The office of I.M.P. was its usual blend of chaos and caffeine: Moxxie arguing about forms, Millie polishing a blade, Blitzø ranting about something that probably didn’t need yelling.

Loona sat at the reception desk—feet kicked up, tail flicking lazily against the worn side of her chair. Phone in hand, boots on the desk, ears twitching to the familiar background noise. Another day in Hell.

But something was different.

It wasn’t the new case on the whiteboard, or the smell of cheap brimstone coffee. It was him.

Blaze.

The dumbass had shown up early again, grinning like some kind of softcore sitcom boyfriend, holding a bag of croissants and a coffee in her preferred ratio: 90% bitterness, 10% existential dread.

“Morning, hot stuff,” he said as he walked past, tossing the bag gently onto her desk.

Loona gave a low growl, not looking up. “You’re early. Again.”

“And you’re welcome. Again,” Blaze replied, plopping onto the ratty couch near the file cabinet, setting his own drink down with a smirk.

She glanced at him. Just a flick of her eyes. The bastard always smiled like he knew she cared. Like he knew she wasn’t about to bite his head off for showing up uninvited.

Except he was invited.

She just hadn’t said it out loud.

***

The job briefing came and went. Another hit. Another portal. The usual.

After everyone cleared out—off to cause glorious, semi-justified violence—Loona was alone in the office. Blaze had gone too. Moxxie left behind a pile of papers. Blitzø, his typical whirlwind of nonsense.

And in the quiet, Loona exhaled.
Not relief. Not peace.

Just… exhaustion.

She opened the bottom drawer of her desk and pulled out a small black flask. No label. Just dented steel and a habit.

Unscrewing the cap, she hesitated. Stared into its mouth like it might answer something for her.

She took a swig. Just a little. Enough to burn.

It wasn’t about the taste.
It was about the way it dulled the edges—of doubt, of memories, of the quiet fear gnawing under her ribs.

He’s going to leave.
They all do.
Why wait for it to happen?
Why let him see what you are when it hits the fan?
You don’t get to be happy. You get to be useful.
You get to be left behind.
She stared at her phone. A new text from Blaze.

"You good?"
"You seemed off. Want me to come by later?"
She didn’t respond.

Not right away.

Not until after the second swig.

***

That night, Loona was alone in her room.

The lights were low. Not because she was relaxing. Just because the bulb in the kitchen was flickering and she hadn’t bothered to fix it like Blitz asked.
A half-smoked cigarette glowed faintly between her claws as she sat on the windowsill. Eyes distant. The city below simmered in hellfire hues.

The bottle she had cracked open an hour ago was almost gone. It wasn’t like she drank every night. Just… sometimes. When she couldn’t sleep. When the thought of Blaze staying? Scared her more than if he’d just left already.

He was good.

He was too good.
And Loona?

Loona was just…

“A fucking mutt with issues,” she muttered aloud, flicking ash out the window.

Loona didn’t cry.

Crying was a waste. Crying got you ignored, locked back in the kennel, or worse—pitied.

So when the tears burned behind her eyes like acid, she grabbed the only thing she trusted to burn harder.

She slammed the window shut and locked it. The apartment fell silent again. The kind of silence that screamed at her.

He’s going to leave.

He’s going to wake up and realize he doesn’t want some broken, rage-soaked hellhound with daddy issues and a drinking problem.

He’s going to realize you’re work. Not love. Work.
She stood up. The cigarette dropped to the floor and burned against the tile.

Her room. Her sanctuary. Her war zone.

She moved on autopilot.

It wasn’t messy—just… lived in. The kind of chaos you keep behind doors so no one sees the real version of you.

She opened the top drawer of her nightstand. Pushed past the vape pen, the flask, the old pill bottle with someone else’s name on it.

There it was.
A tiny glass vial. Sharp-edged. Crystal-clear.

She hated it.

She needed it.

Her breath hitched. Hands shaking. She sat on the bed, vial in one hand, the little baggie of white powder in the other.

“Don’t do it,” she whispered to herself.

“You’re better than this. You’ve been better.”

But her chest felt like it was collapsing inward, like her ribs were chewing on her lungs, and her thoughts were flying like broken glass in a blender.

Blaze laughing with her last week. The way he’d called her "dangerous" in that teasing tone.

The way he kissed her behind the office after a mission gone sideways.

The way she wanted to believe it.

And the way her brain whispered that he’d only said what she wanted to hear.

That he’d leave.

Like the others.

Like the ones who adopted her and changed their minds.
Like the faces that looked at her and said “She bites,” and handed her back.

Like the handlers who fed her through the cage and only smiled when a client came.

Her breath cracked.

She stared at the vial.

It was small. So small. She could disappear into it if she just let go. Numb out. Shut off. Just… for a while.

And no one would know.

Blitz wouldn’t ask.

Blaze wouldn’t see.

Except her claws were trembling.

And that goddamn phone buzzed.

BLAZE:
“Loona… please say something. I know something’s wrong. I don’t care if you’re mad. I just want to be there.”
She stared at the screen.

At the reflection of her own face in the glass.

Ears down. Eyes red. Bag in one hand. Vial in the other.

And she hated herself more than anything.

She threw the vial across the room.

It cracked against the far wall. Not shattered—just enough to wound.

And Loona?

Loona finally broke.

She didn’t cry. Not exactly. But her whole body slumped forward as the adrenaline drained, the tremors kept going, and the weight of it all settled over her like an iron blanket.

She wrapped her arms around her knees, tail tucked, and buried her face into her lap.

It’s not real, she thought.

This thing with him. It’s not real.
But God... I wish it was.
She didn’t respond to his text. Not yet.
Not until she could stop shaking.

Not until she decided whether to try again or just stay broken.

***

The morning at I.M.P. had started off slow. For once.

Blitzø was off somewhere doing gods-knew-what, and the others were out on assignment. That left the office... quiet.

Loona was at her desk, tail flicking lazily, eyes fixed on her phone screen even though she hadn’t scrolled in five minutes.

Her ears twitched.

She didn’t look up.

But she knew that scent. That low buzz of warmth in the air like a campfire just out of reach.

Blaze.
“Hey,” he said gently, stepping toward the desk.

She glanced up and gave him a half-hearted smirk. “You lost or something?”

“Nah,” he shrugged, offering a lazy grin as he leaned on the counter. “Just thought I’d check in. You dipped fast yesterday. Didn’t hear back last night.”

Loona’s fingers tightened slightly on the edge of her phone. Her tone? Still chill. Mostly.

“Yeah? So?”

He paused.

Tread carefully.

“I just wanna make sure you’re okay. I know it’s only been like, a month, and we’re still figuring stuff out. You don’t owe me every thought in your head. But... I care. And if something’s going on, I’d rather not pretend it’s not.”

There it was.

A quiet offer. Not pressure.

But Loona’s walls snapped up like a reflex.
She scoffed, too sharp. “I said I’m fine, okay?”

Blaze blinked.

She continued, her voice wobbling just beneath the surface—tight, stretched, trying to hold:

“I don’t need you checking up on me like I’m gonna fucking implode just ‘cause I didn’t text back. Shit happens. I was tired. End of story.”

He didn’t flinch. Not once.

Loona hated that.

Hated how calm he was.

How gentle.

How patient.

Because deep down?

He’s gonna get sick of this.
Sick of your bullshit. Sick of your moods. Your silence. Your claws.
And when he leaves, it’ll be your fault.
Because it’s always your fault.
Blaze let the silence hang, then gently reached over the desk—his fingers brushing hers, just for a second.

She didn’t pull away.

But she didn’t lean in, either.

“You don’t have to push me away, Loona,” he said, voice low. “I’m not trying to fix you. Just want to be here.”

She swallowed hard, throat dry.

“You’re reading into shit,” she muttered. “Don’t turn this into some therapy moment.”

He offered a soft snort. “Not trying to. Trust me. I’d make a terrible shrink. Too much pink hair.”

That almost—almost—got a grin from her.

Instead, she sighed and rolled her eyes, grabbing her phone again like it was a shield. “Go sit down, dumbass. You’re making it a thing.”

Blaze stepped back, but not all the way. He lingered just a little longer, gaze searching hers.

“You sure you’re okay?”

Loona met his eyes.

Held them.

Lied.

“Yeah.”

He nodded, finally turning toward the couch. She waited until he sat down, until his attention turned to his own phone.

Only then did her claws tighten under the desk—just enough to leave faint marks in the wood.

Why the fuck do I do that?
He was trying to help.
And you just... bite.
Her jaw clenched.

Tail low.

But still...

He stayed.

***

Her room was still.

Too still.

The only sound was the low hum of the air vent and the occasional distant roar of Hell’s skyline traffic.

Loona sat on her bed, legs crossed, her back against the wall.

A cracked glass vial lay beside her. Emptied.

Not used.

Just held. Stared at. Gripped like a trigger she wanted to pull but didn’t.

Not this time.

Not yet.

Her eyes burned—not from tears, just from how long she’d been stuck in this same position. Unmoving. Locked in the war zone of her own mind.

Her phone sat in her lap.

Unopened messages. A new one from Blaze an hour ago.

BLAZE:
“Hope you’re getting some rest. Let me know if you wanna talk, okay?”
She stared at it.

Her claws hovered above the screen.

Typed.

Deleted.

Typed again.

Paused.

Deleted.

Again.

LOONA:
“I’m fine.”
She growled and erased it.

Again.

LOONA:
“Thanks for today. Sorry I snapped. It’s just…”
Her thumb froze.

Hovering over Send.
And then the words blurred, and she couldn’t feel her breath, and her throat felt like it was trying to swallow glass.

It’s just what, Loona?
That you’re scared?

That you don’t believe anyone stays?

That you’ve got a damn bottle of self-destruction two inches from your hand, and the only reason you haven’t cracked it open again is because he smiled at you today like you weren’t a monster?

She retyped.

Slow. Careful.

LOONA:
“You ever get so scared of being happy you start to ruin it on purpose?”
She stared at it.

The rawness of it.

The truth.
Then she deleted that too.

LOONA:
“Hey. You busy?”
Simple. Nothing scary. Nothing too real.

She sent it.

Instant regret.

She threw the phone on the bed beside the vial. It landed between them like a choice.

One could numb her.

One could save her.

And both felt equally terrifying.

The phone buzzed. She didn’t look.

Buzzed again.

And her heart… ached.
The second buzz came and went.

Loona didn’t check it.

Didn’t move.

Didn’t breathe.

Just sat there—her body tense, her fingers clenched in the blanket, and her tail limp like a dead weight behind her.

The cracked vial still sat on the bed. Mocking her. A decision she hadn’t made.

A memory she hadn’t escaped.

Then—

A knock.
Not harsh. Not rushed.

Just… there.

Her ears perked up instinctively, flicking once toward the door. Her blood ran cold.

Another knock.

Gentle.

Steady.

No way...
She stood slowly, chest tightening with every step toward her bedroom door.

Then she opened it.

And there he was.

Blaze stood in the hallway, one hand behind his neck, the other tucked into his hoodie pocket. He gave her a tired but genuine smile, pink bangs falling slightly into his eyes.

“…Hey.”

Loona blinked. She hadn’t even processed what she was feeling yet. Shame? Relief? Anger? “…How the fuck did you get in here?”

Blaze shrugged. “Your dad was screaming about theater tickets and ran off mid-sentence. I just walked past. Quiet-like.”

She stared. “…You’re an idiot.”

“Yeah,” he agreed easily. “But I’m your idiot. So. You texted.”

Loona looked away. “Didn’t mean for you to show up.”

“I know.”

“You didn’t have to.”

“I know.”

She swallowed hard, suddenly aware of everything: the smell of her room, the cracked vial still visible on the bed, the mess in her head she couldn’t clean up in time.

But Blaze didn’t even glance at the bed. He just kept his eyes on her.

Soft. Warm. Present.

“I’m not here to ask questions,” he said quietly. “Or make you talk. But if you want to?” He nodded behind him, toward the front door. “…We can go out for a bit. Walk. Smoke. Get the hell outta your head for a while.”

Loona hesitated.

Part of her screamed to shut the door.

To keep the lie going. The performance.

But her hand…

Moved on its own.

She grabbed her jacket from the hook, zipped it up, and stepped out with him into the hallway.

She didn’t say anything at first.

Neither did he.

And that?

That was enough.

They walked for a while under Hell’s flickering neon skyline.

Blaze handed her a cigarette. She lit it with shaking fingers. He didn’t comment.

Didn’t need to.

The silence between them wasn’t heavy anymore.

It was safe.
Eventually, she spoke—barely above a whisper.

“…I almost did something stupid tonight.”

Blaze didn’t look at her. Just nodded.

“I figured.”

Loona’s lip quivered. Not enough to break. Just enough to feel it. “You’re not running?”

Blaze exhaled smoke. Shook his head. “…You’re not that scary.”

She let out a quiet, almost broken laugh. “…Bullshit.”

He looked at her then. Really looked. “You’re right. You are scary. You’re terrifying. But not because you’re broken. Because you fight every damn day. And you’re still here.”

They stood under a buzzing, broken streetlamp. Two monsters in a city of worse things.

But right then?

It felt like a heartbeat in a dead world.

She didn’t need to cry.

She didn’t need to confess.

She just needed someone to show up.
And Blaze?

Always did.
The cigarette burned low between her fingers.

They’d been walking for a while. Talking? Not really. Just... moving. Breathing. Blaze keeping pace, never pushing, never crowding. Just there.

But now?

They stood under a buzz-droning streetlamp. The orange glow cast sharp shadows on the cracked pavement. And in that light, Loona looked like she hadn’t slept in years.
Her shoulders finally sank as she let out a long, slow exhale.

And then—

She spoke.
“I hated being a pup,” she muttered, staring at the sidewalk. “Like… really hated it.”

Blaze didn’t interrupt. Didn’t nod. Just... waited.

“I bounced through so many fucking homes I lost count. People either wanted a ‘cute protector’ or some loyal little thing to show off. The second I growled? The second I bit back?” She scoffed. “Returned. Every damn time. Back to the kennels.”

Her eyes narrowed. Her voice shook.

“Eventually I stopped growling. Started drinking. Stealing pills. Found a place with noise that could drown out the rest. You don’t get it... sometimes it’s easier not to feel anything at all.” She flicked ash from her cigarette. “Blitz... he was the only idiot who didn’t flinch. Walked in, saw me mid-meltdown, and said ‘She’s perfect.’ What kind of fucked-up lunatic wants that?”

Blaze smiled softly. “A matching lunatic.”

Loona let out a hollow laugh. “Yeah. Sounds about right.”

She was quiet for a beat.

Then her next words came like stones, tumbling out fast before she lost the nerve.

“I have a stash, Blaze.”

His brow knit gently.

“Like... real shit. Stuff that burns and buzzes and makes you forget your own fucking name.”

Her claws tightened on the cigarette, the ember flaring at the sudden pressure.

“I haven’t hit it in a while, but it’s there. It’s always there. I don’t even know if I stopped using it because I’m stronger or just... too distracted trying to pretend I'm someone who deserves a good thing.” Her voice dropped, a whisper now. Ashamed. Angry. “You think you’re dating some tough, cool, badass hellhound, but I’m just... this. The bitch who drinks too much, ghosts people when they care too hard, and keeps a fucking vial under her pillow for when the voices come back louder than the world.”

The wind moved past them.

Quiet.

Real.

Loona’s eyes finally lifted to meet his.

“I’m not some angel, Blaze. I’m not gonna be some perfect thing you can show off to your mom one day. I’ve got scars I haven’t even named yet. You see all this”—she motioned to herself—“and you stay anyway. Why?”

Blaze looked at her. No smile this time. Just truth in his eyes. “…Because I’m not looking for an angel.” He stepped forward. “You think I want perfect? I want you. The Loona who throws punches when she’s scared, and smokes when she needs space. The one who snapped at me earlier but still texted me later because she’s trying.”

His voice dipped.

“I don’t need you to be clean or fixed or anything other than real. You don’t scare me. Not your past. Not your stash. Not even that face you make when someone cuts in line at the gas station.”

That almost earned a smirk. Almost.

Loona looked away, eyes glassy but dry.

“…I don’t want to be a problem anymore.”

“You’re not.”

“I was.”

“And now you’re a survivor. That’s not a problem. That’s strength.”

There was silence again.

But it was warm now. Held.

She didn’t say thank you. She wouldn’t.

But she did reach out and take his hand.

Clawed fingers wrapping tight around his, the cigarette long forgotten.

And Blaze?

He just squeezed back.

She wasn’t an angel.

She wasn’t perfect.

But for once...

She wasn’t alone.
***

The apartment was quiet when she got back.

Too quiet.

Not even Blitzø yelling in the next room or crashing through furniture like usual. Just dim lighting, the low hum of a broken fridge, and the soft click of Loona’s claws as she stepped through the door.

She locked it behind her.

Paused.

Breathed.

Her claws twitched by instinct.

Not out of anger. Not tonight.

Just… the weight of it all.

She moved to her bedroom.

The cracked vial still sat there—right where she left it. Like a ghost that refused to vanish.

She stared at it.

Didn’t flinch.

Didn’t cry.

Just looked.

Slowly, she crossed the room and sat on the edge of the bed, claws resting in her lap. The vial glinted faintly in the hellish light outside her window.

So small.
So stupid.
So easy.
Her mind wandered. Back.

Back to that cold kennel floor. That metal bowl she used to kick over just for noise. That family that smiled for all of two weeks before deciding she “wasn’t the right fit.” Back to the first time someone gave her a pill and said, “It’ll make the screaming stop.” Back to the night she nearly OD’d behind a nightclub and laughed because part of her hoped it worked.

Numb was better than empty.
At least numb didn't get returned.
She held the vial in one claw now. Stared at her reflection in its surface.

Eyes tired.

Soul tired.
You should keep it. Just in case.
You’re going to need it again.
He’ll leave.
Like they all do.
You’ll fuck it up.
Might as well be prepared for the fallout.
But this time… something pushed back.

Not a voice.

Not logic.

Just a feeling.
Of warmth.

Of fingers brushing hers under a desk.

Of a dumbass with pink hair who didn’t try to “fix” her, just sat beside her until she wanted to stand up.

“You don’t scare me.”

“You’re not that scary.”

“I want you.”

Her claws tightened around the vial.

And then—

Without fanfare, without a final word, she stood.

Walked out of her room.

Out of the apartment.

Down three flights of stairs.

Into the alley behind the building.

She knelt by the sewer grate, the glow of the streetlamp humming above her.

The vial caught the light one last time.

And with a deep, steady breath—

She dropped it.
The glass clinked once.

Then vanished into the darkness below.

No drama.

No music.

Just... choice.

Loona stared for a long moment after.

And then whispered, voice rough but certain:

“…Fucking pink-haired dumbass.”

A pause.

A smirk.

“…Guess I’m not doing this alone anymore.”

She stood. Hands in her pockets. Tail low, but not dragging.

And for the first time in a long, long time…

She felt lighter than when she left. She looked down the road. It was a ways to Blaze’s place… but she started walking.
***

Morning in Hell came late and loud.

But Loona was already up.

She hadn’t slept much—not really. Too many thoughts bouncing off the inside of her skull like bullets in a tin can. But somehow, when the sun started bleeding through the blinds… she didn’t feel destroyed.

Just… tired.

But still standing.
She stood in the kitchen in one of Blaze’s old oversized shirts—something with a weird cartoon on it.
She was staring at the coffee maker like it had personally offended her.

“Stupid piece of shit…”

After a few loud whacks and threats of violence, the thing finally sputtered to life. Smelled like burnt beans and regret, but it worked.

She poured two mugs.

One plain. One with sugar and a disgusting splash of some flavor Blaze liked—cinnamon vanilla bullshit, or whatever.

She stared at the mugs for a while.

Then, quietly… took a sticky note from the counter and scribbled:

Don’t get used to this, dumbass.
She stuck it to his mug and left it on the end table in the living room.

Blaze was still asleep on the couch. Sprawled out like he owned the place. Pink hair messy. Hoodie half twisted around him like he’d been fighting demons in his dreams and losing.

She watched him for a moment.

Something twisted in her chest.

Not fear this time.

Not anger.

Just… something warm. And hard to hold.

He stirred.

Eyes cracked open. Blurry. Then spotted the mug. The note.

Then her.
She crossed her arms. Tail flicking. “Don’t say anything.”

Blaze sat up slowly, picking up the mug and reading the note. A grin broke across his face. “I’m sayin’ something,” he teased, taking a sip.

Loona growled—but it was low. Playful. “I swear to Satan, if you call this ‘progress’ I’ll throw that mug at your face.”

Blaze laughed, setting it down before it could become a projectile. He stood, stretched, and walked over to her.

He didn’t reach for her.

He didn’t crowd.

He just stood close enough.
“You okay?”

Loona exhaled. Long. Deep. Honest. “…Not really.”

“Still want company?”

A beat.

Then she nodded, barely.

Blaze stepped forward and leaned in—forehead gently resting against hers.

No kiss.

Just contact.

Stillness.

Home.
She closed her eyes. Just for a second.

“…You really gonna stick around if I keep fucking up?”

Blaze smirked.

“I’m still here, aren’t I?”
“…Idiot.”

“Your idiot.”

She chuckled. Just once. Just enough. And whispered: “Yeah. Guess you are.”

She wasn’t healed. Not even close.
But she wasn’t alone now.

And for someone like Loona, that was everything.

Even if she never said it out loud.

She showed it. Her way.
***

The couch wasn’t comfortable.

The coffee was lukewarm.

The eggs were a little overcooked. One slice of toast was burned. The other? Raw in the middle.

And the show playing on the TV?

Some Hell-based cooking competition where the judges threw knives if they didn’t like your sauce.

It was perfect.
Loona sat curled up on one side of the couch, hoodie sleeves covering her hands, one leg folded under her. Blaze was on the other end, legs kicked out, plate balanced on one thigh.

No talking for a while.

Just the background noise of yelling demons on the screen, the occasional clink of fork to plate, and the low buzz of Hell’s morning air outside the window.

Blaze glanced over.

Loona was watching the screen. Not really watching. Just… zoning out.

She hadn’t reached for the alcohol shelf this morning.

She hadn’t checked her stash.

She hadn’t needed to.

Not yet.

She finally spoke. Voice low. A little tired. A little steady.

“The itch’s still there.”

Blaze looked at her.

She didn’t look back. Just kept her eyes on the TV.

“That need. That... pressure. Like something crawling under my skin. Like if I don’t do something—anything—to feel nothing for a few hours, I’m gonna rip open.”

He set his plate aside.

Listened.

“It’s been like that for years,” she said. “Some nights it’s screaming. Some nights it’s just... breathing weird. But it’s always there. And when it’s not? I miss it. That numb. That stillness.” Finally, she turned toward him. Just her eyes. “And now you’re here. You saw it. You know.”

A pause.

Then—

“You still staying?”

Blaze leaned his arm over the back of the couch, resting his hand behind her. “Yeah,” he said simply.

“No hesitation?”

“None.”

“You’re a goddamn idiot.”

He smirked. “That’s on the record.”

Loona let out a quiet, tired huff of a laugh. Then picked up a cigarette from the ashtray on the coffee table and lit it. Inhaled. Exhaled slowly. “…I’m not giving up everything.”

“You don’t have to.”

“Still gonna drink. Still gonna smoke.”

Blaze nodded. “Fair game.”

“I might snap again. Might say shit I don’t mean.”

“I’ll duck when needed.”

Loona gave him a sideways glare, half amused, half exasperated. “You’re seriously okay with this?”

Blaze finally turned toward her fully. Not dramatic. Not emotional. Just there. “I know it’s early,” he said. “We’re still figuring us out. But you let me in, Loona. And now I’ve seen what’s behind all that growling and biting and attitude...” A pause. “…I’m not scared of the dark stuff. I’m just here. With you. If you stumble? I’ll help you up. If you fall? I’ll sit next to you ‘til you’re ready to move again.” He reached forward and gently tapped her boot with his. “Deal?”

Loona stared at him. Then took a drag from her cigarette. Then flicked a bit of ash into the tray. “…You’re still a dumbass.”

“And you’re still my Luna Tuna.”

She groaned. “Call me that again and I swear I will end you.”

Blaze grinned and leaned back into the couch.

Loona looked at him a second longer.

Then, almost shyly, leaned against his shoulder.

They sat like that for a while.

Nothing perfect.

Nothing fixed.

But together.

The itch was still there.
But for the first time in a long time—

She didn’t scratch it.
She held his hand instead.

***

It was late.

Blaze had passed out an hour ago—sprawled across the bed, one leg half-dangling off the side, mouth slightly open, snoring like a chainsaw wrapped in a blanket.

Loona?

Still awake.

She padded barefoot through the darkened apartment, wearing one of his old shirts that hung too loose on her frame. The collar kept slipping off one shoulder, and the sleeves draped past her elbows.

She didn’t feel sexy in it.

She felt... small.
The bathroom light clicked on.

Cold white.

The mirror flickered once before holding steady.

Loona stared at herself.

Not her usual glare. Not the rehearsed expression she gave at work. Just...

Her.
Tired. Disheveled. Eyes ringed in shadows.

Fur slightly messy from the pillow. No contacts. No eyeliner.

Just Loona.

She leaned forward, hands braced against the sink.

Stared deeper.

“What the fuck are you doing?” she whispered at her reflection.

The mirror didn’t answer.

But her mind did.

You’re pretending.
He’s going to see through it soon.
You’ll ruin it. You always ruin it.
She exhaled sharply, claws tightening slightly on the edge of the sink.

“…He doesn’t even know how bad it gets,” she muttered. “The panic. The spirals. The part of me that wants to throw a bottle through the wall just so I can feel anything.”

She looked down.

Then back up.

Eyes glassy.

“What if I can’t do this?”

“What if I let him down?”

“What if I’m not enough to keep someone like that?”

A pause.

Then—

A sound.

Snoring.
Soft. Rattly. Distant. Dumb.

Loona blinked.

Turned her head.

And stepped silently out of the bathroom.

She peeked back into the bedroom.

Blaze hadn’t moved.

Still curled on his side now, hugging a pillow. Hair a pink tornado. One sock on, one off. Breathing steady. Face peaceful.

Vulnerable.

And somehow?

Still here.

She stood in the doorway.

Just… watching him.
The silence wrapped around her like a slow tide.

All the bad thoughts didn’t vanish.

But they softened.

Muffled by the reality that she wasn’t alone.

Not tonight.

Not anymore.

This’ll be hard.
Some nights will break me.
Some days I’ll want to disappear again.
But...

Maybe it’s worth it.
Maybe he’s worth it.
Maybe... I’m worth it too.
Loona walked back over and slowly, gently slid into bed beside him.

Blaze stirred slightly.

One arm half-extended in his sleep.

She hesitated.

Then took it.

Carefully draped it around her waist and let herself press in close.

Her heartbeat was too loud in her ears.

But his warmth was louder.

She rested her head against his chest.

And whispered, just loud enough for the shadows to hear:

“…Please don’t leave.”

Blaze didn’t wake up.

But his arm tightened slightly around her.

And for once...

Loona let herself believe it might be real.

The mirror didn’t lie.
But it also didn’t show what came next.

And for the first time in a long time…

Loona wanted to find out.
***

The weeks passed.

And Loona tried.
Not perfectly.

Not gracefully.

But she tried.
Some days she woke up early, made two cups of coffee, and curled up next to Blaze before he stirred.

Other days she stayed in bed until noon, hungover, quiet, and full of snarls.

Some nights she’d sit beside him on the couch, smoking and laughing like she wasn’t breaking inside.

Other nights she’d snap at him for no reason—short fuse, loud voice, claws flashing—and then storm out, the door slamming hard enough to rattle the windows.

But Blaze?

Never left.
Sometimes he followed her.

Sometimes he gave her space.

But he always texted.

Always checked in.

Always came back with her favorite snacks and that look that said I know you're hurting, but I’m still here.
Once, after a particularly rough night—yelling, tears, a chair kicked across the kitchen—she came back in the morning and didn’t say a word.

Just dropped her keys on the counter and grabbed a cigarette.

Blaze stood near the sink, watching her carefully.

And Loona… after a long, shaky drag, finally muttered: “I’m... sorry. For last night.”

He smiled. “I know.”

“I’m trying.”

“I know.”

“Still wanna stay?”

“I’m still here, aren’t I?”

Another night, she snapped at him just for asking if she was okay.

Called him clingy.

Told him to “stop treating her like she’s gonna shatter.”

She regretted it the second it left her mouth.

She didn’t say sorry that time.

Instead, she left his favorite drink in the fridge the next morning, with a sticky note that just said: Still a dumbass. But... thanks.
He found it. And chuckled.

And stayed.

Every time she cracked, he caught her.

Every time she growled, he held his ground.

Every time she said, “You should go,” he just answered with:

“I’m not going anywhere.”

And soon, she started to believe him.
Not all at once.

Not completely.

But just enough.

She didn’t stop drinking.

Didn’t stop smoking.

But she never touched the hard stuff again.

The mirror was still there. The scars still there.

But so was Blaze.

So was the couch.

So was the quiet.

So was the hope.
She was still Loona.

Still a mess.

Still angry. Still healing.

But now?

She didn’t have to do it alone.
And that made all the difference.

~THE END~

