks!”
Logan chuckled softly. “Sounds fun, but it’ll be a while until then. Let’s have a look around. We can take part in the games!”
“Oh!” Nemo beamed at them, quite happy to keep a hold of Kay’s arms as she put her down. “Can we go try the bow and arrow stuff?”
Kay hummed and ruffled her hair very gently. “Sure thing,” she said. “There’s also a section with more… grown-up games.”
Nemo’s eyes went wide with a gasp. “Kissing games??”
“No. Hatchet throwing.”
“THAT’S EVEN BETTER!!” Nemo excitedly grabbed Kay and Logan’s hands. “Come onnn, let’s get going!”
Logan chuckled as they were pulled along. “I think she’s excited,” they told Kay with a playful chuckle.
“Might just be,” the hot woman said back.
“I can hear you!” Nemo said as she moved up to the archery stand. “You keep talking with your pretty voices while I win us some prizes!”
Kay handed the person managing this particular game some money. “Knock yourself out,” she chuckled and watched Nemo with a look that made her feel all fuzzy inside.
The bow they gave her was small, flimsy, and definitely not a proper, real weapon. It was like a children’s toy! Nemo then realized that this stand was for children, but she was already invested! She shot her bow a couple of times, knocking over some of the tin cans that were stacked up as targets. Enough to earn herself a paper knight’s helmet that she proudly put on right away. It wouldn’t have fit well with Logan’s scarf or Kay’s dark coat.
“You guys try too!” Nemo thrust the bow at Logan’s chest.
The hot vampire chuckled and took it. “Sure. Ten more shots,” she said to the person managing the stand.
“Ten more, huh?” Kay muttered as Logan received their arrows.
They blushed up to their eartips. “Look,” she said. “I’m not gonna half-ass this, okay?” They pulled the string back and sent a slightly crooked wooden arrow into a tin can pyramid, sending it tumbling to the ground.
Nemo gasped. “Logan! Are you Robin Hood??”
“I don’t think green is my colour,” they chuckled.
“Mm, but Robin Hood would be so much better as a hot nonbinary vampire with eye bags!”
Logan looked at Nemo and then at the kids next to them, staring at them while loosing their own arrows. “Yes,” they said slowly. “That’s me. Robin Hood the vampire.”
The kids’ eyes went wide. One ran away to go tug at their parents’ sleeve and point as Logan gave Nemo another look. Nemo giggled and shrugged. “What? It’s not like anyone is gonna believe me. Now keep shooting, Sleepy!”
“… Sure.” Logan shook her head with a little smile and sent off another arrow while Nemo cheered them on. Kay watched them with gentle, loving looks. Logan won a pretty, wooden sword for Nemo, with a leather wrapped hilt secured by metal studs.
Nemo beamed when she received it, feeling warm and happy. “You sure you don’t wanna keep it?” she asked. “It’s really pretty!” She did want the sword… but she didn’t want to steal from Logan or Kay.
That had to wait until they someday maybe were girlfriends. Then they’d have to lock up their shirts and sweaters. Not that Nemo WANTED to be girlfriends, pshhh, what?
“I’m sure,” Logan hummed. “Today is all about you, Sparkle.” They booped her nose and Nemo giggled happily.
She looked up at Kay. “You gotta shoot too! See who the best archer is!”
“I’m sure I would win a real archery competition,” Kay said with a chuckle. “But sure, I’ll play.” She took the bow and arrows from Logan and took aim. It looked like she was playing with a child’s toy. Nemo took a picture, suppressing a little snicker so she wouldn’t be discovered.
Kay won a shield for her, and that completed her transformation from a simple witch about town into a total badass. Nemo ran around with a happy cackle. “Look at me! I am a knight! I shall go make friends with dragons, and rescue damsels!”
“Don’t you mean slay dragons?” Logan asked.
“Nope!” Nemo beamed.
Kay nodded sagely. “Yeah, you don’t wanna do that. They always come in groups, it’s very difficult to fight them.”
“Oh. Do you think they fight over the princess?” Nemo asked.
“Nah. They’re all polyamorous.”
“Ooooh. Makes sense. Because dragons are SMART and they would recognize the potential of dating two hot people,” Nemo said with a nod. “Truly, dragon blood flows in my veins!”
Logan looked between them. “I can’t tell if you’re joking or being fucking serious,” she said.
“Yes.” Kay put an arm around her girlfriend’s shoulders and pulled her close.
“What the hot one said,” Nemo confirmed.
“Kay or I?”
“Exactly!” Nemo slammed her paper visor down and ran around more, staring at people weaving and stitching, showing off medieval food recipes, and smithing. There were a lot of blacksmiths with swords, some more or less ready, and all blunt of course. Nemo walked up to one and smiled. 
“Hi!” she said. “The person I’m dating likes to sharpen her sword by hand. Do you have maybe a nice whetstone I could buy for her?”
“Oh.” The woman smiled at Nemo and stopped polishing the sword she was working on. “You know, I actually do! They’re not terribly special looking, but they come in little engraved boxes!” She pulled a hand-sized box from beneath the little counter she had set up. It had a metal latch and hinges, and the engraved design was that of a wolf on the lid and trees on the side. Nemo’s eyes immediately lit up.
“I’ll take it!” she announced. She didn’t even blink at the price. Selling illegal potions was apparently super lucrative. She beamed at the woman who gave her the gift in a paper bag and waved her goodbye. “Thanks, see you!” She rejoined Kay and Logan who were watching one of the blacksmiths forge a dagger.
Kay tilted her head at the paper bag. “Whatcha got there, Sparkle?”
“Nothing!” Nemo hid the bag behind her, not very well. “I still need to do stuff with this before showing you— Wait a minute!” She pointed at the paper bag over Kay’s shoulder. “What’s in there?”
“Hm?” Kay smiled that pretty smile of hers, where her expression only changed ever so faintly. “Oh, this,” she then said. “It’s a surprise.” Logan giggled softly, hugging Kay’s arm.
“That’s evil, only I am allowed to do surprises!” Nemo said with a playful pout and grabbed Logan’s free hand. She still had to do some spells on the box to make sure it didn’t get damaged at any point. It was just too pretty.
The big woman chuckled. “Sorry, Sparkle,” she hummed. “I also am a woman of mysteries.”
“Mysterious beauty,” Nemo clarified, since Kay forgot.
“If you say so.”
Nemo gasped and stopped dead in her tracks as a thought occurred to her. “Damn it! I should have made one of the arrows into a snake! That way I would have gotten way more tin cans!”
Kay raised an eyebrow. “You can do that?”
“Yup! Let’s go back!” Nemo tried to return to the archery stand, but Logan kept a hold of her hand.
“Let’s um… maybe not?” they suggested with a little chuckle. “We don’t wanna scare anyone. And it’s the middle of winter, your snake is gonna be uncomfortable.”
“Oh.” Nemo grumbled. “Yeah, you’re right… But next time!” She narrowed her eyes at the archery stand and made an I’m watching you gesture.
Logan giggled, and Kay let out a soft, loving chuckle. “Come on,” the pretty vampire said. “Let’s go see more!”
The fair was great. A lot of people were dressed up all nice in pretty medieval dresses with coats and scarves and hats to ward them against the chill. A small parade of knights with beer mugs parted the crowd with hollering and rowdy singing, and there were people dressed as farmers that ran around with props, offering people food and stuff, and Nemo really didn’t pay that much attention.
Kay offered her a piece of freshly baked, warm bread after having torn it off with her pretty, strong fingers. She offered Logan a piece too. The inside was all soft and cheesy, and Nemo loved it. She wasn’t quite sure if everything they ate was something that had existed during medieval times, but she really appreciated it anyway. The way they seasoned it, by hand with garlic and spices, was certainly rustic. Luckily they also washed their hands very regularly.
“This is great,” Nemo said happily, having ended up back between Kay and Logan. Even walking around for hours, with her hands in theirs, there was no way her fingers could get cold. A little snowfall had started, but not enough to threaten the joust happening later.
“It is,” Logan chuckled and looked to Kay. Kay smiled softly at the both of them.
“I’m having a lot of fun too,” she said upon the insistent stares. “How could I not, with you two here?”
“Aww…” Nemo hid her face in the crook of her arm, unwilling to let go of anyone’s hand. “Help, I don’t handle compliments well…”
Kay paused for a moment. “Oh.”
“Give it until the third date,” Logan giggled, having already seen Nemo all flustered many times.
“It’s just not fair!” she whined and looked up at the two. “You’re HOT, okay??”
“And you’re adorable,” Kay said and chuckled when Nemo had another small breakdown.
“Oh, look! There’s the hatchet throwing contest!” Logan pointed at an area that had been cordoned off with wooden panels high enough to stop anyone from just climbing over them. There were targets set up at varying distances, and several already had hatchets sticking in them. They arrived just during a lull, in which the organizers went to get the expended axes.
“This right now is just for show,” Kay explained as Nemo stared excitedly. “There is an actual contest with prize money later, but you have to apply a couple of weeks in advance and show that you have some basic training.”
“Aw, too bad,” Nemo sighed. “I was hoping the two of you’d just dominate the competition and have a rivals-to-lovers fight over who throws better.”
“We’d be here all day,” Kay chuckled.
Logan smiled. “Thanks for the vote of confidence, babe,” they hummed. “We can still watch, though.”
“Wait! There’s buff ladies… and buff dudes… throwing axes…” Nemo blushed. “Yeah I’d like to watch, please…”
“Sure thing, Sparkle,” Kay squeezed her hand. “Wanna see my throwing skills?”
“Pretty please, yes!” She beamed at the big woman happily, and Kay chuckled and walked up to the throwing area. After a brief chat and some mandatory safety instructions, she was handed five axes, which she laid out in front of her on the wooden counter preventing anyone from running into the target area.
She gave Nemo a look as she stripped her coat off and handed it to Logan. “Are you paying attention?” she asked in that soothing, warm voice of hers. Nemo nodded eagerly, watching Kay’s thick forearm as she rolled her sleeve up, rubbed her wrist and did some movements to warm up her big hand.
Kay hummed and picked up the first axe. With a single fluid motion, she threw it, embedding it deep into the innermost ring on the furthest target. She immediately picked up the next and did it again, and then another, and another. Every movement was quick, precise, fluid, and identical. Nemo watched with wide eyes as Kay hit the inner ring every time.
As soon as the last axe hit with a thunk!, Nemo jumped at Kay and hugged her around the neck. “That was AMAZING!” she beamed happily and nuzzled into the big woman who hugged her back. “I didn’t know you were this good at axe throwing!”
“I’m really not,” Kay said, smiling. “I do better with bigger axes. But I learned the basics, and these targets aren’t that far away.”
“Well,” Logan purred as she leaned up to whisper to them, “I think your new admirers think otherwise.”
Nemo looked over to the group of kids also throwing axes. Every single one of them was staring with bright, excited eyes. Nemo would have said they were about… fifteen, maybe sixteen years old, and they all had similar facial features. Siblings, maybe? Though some of them were much taller than the others. One girl, with long, black hair with white tips, came a little closer.
“Hey,” she said in a deep, kinda rough voice with a faint blush on her warm umber cheeks. “Can you tell us how you did that? That was really cool.” Her eyes were interesting. Lavender with a ring of gold on the inside. Clinging to her arm was one of the smaller siblings. It almost looked like the taller one was supporting her, and Nemo noticed a slight stumble and hitch in her step. But her golden eyes were bright with excitement. She also had a faint blush on her cheeks, which bore glittering freckles.
“It’s all in the wrist,” Kay said, leaning on the counter as the organizer retrieved the hatchets. “You kids wanna learn?”
The small one looked up to the taller one with excited eyes. “Can we, Vel?” she asked eagerly. “I’m not feeling too tired yet.”
“Sure thing.” Vel ruffled her sister’s hair, or the thick fur hat she wore, making some short, black curls fall loose. “I know Mattie definitely wants to learn.”
“Yeah?” Kay hummed and moved over a little so the six kids could all crowd around her and watch. “Are you guys all interested in stuff like this?”
“Oh, yeah,” one of them said with a smirk. Their eyes were a fiery red and orange with golden flecks, and they towered over the young boy next to them by almost a foot. Their short, pushed-back hair had some white strands amongst the pitch black, and there was a little white in their eyebrows as well. “Mattie here just really wants to rule the world, and until he’s strong enough to lift a big weapon, he has to learn how to throw axes.”
“If I ever get strong enough,” Mattie sighed. He was much thinner than most of his siblings, almost a bit lanky.
“Aw,” Nemo said and approached him a little. “Don’t worry,” she said. “You’ll be strong! See, you’re already taller than me!”
Mattie giggled a little at that, smiling. His red, gold-ringed eyes sparkled a little. “Worst case scenario I just have to learn magic and turn my enemies into snakes,” he said with a shrug.
“Oh, I have an aunt that does that!”
“Nice!”
The big sibling just pulled Mattie close. “You’ll get there,” they said.
And they were all siblings, Nemo was pretty certain now as she watched Kay teach them how to properly throw a hatchet. They all had the same, poofy hair, similar facial structures with strong jaws and sharp, attentive eyes. They also all had pretty braids in their hair, secured with pieces of leather, string, and in one case with a metal clip with a pretty, blue stone on it. Nemo, feeling really comfortable and happy, watched them banter a little as they tried to throw their own hatchets. The little one who still held on to her big sister, Raven, managed to hit her target on the third try, and her eyes lit up with such happiness that Nemo nearly forgot she was on a date.
“They were cute,” Logan chuckled when they left the kids to their own devices, happily practicing.
Kay rubbed her neck a little. “Yeah. Sorry it took so long.”
“Aw, it’s okay,” Logan giggled, giving Nemo a look. “Did you know Kay really loves children?”
“WHAT?” Nemo stared in mock surprise. “I would NEVER have guessed!”
“Hush, you two,” Kay mumbled, blushing just the faintest bit.
“She was so gentle and patient with them! Not at all adorable or clearly someone who is great with kids!” Nemo teased. “Truly, I would never have suspected such a secret!”
“Usually she spends Halloween looking out for the neighborhood kids,” Logan told her with a smirk. “Just in case, you know?”
Nemo gasped. “I thought she was just an ungodly pretty face with badass sword skills and her own bar where she spends her days mixing delicious drinks and looking HOT! But there are DEPTHS to her!”
Kay just sighed. “You’re really looking to find the depths of my patience, aren’t you?” she said with a little smile. Even now Nemo caught her looking back, keeping an eye on the kids from afar.
Nemo moved between Logan and Kay and patted the big woman’s side. “You’re just a soft puppy. And that’s okay.”
Kay rolled her eyes with a playful chuckle, and Logan giggled. There were layers and depths to both of them. Nemo knew that, of course. She was just really happy that, with each one explored, she found a new reason to love the person underneath.
***Time, as always, eluded Nemo when she spent it with Logan and Kay. Before she knew it, it had already been five hours, and when her legs got a little tired, it was just in time for one of the greater performances of the day. Kay got them some food— some sort of flatbread with fried meat and mustard and some garnish —so now they sat in the bleachers that had been set up around a large, cordoned-off area covered in sand and earth and… horse stuff. So they didn’t hurt their little hoofsies on the rough stone during the show.
Nemo munched her food happily, eyes fixed on the huge, pretty animals as they pranced and danced around, following the instructions of their riders to do something like… synchronised swimming, but with horses and on land. She didn’t really care what it was called, and gasped when the horses suddenly reared up by some unseen command and walked backwards, front hooves kicking in the air as they balanced on their back ones. The food in her hands warmed her fingers and steamed gently in the frigid air.
“So, how are you enjoying yourself?” Kay asked next to her. “Sorry we can’t go too much closer, but I don’t wanna spook the horses with my scent…”
“Mm? Yes, very nice,” Nemo mumbled, eyes glued to the rider of a pretty, black and white mottled horse. His long hair swished majestically and flowed in the wind as they galloped around the area.
Logan chuckled. “See something you like?”
Nemo turned to them with a hum, but didn’t take her eyes off all the pretty people in their tight riding pants. Now one of them hopped up and stood on the saddle as his horse trotted around. He drew a sabre and posed for the crowd before tossing the sword to another rider and elegantly dropping back down.
“Yeah, the food is very nice,” Nemo mumbled after a moment, a little delayed. She tried to take another bite and missed, mashing her medieval flatbread sandwich into her face. She squeaked and lost her focus, nearly falling over backwards.
Kay’s strong hand on her back helped her stay upright, and Logan leaned in with a tissue and a giggle. “Here, let me help,” they said. Nemo pouted and let them wipe her face. Though she really liked the way Logan took her chin. Their touch was gentle and loving, yet still firm.
“I was distracted looking,” she grumbled.
Kay hummed. “Yeah? At the horses, or the pretty people?”
“Both!” Nemo blushed a little. “Not that you two aren’t pretty. I’d say you’re the prettiest beans around!” she added quickly. Then she gasped. “Oh no.”
“What?” Kay leaned in and tilted her head gently, arm resting over her knee. “You okay?”
“Y-Yeah…” Nemo mumbled. “I just… Oh no.”
“What’s wrong?” Logan asked. Concern coloured her voice as Nemo’s cheeks turned darker and darker red.
She hid her face behind her food. “If you guys wore those outfits I would die,” she announced, trying really hard not to imagine Logan and Kay in riding pants.
There was a momentary, stunned silence, then Kay chuckled. “Sounds like we need to go riding sometime.” Nemo looked up at her curiously. “My family has a farm with a couple of horses. Some of them are used to me smelling a bit wolfish, so…”
“YES PLEASE.” Nemo beamed at her. “Pretty please!”
“Sure,” Kay hummed. “It’s a date.”
“Another one? I’m a lucky girl!” Nemo grinned and nuzzled into Logan’s side as she watched Kay.
“I think we might be the lucky ones,” Logan chuckled and kissed her head. “Wanna still go see the joust?”
“People hitting each other with sticks? Sure! But…” Nemo fidgeted with her feet a little. “Can we stay here for a bit? I really like just sitting and talking with you guys.”
Kay gave her such a loving smile. “Sure thing, Sparkle,” she said and took another bite of her own food. She looked so beautiful, dark skin contrasted against a grey sky, with attentive, clever eyes. Nemo giggled and pulled Logan’s free arm around her waist to snuggle closer to her, and waved Kay close too. The big woman chuckled and scooted closer, and then Nemo was between two hot people and she felt warm and happy as she watched the rest of the horse show.
The joust was a tiny bit less interesting than Nemo had thought. There weren’t any pretty people, but people in full body armour that hit each other with sticks. It wasn’t like a real joust, nobody got tossed off— which was good, of course! Nemo disapproved of senseless risk to bodily health. Even if it was for her entertainment. But that wasn’t the reason why she couldn’t fully focus.
After the first horse show, they had wandered over to the jousting area together, and Nemo had gotten a moment to pet the other horsies from the show (and also get a present for Logan). And now they were sitting on a bench again, watching the spectacle, and Logan and Kay had both taken one of her hands and put it into their coat pockets, so now Nemo was screaming internally because the two prettiest people in the world were holding her hands. She barely even managed to focus on the axe throwing when that happened, because they were STILL HOLDING HER.
She could have died happy right there.
But she didn’t, so she had another similar experience when they finally got home and Kay pulled Logan and her to the large couch to give them both presents.
“You didn’t have to get me anything,” Nemo mumbled in a blush, avoiding looking at the paper bag at the foot of the couch where she had her own presents for them.
“Nonsense,” Kay chuckled and sat in the corner of the couch. She pulled Nemo close, practically into her lap. Nope, it was DEFINITELY her lap. Nemo melted a little into the warm, strong person behind her. “I’m dating you both. Did you think I wasn’t going to spoil you?”
“Ah,” Logan said, dropping down next to Kay. “I suppose I won’t get your card to spoil Nemo for a while, then.”
Kay hummed and ran a finger along Logan’s jaw, making them purr. “If you’re a good girl, maybe,” she teased.
“Evil.”
“You love it.”
“Who wouldn’t?” Nemo mumbled, hugging Kay’s free arm to her chest. The big woman got the hint and squeezed her lovingly. It felt very safe and warm, and Nemo could have snuggled into her and fallen asleep.
“You’re cute, Sparkle,” Kay chuckled.
“It’s an art,” Nemo giggled with a happy blush. At the door to the living room, she spotted Satan, watching them with alert, green eyes before sloooowly stalking into the room.
“Anyway,” Kay hummed and reached into the paper bag next to the couch. She pulled out two objects wrapped in brown paper, one wide and flat, and the other long and rectangular. “Here you go,” she said, handing the flat one to Nemo. It felt floppy in her hands.
She tore it open excitedly and gasped at the sight of a pretty, deep black leather corset. “Aw! Thanks!” Nemo turned around to hug Kay tight. “This looks awesome! I love it!”
“Same here,” Logan said sheepishly. On their forearm rested a leather bracer with pretty patterns stitched into it and some colourful stones secured close to the wrist. “You really didn’t have to!”
“You say that as if you both didn’t get everyone gifts.” Kay pulled Logan in too. “It was our first date together, so I wanted us to have a reminder.”
“Oh! Me next!” Nemo jumped off Kay’s lap, grabbed her bag, much to Satan’s dismay who froze at her rapid movements, still stalking towards them. Nemo couldn’t help herself and jumped straight back into Kay’s arms. “Here! It’s for you guys!” She handed Kay the heavy box with the whetstone first. The woman she’d bought it from had wrapped it for transportation, thankfully, so Kay got to open it. Her eyes lit up at seeing the design.
“This is beautiful!” She smiled happily and hugged Nemo. “Thanks!”
“There’s also a whetstone inside, since I’ve seen you sharpen your sword sometimes,” Nemo said as she hugged Kay back hard and snuggled into her. Kay’s hair smelled really nice. Like a doggo. It dawned on Nemo that that was what she usually smelled in Kay and Logan’s house. Though she also believed that Kay loved dogs. When they’d briefly seen a puppy during their day, Kay had insisted on getting to pet it. She had been really cute, snuggling the big pupper whose tail had been wagging super hard.
“Thanks, Sparkle,” Kay chuckled and ruffled Nemo’s hair. “I’ll use it well.”
“To be HOT!” She giggled happily and reached into the bag again, getting out a much smaller package. “And this one’s for Sleepy!”
Logan smiled. “Thanks, Sparkle.” They chuckled a little at Nemo’s excited noises. “You’re that eager for me to open it, hm?”
“YES. Please,” Nemo added, lowering her voice a little. Satan stopped where he was before stalking a little closer along the couch.
The hot vampire opened their gift with a chuckle and made a soft sound at seeing the little amethyst shard attached to some fine string. “Aw, you remembered I like shiny stuff!” they joked.
“Yup! You were bitten by a magpie-bat.” Nemo beamed. “Do you like it? It’s the same colour as my hair!”
They chuckled. “I noticed. And yes.” She smiled at Nemo so very softly. “I like it very much, Sparkle.”
Nemo clapped her hands happily. “Come on, let me put it on you!” She smiled happily when Logan handed her the necklace. Their hair smelled nice too when Nemo leaned in and put it over their head.
“You know,” Logan said, looking really pretty and happy with their gifts, “I got you guys stuff too!”
Nemo tried very hard not to immediately jump at them and hug them too. That would have to wait until Kay removed her strong, firm arms from around her waist. … On second thought, maybe Logan should come to her. Yeah, she liked that thought.
“Here you go,” Logan said, handing a heavy, floppy package to Kay, and a smaller one to Nemo.
Kay smiled softly when she opened hers. “Aw, Logan…”
“Look,” they grumbled, rubbing their neck sheepishly. “Your old sword harness is starting to fray a little. I’m not good enough at fixing it. So I thought… You know, you could use this one, if you ever wanted to not carry your sword in your hands.”
Nemo gasped softly at the pretty cat pendant that Logan had gotten her. She could see all the little indents where tools had formed the lines and curves of the paws and the tail curling around it. It felt solid and heavy despite being smaller than her thumb, and it even had a little scar on the ear.
“It’s SATAN!” Nemo called out happily and hugged Logan close as Kay put her arm around the flustered vampire to pull her in. “Thank you so much! I will cherish it forever!” Suddenly Nemo was snuggled almost in between the two, and she definitely didn’t mind.
“I thought you might like it,” Logan giggled softly and hugged her and Kay back. She kissed Nemo’s head.
“I LOVE IT!” Nemo beamed at her.
“Same here.” Kay kissed Logan’s cheek lovingly. “Thanks for this, babe. You too, Sparkle.”
“Oh, it’s nothing,” Logan mumbled as Nemo fidgeted and blushed happily.
Kay shook her head. “Not just the gifts,” she said softly. “The whole day. The date. It was fun. A lot of fun.” She squeezed the two of them gently. “We should do it again sometime.”
“Nothing would make me happier,” Logan whispered, and Nemo gasped.
“I have an idea for the next date!” she announced excitedly. “We could have it when Mila and the rest of you have the big concert!”
Kay hummed. “You know what… maybe, yeah. We can have a little dinner to celebrate.”
“Sounds good,” Logan chuckled. “We don’t usually spend too much time celebrating as a band after, so that should work fine for us.”
“Okay!” Nemo giggled happily and hugged them both tight. “We’ll make food! And there will be candles, and of course everyone’s gonna look hot…” She kept babbling on excitedly, and the two hot people hugging her let her talk and make her plans.
Satan had finally mustered the courage to approach fully. He sniffed Kay’s ankles, then dashed away, out of the room. His fur was getting smoother and his meows stronger, but he was still taking things slow. Much like Nemo, who really didn’t mind going as slow as possible as long as she got to spend time with Kay and Logan.
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Neon Lights and Drippin’ Blood


Waiting for the day of their performance for the next date was torture. At least to Logan. Kay took it with an enviable grace, though Logan caught her girlfriend sometimes being a tiny bit lost in thought or distracted. Clearly, she wasn’t the only one who pined after Nemo every waking moment. Kay was just better at hiding it.
It was a slow day at the bar. They were just about to close. Logan was helping Kay with cleaning up a little, before heading over to the venue and getting one last practice session in before their performance. It was the first big gig they’d gotten (without Kay’s help) and Logan wanted it to go well. The other werewolves apparently also wanted to come. Most of them pretended to just be interested in going to a party, but Logan knew they were there for her. It was a little sweet how they tried so hard not to make it seem like they were watching her. They were, of course. They were making sure everything went smoothly so Logan, Kay and Nemo could have a relaxing time. Speaking of Nemo…
“Do you really have to do that right now?” Logan asked with a nervous frown as Nemo mixed some ingredients on the corner of the bar. The cute girl looked up with sparkling, purple eyes.
“Yes,” she said excitedly and added a little bit of alcohol to the bubbling pot in front of her. She had set up her little brewing station there. She said staring at Kay and Logan made her magic better.
Logan rubbed her face. “And you’re sure it won’t explode this time?”
Nemo paused. “I never said that.”
“Nemo…”
“I said it wouldn’t turn into liquid fire again. Dunno about explosions.”
“Nemo, please…”
“Look,” Nemo said with a huff. “Do you want a magically delicious drink or not?”
“I do, but not at the cost of the bar, please.”
“It’s fine,” Kay said, returning from checking that the new bathroom sink was properly installed. She ruffled Nemo’s hair fondly. “She promised no more grease fires.”
“It wouldn’t technically be a grease fire…”
“Nemo.” Kay gave her a stern look that made her blush. “Don’t burn down my bar.”
Nemo looked more in love than at all worried. “… How do you feel about atmospheric scorch marks?”
“No.”
“What if it was just—” Kay gave her another look, and Nemo grumbled. “Fiiiiine, I’ll do it somewhere else,” she relented. “Just let me try out one more thing, I promise I’ve almost got it! I think I’ll name it… the Liquid Burnnn.”
Logan snorted in amusement and crossed her arms, leaning her hip to the bar. “The Liquid Burn?”
“Yup!” Nemo beamed. “With three N’s. Three. Not four. That’s just being ridiculous.”
“Just be safe,” Kay chuckled and kissed Nemo’s head, making her swoon a tiny bit. Logan’s claws came out, slapping down on Nemo’s mini cauldron as it swayed precariously.
“Careful!”
“I ammm,” Nemo giggled, too flustered and cute to really do anything but hide her face and sneak glances at Kay.
Logan shook their head. Nemo was ridiculous, but she knew what she was doing, generally. Still, the scent of the smoke from the cauldron did not inspire confidence, and it stung in Logan’s nose. “Listen, Sparkle,” they said and played with the amethyst pendant they still wore around their neck. “Kay and I are gonna be right back, and then we’ll head over to get ready for the concert. Can you clean up your stuff in that time? We don’t wanna rush you.”
“Oh, yeah, I’ll just dump it if it doesn’t turn out right,” Nemo said. She paused. “Wait, your sinks are made of steel, right?” Kay didn’t get a chance to answer before Nemo grabbed her steel ladle and dunked it into the brew before pulling it back out. “Never mind, it didn’t turn corrosive.”
Kay watched her for a moment. “Please be safe,” she said.
“Always! Now you guys go make out.” Nemo smiled. “But not actually, because I wanna watch if you do.”
“We would definitely tell you,” Logan chuckled a little nervously and headed to the end of the bar, to the door to the back rooms. “See you in ten.”
Nemo waved at her. “See you, pretty bean!”
A small, happy blush made its way onto Logan’s face as they waved Kay along to join her. They held the door for their girlfriend, then quickly closed it and leaned against it with a sigh, bracing their arms on it.
“Ah,” Kay said. “You’re hungry.”
Logan nodded with a quiet growl. The hunger in their gut was nearly unbearable. Like a fire burning in her stomach, or fangs gnawing at her insides. She hadn’t meant to run out so badly, but over the last days they’d often spent most of the day with Nemo, and Logan had seen Kay being pretty tired whenever they were alone. And… she was just a little nervous about Nemo seeing them drink.
They turned around and stared at Kay pleadingly. “Help,” they mumbled as their girlfriend already unbuttoned her shirt to expose more of her thick neck and collarbone.
“Come here,” Kay just chuckled and caught Logan in her strong arms as they jumped on her and nuzzled to her neck. They kissed Kay’s skin, letting her smell fill them up as she carried them over to the bed with ease.
“Fuck, I love you…” The words left their mouth in a feverish mumble.
“Love you too,” Kay hummed and sat down with Logan straddling her lap.
For a moment, Logan’s head was pulled back by a gentle but strong hand in their hair, and then Kay kissed them. They huffed softly and kissed back, tilting her head and resisting the urge to nip with her fangs at Kay’s lip to get at her blood. Kay’s eyes met hers when they separated, and the werewolf smiled.
“You really shouldn’t let it get so bad.”
“Shush, you…” Logan mumbled and nuzzled Kay’s neck again. She delivered a single, brief lick to the spot she wanted to bite, numbing it. “I just love you.”
“Drink your fill.”
Logan bit down. Sometimes they wished that they had more of a capacity to make the drinking romantic. Say something cute before biting down, about how Kay was her very life, how she filled them and sustained them… but hunger and embarrassment always tied their tongue just when their mind caught the words in their head.
Kay knew, of course. Just how much this meant to Logan. So it was okay. She could sit there in quiet, stoic dignity, watching them drink with loving eyes, and still know all the words of love and adoration that went through Logan’s mind at lightning speed, melding together into a simple, all-encompassing feeling of grateful adoration.
The taste of blood filled their mouth. Logan drank it up eagerly, soothing the pain in her gut a little more with every gulp. Kay’s strong hand ran to her neck, down to her back, and she held Logan close with a gentle hum.
Then the door slammed open and Logan jolted away from Kay as Nemo called out, “Guys, I think I’ve cracked it! It’s all about the…” Her words trailed off.
Kay sighed. “Why does everybody just barge in here?” she muttered. “There is a ‘staff only’ sign… Guess that was just a waste of money.”
Logan’s eyes were still fixed on Kay’s neck and the two small punctures in her skin, gently oozing blood. They wiped it away with their thumb and turned around to look at Nemo. Her mind was still foggy with love for Kay and the pleasant taste of blood as she licked the last traces of that exquisite red from her thumb, resting it against her gently parted lips.
Nemo stood there, blushing hard and biting her lip. She smelled nice. Really nice. Logan tasted blood and watched her as their brain tried to focus on another course of action. Then they reached out their hand. “Come here, Nemo…” It was a whisper, barely audible over their gentle purr.
Nemo approached almost cautiously. There was a shiver in her step, and Logan wasn’t quite sure if it was from nerves or excitement. She took their hand, and Logan brought it to her bloody lips, kissing her knuckles gently. Her blood smelled just delicious…
“Um… Sorry about barging in,” Nemo mumbled.
“It’s okay,” Logan muttered and kissed another knuckle. She could see the glow of her own red eyes reflected in Nemo’s ever so gently.
“We just didn’t want to spring this on you,” Kay said, placing her hand on Nemo’s head to gently pull her into a hug. “The blood drinking.”
“I don’t mind,” Nemo mumbled.
“Do you want to join?” The words left Logan’s mouth before their mind fully grasped them. Kay’s taste still lingered on their tongue, and a part of them just really wanted Nemo’s too. Not just to compare the two and see if they were both equally delectable, but also to be closer to Nemo. To become one with her, in a way. She wanted it… needed it, and so she waited patiently for Nemo’s answer.
Nemo bit her lip again. “Can I?” she asked with a sly, excited smile.
“Of course, if you want,” Kay said. “But you don’t have to.”
“Oh no, I want to. Friends give friends their blood!” Nemo paused. “Wait a minute… I’m the one who asks people for their blood!” She pouted.
Kay chuckled, and a smirk appeared on Logan’s lips. “Well, now I’m asking,” they purred deeply and pulled Nemo closer to gaze deep into their eyes. “Would you share your blood with me?”
Nemo’s cheeks coloured a bright pink. She nodded sheepishly.
“We can lie down if you’re scared of getting woozy.”
“Oh, I’d feel safer in Kay’s lap,” Nemo quickly said. “If I get woozy, she can hold me!” She watched the two with obvious, nervous excitement. There was a flustered look to her, and Logan bit her lip at just how cute she looked, nearly nicking their own skin with their fangs. 
Kay lout out a soft, amused huff and patted her thigh. “Come here, Sparkle.” Nemo hopped into her lap, and Logan purred even louder, squeezing her fingers as she kissed them again and made her giggle.
“So, cutie… where do you want me to bite you?” Logan mumbled. Nemo’s and Kay’s scent had an almost intoxicating effect on them. She wanted to kiss them, bite them, taste them and hold them until she melted into them, all at the same time.
Nemo hesitated. “My neck…?” she asked a little bashfully.
Logan licked her lips. She placed two fingers under Nemo’s jaw, gently tilting her head to the side. “Relax, Sparkle,” she whispered and kissed her cheek. “I would never hurt you. You’ll just feel a pinch…”
“Pff, I’m tough,” Nemo mumbled, still flustered. She turned even more red when Logan tenderly brushed their fingers over the back of her neck, pulling the curtain of lavender hair aside.
Logan embraced Nemo, nipping at her skin gently, kissing and pulling with her lips. Nemo made soft, cute sounds at every single one. She was adorable, and clearly hadn’t ever experienced this kind of tenderness and affection. Logan would have been lying if she’d said she didn’t want this to be just the tiniest bit romantic. Nemo deserved that. She deserved the world, much like Kay, and if words failed Logan, then they just had to use touch.
Their affections lingered on a spot at Nemo’s neck. They looked up at her lovingly. “Is here good?”
“Yes…” Nemo mumbled sheepishly. She blushed deeper when Logan licked the spot, and then gasped at the following bite.
She was being gentle, of course, but even with her numbing venom, the first bite made Nemo tense up and be stiff for just a moment. Kay kissed her head. “Shh,” she whispered. “Just relax.” Her hand brushed over Nemo’s arm.
Slowly, the tension vanished from the girl in Logan’s arms. She drank slowly, savouring every drop. Nemo’s blood tasted sweeter than Kay’s, though just as delicious in its own way. It was distinct, and it made Logan’s heart flutter. She hugged Nemo tighter, drawing closer to the warmth she exuded, and drank what felt like more than she ever had before.
When her hunger was sated, Logan kissed the spot one more time and tenderly licked over the bite, closing it up as if it had never happened. They leaned back and looked into Nemo’s bright, happy eyes, and then, unable to restrain themself, they kissed her deeply with her bloody lips, and Nemo kissed back.
They remained locked in this moment of intimacy with Kay holding them close. Then Nemo broke the kiss with a giggle. “You taste coppery,” she hummed.
Logan blushed softly. “Ah… Sorry,” she mumbled, a little more in control of her senses. “I uh… I get a little into it when I drink—”
“Oh, no, it was hot,” Nemo said honestly. “Please don’t change.”
Kay took Logan’s chin with a soft chuckle and wiped their mouth with a wet cloth. “You were a little messier today, babe,” she hummed.
“Sorry,” Logan grumbled. “I just really wanted to do that.”
“Yeah?” Nemo leaned close. “Does my blood entice you?”
They rolled their eyes playfully and waited for Kay to stop fussing over her mouth. Then she leaned in and rested her forehead to Nemo’s. “Absolutely,” they whispered.
Nemo cackled and hugged them. “Yesss, I am the queen of blood!”
“Pretty sure that title’s taken, but you can be the queen of tasty snacks.” Logan kissed Nemo’s head with a little smile.
“… I AM THE QUEEN OF TASTY SNACKS!” Nemo cackled even louder. “My assistant/familiar Satan and I shall create feasts deserving of gods! So, you know, just barely good enough for the two of you.”
Kay chuckled. “You’re sweet,” she said, having finished cleaning Nemo’s neck of any residual blood. She did the same with her own and drew Logan’s attention to the bite marks remaining on her skin, clotted but visible.
They frowned gently and leaned up. “Hey, let me—”
“Nope.” Kay took Logan’s wrist as they reached out and pulled it up to kiss their fingers. “I don’t mind wearing it. It’s gonna heal by itself in a day or so anyway.” Logan blushed at the gentle brush of Kay’s full lips over her fingers. Their girlfriend smiled at her. “Let’s get you to your performance, hm?”
“Oh, about that,” Nemo said. “My drink turned into stone and I can’t lift it. Can you help me with that?”
Logan sighed and cuddled Nemo close. “Well, at least it didn’t explode this time,” they hummed.
“Weeeeeell…”
***Logan had always wanted to do music. Now, standing on a stage in front of a decently sized crowd that cheered for them, it felt like they were finally a step closer to that goal. The performance was awesome. The magic, self-glowing neon paints Nemo and Mila had worked on for them were already more comfortable and much easier to apply. The scent didn’t sting Logan’s sensitive nose as much.
Now as the final note played and rang out, Logan swayed gently, feeling almost lightheaded from the rush of adrenaline and emotion. They didn’t even hear the roaring applause that filled the wide space with tables and drinks before them. It wasn’t the biggest of crowds, just a get-together for enjoyers of punk rock music, but it was enough. It was a step in the right direction.
Logan still felt lightheaded when she and the others went off stage and into the private rooms where they’d prepared for the performance. Jin slapped them on the back. “That was fucking awesome! I’ve never seen a crowd that fired up for us!”
“Yeah, it was pretty great,” Logan chuckled, sitting down in front of the vanity before their legs gave out.
“Oh, I was serious,” Jin said. “I’ve literally never seen a crowd excited to see us.”
Logan opened their mouth, closed it again, and sighed. “You need to stop making those jokes.”
“Sorry,” Jin chuckled and leaned on the vanity next to them. “You seem like you need some dumb jokes to crack you up before you have a nervous breakdown. We did fucking great, dude!”
A small smile made its way to Logan’s lips. They barely remembered leaving the stage. “Fuck,” they whispered, grinning and bracing their head on their hand. “We’re fucking awesome.”
“Yeah we are!” Valerie smirked and punched Logan’s shoulder.
Mila smiled and came to join them at the vanity. “And we looked awesome too,” she said. Logan glanced at the mirror, seeing the paint on their own face, their scar and fingernails… Even the reflective rims of their jacket still glowed.
“Yeah,” they said, putting an arm around their friends. “We did great.”
The door burst open, and Logan and Mila were almost knocked over by a lavender whirlwind. “You guys were SO COOL!” Nemo yelled excitedly and squeezed Logan hard enough to force the air out of them for a moment. “I love you both! You and Jin too,” she added with a look to Valerie, “but I only have two arms. Just… gimme a second with the hug.”
“Don’t worry,” Kay, who had followed her, chuckled and hugged the two. “I’ve got it covered.”
“Yay, doggie hugs,” Jin mumbled and went limp in Kay’s arms.
The big woman just laughed softly. “Yeah, you deserve ’em, kid.” Valerie snuggled into her too.
Nemo separated from Logan and her twin a bit. “You were awesome.” Her eyes sparkled excitedly, and she looked really cute with the leather jacket she had stolen from Logan. “You were all RAAAH and the crowd was all WOAH and then they went AAAH and you were like GODS AMONG MORTALS!”
Logan hugged Nemo close, a bright smile still on her lips. “We were gods indeed,” they mused theatrically.
“I’d worship you anyday.”
Mila rolled her eyes and ruffled Nemo’s hair. “Thanks, nerd. So, who’s your friend?”
“Who?”
Logan looked to where Mila was pointing. A young woman stood at the door, wearing a long, beige coat that contrasted nicely against her sepia skin. She looked a little nervous, brown eyes wide and glancing around, and most of all she looked completely out of place in the venue. But what really got Logan’s attention was the expensive camera she was nervously clutching.
Logan also recalled hearing the distinct click of a camera at the edge of their awareness, just seconds ago. “Excuse me,” they said and let go of Nemo to move a little closer and potentially block her line of sight, “can we help you?”
“O-Oh, um… Hi,” the woman said nervously. “I’m Lyn— Lyndsey, I mean!” She fumbled with her camera and offered a hand to Logan, nearly dropping it. “I’m uh… Well, I’m sort of a freelance photographer, and I was… well…” She cleared her throat nervously.
Logan frowned. “Did you take any pictures of us?” Not that they would mind, but there was a little too much magic and glowing vampire eyes involved in the performance for them to be super comfortable with the idea of nonconsensual photography.
“Oh, no! I didn’t!” Lyndsey quickly said. “I mean, the lighting wasn’t right… I wouldn’t have been able to get a good shot…”
“You know, it’s rude to photograph someone without their permission.”
“I know… I’m sorry…” The poor woman looked like she wanted to sink into the ground. Logan almost felt a little bad for her. “I just… I dunno, I wanted to…”
Kay’s deep, soothing voice made her stop stammering and look up as the tall woman joined them. “How about we all take a breath and then talk?” she said amicably.
“Yeah,” Valerie hummed, following behind her with a teasing look at Logan. “It’s your fault that you’re so cute with your girlfriend.”
“She’s… not my girlfriend yet,” Logan mumbled and pushed their hands into the pockets of their leather jacket.
Kay hummed. “Give it time, babe.” It was just a few gentle, muttered words, but everyone in the vicinity heard it. Nemo certainly did, judging from her teakettle squeal, and so did Nemo, who giggled, and the newcomer Lyndsey who just stared at Kay and Logan.
Logan rubbed her head behind her pointy ear. “This is not really the time to discuss that…” She was so flustered, her face felt like it was on fire.
Kay shrugged her massive shoulders. “Not sure what there is to discuss. We both want it,” she said in a gently teasing tone, and Logan wanted to just hide her face and grumble happily.
“Sorry about them,” Valerie chuckled and offered her hand to Lyn. “Logan’s a little protective over their new girlfriend.”
“Val!”
Lyndsey blushed and took Valerie’s hand. “Oh, it’s okay,” she said with a nervous giggle. “I really shouldn’t have taken a photo… I’m sorry…”
“Oh, it’s fine.” Kay looked at Logan. “Right?”
“Yeah, I didn’t mean to come off as angry or something,” Logan sighed. Of course they’d been in the right, but now that they had calmed down a little, they could see how much they’d rattled Lyndsey, and she didn’t seem like a bad person at first glance. It’s not like she could easily delete it, using an analog camera instead of a digital one. “Just… What exactly are you doing here?”
It took a moment for Lyndsey to let go of Valerie’s hand, and even longer for her to tear her eyes away from the attractive girl with the purple mohawk. “I was just hoping I could photograph you,” she said. “For practice. I’m… well, I want to study photography, so I need some experience… And sometimes I try to sell pictures to the local news, but of course I wouldn’t do that without your permission.”
“You know,” Valerie said quickly, “it would be really nice to have some pictures to look back on.” She gave Logan an almost pleading look. There was a little blush on her cheeks. Valerie was just too gay to handle a pretty woman.
Logan relented with a soft huff. “Okay, fine,” she said. “Kay can take care of that while I talk to our client. Because as much as I love music, I do like to get paid for my work.”
“Oh, I’m your manager now?” Kay smirked. “That’s gonna be fun.”
“Babe… please,” Logan said and squeezed her hand. “I don’t know how much teasing I can handle between Jin, Mila and Valerie.” Not that they really minded. It brought a happy little blush to their cheeks every time Kay was being just a little cheeky. She just loved Kay, so that was a problem. If her girlfriend teased too much, Logan didn’t have any other choice but to kiss her.
“Sure thing, Sleepy,” Kay chuckled and promptly earned herself a kiss. She cupped Logan’s cheeks and leaned into it, turning away from their guest, who was enraptured with Val’s look. She smiled when Logan couldn’t stay standing on their tiptoes, and brushed her thumb over their cheek. “You did great out there today, love,” she whispered in that deep, loving tone of hers that always sent a pleasant shiver down Logan’s back.
“Hush, you,” they whispered and rose up again to kiss Kay’s warm lips once more, tugging at them with their own. She sank back down and hugged her girlfriend tight. “Love you.”
“Love you too.” Kay kissed her head and ruffled her hair lovingly. “See you in a bit.”
“Yeah, see you.” It took Logan some time after leaving the others to fully process what Kay had said to her during that surprise encounter. Nemo, our girlfriend? They blushed, rubbing their face sheepishly. Honestly… I would really like that. She’d have to ask Kay about that in private. It would be really nice to eventually have Nemo be their girlfriend for real.
Logan had a word with their client, got paid as promised (with a generous tip on top), then returned to find Kay and Valerie making casual conversation with Lyndsey— or Lyn, as she preferred to be called —who was just a blushing mess in front of Logan’s gorgeous girlfriend. Though she definitely cast a lot of looks at Valerie too. At this point, Logan was over the whole photo thing. Clearly Lyn hadn’t meant any harm.
“There you are,” Kay hummed as they returned.
“Yeah.” Logan frowned with a look at the others “Why’s everyone still got their makeup on?”
“We’ve decided we’d all like a photo,” Jin hummed. “So we wanna look good.”
“You always look good,” Mila hummed and leaned into them.
They smiled a little bashfully. “Well… I wanna look perfect for you, okay?” Jin rubbed their neck a little awkwardly.
Mila gave them a little pout and cupped their cheeks. She rose up on her tiptoes to kiss them softly, mixing a little of her neon blue paint with the splash of green Jin had cast over their mouth and cheek. “As I said,” she whispered, “you always do.”
Logan let them have their soft moment with a little smile. Eventually, they did get to taking the photos. Lyn took a lot, and she was very sweet the whole time, but Logan couldn’t help but feel a little self-conscious. It had been so long since anyone had photographed them.
Luckily they showed up in photos. They’d tested that extensively.
Kay and Nemo took care of their uncertainties quickly, though. They distracted her, Nemo with loving looks that captured their attention, and Kay with a whisper in her ear, once more, of how proud she was. And one or two kisses…
When the evening finally came to a close, Logan knew she should be tired, but she wasn’t. In fact, they felt quite awake and energetic when packing up all their stuff into the back of Kay’s truck and tying it down. Lyn and Valerie had really hit it off, though Logan couldn’t tell what exactly they were talking about, since Nemo kept them busy.
“It was SO COOL,” she giggled. “It was like music magic! Everyone loved it! And the neon looked so good too! Kay put me on her shoulders, so I could see EVERYTHING.”
“Aw, that’s cute!” Logan smiled and ran a hand over Nemo’s head. “Next time we gotta take pictures of you two.”
“Yup, to fill our future home with,” Nemo said with a bright red blush. Logan felt the heat pooling at their cheeks too.
“Y-Yeah…” They said, equally flustered. “We can pick out picture frames together…” Their eyes met, and both Logan and Nemo looked aside.
Both were awkward and flustered. They obviously liked each other. Nemo wasn’t subtle about that, and Logan knew her own feelings. But Kay had planted the idea of them living together and… Well, Logan would not mind that at all. Provided Kay had really meant it, she just had to pinch herself a little, and maybe then she could be sure that this was real, and not just the happiest dream of her life.
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How To Get Yourself Extra Cleaning Staff and Impress Your Girlfriends


Kay had absolutely meant it when she’d alluded to Nemo being their girlfriend. Of course she still wanted to take things slow, but it was going well. She liked Nemo. Nemo liked her. Logan and Nemo clearly liked each other, and they were cute together. Even now, as they were just standing and talking, she couldn’t help but feel a loving warmth in her chest as she finished tying down the amps in the bed of her pickup truck and went to join them.
“You two done flirting?” Her words made Logan jump and spin to face her.
“We weren’t—” They glared at her bashfully.
Kay chuckled, watching the cute little blush on Logan’s face. “You’re allowed to, you know?” She smiled softly at them and Nemo, who was bright red.
“Oh, we were totally flirting,” Nemo said. “But you need to not sneak up on us!” she added with a pout.
“Was I sneaking?” Kay gave her an amused look. She really hadn’t been trying to. Apparently the two were so enamoured with each other that they hadn’t heard her. She was starting to understand how Vivian always snuck up on her.
“Yup!” Nemo pouted harder, playfully and being really cute. “Make it up to me!”
She chuckled and ruffled Nemo’s hair. “Sure. How about I take you on a date in a minute?”
“Nu-uh!” Nemo shook her head. “We’d already planned that! Do something else!”
“Like what?” Kay gently brushed her hand over the little witch’s hair.
The casual banter seemed to relax Logan. They crossed their arms and smiled softly. They’d been tense since Kay had mentioned Nemo being their girlfriend, but now they seemed more at ease. Whatever they decided to do with their relationship, wherever they decided to take it, they would do it together.
Nemo wasn’t quite so easily placated, crossing her arms and making the leather jacket creak. “You gotta lift something!” She raised her chin demandingly.
“Like what?”
“The band!”
Logan chuckled at that. “I don’t think Kay is quite capable of lifting the whole band…” A playfully sharp look from Kay made her pause and blush.
“You think I can’t?” Kay asked it with a confident smirk, being very sure that she could. “I mean, you guys are all pretty small…”
“Rude,” Logan grumbled and bumped her.
“You love me.”
“Valerie! Kay called you tiny!” Nemo called over.
“Tell her to shush!” Val called back, blushing hard where she was talking with Lyn. The photographer giggled softly with a happy little smile on her face.
Kay hummed and went to join them. “You need us to drop you off somewhere?” she asked Lyn. “It’ll be a bit of a squeeze, but we can fit one more person.” Having a big car and tiny friends had its benefits.
“Oh, I’m fine,” Lyn said quickly, pulling her beige coat a little tighter around herself against the cold. “I’m actually here with someone. They offered to give me a ride since I know them from work, and they said they were a fan of yours.”
“A fan of ours?”
“Mentioned you all by name. Though they said you were a bodyguard, not that you were dating one of the singers.”
Kay raised an eyebrow. “I wouldn’t mind thanking them personally.” There weren’t that many people who were active fans of theirs. Chances were they were like Kay, or Logan. Still, Kay just felt a tiny bit on edge. Maybe they were branching out so much that soon they’d have to be a little careful with all the magic they were tossing around on stage.
“I can definitely introduce you!” Lyn gave her a beaming smile. It faltered a little. “I’ll just need a way to contact you, about the photos too, when they’re done. Well, I guess I can just call the number on your business card…”
Kay hummed. “I think you should just give Valerie your number.” She nudged her head in Val’s direction.
“What?”
Valerie nearly choked. “Excuse me??”
“You said you wanted to help out more,” Kay said. “Well, here’s your first job, kid.” She gave Val a pat on the head, for once not ruffling her hair and messing up her mohawk.
“Uh, yeah… I guess we should exchange numbers,” Val said sheepishly. She and Lyn both reached for their phones with awkward smiles and flushed cheeks, so Kay considered her work done and returned to the others.
Jin was leaning against the back of her truck. “Didn’t know you were a matchmaker,” they said.
“I don’t know what you mean,” Kay hummed.
They smirked at her. “Suuure you don’t. Those two have a thing for each other. Even I can see that, and I’m fucking blind!”
“I can feel the gay vibes from here,” Mila said, holding Jin’s hand.
“All I did was nudge them a little,” Kay said. “What they do from there is up to them. Now, everyone hop into the car.” She patted the bed of the truck. “I gotta lift the entire band.”
“’scuse you?” Jin asked.
“Nemo’s orders.” Kay leaned on the truck, shifting it quite easily with her weight. “I snuck up on her while she was flirting, so now I gotta lift the band.”
“How do you plan to hold us all?”
“I’ll just lift the truck too.”
“Oh, what do we get if you fail?” Mila asked with a mischievous twinkle in her eye. “Let’s make a bet!”
Jin turned their head to her. “You really think that’s a good idea? Haven’t you seen her work out ever?”
“I’m feeling lucky.”
“Yeah, what do we get?” Valerie asked as she joined them, bright red. A look back showed Lyn fleeing from the scene equally flustered.
Kay hummed and looked to Logan and Nemo too. “How about this… If I can lift the whole band, everyone gets free drinks for a month.”
“Fuck yeah, let’s do this!” Val grinned.
Kay smirked as her small friends climbed into the bed of the truck. “However,” she said in a low purr, “if I win, you gotta help me clean the bar every night for a month. You sure you wanna take that chance?”
“Oof. Big risk,” Jin hummed. “But, looking at all our shit here… I think you’re just tryna intimidate us. You don’t look that tough.”
“Suit yourself.” Kay shrugged and watched the others as they all agreed, emboldened by Jin. She was already looking forward to not having to clean for a month.
Logan tugged her sleeve. “You sure you wanna—”
“Babe,” Kay interrupted them. “Sit in the damn truck.”
They shook their head. “Okay. Just… don’t hurt yourself.”
“I’ll stay here,” Nemo said, standing next to the truck. “I’m not technically part of the band, and I wanna see this!” She rubbed her gloved hands excitedly.
“Everyone good with that?” Kay’s words were accompanied by a smirk. “Last chance to back out.”
“You wish,” Mila giggled.
“Don’t hurt your hands,” Valerie added. “You’ll need them to make all our drinks.”
Kay laughed at that, sending her breath as a white cloud into the air, illuminated by a street light and the neon sign above the place they’d exited just a little while ago. “Cocky kids.” She bent down a little, bending her knees, and got a good grip under the bumper of her truck. The metal was cold against her skin. Kay made sure that she had a safe grip, and took a deep breath. Her whole body tensed at once, in a fluid, practiced manner as she strained against the weight of the truck with a low huff that came from the depths of her chest.
Her arms burned, as did her legs. Not the kind of burn that came with a long or intense workout, but the one that made her feel as if every muscle fibre was in danger of snapping and giving way. But she was stronger. Perhaps the strongest person alive. The weight of four small people, instruments, equipment, and a portion of car, was nothing. Slowly, under great strain, she lifted the truck along with its cargo and passengers. The tires left the snowy street, rising inch by inch, in one, fluid motion as Nemo gasped and nearly forgot to breathe next to the car. The kids in the truck had to hold on to the sides of it as they suddenly found themselves sitting at an angle.
When she stood fully upright, Kay let her cargo rest there for some long moments, taking in the shocked and deeply impressed expressions… and Logan’s blush. She pulled it up a tiny bit more, feeling the strain in her biceps, before slowly lowering the truck back to the street. She set it down with a huff. “So,” she asked, stretching a little, “who’s ready to get cleaning?”
There was a moment of stunned silence, then Valerie yelled, “You cannot be serious!”
“How did you do that??” Mila whined, looking around as if she expected to see a pulley or something. She only caught sight of Nemo fanning herself despite the cold.
“I’m just fucking strong,” Kay said and leaned her elbow on the side of the truck. “Kiss your sleep schedules goodbye, kids.”
Jin grumbled. “Joke’s on you, I don’t have a sleep schedule.”
“Babe…” Mila sighed with an almost pleading look.
“What? Sleep is for the weak!”
“We need to get you a proper sleep schedule.”
“Well, not anymore,” Valerie complained playfully. “Thanks, Jin.” She was clearly disappointed to have lost the bet, but she was being a good sport about it.
“What did I do?”
“You said she didn’t look that tough!”
“Why’d you all agree with me? I can’t fucking see, you know this!”
“Oh my god!” Valerie hopped off the truck bed, and straight into Kay’s arms. “Take me away from them.”
Kay chuckled at their antics. “It’s okay,” she hummed and squeezed Valerie before putting her down. “You get to spend more time with us. That’s what you wanted, right?”
“Shut.” Valerie pouted, but that did make her blush a little happily. Kay ruffled her hair, and she leaned into the touch a little.
“Don’t worry, kid. It’ll be great,” Kay hummed. “We’ll have fun.”
“You mean you’ll watch me clean.”
“If that’s your idea of fun, sure,” she joked and ruffled Val’s hair one more time, patting her on the head before letting her go. She did it gently, once again reminded just how much bigger she was than most of her friends, and how much stronger.
Logan suddenly jumped on Kay, holding on with a grin. “Hi,” they whispered, cuddling into her. “That was hot.”
“Yeah it was!” Nemo giggled and also pounced, so now Kay was holding two cuties at the same time.
She chuckled and wrapped her arms around them. “You guys are cute,” she hummed. “All I did was lift a car full of band equipment and with four people in it.”
“Hush!” Logan blushed and nuzzled more into Kay’s neck. “You can’t do this right now. You’re too hot.”
“No, please keep telling us how strong and amazing you are,” Nemo disagreed. “Come ooon! Can you bench Logan? Of course you can. How many Logans can you bench??”
Kay hummed and tilted her head, looking Logan up and down as if she was appraising them. “I’d say maybe eleven or twelve.”
Nemo gasped. “I dunno how that is in pounds!”
“Don’t worry about it.” Logan grumbled softly and looked at Kay with eyes filled with love. “She only needs to bench one of me.”
Kay laughed softly and rested their foreheads together. “You’re a cutie,” she whispered. “Now. Let’s get out of here. We still have a date, right?”
***They dropped Valerie off at her place. She was already getting texts, and judging from her blush, it wasn’t from one of her tattoo clients. Jin and Mila stayed at Mila and Nemo’s. Nemo hopped out too. “You coming, Logan? I’ll help you get your paint off!”
“Just a second, need to talk to Kay,” Logan said, much to Kay’s surprise.
Nemo beamed and nodded. “Okay!” she said and bustled off and into the house.
Logan leaned back with a soft huff, letting out a nervous breath, and closed her eyes for a moment. Kay watched them, leaning on the steering wheel of her truck and waiting in the ensuing silence.
“So… ‘Give it time,’ huh?” Logan looked at her with those beautiful, red eyes of theirs.
“I said what I said.” Kay smiled softly.
“When do you think we should ask her?”
Kay hummed and rested her chin on her hands on the steering wheel. “I’m not sure. Soon? I wanna take it slow, but I also wanna… be her girlfriend,” she admitted and rubbed her neck a little, sitting up. “So… Let’s say we maybe take things one step further. Ask her to stay the night. See how well we do with each other when we’re together more.”
Logan smiled and moved a little to lean into her. “I like the sound of that,” she hummed. “I think you’d be a great girlfriend for her.”
“Look who’s talking.” Kay chuckled and bumped them gently. “That’s my line. We’ll be girlfriends together.”
“I really like the sound of that.” Logan leaned up and cupped Kay’s cheek to kiss her deeply. A happy purr filled the space around them as they leaned back. “I’m gonna go get myself cleaned up.”
“And I’ll go ahead and get the food warmed up.” Kay pulled the keys from the ignition and handed them to Logan. “Here. So you don’t have to walk in the cold.”
“You’re too kind to me,” Logan whispered, eyes full of love once more, and rested her forehead to Kay’s.
Kay just chuckled and nuzzled into them gently. “Go see our girl.”
“Sure…” Logan’s cheeks were dark with their blush as they exited the truck. That, and they wore a bright, happy smile.
Kay ran all the way back to their home. She needed a shower. The smell of punk rock fans and booze still clung to her, and she definitely didn’t want that to linger around during their date. She briefly checked on the roast, which looked and smelled damn near perfect. A simple taste test went to Kay’s satisfaction, and she nodded contently to herself before going to the bathroom, stripping her clothes off, and jumping into the shower. Again she was brief, but thorough.
She pushed her hair back when she exited the shower, huffing softly. She was… Nervous wasn’t the right word. More full of anticipation. This was going to be their first fancy date, and Kay wanted it to go nice. She dried herself off and got her clothes. For this occasion, she broke out the cream turtleneck she usually reserved for a very specific style, and her best pair of pants that went above her hips, and her nicest belt. It was black like the pants, with a simple buckle, but the silver of it tied the outfit together as she tucked her sweater in and pushed the sleeves up a little, exposing the large scar on her arm.
With her hair dry enough, she used some gel to style it a little. She didn’t usually do that either, but tonight was a special occasion. Kay washed her hands, checking one last time in the mirror that everything was in order. She briefly debated putting on her nice, brown slippers, but kept wearing her regular ones.
She set the table with their nicest plates, which had faint patterns of wolves and trees in grey on their white, and broke out the deer antler cutlery. Her mother had made those herself. The knives were beautifully engraved in decorative patterns. All the handles had depictions of wolves in an Indigenous-inspired style. Kay’s mom hadn’t had the chance to learn about her roots growing up, but she’d used her time in the last centuries to try her best and reconnect, learn, and preserve whatever she could. Kay ran her hand over the carefully placed engravings. She remembered her parents sitting in their special spot in the forest after a hunt, carving the antlers with sharp knives and sure hands.
She pushed the thought aside. Soon they would all be together and just be a family for a little bit. But when that time came, she wanted to introduce them to her new girlfriend. Both of her girlfriends. The thought made her smile as she unpacked the candles she’d kept sealed air-tight and hidden from Logan. She set them up by the window, on the table, around the kitchen counter that she had wiped meticulously clean, in the hallways…
The doorbell rang. Kay finished lighting the last candle and put the matches away. She went to get the door, took a brief moment to compose herself and make sure that everything was perfect, and then she opened up.
She had prepared something to say. She was sure she had prepared something to say, but at the sight of Logan and Nemo, holding hands there, the words just failed her. Logan was blushing softly, rubbing their neck, and they looked utterly gorgeous in their black shirt and black pants with the dark red suspenders, and a fitted jacket that made them appear sleek and tall despite being much shorter than Kay. Their russet hair was pushed back too. Under their collar, Kay caught two necklaces. The bat pendant she’d gifted Logan, and one the stone they’d gotten from Nemo.
Nemo was even more dolled up. She wore the corset Kay had bought her over her black, off-the-shoulder dress. The sleeves were wide and almost see-through, and the wide skirt was layered black and grey fabric with sharp edges, almost giving it a ragged look, but it was clearly intentional. It suited her well. A thick, woolen scarf wrapped around her shoulders kept her warm. Thankfully she also wore dark purple leggings against the cold, and little filigree gloves.
She had done her hair up uncharacteristically formal, and her makeup was perfect.
That was what Kay had been missing! She looked at Logan in surprise. “Are you wearing makeup?” She couldn’t help the words escaping.
Logan blushed deeper. “I wanted to look pretty for you,” they mumbled.
Kay’s expression softened lovingly. “You’re always pretty,” she whispered and took Logan’s hand as they dropped it from their neck. She lifted it to her lips and kissed it, making Logan huff softly and bite her lip with a soft look. Her little fang poked out over it cutely.
“And you look rather gorgeous too,” Kay hummed and kissed Nemo’s hand as well.
“Thanks!” Nemo blushed happily. She looked down. “Aw! Cute!”
Kay followed her eyes and now the heat pooling at her cheeks was out of embarrassment. “Ah…” She had forgotten to change her slippers. Logan had made her these ones very lovingly. The design was two black wolves, modelled after Kay’s wolf form. They were a little goofy, with big eyes and floppy ears, but Kay loved them so much she kept fixing them instead of getting different ones.
Logan giggled softly.
“I can change,” Kay said quickly.
“No! Keep them!” Nemo beamed. “Mine have kitties on them!” She showed Kay the bag she’d been carrying them in.
Kay blinked. They indeed had black kitties on them. But also… “Nemo, why is Satan curled up in there?”
“What?” Nemo peered inside too. “Oh! I was wondering why that slipper felt a little heavier!” She gave Kay puppy eyes. “Can he stay? Pretty please?”
“It’s fine, we got a litter box for exactly this.” Kay smiled sheepishly at her as she invited them inside. “You really don’t mind me keeping these slippers? I wanted to make this fancy since it’s too late to go out…”
“It can be fancy and cozy!” Nemo giggled. “Logan! You can wear your little bat ones!”
“Sure,” Logan laughed softly and got their bat slippers after taking their fancy dress shoes off. “We’ll all have cute slippers.”
Kay couldn’t help herself. She let her hand rest on Logan’s waist as she pulled them in and kissed them. They melted into her touch, jacket half off of them, and reached up to cup her cheeks. The kiss was brief and soft, but it meant a lot to Kay in that moment, and Logan only blushed a little deeper at her gentle look.
“You are so beautiful,” Kay whispered.
“Love you too,” Logan mumbled. A little sigh left them as Kay pulled away.
“Aw! Cute!” Nemo giggled and took both their hands. She looked even more adorable without the scarf and with Satan now running around her feet before he dashed past Kay and into the house. “What’s for dinner? It smells delicious!”
“Ah, yes,” Kay chuckled. “Follow me, I don’t want to keep you hungry and waiting.”
Nemo beamed. “Oh! A surprise!” She bustled after Kay, followed by Logan who watched her softly. She gasped when they entered the kitchen and she noticed the roast sitting there. “Oh no! It looks as good as it smells!”
“It’ll taste even better,” Kay hummed and pulled a chair out for Nemo. She tilted her head curiously, seeing Nemo still holding her bag paper. “What have you got there?”
“Oh! I brought one of my self made candles in case you didn’t have any,” Nemo looked around the romantically dimly lit room with a smile. “But I see you’ve got it covered.”
“We can still put it up here on the table,” Logan said as she got a little candlestick with a wide base.
Nemo beamed. “Okay!” She pulled a large, cylindrical candle out of her bag and unwrapped the paper keeping it safe. It was gorgeous. Black with a dark purple interior and a golden wolf and bat design on the outside.
Kay took it very carefully from Nemo as she handed it over. “Nemo… This is beautiful!” she said, a little in awe. “How long did it take you to make this?” She appreciated the gesture, but she could only imagine how long it might have taken Nemo to do this, since she actually made her own candles from scratch in the basement of her house.
“A completely reasonable amount of time!” Nemo smiled. “Don’t ask Mila that question.”
“I appreciate it,” Kay said softly, but Nemo must have been able to read the tiniest hint of apprehension in her voice. The little witch took her arm and squeezed it.
“I promise it wasn’t any trouble at all,” she assured Kay. “It was my first try!”
Kay decided to take her at her word, despite knowing just how much effort and dedication Nemo always put into making them happy. “It’s gorgeous,” she said and put it on Logan’s candlestick after lighting it on the candles on the table. She put it with them, and Nemo cackled.
“Look!” She pointed at the candles. “They’re girlfriends!”
“Yes they are,” Logan chuckled and then looked a little soft and flustered when Kay pulled a chair back for them as well.
“A concert and a date,” Kay hummed as she filled their plates with food and set it before the two cuties she was dating. “And I get to spend both with my favourite people.” She reached out and put a hand over Nemo’s, and one over Logan’s. She had prepared something to say for the meal too, but looking at them both, meeting their eyes in the soft candlelight and seeing the admiration and love in them, she couldn’t find her words any more than she did upon first seeing them. Eventually she settled on, “Thank you for spending tonight with me.”
“Thank you for coming to the concert,” Logan said with a sheepish smile. “Even if you guys were the only people there, that would have been enough for me.”
“It was awesome!” Nemo beamed at them both. “And thanks for inviting me to dinner, because I’m famished and your food is always delicious!”
“Oh, yeah, thanks for the food,” Logan agreed, smiling at Kay as well. “You know we could never get enough of your cooking.”
“Well then,” Kay hummed, feeling that warm, happy glow in her chest again. “If it’s that good, we should eat.” But despite her words, she still held their hands for a moment longer, and when she eventually let go, they all still watched each other with happy, loving eyes. Kay felt that warmth in her chest swell with how right the moment was. She felt happiness fill her up, and resolved to remember every moment of this night until the end of her life.
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And They Were Roommates


Logan was GORGEOUS. Kay was gorgeous too! It was unfair! Here Nemo was, presented with the best food the city had to offer, better than any restaurant could provide, flavour that melted onto her tongue and filled her with warmth, and all she could do was stare at these two gorgeous people who had let her into her life. They smiled at her the way they smiled at each other. They talked to her and joked with her like they did with each other. She knew all their little quirks by now, the way Logan let their fang poke out over their lip sometimes when they were distracted or flustered, and how Kay’s expression shifted so very gently and subtly when she spoke or looked at them, and how her deep, dark eyes conveyed things words could not express.
And they had really let her into their lives. Even though they’d been together for decades already (Nemo liked older women, this was known.) they still looked at her as an equal. They treated her as just as important as each other, even though she’d never kissed Kay and wasn’t even with either of them as their girlfriend. It was more than she ever could have hoped for. A fantasy come to life. A romance she could only have dreamed about.
And they were both so pretty! Nemo got lost watching them, forgetting to eat her food. She was so comfortable here too, she barely needed the wine she sipped from a large glass to relax her. She responded to their questions, but she was so focused on the sounds of their voices, one raspy and with a dry sense of humour, the other deep and soothing in a way that went through her entire body, that she forgot what they’d said a moment later. It made her blush softly, and that made them smile at her, starting the whole cycle anew.
Logan’s dark red eyes seemed to glisten in the candlelight, and Kay’s glowed as if the shimmer of old, varnished wood had been caught in them. And both were so pretty that Nemo couldn’t help but rest her little hand over Kay’s when the big woman left it on the table for a bit. It was big. So much bigger than hers. Warm, and strong, but still soft in places despite the callouses from her sword training and working out.
If she could, Nemo would have made time slow so the night could last forever. But, eventually, despite how slowly she was eating, and despite how much time they spent talking, Nemo’s appetite was sated and she was full.
“I hope you still have some space for dessert,” Kay said as they all finished their meal.
“No way you made dessert as well!” Logan grinned at Kay, clearly so very in love with her.
Kay laughed softly. “What, did you think I was going to skimp on this dinner?” She went to the fridge and opened it, revealing three glasses with dark chocolate desserts, red berries, and a green garnish. “Charlie helped. I think you inspired her, Nemo.”
Nemo cackled at that. “Yes! Charlie is my disciple and I will teach her how to summon the dark lords of the abyss!”
“And how to make dessert?”
“Obviously, that too,” she nodded and took the chilled dessert from Kay with a happy smile. She’d wondered what the little spoon above her plate had been meant for. The cutlery and dishes were very pretty. Kay had transformed the modest little kitchen into something rivalling a five-star restaurant in less than a day.
The dessert, as it turned out, was utterly delicious, once more reminding Nemo why she’d gotten so good at making them. She was really proud of Charlie and Kay both. They had clearly worked hard on this, making it look as perfect as it tasted. Maybe that was why Charlie had worn a mysterious smile when Logan and Nemo had left the house all dressed up, right before Willow had pulled them away to read a new book with them.
But, wonderful as the date was, and as much as Nemo enjoyed talking with the two hot people she was dating, it was getting late. Or early, rather. Time just flew by too fast. “I guess, I should get going soon…” The words escaped Nemo with a soft sigh. She really didn’t want to leave.
Kay hummed softly, tapping her spoon to her lip. “Or,” she said, “you could spend the night.”
Nemo took another spoonful of chocolate mousse before the words sunk in. She looked up with a start and found Kay’s dark eyes. “Excuse me??”
“There’s no rush for you to go back home, right?” Kay said. “You might as well stay.”
“Oh. Do you have a guest room aside from Charlie’s?” Nemo felt a little bad at the idea of taking Charlie’s room. Sure, the young wolf lived mainly with Willow and the others right now, but she was still Kay’s kid. Kind of.
“I thought we could cuddle.” Kay ignored Logan’s bright, beaming expression as if she wasn’t offering Nemo to fulfill a dream she’d had for months. “Unless you don’t want to, of course…”
“I want to!” Nemo said quickly, half jumping up out of her chair. “Um…” She blushed and sat back down. “I would really like to spend the night,” she mumbled sheepishly and with a happy smile. “But um… I didn’t bring pyjamas.”
“We have extra clothes that you could wear,” Kay said. “You could get one of my or Logan’s shirts, and some pyjama pants…”
“I recommend stealing one of Kay’s shirts,” Logan whispered over the table, clearly audible to Kay. “She thinks it looks cute. And they’re very soft.”
Nemo jumped up out of her chair, ran around the table to the two and hugged them tight. “I’d love to spend the night then!” She smiled so happily and nuzzled their heads together, making Logan giggle.
“You’re cute, Sparkle,” they said, smiling bright as well.
Kay chuckled and put her arm around them both. “You’re both cute,” she said.
“Says you, Kibble!”
Kay paused to look at her. “Kibble?”
“Yep!” Nemo nodded as she let them go. “That’s your name from now on! Logan is Sleepy, and you’re Kibble!”
There was a moment of stunned silence, then Logan giggled, hiding her face behind her hand. Kay stared at them. “Did you tell her?”
“Dunno what you mean,” Logan mumbled, muffled by the hand hiding their shameless grin.
“You told her, didn’t you!” Kay growled, referencing that time she was in her wolf form, got distracted, and ate like three whole bags of kibble.
“For what it’s worth,” Nemo said diplomatically, “it was a very cute story, and Logan really enjoyed telling it.”
Logan burst out laughing. “Okay! Okay, fine,” they wheezed, “yes, I told her, I’m sorry! It was just so fucking funny!”
Kay was quiet for a moment. Then she stood up abruptly, grabbed Logan, and threw them over her shoulder as if they weighed nothing. Logan yelped and kicked their legs gently while trying to hold on to her shirt. Kay gave Nemo a look, pinning her with her intense gaze. “Follow me.” She easily carried Logan away despite their protests and giggles, and took them to the bedroom.
“I’m sorry!” Logan laughed again. “She asked! I had to!” They let out another soft yelp when Kay threw them on the bed and pounced on them. She moved with such grace and speed that Nemo barely caught the movement before she was already on top of Logan.
“Got you now.” Kay’s voice was a deep rumbly as she just lay down on top of her girlfriend, pinning her with ease despite Logan’s soft whining. She gave Nemo a look. “Clothes are in that wardrobe,” she said and pointed. “Pick whatever you like.”
“Oh. Are we sleeping now?” Nemo asked curiously. She definitely didn’t mind.
“Yup.”
“Okay!” Nemo dashed over to the wardrobe. There were lots of big, nice shirts, some more or less identical sweaters, and pyjama pants in different sizes. She only hesitated for a moment taking her clothes off around the two people she liked. She still sometimes worried about her body image, but Kay and Logan had never been anything other than loving and encouraging.
Besides, if they were bad, Nemo wouldn’t like them. And Mila would have frozen their kneecaps. Nemo smiled softly, thinking of her protective twin as she stole herself a pair of checkered pyjama pants from Logan and one of Kay’s comfy sweaters. “How do I look?” she asked, spinning around to show off. Her arms were way too short, so her hands remained hidden and the ends of the sleeves flapped around a bit.
Kay smiled softly. “Gorgeous,” she said. Logan was just a cute, blushy mess. Then Kay booped them on the nose. “Alright, go take your makeup off with Nemo.” She got up and off Logan, and stepped to the wardrobe to get changed as well.
Logan whined, sitting up. “What, I don’t get to watch you change?” they pouted as Kay pulled off her turtleneck and made Nemo almost break down. Her back was huge, with scars marking the dark skin here and there, rippling with enormous muscles beneath. There was a huge one over her left shoulder going down the back a bit. It looked like a bite… Nemo tried not to stare. There was plenty else to look at…
“No,” Kay said playfully. “That’s your punishment.” She gave Logan another look that made them blush. Of course she wasn’t really mad. Kibble was a soft bean, after all.
Logan grumbled and scooted off the bed. “You just wanna watch me get changed,” they complained, looking for something to say to hide just how flustered they were.
Her girlfriend hummed and looked her over. “You do always look pretty cute when you get changed for bed,” she just said, and Logan grumbled and fled the room. Kay gave Nemo a look. “You wanna go too? We’ve got extra toothbrushes.”
“Mmm, in a bit,” Nemo whispered, staring at Kay’s huge arms.
Kay hummed. “You wanna touch them?”
Nemo nodded eagerly. She put one hand on Kay’s huge, strong biceps, felt it flex under her fingers, felt the heat shoot to her face, and fled the room mumbling, “Thanksyourarmisveryniceseeyouinaminutebyeee.”
She helped Logan take off their makeup, thanking her for her noble sacrifice so she could give Kibble the proper nickname, brushed her teeth diligently, and went to bed shortly after Kay joined them in the bathroom. The big woman just ruffled Logan’s hair, wearing dark pyjamas, and Logan grumbled and leaned into her happily.
Nemo also checked up on Satan, who was curled up on some pillows near his litter box and water and food that Kay had put out for him when she’d blown out all the candles. He was still skittish around the werewolf, but he was getting better. Logan got dressed for bed as well, stealing one of Kay’s shirts, as was tradition for everyone with a bigger girlfriend.
Kay chuckled and watched them slip on their button-down. “Cute,” she said. “As suspected.”
“Shut, Kibble.”
“Make me.”
Logan grumbled and tried to tackle her onto the bed, but got lifted up again. Nemo giggled at their cute antics, watching Logan get thrown onto the midnight black sheets once more. “You’re both so cute,” she said dreamily.
Kay raised an eyebrow at her, resting next to her pouting girlfriend with her head braced on her hand. “And you’re still standing there instead of cuddling with us,” she said and patted the space between them. “Come on. We don’t bite. Well, Logan does…”
“Shut up,” Logan grumbled, blushing softly, and got another boop for their trouble.
Nemo beamed and jumped on the bed, diving between the two. It was a snug fit because she was a little thicc, and Nemo loved it! It felt so cozy, so warm. They had the whole huge bed to spread out to, but both of the hot girlfriends chose to snuggle close to her instead. Nemo turned to Kay to say something, but the words got stuck in her throat when she was suddenly face to face with Kay’s gorgeous collarbones.
Not that she had a thing for defined collarbones and gorgeous necks and had stared at Kay’s while she was bartending— Oh, that was a complete lie. Nemo liked girls, so of course she appreciated a good collarbone. Kay’s just happened to belong to a gorgeous six-foot-three goddess with beautiful eyes and a voice that could make you melt. And strong arms, Nemo reminded herself as Kay’s powerful limbs wrapped around her and Logan and pulled them into a hug.
Logan pulled the blanket up to cover them, and Kay watched them both softly. “You comfy, cuties?” she asked.
“Mmm yep!” Nemo hid her face at Kay’s chest. “Very…”
“Me too,” Logan whispered, nuzzling to the back of Nemo’s neck fondly for a moment. Their purrs filled the quiet, dark room.
Kay hummed contentedly and nodded. “Good,” she whispered. “Rest well.”
“Goodnight,” Nemo mumbled.
“Goodnight,” Logan whispered back to both of them, hugging Nemo from behind while she had her arms around Kay’s thick torso.
It was so soft… Not just the bed, the bodies snuggled to her too. And warm. Nemo was no stranger to cuddling. She and Mila did it all the time… or had done, at least, lots growing up. They’d always been there for each other. But this… this was something else. It felt so comfortable, so right, Nemo just wanted to fall asleep and hold them forever. Well… at least one of those wishes she could fulfil herself, as her eyes slowly drifted shut, and she drifted off to the sound of Logan’s purrs and the steady rhythm of Kay’s heart in the broad chest Nemo rested her head against.
***Nemo woke up as she usually did, sitting up in bed, stretching, and blowing her lavender hair out of her face. Only today, she was cuddled between two cute beans, and as soon as she remembered that little tidbit, she clasped her hands on her mouth to hide her happy squee. A meow from the far side of the bed made her look up. Satan stared at her with his pretty, green eyes.
“Satan! Satan, look!” Nemo whispered and lifted the blanket to show where Logan and Kay’s arms were wrapped tightly around her waist. “They’re HUGGING ME.” She could barely manage to keep her voice in a whisper.
Satan flicked his ear and meowed again. A quiet, squeaky sound. Nemo felt her heart melt a bit more. “Aww, come here…” She reached out a hand, and Satan got up and quickly hopped over to jump at her. Nemo lifted him up under the arms. “Who’s my handsome lord of the burning pits? You are!” she giggled and booped their noses together. Satan purred, which reminded Nemo of Logan’s happy little noises. Even now that sound emanated from her, and Nemo wanted nothing more than to listen to it. So, after playing with Satan for a bit, she let him go, upon which he explored the rest of the room, and she lay back down, watching Logan’s handsome, sleepy face with bright, wide eyes.
… Sitting still really wasn’t her forté though.
Nemo sighed as she very quickly felt herself growing restless. She needed to do something… Maybe I could make breakfast for them? she thought to herself. It was only fair. Kay and Logan had had busy days, doing the concert and preparing for their awesome date.
“Don’t worry, Sleepy,” Nemo whispered, gently tracing the end of the scar peeking out over Logan’s collar. She kissed their forehead. “I’ll make you the best breakfast you’ve ever had your soon-to-be girlfriend make!”
Logan mumbled something and cuddled more into the sheets. Nemo tried to get up, but, to her surprise, Kay’s embrace had lost none of its strength just because she was asleep and relaxed. Nemo tried to push her thick arm aside, but pulled her hand away as if she’d burned it when she felt the heavy muscles beneath the skin. Even fully relaxed, they felt denser than her own.
Nemo tried to wriggle out as gently as she could, but despite her caution Kay’s dark brown eyes slowly blinked awake. Nemo blushed softly. “Um… hi,” she whispered.
Kay blinked a little more, still super sleepy.
“I was gonna go make food.” Nemo blushed at being so close to Kay’s face. She was so damn gorgeous, it made her heart feel all warm…
“Mm.” Kay’s voice was even deeper than usual. “’kay.” And then she did something unthinkable: She leaned up and gave Nemo a short, sweet kiss on the forehead before pulling her arm away and rolling over sleepily.
Nemo stared at her, feeling her cheeks slowly heat up like a wildfire, sat up, and hid her face under her hands. “Okay,” she whispered, hunched over. “Okay. I didn’t need my heart today, fuck…” It took her another five minutes to get over that kiss enough to actually get up, and even then she nearly ran into the doorframe.
Satan followed her and quietly judged her from a distance, but Nemo couldn’t help it. She was just too gay. And Kay was too gorgeous. Luckily Logan had been too asleep to kiss her, or Nemo might have actually never gotten out of bed that day.
She prepared a nice dinner for them. Lots of bacon for Kay, because Kay liked bacon, and the same for Logan because they always shared. She tried some herself, hummed, and added some spices to season it. It was a little extravagant for a breakfast, but Kay and Logan deserved the world.
Satan brushed around her ankles and meowed loudly when she was just done getting all that and the hot chocolate ready. When she opened the window shutters, she noticed the heavy snowfall, so she made some hot chocolate to share with the others. The floor was a bit cold, and she rubbed her bare foot along her other leg to try and stay a little warm, but it did make her look forward to cuddling up with the cuties even more.
Satan meowed again and jumped against Nemo’s leg. “Aw, what’s wrong?” she asked. “You hungry too?” Another meow. “Okay, I’ll get you some food!” Nemo carried a tray with all the food she’d made to the living room where she set it down on the coffee table and pushed all the remaining food in Satan’s bowl more to the middle so he didn’t hurt his sensitive little whiskers. He pounced on it, and Nemo giggled, sitting with him for a moment.
“That’s my terrifying lord of the hellish abyss.” She lovingly brushed a hand over his fur as he crunched down on the dry food.
There was a noise at the door, and when Nemo turned around, she saw Kay lean against the doorframe. Her black hair was a mess and her eyes blinked sleepily.
“Morning Kibble!” Nemo smiled and waved.
Kay grumbled something and rolled her sleeves up. “I smell food,” she then said, a little more audible.
“Yup! I made some, like I said I would!” Nemo beamed at the sleepy bean. Kay nodded.
“’kay,” she mumbled and disappeared.
“Huh.” Nemo stopped petting Satan and went to the door to look for her. “Wonder where she’s going.” Satan just meowed loudly and demanded more food be pushed toward the middle of the bowl. Nemo did as the dark lord commanded. She needed her familiar to be comfortable, of course.
Kay returned to the living room and brushed her hair back with her hand, and the sight alone made Nemo almost choke. How was she so pretty?? She sat on the couch, and Nemo hopped up next to her to join her. “Hi!” she beamed.
“Hi,” Kay mumbled.
“How are you doing?”
“Sleepy…” She blinked slowly.
“Wanna rest more?”
Kay’s eyes remained closed for a moment. “Mm-mm,” she then hummed sleepily. “Food.” She was utterly adorable, like a big, cute puppy.
Nemo giggled and pierced some bacon on a fork to hold it up to Kay. “Here you go,” she whispered, blushing at how adorable Kay was.
The big woman sniffed and then leaned in and took the food straight from the fork. She already looked a bit more awake. Nemo beamed and put the tray up on the couch so Kay had easier access. The sound of a blanket dragging announced Logan’s arrival. They stepped into the room, looked around sleepily with a blanket draped around her shoulders, and then went straight to Kay. She sat down in her girlfriend’s lap and just leaned into her. A moment later they were asleep again.
Nemo sat there, feet up on the couch, hugging her knees, and beamed at the two. They were even cuter than she remembered from the first time she’d cuddled with them. Kay had already been awake by the time she had woken up. Nemo watched Kay sleepily pull the blanket more around Logan and kiss her head lovingly. If that's what she would be treated to every morning, she really wouldn’t mind making them breakfast every day for the rest of eternity.
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No Swords During Cuddles


The weather gradually turned colder and colder as the weeks went on. There were a few days with surprising, warm days, but more often than not the sky was overcast grey or white, and snowfalls became more and more common. Kay didn’t mind this, of course. Werewolves with their high body temperatures handled the cold months better than most, and she liked how the world looked when it was covered in snow.
Today was especially nice. Thick, pretty snowflakes fell from the white clouds and lazily drifted to the ground in the dim twilight as Kay prepared a drink with practiced movements, sugaring the rim of a glass, adding spicy ale and alcohol with a little juice and some ice before giving it a healthy dash of blood. “Here you go.” She put the drink down on the bar. “Anything else I can get you?”
“Nope, thanks!” The Blood took the drink with a smile.
“What’s the occasion?” Kay asked them. She knew this particular customer well enough to know this was a bit of an extravagant drink for them.
They blushed, brushing a hand over their buzzed hair. “Oh, nothing big… Just…” They looked back to where one of the werewolf regulars was watching them, sipping his own drink. “Finally asked Finlay to marry me and he said yes!” They could barely keep the smile off their face.
Kay chuckled softly. “Ah, young love,” she teased. “Congrats, kid. Don’t keep him waiting.” They very quickly took her advice, and Kay leaned on her bar with a satisfied hum, looking around. There was more than one couple seeking refuge here against the cold. Valerie and Lyn were there, talking about… something. Kay wasn’t one to pry, but judging from the thick folders they had both brought with them, they were using work as an excuse to hang out. It was pretty obvious to everyone that they were dating. Well, everyone except them.
A sharp smell from the back of the bar, followed by a low boom, made Kay frown and stand up straight. She quickly and subtly moved over to the end of the bar and slipped into the back room, where Nemo had set up a bunch of glass contraptions on a table next to the bed. One of her pitchers was smoking, and Nemo was at the window, trying to dump it.
“Nemo…” Kay sighed softly and rubbed her face. “Please tell me that’s safe.”
Nemo looked over at her innocently. “Look,” she said, “this is only the third one that exploded. I think that’s an impressive track record!”
Kay hummed and looked at one of the other pitchers, which had a bi-flag coloured drink swirling around in it. “And… What’s that?”
“Hm…” Nemo tapped her chin. “Well… I think I’ll call it The Explosion!” Kay gave her another look, and she pouted. “It’s not an actual explosion,” she mumbled. “It’s a taste explosion. Though I think I could add sparkles…”
“Okay, how about you do… not that,” Kay said and pulled Nemo closer by the waist as if she was trying to protect her. Unfortunately, Nemo only needed protection from herself, and Kay could never stop her from following her passions. She had slowly migrated to the back of the bar so they didn’t have to explain to the human patrons why Nemo was creating chemical hazards in public, which was the only cover story Kay could have spun that explained the smoke and explosions and strange smells, as well as the various colours of Nemo’s creations.
“Aw,” Nemo pouted and hugged Kay around the waist. “Are you worried for me?” She looked up at her playfully, clearly fishing for a reaction.
Kay gave her one by cupping her cheek and gently brushing a thumb across her skin. She remained quiet as she did so, for a good few seconds, then said, “Of course. You’re precious to me.” Nemo blushed hard and hid her face.
“That’s not fair…” she mumbled. “Evil. You’re too hot.”
“Don’t hurt yourself, okay?” Kay just chuckled and gently ruffled Nemo’s lavender hair. “Logan’s really looking forward to our date today.”
Nemo looked up at her with big eyes.
“So am I,” Kay added and watched her beam.
“Okay!” the cute witch giggled. “Promise not to destroy anything!”
Kay smiled and leaned down to give her a kiss on the head. “Good girl,” she said. “That’s all I ask.” She left Nemo, who threw herself onto the bed, hiding her face and whining about how unfairly hot she was.
Kay let Nemo deal with her little breakdown, though she was always flattered by it, and returned to her bar to serve drinks and make a few plates of food for the patrons who wanted to eat. Mainly the two humans. Kay liked being here like this. She was working to provide a safe space for supernaturals, and a place for people like her to come together and form a community. Logan was working hard to one day make it big in the music industry, and Kay couldn’t be prouder. And Nemo… Well, she was doing her own thing to try and help out, mixing alcohol and magic to try and create outrageously delicious and expensive drinks. This… This felt right. Being here with them.
Kay had always wanted to do her own thing. Something not connected to the pack, where she could carve herself and her loved ones a little place in the world that was just theirs. And with every day that passed, she felt more and more like she had found just that. It wasn’t the bar that was most important to her, though she certainly enjoyed working there. Her place was with her loved ones, and since Nemo had joined them, her life had somehow gained even more colour.
“Alright,” Kay said as the last patron left and she was ready to close up. “We’re off. I’ve cleaned the kitchen, so wipe down the bar and the tables, and close up like I showed you.” She tossed her keys over to Valerie, who caught them, looking a little confused.
“You’re just gonna leave me here?” she asked and brushed her dark purple hair behind her freshly pierced ear.
“You’re the one who lost the bet,” Kay said with a smirk and leaned with her back against the bar.
“But you’re just gonna give me the keys?” Val frowned. “I wouldn’t trust me with those.”
“If you lose them, I’ll bite you,” Kay teased with a faint smirk. Of course she trusted Valerie, and of course she wouldn’t bite her, given the risks, but seeing the cute human blush and grumble was just too adorable.
“Ooo, you heard her, Val!” Charlie snickered, jumping down the stairs. “Better be good or you’ll start howling at the moon!”
Kay rolled her eyes playfully and ruffled Charlie’s hair as she dashed past. “Go home, kiddo,” she chuckled. “And don’t forget to wear a jacket and a scarf! And a hat!”
“Yes Mom!” Charlie threw her jacket on and disappeared into the gentle snowfall. Kay looked back to Valerie, who nervously played with the keys in her hand.
“Listen, kid,” she said. “If you don’t trust yourself to close up alone, I can stay. But I think you need to give yourself more credit.”
Valerie sighed softly and rubbed her neck. “Yeah… You know, Lyn keeps saying the same thing,” she hummed and put the keys in her pocket. “I just throw the keys in the mailbox when I’m done, right?”
“Attagirl.” Kay gave her a gentle tap on the shoulder. “You’ve got this.”
She gathered Nemo, who was finally done cleaning all her potion tools, and left Valerie to clean up, one of the last days she’d have to do it. After that, she’d offer her decent compensation to help out. It wasn’t that they really needed the help cleaning, but Kay and Logan were already helping Val out while she built herself a network of clients for her tattoo parlour. Valerie didn’t do well with handouts. She was grateful for them, but she always searched for ways to pay them back, so Kay gave her little jobs, and Logan accepted blood donations.
Nemo did not know about this arrangement, or else she would have asked Valerie for blood too. It was a thing she frequently did.
Kay smiled softly down at Nemo, who was wearing a long jacket with a flip-up collar and a fluffy inside. “Comfy?” she asked as Nemo pulled her fur lined hat down and put her fuzzy-gloved hand in Kay’s leather clad one.
“Mm-hm!” She beamed happily, snuggled into the pretty scarf Logan had bought her, the black one with the purple spider web design.
Kay’s own felt coat rested snug against her, keeping her warm, and her gloved hand held a black umbrella aloft, keeping the snow out of their eyes. They met up with Logan, who picked them up in Kay’s truck. Kay chuckled, seeing Logan’s hair so nicely styled back, and the frilly dress shirt they wore to look fancy.
“You’re gorgeous,” she said and leaned up to kiss them before they even had a chance to get out of the car.
“Hush, you,” Logan whispered. Kay smiled and just reached up to rub their jaw, getting a purr out of them.
They went to a restaurant together, a really fancy one. Nemo spent the whole time looking around in awe and gasping at everything. She was just adorable. Logan watched her with such adoration in her eyes that Kay frequently forgot they were there to eat. She didn’t even fully recall what she ate. Time melted away when she was with Logan, and doubly so when they both were with Nemo. The little witch effortlessly held her attention, and Kay found herself not even noticing her appetite for most of the evening, content to listen to the two of them chat, Nemo about her latest experiments, and Logan about the new gig they’d procured for the band. And Kay just felt her chest swell with pride at both of them. Pride, happiness, and a grateful feeling because they both liked her back the way she liked them. 
Eventually, far too soon, they were headed back home again. “Are you gonna drop me off at my place? We can get Satan from yours first, of course,” Nemo said, sitting in the back seat with Logan.
“If you want to,” Logan said softly. “I mean… you don’t have to.”
“You know you’re always welcome at our place.” Kay glanced in the rearview mirror and watched a smile spread over Nemo’s face in the light of her phone screen as she texted her sister. She’d spent many more nights with them in the past weeks. At this point, most of her clothes were at Kay and Logan’s, so it wasn’t really a serious question.
“Oh, come onnn,” Nemo hummed as they pulled into their destination street. “You know I can’t say no to that! Two hot, gorgeous beans asking me to stay over? I think the house can survive without me for a while.”
Kay chuckled softly and parked the car. “Sure. It would be quiet without you anyway.”
“Charlie’s not here?” Nemo asked.
“She and Willow decided to go back to the farmstead,” Logan said as they exited the car. “Apparently they wanted to ‘go ride the horsies and play with the doggos.’ Wonder where they got that from…”
“Look,” Kay huffed at the sideways glance and locked the car. “Dogs are cute.” She took Logan’s hand, squeezing gently as they went around the car and to the snow covered sidewalk.
“Puppies are the most adorable,” Nemo said earnestly, giving Kay a meaningful look, and dashed off to the door.
“You heard her, babe.” Logan leaned up and kissed her cheek before slipping away to unlock the door for Nemo, who was hugging herself against the cold a little.
Kay smiled and watched them softly as they bantered gently, Logan teasing Nemo about being a cold fire-witch, and her teasing them about having misplaced the keys in one of their jacket pockets again.
Her life had felt complete before knowing either of them. With each of them that had entered her home and her heart, she had gained something more, something she hadn’t known she’d wanted. Her life had been good, but now it felt perfect. All that was left was to ensure it stayed so forever.
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Nemo loved waking up. She’d developed a new fondness for jumping out of bed these days, since it was usually preceded by her getting to watch Kay and Logan be sleepy and cute. But today, she stayed just a bit. She wanted to see the cuties sleep. Nemo smiled softly and ran a finger over the bandage on her neck. A single lick from Logan closed any bite they left, but Nemo liked the little reminder. She also liked the way Logan blushed when she took it off and ran a hand over her neck. She’d only gotten to give them blood a few times, but it was one more thing that connected them.
She hummed and turned around in bed to watch Logan sleep, resting bitch face in place, gorgeous as ever. Nemo leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to their sharp jawline. Logan grumbled and snuggled a little more into her. She was the first person Nemo had ever dated, and she’d shown Nemo just how wonderful and enjoyable it could be. Nemo had always been pretty outgoing and social, but she’d never formed this kind of connection with anyone. Logan being there for her had turned an unfamiliar, scary world into an absolute dream.
She’d fallen in love with them when they’d first performed at The Good Night’s Drink. Seeing them on stage, in their element, soaking up the crowd’s attention and giving it back with the performance of a lifetime… it had shown Nemo a side of Logan she would never have suspected. A passionate, driven side that wanted to be recognized, a side that worked hard and reaped the rewards with a smirk and a bow. Nemo really wanted to help them reach their goal. She wanted to support them and assure them of their own worth so they never forgot just how much they meant to her.
The same was true for Kay. Nemo wriggled around to watch the big woman. Her face was just as stoic as ever, and Nemo gently brushed a few strands of soft, black hair out of her pretty face. Nemo sometimes had to remind herself that she had three huge scars across her face. She wore them with such ease and dignity that they seemed like a part of her. She had other scars too. Each one told a story that Nemo couldn’t wait to hear someday, especially from Kay. Everytime her full lips parted, separating one of the scars, the words following were sure to be soothing and kind. Her hands were big and strong, and her touch so gentle.
Nemo still hadn’t kissed her. Kay was taking things slow, and she respected that, of course. But someday, she would kiss Kay as much as Logan did. Even before they’d gotten closer, Kay had been there to help. She’d gotten her and Mila out of their old apartment after a magical mishap. She’d given them a home, and she’d given Nemo the most precious gift of all: She’d allowed her to date Logan and be a part of their lives. All the fear and uncertainty Nemo sometimes had to wrestle down simply vanished when Kay was there. She spoiled her and Logan, she made them comfortable, fed them and showed her adoration in gentle touches and loving looks. She was the rock both of them needed, the one who supported them, and Nemo wanted to support her back.
Kay didn’t have any great aspirations. She just wanted to live a happy life with the people she loved, and Nemo would do everything to make that as pleasant as possible.
The girlfriends were even more gorgeous together. When they looked at each other, Nemo often found herself deeply touched by the love in their eyes, by the gentle touches they had for each other and the soft nuzzles. They had let her into their lives individually as well as together. They shared their home and bed with her, made her feel welcome, and her twin sister too. At all times, the two of them were ready to help anyone in need, selfless and kind the way Nemo thought could only be true in fairy tales, and she loved them both for it, so very deeply.
Making breakfast for them to enjoy in bed was the least she could do, really.
A change in the purring sounds that filled the air made Nemo listen up. She frowned and looked over her shoulder to Logan, but no, it wasn’t her. Logan’s face was buried in a pillow, and her purrs were deep and muffled. These ones were scratchy, higher in pitch, and came from Kay.
“Oh. Did the puppy learn to purr?” Nemo giggled and leaned over to listen closer. But the sound wasn’t coming from Kay’s throat either. Instead, it seemed to originate from her shoulder. Curious, Nemo leaned over even more and saw the most fascinating sight.
Satan, Lord of the flaming abyss, bane of furniture, cutest kitty alive, slowly growing good boy, and Nemo’s familiar, was curled up against Kay’s neck. With his growth spurt, he seemed to have forgotten his apprehensions about the big werewolf gal and was now calmly sleeping right next to her.
Nemo squeed happily, lost her balance, and faceplanted right into Kay’s chest. Kay grumbled and slowly blinked her eyes open while Satan looked up and made a rough meow sound. “Nemo?” the big, gorgeous woman mumbled softly. “What’re you doing…?”
“Sorry!” Nemo was too excited to speak quietly. “I was watching you guys like I do every morning, in a completely non-weird way, and then I heard the purring and it was SATAN! He’s right there, cuddling you!” She pointed at her baby boy.
Kay blinked and turned her head to look at him with bleary eyes. “Oh. I guess he is,” she muttered, completely missing what a big deal this historic moment was.
Nemo pouted at her. “Kay! This is a BREAKTHROUGH! This is a big deal! We gotta take a picture!”
“We do…?” Nemo ignored Kay’s tired grumble and nudged Logan.
“Sleepy! Up! We need to take a picture!” Logan just grumbled and remained asleep while Nemo leaned over them and grabbed her phone from the bedside table. Luckily it still had some juice, much unlike Logan, who did not in fact move to commemorate the occasion. “Come onnn!” Nemo pouted, disappointment starting to set in a little as Satan got up and stretched, which usually indicated that he was gonna run off. “Logan, please…” They stirred a bit and tried to look up at her with tired, red-brown eyes.
Kay sighed and leaned over. She cupped her hand to Logan’s ear and whispered, “Morning, cutie.” Logan grumbled and stirred a little more. “Won’t you be a good girl and scoot a little closer? Nemo really wants us all to take a picture together. You wouldn’t want her to be sad, right?” Logan shook her head, blushing softly, and blinked her eyes open a bit more as she scooted closer. “Good girl,” Kay hummed and brushed a hand over her hair. The sound of her deep, soothing voice made Nemo shiver pleasantly. She beamed at the two of them.
“Thanks, Kibble!” She beamed even more when Kay picked up Satan and snuggled him to her chest. He seemed to very much enjoy the warmth, judging from the purrs he let out. Nemo lay down again to be able to get a good angle with her camera, and Logan immediately nuzzled their nose into her hair, hugging her. She giggled at how cute they were.
“Now!” she announced. “Smile for Satan!”
The camera clicked, and Nemo was left with a permanent memory of that moment. Her smiling up at the camera, Logan nuzzling into her lavender hair, Kay kissing her head lovingly as Satan snuggled into her chest under her strong, gentle hand. This would forever be where she belonged. Cuddled between two gorgeous, kind people, taking silly, gorgeous pictures of kittens while she adored them with all the love her little heart could muster.
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Logan sipped her hot chocolate and looked out over their snowy backyard. It was so nice and peaceful out there, where the snowflakes drifted gently to the ground and covered the hedges in thick blankets of white. Much more calmer than their morning had been, but Logan didn’t mind. Nemo had shown them the picture of all three of them with Satan, and it had been incredibly cute. Kay had been snuggling the cute kitty, and Nemo, obviously, was always adorable.***
Strong, warm arms wrapped around Logan from behind. She hummed softly and leaned into Kay who rested her chin on her head. “Nice morning, isn’t it?” the werewolf whispered.
Logan smiled softly. “Yeah.” They looked up at their girlfriend’s beautiful, stoic face. “Every morning with you is wonderful.”
“And every morning with you is perfect. But it’s still very nice out today.”
“I guess it’s a good thing Nemo woke us up early.” Logan took one of Kay’s hands, which so gently held on to her, and pulled it up to kiss Kay’s palm.
“Oh, for sure,” Kay said, watching Logan as they did so, with a soft, fond look. “Every morning with Nemo is so colourful and bright. It would be a shame to miss it.”
Logan rolled her eyes. She couldn’t be mad at Nemo, especially not after she’d been all cute and had made them breakfast in bed. “You know,” Logan hummed, “she stays over so much. Half her stuff is here now.” Kay hummed softly, acknowledging Logan’s words. They looked up at her again. “I’m wondering… Should we ask her to just move in?”
Kay hummed again. “Yeah,” she said after a moment. A brief silence followed. “I mean, I’ve got the keys ready.”
Logan chuckled and let their head fall back against Kay’s broad chest to look up into her eyes. “You were making plans behind my back again?” she teased fondly.
“It’s fun to surprise you both,” Kay confirmed. She wore that mischievous smirk Logan loved and hated so much.
They huffed softly. “That’s evil,” they said in a gentle mutter.
Kay’s smirk widened just a bit, showing her sharp teeth behind full, soft lips. “And what are you going to do about it?” Her voice had slipped deeper again, letting the accent emerge at the edge of her words. She leaned down more, taking Logan’s chin.
Logan groaned and accepted the kiss when it came. Their eyes fluttered shut. She was just helpless against Kay’s charms, and that was fine. She wouldn’t have resisted even if she could. Kay took the mug from their hand and put it down on the windowsill. Logan sighed happily as they felt themself get pushed back. They rested their back and head against the cool wall and endured the kisses that trailed along her jaw, down her neck, lingering between that space and her shoulder.
And then, as quickly as she’d started, Kay pulled away. Logan opened her eyes and was met with the beautiful deep brown and gold of their girlfriend’s. “I love you, sweetheart,” Kay whispered. “If you want… I would very much like to invite Nemo into our home permanently.”
“I love you too,” Logan huffed, shuddering at the gentle stroke of Kay’s thumb over their chin. “We’ve been practically living with her for almost a month, right? I think it’s time.”
“Yeah?” Kay smiled again, and Logan blushed.
They tried to turn away to hide their flustered expression. “Okay, look!” they grumbled. “Nemo’s fucking cute, alright? And she makes us breakfast, and she’s funny and quirky, and I’ve not seen you as happy as you are with her in such a long time…”
“That,” Kay interrupted with a loving look and a soft tone, “is because every time I’m with you, you’re too focused on making me happy, and you miss just how much I adore you.”
Logan sighed and leaned into her. “Flatterer,” she whispered.
“Says you.” Kay kissed her head and smiled. “Let’s go tell her the news.”
“Do you wanna, or…?”
“Oh, no,” Kay said a little too quickly. She pulled a set of keys with a pretty purple leather keychain out of her sweater pocket and put it in Logan’s hand, clasping hers over theirs. “I want you to do it.”
“Mmmhmmmmm… Suspicious,” Logan hummed. “But sure.” She leaned up and kissed Kay’s cheek once before taking her hand and pulling her along to the living room, where Nemo was talking on the phone.
“No, it’s soooo snowy here,” she said just as they entered, using her free hand to keep Satan busy with a cat toy. “Probably can’t leave the house at all today! Oh, you too? That’s crazy! Oh, yeah, no, Kay can’t dig us out. Uuuuh, she’s busy. Yup! Super busy!” She looked up at Logan and Kay as they entered. “Oh, hey guys! What a blizzard, huh?”
“Oh, yeah, totally,” Logan chuckled and sat sideways on the couch behind Nemo, hugging her. She was so small, so soft, and so warm. She constantly smelled of strange herbs and spices, potion ingredients, the way Kay smelled of wolf and food.
Kay cast a look out over the lazily falling snowflakes visible through the large windows. “Such a blizzard. Shakin’ in my boots,” she confirmed sternly.
“Yeah, so I’m gonna probably stay at theirs,” Nemo announced. She listened with pursed lips for a moment, letting Satan chase the cat toy. “Oh, you’re gonna stay at Jin’s? Yeah, that’s fine. Charlie and Willow went horse riding, and the others are with them. … Nah, it’s not snowing that bad, silly!”
Logan suppressed a giggle and nosed to Nemo’s ear, whispering. “Hey. We wanna ask you something.”
“Hold that thought!” Nemo put the phone on mute and turned a little to be able to look at Logan and at Kay, who sat on her other side. “What’s up, cuties?” Satan snatched the cat toy and tugged at it, wrestling with the toy mouse at the end of the string.
Logan cleared their throat, suddenly a little nervous. “So,” they said, “Kay and I’ve been thinking… You keep sleeping over at our place, and it’s really nice having you here…”
“I like being here too!” Nemo beamed. “It’s always so nice and cuddly, and I get to watch you and Kibble being cute!”
“Yeah…” Logan rubbed their neck, blushing a little. They tried to fight it down, but they’d never asked anyone to move in with them before. This was new, and, judging from Kay’s gentle, encouraging look, this was exactly why she’d wanted them to do it. “How would you like it to be sort of… permanent?”
Nemo tilted her head. “Permanent?”
“Yeah,” Logan said softly and opened their hand, showing off the keys with a nervous flutter in her chest. “You know… You living here.”
Nemo stared at the keys for a long, silent moment. She took a deep breath. Then she let out an excited tea-kettle squeak and pounced on Logan, hugging them tight, in the process letting go of the cat toy, which Satan quickly abducted to a different room. “Yes! Yes absolutely, please yes!” She beamed and squeezed Logan as tight as her little arms could.
“Yeah?” A goofy grin made its way onto Logan’s face. They tried to hide it, but they were also hugging Nemo back. “Okay then!” they added, barely able to contain their relieved laugh. “You wanna take the keys?”
“Once I’m done hugging you!” Nemo let go and tackled Kay in a hug as well. “Thank you so much! This is the best three-months-early birthday gift! Thank youuu!”
Kay chuckled and squeezed her fondly. “You’re welcome, Sparkle,” she hummed and kissed Nemo’s head. “You’re always gonna have a home with us.”
Nemo made a soft, happy sound and beckoned Logan to come closer so she could hug them both and nuzzle their foreheads together. Logan smiled and purred very loudly. “Yeah,” they whispered. “You’re a part of us now. So if you want to… we’d be happy to have you here all day, every day.”
Nemo beamed and snatched up her cellphone, unmuting the call. “Hey, Mila! So, funny story, I lied about the blizzard but I am moving in with Logan and Kay. … Wait, you wanna move in with Jin? Aw, Milaaa! You could have said!” Nemo took the keys from Logan and pressed them to her chest with a happy sniff. “Yeah. Yeah, I too give you permission to move out. Thank you, Mila! You were the best adopted sister a poor orphan girl could have asked for! Loveyoubyeeeeee!” She hung up immediately after that.
Logan smiled softly, watching Nemo with a warm feeling in their chest. Kay sighed softly. “You know you’re gonna see her again, right?” she chuckled, amused by Nemo’s antics.
“Once every full moon!”
“No, tomorrow during brunch,” Logan deadpanned but with a loving undertone. “And aren’t you guys twins?”
“Whaaat, who told you that?” Nemo giggled.
“You did!”
“Well, I was right! Now come here!” She pulled Logan into another hug, made Kay pile on top to snuggle them both, and made happy squeeing sounds for the next hour.
***Nemo kept the keys on her at all times for the remainder of the day. When the time came to go to bed, she got dressed with them in her hands even as she stole Kay’s sweater again, and she refused to hand them over. Even when they all got in bed, Nemo lay between them with the keys stubbornly held to her chest.
Logan sighed with a gentle look at her. “They’ll still be here when you wake up,” she said softly and placed her hand over Nemo’s.
“But what if I lose them??” Nemo whined and clasped them tighter.
“We won’t lose them,” Kay said and kissed her head softly. “And even if we did, I’d just have another set made for you.”
Nemo reluctantly relinquished her new treasures and let Logan put them with their phones on the bedside table. She still pouted. “But I could get a necklace for them and have them on me at all times,” she whined.
“Nemo, they’re just keys,” Logan said softly.
“But what if I lose them and you get angry at me and then you don’t want me to be here anymore…”
Logan was about to dismiss the silly fear out of hand, but then they noticed the genuinely sad and concerned look on Nemo’s face. They frowned softly and cupped Nemos cheek. “What’s wrong, Sparkle?” she asked softly. “You wouldn’t be this worked up just over a bunch of keys, right? What’s got you so scared?”
Nemo sighed and sat up. She scooted a bit to kneel on the mattress, facing the girlfriends she’d been cuddling with for a good month. They both sat up. Logan crossed her legs under the blanket, and Kay rested one arm across her knee, watching Nemo with a gentle frown.
Nemo looked at them both with her big, purple eyes and sighed once more, looking down on her hands, clenched into her pyjama pants. “I don’t wanna let go of the keys,” she mumbled, “because I’m scared I’m gonna wake up and realize that I dreamed it all. And that you won’t want me around anymore, and… I just… I know it’s silly,” she muttered.
“Oh Sparkle,” Kay whispered and reached out, taking her hand. “It might be silly, but that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t tell us.”
“We get it,” Logan said softly as they followed Kay’s example. “You’re scared that this is all just… in your head. Us liking you. You liking us.” They were quiet for a moment. Then they whispered, “You know… I often felt the same about you. That it’s too good to be true that I’d get to date you too, on top of Kay. And that someone as pretty and smart and funny as you could actually like me. Even if it meant dealing with a completely new relationship.” They rubbed their neck, blushing and looking aside sheepishly. “And when you mentioned that you liked Kay too… It made me really happy. And I actually pinched myself just to be sure it wasn’t a dream, because I love Kay, but… I love you too, Nemo.”
They finally brought themself to meet Nemo’s eyes again, now with a soft smile. “I know it’s scary. But we’ve been there for each other for a while now, right?”
Nemo nodded, slowly winning her own smile back. “Yeah… You’ve always been there for me. And I wanna be there for you too.”
“Yeah,” Logan said and then floundered, looking for words. They weren’t quite sure where they’d been going with this. They’d just told Nemo that they loved her, and thank god she wasn’t making a big thing of it, because Logan hadn’t discussed that with Kay at all. After all, Kay still wanted to take things slow.
She looked over at her girlfriend and met the gaze of her beautiful brown eyes. The look on Kay’s face was soft and yet strangely inscrutable. It seemed almost familiar, but Logan couldn’t place where she’d seen it before.
Kay looked from Logan to Nemo, who had noticed the look too and tilted her head. “What’s up?” Nemo asked softly. “Sorry about the little… You know. Sometimes I get a little nervous still because you’re both so gorgeous and wonderful and hot and you have your whole lives and stuff… And I’m just me…”
Kay hummed softly, a deep, soothing sound accompanied by a faint nod. “I understand,” she said. “Liking people is scary sometimes. But of course we like you, and we would never offer you to move in with us if we had any doubts about this being a permanent thing.”
“Yeah, you’re right…” Nemo giggled softly and scratched her head. She smiled at Kay gratefully.
Kay tilted her head gently. “But hey,” she added, “since you’re gonna be living here from now on, would you like to be our girlfriend?”
Nemo stared at Kay blankly. Logan did the same, only they were suddenly acutely aware of their own, rapidly beating heart. Her mind was racing, trying to process the words that had just left Kay’s mouth in a faint smile and a kind and gentle tone, and the more she tried to decipher their meaning, the more they repeated them in their head just to be sure that she hadn’t misheard.
Nemo glanced from Kay to Logan, a surprised but bright smile slowly spreading over her face, and there was no more doubt that Logan had heard right. They jumped up, nearly pouncing on Nemo. “Say yes!” they urged her, a storm of nervous emotions eclipsed by happiness racking their insides. “Please say yes!”
“Yes!” Nemo called almost at the same time, happy tears rolling down her cheeks. “Yes, a thousand times yes!” She hugged Kay tight, nuzzling into her, sniffing happily. Kay hugged her back and pulled Logan into the embrace as well. “I love you guys… So much,” Nemo whispered happily.
“We love you too,” Logan whispered back, afraid that speaking louder could somehow burst this bubble of happiness. “So very much.”
“What the cutie said,” Kay chuckled softly. She smiled when Nemo looked up at her, and there was a moment of silence between them as she wiped away Nemo’s happy tears. An unspoken communication just through a look and the feelings they shared.
Kay took Nemo’s jaw, firm but gentle as she always was, with her other arm braced behind her to hold them up. She guided Nemo higher, to wrap her arms around Kay’s neck instead of her torso. Kay’s fingers played over the corners of Nemo’s jaw as she looked deep into those purple eyes, tilted her head, and brought their lips together in a gentle kiss.
Nemo squeaked softly, stiffening for just one single, nervous moment, before she melted into Kay. Her hands moved to run through Kay’s hair, holding her close as they kissed. Then, very gently, Kay parted her lips more, allowing Nemo to deepen the kiss a little, explore her and be explored in turn. Logan watched them and felt their heart soar. The two people she loved were right here with her, loving each other too, and now her own eyes stung with happy tears.
Nemo pulled back, breaking the kiss with a gasp that bloomed breathlessly from her lips. She stared into Kay’s eyes, adoration and awe written all over her face, and Kay looked back with such love. She moved her hand to cup Nemo’s cheek, letting her nuzzle into the palm, before shifting her eyes to look at Logan. Nemo followed Kay’s gaze, and her expression lit up even more. Without words, she reached out and coaxed Logan closer, hand on the back of their neck. She was by no means experienced or knew what she was doing, but she didn’t need to. It came naturally to her, as naturally as it came to Logan to cup Nemo’s jaw and pull her in to kiss her deeply and fondly.
It was a few, brief moments of raw emotions that seemed to stretch into eternity. To Logan, it seemed as if they kissed Nemo for the very first time, recognizing the way her scent mingled with Kay’s and how Kay’s taste lingered on Nemo’s lips, mixing with her own.
Their lips had barely parted from Nemo’s when they met Kay’s, crashing together and letting her taste the same. Her first girlfriend, mingled with her second, one in their love, both familiar and yet so new. Logan wished there was a way to kiss them both at the same time, to give them all her love instead of dividing it between them piece by piece, offering them bits of her heart to add to their own with every touch and loving gesture. Nemo’s taste remained vivid on her tongue, as did her smell, her presence, and the sensation of her happy, loving gaze as she watched Logan and Kay. A shudder went through Logan, electrifying them in ways they’d only ever felt in Kay’s embrace in the most intimate and gentle of moments, and love filled her heart, renewing those pieces she so freely offered the people she loved. They wanted to never let that moment end. 
But, a split second and an eternity later, it was over. They sat there, together, Logan’s hand over Kay’s, her other in Nemo’s hair, her hugging them both, a tangle of limbs and emotions that longed to never be loosened or resolved.
Logan smiled. “So… That’s a yes, for sure?” she whispered happily.
“For super sure,” Nemo whispered back and rested their foreheads together.
Kay hummed softly and joined the gentle nuzzle. “I’m glad,” she whispered. “I love you both so dearly. ”
“I love you too…” Nemo whispered and squeezed them a bit tighter.
“Same here,” Logan affirmed. It could have been minutes. Or maybe it was the whole night. But Logan did not let her girlfriends (Her two, beautiful, gorgeous, kind and smart girlfriends!) go for a while. They got more comfortable, letting Nemo rest between them once more, and slowly, as the reality of the situation sunk in, Nemo returned to her incredibly chipper, happy self, no longer concerned with her fears.
“So, does that mean I’m Charlie’s mom too now?” she asked a little too excitedly. In hindsight, Logan should have been suspicious.
But they were just too happy, so they smiled and nodded. “I suppose so, yes. She likes you a lot already.”
“Yes! I will teach her how to summon an army of shadows to fell her enemies! Muahaha!” Nemo cackled.
Kay laughed softly. “Please don’t, I think she would do better learning how to make more desserts.”
“Oh, I’ll teach her that too!”
“I didn’t know our new girlfriend came with extra dessert perks,” Logan giggled and almost choked because happiness made her throat close up as she spoke the words.
Nemo giggled and hugged them tight. “Oh, I get something out of it too, right?” she said and then gasped. “Wait, does this mean I get to play with the sword??”
Kay laughed softly. “Maybe,” she hummed. “We’ll talk after cuddles.”
“Good enough for me,” Nemo beamed. “I’ll try and be patient.”
“Yeah,” Logan said with a fond smile as they watched their two girlfriends. Her gut was still in turmoil, warm, butterflies swarming deep inside. “No swords during cuddles.”
Nemo smiled so happily and snuggled close to Logan, immediately followed by Kay. “Goodnight, my beautiful girlfriends,” Nemo whispered, giggling at the words. “I love you!”
“Goodnight,” Kay whispered back and kissed her head. “I love you two dearly. I can’t wait to wake up and adore you both even more.”
“Gay,” Logan chuckled fondly and felt their heart melt a little more. “I love you both so much. Sweet dreams.” She kissed both their heads, getting a happy chuckle from Kay
But despite wishing them a good night, Logan remained awake long after the lights went out, relying on their vampire eyes to make out the sleeping forms of their girlfriends in the moonlight that fell through the window. They watched Kay, stoic, strong and gentle, ever steady and reliable, and Nemo, adorable, energetic and full of joy, and they knew that these two would forever be the people most important to them. In that one single second, Logan knew for sure that she would spend the rest of her immortal life with these two wonderful people. She watched the pale light frame their forms and soften them.
They brushed a hand over Nemo’s hair, taking in the now familiar scent, and along Kay’s powerful arm to her back. Logan let their hand rest there, smiling softly as she watched her girlfriends slumbering peacefully. There were two of them now. Both were gorgeous and wonderful, and both made Logan adore them in different ways. From now on, there would hardly be a moment that they didn’t feel their heart melt or be subjected to pure and unending love. Months ago they had been here, in Kay’s embrace, helpless in her arms from just a touch, and now they felt the same helplessness, the same love and the same powerful affection just from looking at them.
Truly, Logan’s life couldn’t be better.




Afterword


Thank you very much for reading Moonlight Love and Witchcraft. We hope you enjoyed reading it as much as we enjoyed writing it! This was originally just meant to be a collection of short stories, no longer than 100 pages. You might have noticed how it is longer than that. That's because halfway through I decided that they were too important and the big payoff needed proper dedication. So… Yeah.
If this is the first of our books that you've read, you might be interested to know that Kay, Logan and Nemo and every other character in this book also appear in our Crimson Tears series. That one primarily follows the kickboxing lesbian vampire Ryann, but everyone shows up here or there.
Writing this book has been quite a bit different from the first one, seeing as it's only about half the size of The Gift of Blood. I felt much more confident in my abilities, and I hope it shows in the finished product.
As for future plans, I'm sure fans of the series will be interested in when Ryann's second book will be out. Current plan, at this point in time, is to have both our first polyamorous sapphic dragon book (She who brought the Storm) and Ryann's second book (The Thrill of the Hunt) released by December 2022. Or close to that. It takes us 2-3 months to get most books out, in our experience. And Ryann's next book is not going to be as long as the first one. Lesson learned.
Physical copies (paperbacks, for now) for Moonlight Love and Witchcraft will probably be ready within the next couple months. (We're giving ourselves a bigger timeframe because we've never done this before.) As for physical copies of The Gift of Blood, that may take a bit longer still. It is, frankly speaking, far too fucking big. We could try and squeeze it all into one book, but you wouldn't be able to take it anywhere. So the current plan is to make a box set, divide it into its three acts, and also get covers for each act because we're fucking extra. The earliest would probably be next year at some point. We also want to go through it one more time to be able to give you the best reading experience.
For those wondering why we're starting a different series (the poly dragon series) before finishing Ryann's, March 31st is Trans Visibility Day. And since every one of the dragon books after this first one is going to feature a trans lead, we definitely want to get that out then, but already have a feel for the different world and writing style.
So, if you enjoy
	kickboxing lesbian vampires
	slow burn romances
	ace werewolf bartenders
	all-queer casts
	healthy polyamory
	and queer, spicy dragons

continue following us @dragonprose on Twitter for news and updates.
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“Shit, people keep killing me off. It’s like some bad TV show.”
A lesbian vampire on a revenge quest, distracted by a slow burn romance.
One person’s gift is another’s curse. And sometimes the dark hides very real monsters. This is certainly the case for Ryann Ly, professional kickboxer, MMA athlete, and freshly Turned vampire. When the people who abducted, faked her death, and cursed her to burn in the sun attempt to enlist her into their ranks, Ryann decides she has absolutely no time for any of their nonsense. Even if she has to kill them to get some peace and quiet.
It’s only fair. They killed her first.

She just wants to get her life in order and navigate this strange new reality she finds herself trapped in. But vampire turf wars, monsters in the dark, and people hunting Ryann for mysterious reasons make that very difficult. Luckily, she’s not alone. Helping her along is a soft werewolf dad, a polyamorous triad of badasses, a vampire with PTSD and a dry sense of humour, a childhood friend, and Rachel, a human girl that Ryann thinks is very cute.

Will Ryann defeat the darkness that haunts her, and the things within? Will she be able to avenge the injustice done to her, or will she become another monster, destined to be slain? Will she find out why people keep declaring her dead?
And will she ever figure out why her found family keeps calling her and Rachel girlfriends?

Only time will tell.
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