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CHAPTER ONE

The Heat Is On
“Harder, Blaze! Come on, just—ugh, fucking twist it!”
A grunt escaped him. “I am twisting it! You're the one who said go slower a second ago—"
“Yeah, well now I'm saying harder! Put your back into it, dammit!”

The break room was… echoing. Loud, guttural noises. Clanks. A low hum. A sharp gasp.

“I swear to Satan if you strip that bolt again—!”

“I didn’t strip anything, that’s your busted handle!”

“Handle?! You’re the one with the damn wrench!”

Just outside the break room, Moxxie froze mid-step, a coffee cup trembling in his grip. “I… I don’t get paid enough to deal with whatever that is,” he muttered, promptly moonwalking back down the hall.

Inside, Blaze was hunched under the I.M.P. vending machine, fur dusted with crumbs and rage. His tail twitched with every failed attempt to realign the ancient, hell-spawned machinery’s cooling unit. Loona stood over him, one paw holding up the machine’s side panel, her other clutching a now thoroughly crumpled instruction manual that may as well have been written in Infernal Latin.

“Alright, try turning it again—gently,” she said, half-sighing, half-laughing.

Blaze groaned, twisting the wrench one more time. There was a click.

Then a loud bang, followed by a puff of smoke and a triumphant beep from the machine.

“Did it!” Blaze grinned, sliding out from under with grease on his cheek and a proud wag of his tail. “I told you all it needed was a bit of elbow grease and tactical profanity.”

Loona rolled her eyes, smirking. “Tactical profanity my ass. You elbowed it twice and called it a ‘glorified soda sarcophagus.’”

“And it listened, didn’t it?”

Loona plopped down on the nearby bench with a grunt, letting her tail flop over her lap as she reached into the now functional machine and grabbed a soda. “Well, congratulations, Mr. Fix-It. Want a reward? You can have the expired burrito in slot C7.”

Blaze recoiled like she offered him a cursed artifact. “Hell no. I saw that thing blink last week. Pretty sure it’s gaining sentience.”

“Then you should feel honored to be its first victim,” she smirked.

He laughed and flopped onto the floor beside her, wiping his paws on a towel. “Honestly, though… not a bad way to spend a morning. You, me, a broken machine, and a shared descent into madness.”

Loona cracked open the can, watching the fizz with a half-lidded smile. “Yeah… it's weird. A year ago, I’d have decked someone for even looking at me wrong. Now I’m here… fixing vending machines with my boyfriend like some sitcom couple. Boyfriend. Still sounds fucking weird.”

“Oh, we’re sitcom-worthy for sure,” Blaze said, leaning against her leg dramatically. “You’re the spicy one with unresolved trauma, and I’m the disaster magnet with a heart of gold.”

“Sounds like you’re pitching a show.”

He put a paw to his chest. “Title: Fangs and Fixin’ Stuff. Tuesdays at 8.”

Loona smirked, taking a sip. “Yeah, well… just don’t expect me to help fix the coffee maker next. That fucker’s actually haunted.”

From the hallway, a deep, gravelly growl erupted from the break room coffee machine, followed by the drip-drip of black sludge.

Loona and Blaze both paused.

“...We’re throwing it out,” they said in unison.

The morning briefing was off to a typical start.

“Okay, everyone! Eyes up, asses down, and someone pry Stolas off speakerphone—he’s been talking about his dream journal for ten minutes,” Blitzo barked, smacking his pointer against the whiteboard with a bit too much personal vendetta.

“Technically,” Moxxie mumbled, raising a paw, “that’s a crowbar. For… you know… crowbars. Not pointing.”

“It’s called multi-tasking, Mox. Fucking try it sometime.” Blitzo shot back with a wink and a jazz hand flourish.

Millie giggled from her seat, legs crossed and tail draped over her lap. Her midsection, now showing the faintest hint of a bump beneath her cropped tank, drew a few subtle glances. None more focused than Loona’s, who leaned casually against the breakroom doorframe with her arms folded and a wolfish smirk playing on her muzzle.

“You sure it’s a baby and not just three burritos in there, Mills?” Loona teased. “Don’t trust fatty to do it right.”
Millie snorted. “Burritos don’t kick ya from the inside, hon. Unless they’re real bad.”

“Could’ve fooled me. Last time Blaze ate from that gas station by the river, he made noises I’m still trying to unhear.”

Blaze, seated beside Loona with a glazed donut halfway to his mouth, blinked. “You said we’d never speak of that again.”

“I lied,” she said, patting his shoulder with mock sympathy.

Despite the jabs and gags, the energy in the room was... better than it used to be. Less frantic. More stable. Blitzo’s manic energy was still there—unfiltered and barely restrained—but with Millie slowing down for her health and Moxxie quietly stepping up to handle more logistics, with only mild panic attacks, things actually had a groove to them.

Even the missions were feeling manageable.

“Alright, we got a quick in-and-out today,” Blitz announced, slapping a photo on the board of some smug rich human with a deep tan and a boat named Soul Asset. “Dude’s on vacation in Cabo. Dumbass made a deal with a minor greed demon and bailed on payment. Client wants him shark food.”

“Sounds like a nice swim,” Blaze said, cracking his knuckles.

“Hope you brought sunscreen, fuzzball,” Loona said with a grin, grabbing her portal device.

“Can wolves even sunburn?” Moxxie asked, furrowed.

“We absolutely can,” Blaze said gravely, pointing to a patch of his tail that still hadn’t fully recovered. “Learned that the hard way. Never trust a succubus with tanning oil.”

The portal flared open in the center of the room.

Blitz was first to enter. “Move out, fuckers!”

A Few Explosions and a Harpoon Gun Later…
“Did we have to sink the boat?” Moxxie wailed, clinging to a soggy clipboard as they all stumbled back through the portal into the office.

“It was on fire, Moxx,” Loona deadpanned, wiping blood from her nose with her sleeve. “The sinking was just a bonus.”

Blaze came in last, holding a severed anchor chain like a trophy. “And I got this! No clue what for, but it felt important.”

“Y’all are lunatics,” Millie giggled, already dabbing at Moxxie’s soaked shirt.

“I like this job again,” Blitz muttered, falling backwards onto the couch. “I missed it. You know… when we’re not getting eaten, cursed, or double-booked with Prince Feathers-the-Freak. Speaking of…” He pulled out his phone and began texting Stolas.
As everyone began peeling off gear and catching their breath, Loona leaned against the wall near Millie, watching her laugh softly as Moxxie fussed over her hydration.

That same smirk curled up again.

“So hey,” Loona said under her breath. “When’re you due to pop the little murder imp out?”

Millie grinned. “Few more months. Kinda crazy, right?”

“You? Crazy?” Loona chuckled. “Never.”

But the smile faded from her face just a little as she looked away.

A flicker of something… odd passed behind her eyes.

Not that anyone noticed.

Not yet.

***

Sunlight bled through the cracked blinds of Blaze’s apartment, warm and golden—too real for most of Hell’s usual aesthetics. The living world was louder, softer, slower. It still weirded Loona out sometimes.

The clock read 7:14 AM.

She sat up, wincing as her stomach twisted into a tight, angry knot.

“…Ugh.”

Her fur stuck to the back of her neck, the sheet half-tangled around her ankle. Blaze was still curled under the covers beside her, one paw draped over a pillow he was drooling on. His pink hair was a mess. Cute, annoyingly so.

Loona shoved herself out of bed, gritting her teeth as another wave of queasiness rolled over her. “Seriously?” she muttered, padding into the bathroom and flipping on the light. She stared at herself in the mirror.

Pale fur. Tired eyes. Normal.

Totally normal.

“Probably just food poisoning,” she told her reflection. “Or that expired energy drink Blaze keeps hiding behind the protein shakes like I wouldn’t fucking notice. Dumbass.”

Her gut disagreed. Loudly.

She turned on the faucet, splashed cold water over her face, then dug around the cabinet and pulled out a bottle of whatever mortal-world anti-nausea stuff Mistral had left behind on her last visit. Blaze’s mom had the weirdest medical kits—half hospital-grade, half experimental-branded supplements.

A tablet hit her tongue. Cold water followed.

The nausea settled. Not disappeared—just dulled.

“Fine,” she muttered. “Not dying. Good enough.”

The living room was oddly quiet. Morning light made everything feel too real. Mangle, curled up like a disjointed cat on top of the entertainment center, rotated one eye 180 degrees to track Loona’s movement.

“Lo0n4… y0ur pattern of m0rning steps… is 6.8% more sluggish than usual,” Mangle buzzed, her voice glitching like a skipping CD.

“Thanks, toaster strudel,” Loona muttered. She opened the fridge. Stared inside. Closed it again without grabbing anything.

“Would you l1k3… t0 be scanned?”

“No. No scanning. Last time you scanned me you said I was dying of heartbreak because Blaze wouldn’t share his pizza.”

“He d1d eat all the crusts…”

Loona grumbled and flopped down onto the couch, kicking her feet up. Her stomach still swirled uneasily, like something inside was off-kilter. Not just food. Not exhaustion.

She didn’t like that feeling.

Didn’t like not knowing.

Behind her, Blaze stirred in the bedroom. She could hear him groggily talking to Mal0, who was probably hovering around his phone screen again in her glitchy, clingy way. She’d probably cuddled up against him all night like a cursed weighted blanket. Typical.

Loona leaned her head back, staring at the ceiling. “Not a big deal,” she whispered.

Except something in her gut said it was. And the worst part? She didn’t know what yet.
The trip back to Hell was routine by now. Blaze, fully dressed in casual slacks and a worn synthwave hoodie, had one paw lazily on the wheel of his weirdly restored demon-convertible—a gift from someone Loona still refused to talk about. Four-armed, wings… of course.
Loona sat in the passenger seat, arms crossed, sunglasses over her eyes even though they were in a tunnel. Her tail was twitchy. Her posture tight.

The kind of mood that said: I swear, speak and die.
Blaze, however, was Blaze.
“…So like, hypothetically,” he started, “if I bought a coffee machine that definitely isn’t haunted, but maybe whispers in Latin when it overheats, would that—?”

“No,” Loona snapped.

Blaze blinked. “What? I didn’t even finish.”

“You don’t need to. The last thing we need in the apartment is another cursed appliance. Mal0 already tried to ‘improve’ my hairbrush settings. Nearly fried the shit out of it and it’s not even electronic.”

“…Okay, yeah. That was on me.”

They drove the rest of the way mostly in silence. Loona stared straight ahead. Blaze tapped the wheel rhythmically, stealing side glances. She wasn’t usually this quiet. Or this… tense. He figured she was probably still feeling sick.

Or annoyed.

Or both.

Hell’s sky cracked open as they crossed the threshold, and the familiar grim, hazy red bled over them like a wet cloth of regret. Home sweet infernal home.

At the Office…
Millie looked up as the two stepped in.

“Well, howdy!” she chirped with her usual cheer. “Y’all look like you been through a blender set to grumpy.”

“Ask me again after coffee,” Blaze mumbled.

Loona didn’t answer. She brushed past everyone with a small growl in her throat, tail low, heading straight to her desk.

Moxxie winced. “She uh… okay?”

“She’s just…” Blaze rubbed the back of his neck. “I dunno. Off this morning. Didn’t eat. Got snappy when I asked if she was okay. Then she nearly bit me when I offered her toast.”

“That’s a serious mood swing,” Moxxie said with genuine fear. “Well… nevermind. It’s Loona.”
Millie tilted her head, her smile faltering slightly. She eyed Loona from across the room—saw the clenched jaw, the twitch in her ear, the way she kept rubbing at her temple like something was burrowing inside.

Blitz stomped in holding a file folder between his teeth and announced through muffled paper, “Who wants to assassinate a middle-management banker today?! Got ourselves a hot bastard waiting to die!”

“I do!” Loona barked suddenly, standing up with enough force to knock over her chair.

Everyone stopped.

“…Whoa,” Moxxie whispered.

Blitz slowly removed the folder from his mouth. “Okay. That was… sexy and scary. Mostly scary. Like, scary-sexy. S’good balance, sweetheart.”

Millie walked over, casually, like someone strolling past a powder keg with a match behind her back. “You alright, sugar?”

Loona blinked. The fire in her eyes flickered. She hesitated—then scoffed. “Fine. Just tired. Why?”

“You sure?” Millie leaned in a bit, lowering her voice. “’Cause I know that look. That mood. Kinda feels like... hormone soup, doesn’t it?”

Loona blinked. “The hell are you implying?”

Millie just gave her a look. That same calm, unreadable look she’d given Moxxie the day she found out she was pregnant.

“I’m not—! That’s not—!” Loona stammered, then gritted her teeth. “Don’t even joke about that. I’m not the ‘parent’ type, remember? Fuck off with that shit.”

She spun away before Millie could say anything else.

Blaze, across the room, was watching. Quietly. Eyes narrowing ever so slightly.

Something wasn’t right.

And now, he wasn’t the only one who noticed.

CHAPTER TWO
Target Acquired
“Alright, target’s on the 4th floor,” Blaze muttered, crouched behind a busted office printer in some brokerage firm. “Ugly tie. Hair like a wet badger. You can’t miss him.”
“He’s hiding behind a contract demon and three rent-a-hellhounds,” Moxxie hissed through the comms. “We’ve got thirty seconds before they switch shifts.”

“Copy that,” Loona said… flatly.

They were supposed to be the flank.

She always flanked. In and out. No witnesses. No problems.

But her claws felt heavy. Her thoughts louder than her boots on the marble floor.

Blaze leaned close. “Hey, you good? You're quieter than usual.”

Loona gave a short nod. “Fine. Just focused.”

Liar.

Her stomach gave a low churn. Her ears flicked, catching the soft whimper of a receptionist crying in the next room. A year ago, she’d have rolled her eyes and ignored it. Now? It stuck. Why did it stick?

“Blaze, Loona—go,” came Millie’s voice.

They burst through the side stairwell door.

Hell broke loose.

Blaze vaulted over a desk and nailed the rent-a-hound square in the jaw, sending it flying into a copier that immediately burst into flames. “I told you, printers are cursed!”

Loona was next up—she tackled the contract demon hard, taking him to the floor, but her vision swam for a moment. Her head throbbed.

“Loona! Above you!” Moxxie yelled.

She hesitated.

The other hellhound lunged.

And then—CRACK!
Blaze intercepted, taking the hit with his shoulder before slamming the attacker against the wall. “The hell was that?! You always see those coming!”

“I—!” she stumbled backward, clutching her head. “I don’t know! I—just—shut up!”

The target bolted from his office.

“GO!” Blitz shouted. “Don’t let the bitch get to the fire escape!”

Loona and Blaze chased, her movements slower than usual. She should’ve been gaining on him by now. He was a middle-aged banker in loafers, not some elite tier soul ninja.

But something was off.

Every step felt like she was moving through sludge. Her stomach flipped again. Her breath caught in her throat, and that whisper returned:

What if…
They cornered the target on the rooftop. Millie was already there, swinging her hammer like a champ.

“Nowhere left to run, sugar!” she said, grinning like a devil with a nursery on the way.

Blaze cracked his knuckles. “You want to do the honors?” he asked Loona, offering the shot as he always did.

Loona stared at the target. He was begging. Crying. Something about his wife. His kid.

Kid.

Her hands trembled slightly.

“...Loona?”

She blinked.

Then, with a sharp inhale, she turned and walked to the edge of the roof.

“I—I can’t,” she muttered.

The others paused. All of them.

The target looked confused. Then hopeful.

Then dead, because Millie planted her hammer into his skull with a polite, “Bless your heart.”

Blaze was at Loona’s side a second later.

“Talk to me,” he whispered.

Loona swallowed hard.

She wanted to tell him. Wanted to laugh it off. But the words caught in her throat like barbed wire.

“I’m just… tired,” she said. “Weird dreams. No appetite. Mood swings. I’ve been off all day and I know I have but—Blaze, what if I’m—what if we—?”

She trailed off, breath shaking.

Blaze’s ears twitched. He said nothing. Just waited.

“…We were careful,” she whispered. “We were always careful. Mostly.”

They stood there on the rooftop as the winds howled around them. Everyone else was quiet behind them. Millie, eyes wide. Moxxie mouthing something silently. Even Blitzo, for once, was too stunned to quip.

Loona’s claws curled against her palms.

“I’m probably just sick. It’s a fucking bug,” she added quickly, trying to stuff the panic back down. “I mean, it’s not like I could be, right? That’s not me. That’s not who the hell I am.”

And yet… the thought refused to leave.

***

The ride home was unusually quiet.

Blaze didn’t push. Didn’t pry. He just kept his paw on the wheel and let the silence sit beside them like a fourth passenger.

Loona played it cool.

“I’m probably just sick,” she’d said.

“Probably just tired,” she’d added.

She even laughed, throwing her head back and smacking Blaze’s arm. “You’re seriously buying into Millie’s baby-radar crap? Come on. Me? A mom? Bull fucking shit.”

Blaze gave a quiet chuckle. “Honestly, that’d make Hell freeze over.”

“Exactly,” she said. “We’re fine.”

They got home. She ate half a sandwich. Said her stomach was better.

They curled up on the couch, watched something stupid, and she even let herself laugh when Mal0 tripped over Blaze’s socks and face-planted into Mangle’s charging port.

Eventually, Blaze fell asleep beside her.

2:17 AM
The clock blinked in the dark.

Loona sat on the edge of the bed, fully dressed in her hoodie and jeans, staring at her reflection in the black screen of the TV. Her ears were low. Her heart was hammering.

Careful. You were careful.

Mostly.
She stood up, grabbed her keys, and slipped out the door without a word.

2:41 AM – Convenience Store, Living World
The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, harsh and clinical. The only other customer was a drunk guy arguing with a soda machine. The cashier was asleep behind the counter, drooling on a tabloid that read “ANGEL CAUGHT IN BROTHEL – You Won’t BELIEVE Who!”
Loona stalked the aisles.

Painkillers. Flu meds. Cheap razors.

She found the aisle.

Rows of tests. Some pink, some digital. Some with promises of “rapid response.” As if any answer would feel fast enough for her.

She glanced at the counter.

Then back at the test.

Then... she pocketed one. Just like that.

Old habits. Quiet paws.

3:03 AM – Blaze’s Apartment
The bathroom light was cold and too bright. The test sat on the sink like a cursed relic.

Loona sat on the closed toilet lid, arms crossed, one leg bouncing restlessly.

The box was torn open. The instructions—ignored.

She knew how this worked. It wasn’t rocket science.

Minutes passed. Each one louder than the last.

Then… the result appeared.

+
Her breath caught.

Her heart jumped.

Then sank.

She just stared.

“No…”

She didn’t touch it. Didn’t move. Just stared.

Her body felt like static.

Like it wasn’t hers anymore.

Pregnant.

She. Was. Pregnant.

Her.
The street dog. The angry mutt. The no-time-for-anyone, all-bite-and-no-cuddle Hellhound.

She shoved the test off the sink. It clattered to the floor, still glowing its hateful little symbol. Her paws found her temples. Her claws dug slightly into her scalp.

She couldn’t breathe.

She couldn’t think.

And then, just barely, her voice cracked out: “…What the fuck do I do…”

She curled against the bathroom door, back pressed to the wood, arms wrapped around herself like armor that suddenly didn’t work anymore.

And in that awful, broken silence…

She began to cry. Not loud. Not messy. Just quiet, shaking, confused tears.

The kind she hadn’t let herself cry since she was a kid. She didn’t want Blaze to hear.

Didn’t want anyone to know.

Didn’t want it to be real.

Loona’s knees pulled close to her chest, tail wrapped tight around her legs like a tether. The test still lay on the tile across from her, glowing faintly like it knew what it had done.

Her ears rang. Her heartbeat echoed off the walls louder than the humming bulb above.

Thoughts swirled. Tangled. Clashed.

Do I even want this?
What does it mean?
What if Blaze finds out?
What if I tell him… and he’s excited?
Worse—what if he’s not?

She pressed the heel of her palm against her eyes, trying to smother the tears threatening to rise again. “No. No. No, no. I don’t do this.”

She wasn’t supposed to be this kind of girl.

She wasn’t supposed to be scared.

She was supposed to bite and growl and keep the world three feet away at all times unless she wanted it closer. She didn’t do crying in the middle of the night, hugging herself like something fragile.

She wasn’t soft.
But now… her hands shook. Her stomach twisted. Her chest felt like it was full of stones.

Abort it?
The word hit like a punch.

But it was an option.

She didn’t want a kid. She never planned for a kid. She’d barely survived being a kid. The idea of someone depending on her—relying on her—it wasn’t just terrifying. It was unreal.

Blaze. What would he say?

Would he panic? Would he blame her?

Or worse… would he smile?

Would he see this as something good, something “meant to be”? He was soft like that sometimes. With his broken toys and half-saved ghosts and glitchy roommates.

Would he want it?

Would he say things that made her feel guilty if she didn’t?

Her claws clenched. She didn’t even know what she wanted. And that scared her most of all.

After what felt like an hour—but was only minutes—she finally pushed herself to her feet.

Wobbly.

Shaky.

But upright.

She picked up the test, wrapped it in a towel, and stuffed it in the cabinet behind old bottles and junk Blaze never touched. Out of sight. For now. She splashed cold water on her face. Her reflection stared back, red-eyed, unsteady. But she managed a breath. Then another.

She cracked the door open and peeked out.

The apartment was still. Blaze’s quiet snores drifted from the bedroom. Mal0 sat curled up in sleep-mode, her face a dark blur on a screen saver. Mangle hung from a ceiling fan like a cat-shaped dreamcatcher, twitching every few seconds.

Loona stepped lightly back into the bedroom.

Blaze shifted as she slid under the covers, murmuring in his sleep and instinctively reaching for her. His arm draped over her waist, his paw warm against her stomach.

She froze. For just a second. Then she closed her eyes.

Breathe. Just breathe.
She’d figure it out.

She always did.

Even if this time…

She wasn’t sure how.

***

The morning was quiet.

Too quiet for Loona’s liking.

Blaze sat cross-legged on the couch, coffee cold next to him, hoodie sleeves rolled up as he clacked away on his laptop. The screen glowed with the half-complete draft of a new novella: something about a haunted mirror, a romance in the Shadowside, maybe a demon prince trying to redeem himself through forbidden love. Standard Blaze stuff.

He looked peaceful.

She hated that it made her feel worse.

Loona sat at the kitchen table pretending to scroll through her phone. The breakfast she made—two scrambled eggs and toast—sat untouched. The coffee had gone lukewarm.

She caught her reflection in the toaster.

Casual black tank top. Loose gray joggers. Her red eyes glowed here in the living world. Hair a little messier than usual. Tail twitching more than usual.

She looked fine.

She looked like Loona.
But inside?

A fucking hurricane.

Her claws tapped against the table in a staccato rhythm. Her thoughts spun, tripping over themselves.

Tell him.
No.

He’ll figure it out eventually.
Shut up.

What if it’s already growing?
Don’t.

What if I’m already failing at this?
STOP.

“Hey,” Blaze said, looking up over the top of his screen. “You okay?”

Loona jumped. Too hard. She forced a smirk. “Yeah. Just bored.”

“You could come up with a name for this new story,” he offered with a crooked grin. “Right now it’s literally called ‘Untitled Dumb Love Shit 8.’”

She snorted. “Tempting.”

He paused. Tilted his head. “You sure you’re okay?”

She met his gaze for half a second too long.

Then broke it.

“Fine. Just need to get out. Gonna go for a walk. Clear my head.”

Blaze blinked. “You want me to come with—?”

“No.”

Too sharp.

She winced. “I mean… nah. You’re writing. You’re in a flow. Don’t lose it.”

Blaze nodded slowly, sensing the unease but letting it go—for now. “Alright. Just don’t wander into any haunted bookstores without me.”

“No promises.” She grabbed her hoodie off the wall hook, tugged it on. Keys. Wallet. Portal band. All muscle memory.

As she stepped out into the soft daylight of the living world, she exhaled a breath she didn’t know she’d been holding.

Later – Somewhere near a park
She wandered past cafés with couples on morning dates. Parents with strollers. Music drifting from open shops. She passed a mural of dancing foxes and wolves, graffiti tags around the edges. A group of teens argued over a board game at a café window. Life happening.

Normal life.

Not Hell.

No hit jobs. No screaming clients. No pretending she wasn’t on the verge of screaming herself.

Here, in the light of day, she didn’t need the shades. Her eye color looked warm. Gentle. Not demonic.

She could be anyone.

She sat at a bench beneath a tree whose leaves were just beginning to brown. Summer fading. Time moving.

Her hands were clenched in her lap.

A family of sparrowfolk passed by, laughing. One of the chicks ran ahead and tripped. The mother scooped her up in one fluid motion. Kissed her forehead. The girl cried once and then beamed.

Loona stared.

Her stomach twisted.

Not from nausea this time.

Just dread.

How the hell am I supposed to do that?
Her claws dug into her thighs. No blood, but it grounded her. She wanted to scream. Instead, she said nothing. Just sat there, alone, while the world moved around her like she wasn’t even there.

The breeze had picked up, rustling the leaves above Loona’s bench. She hadn’t moved for nearly half an hour. Just… sat. Trying not to feel anything.

Of course, that’s when the universe decided to test her resolve.

“Loona?”

The familiar voice came from behind.

She glanced up sharply, already pulling her emotional armor back on—but paused when she saw who it was.

Jenna.

Tall, composed, jogging lightly in a maroon workout tank and black leggings, her rust-red fur tied back with a headband. There was always something maternal about her—comforting but firm, like a warm blanket that would also scold you for not washing your hands.

She slowed to a stop, ears perking. “Hey there, stranger. Didn’t expect to see you out here.”

Loona shifted. “Just needed air.”

Jenna smiled and took a sip from her water bottle. “I get that. I run this path most mornings. The air here’s cleaner than the Inferno, that’s for sure.”

Loona tried to smile. It didn’t land. She looked away.

Jenna watched her for a moment, then slowly sat on the other end of the bench. Not close. Not crowding. Just… nearby.

“How’s work?” she asked gently.

“Fine.”

“How’s Blaze?”

Loona hesitated. “Still weird. Still writing.”

Jenna chuckled softly. “That sounds about right.”

There was a pause.

Loona shifted again, her tail flicking nervously behind her.

“You know,” Jenna said after a beat, wiping sweat from her brow, “I used to sit on this same bench. Years ago. Right after I found out I was pregnant with Aleu.”

Loona’s ears twitched.

She said nothing.

“I thought I had it all together,” Jenna continued. “I’d planned for it. I had family. Stability. But even then, I was scared out of my mind. I stared at that little white plus sign for an hour. Like it was gonna change its mind or something.”

“…I’m not like you,” Loona mumbled.

Jenna’s smile didn’t fade. “I know. That’s why I’m not giving you advice. Just… sharing a memory.”

Loona clenched her paws in her lap. “You were ready.”

“Sure. But that didn’t stop me from crying in a closet at two in the morning because I thought I’d mess everything up. Readiness doesn’t erase fear, sweetheart.”

There was a long silence.

Jenna’s eyes were soft, but sharp. Focused. “So. Does Blaze know?”

Loona’s eyes widened slightly. She recoiled just an inch. “What—? I—No! Of course not. He doesn’t… know.”

“You planning to tell him?”

“…I don’t know yet.” Loona leaned forward, elbows on her knees, burying her face in her paws. “I don’t even know if I’m keeping it. I don’t know what I’m doing.”

Jenna let the weight of that hang. She didn’t offer platitudes. Didn’t rush to soothe. Just… nodded.

“I’ve been through this before,” Jenna said finally. “I can see it in your eyes. The way you’re holding yourself like the world’s about to drop out from under you. That kind of fear? It’s never just nerves.”

Loona looked at her sideways. “You got X-ray vision now or something?”

“No,” Jenna smirked. “Just Mom vision. Comes with stretch marks and a gut instinct you can’t shake.”

That got a small snort from Loona. Barely a laugh. But it was something.
“Whatever you decide,” Jenna said, her voice quieter now, “you need to do it for you. Not for Blaze. Not for me. You. You don’t owe anyone an answer—not today. But don’t carry it alone forever.”

Loona looked away.

Not ready to hear that.

Not yet.

Jenna stood up, stretching a little. “I’ll leave you to your walk. You’ve always been more ‘solo brooding’ than ‘group therapy’ anyway.”

“…Thanks,” Loona muttered.

Jenna smiled and leaned in to gently brush a paw along Loona’s shoulder. “Just… don’t wait too long, okay?”

And with that, she jogged off—her rhythm steady, even as Loona was left behind.

Still.

Alone.

But maybe just a little less adrift.

CHAPTER THREE
Can’t Write This Away
The soft tap of keys echoed through the apartment.

Blaze sat hunched over his laptop at the dining table, a half-drunk cup of coffee beside him and a bunch of sticky notes stuck to Mangle's chassis, who was currently being used as an impromptu idea board.

“No, the prince can’t fall in love with the ghost yet, it’s too soon,” he muttered aloud, dragging a note from Mangle’s head and sticking it onto her tail instead. “Unless the ghost is his dead twin. Wait… no. That’s dumb. Or is it—?”

“Y0u h4ve r34ched 97% plot t3ngle,” Mangle chimed, twitching slightly as one sticky note slid off her face. “Sugg3st b0ss battle or sm0l kiss.”

Blaze snorted. “That’s oddly sound advice from a possessed microwave with legs.”

Across the room, Mal0 sat sprawled across the couch, her body glitching rhythmically as she stared at his phone from behind, her voice lazy and low.

“Y0u’re distracted,” she buzzed.

“Yeah, well, writing’s like that. Sometimes your brain wanders.”

“No0oo… n0t wr1t1ng.” Her head tilted with a soft digital creak. “It’s h3r.”

Blaze looked up.

“…You noticed too, huh?”

Mangle twitched again, rotating her head 270 degrees to face him. “L00n4's walking pattern has been inconsistent by 2.6 meters. H3art r4te visibly faster. P4w tremor d3tected at 4:03 AM. 20% m0re coffee use. No t4sty toast.”

Blaze blinked. “Wait. She was up last night?”

Mangle’s mouth opened with a warbled dial tone. “Y3s.”

He frowned, setting his laptop aside.

It was getting to him—the way she’d brushed off everything lately. The sudden distance. The way her eyes darted just a bit too fast when he looked at her too long. Loona wasn’t exactly a talker to begin with, but this wasn’t just brooding.

This was burying something.

He exhaled, rubbing his temples.

“Okay, just… give her space,” he muttered to himself. “She’ll talk when she’s ready. She always—”

Click.
The apartment door opened.

Blaze looked up, heart skipping just slightly.

Loona stepped in, hoodie zipped halfway up, her fur dusted with the faint scent of the city.

Their eyes met.

She froze.

His expression softened.

“Hey,” he said.

“…Hey,” she answered, voice quieter than usual.

He could see the battle behind her eyes.

She dropped her keys in the bowl by the door. Mangle and Mal0 wisely backed off into the corner like a pair of malfunctioning Roombas sensing an emotional thunderstorm approaching.

Loona lingered for a moment—then walked toward him slowly.

She stopped a few feet away.

And took a breath.

Long.

Shaky.

“…Blaze,” she said, ears folding slightly. “I… need to tell you something.”

The air shifted.

Every word after that would matter.

Loona stood there for what felt like an eternity, her hands clenched into the sides of her hoodie, eyes darting between Blaze and the floor. Her jaw moved, like she wanted to say something, but couldn’t get it out.

Blaze didn’t rush her.

He stayed seated, posture relaxed but focused entirely on her. Like if he even leaned forward, it might scare her off.

The room was quiet.

Even Mangle, now hiding behind the kitchen island, didn’t dare twitch.

Mal0’s screen went dark.

Just Loona.

Just Blaze.

And the weight of a thousand unspoken things between them.

“I… I don’t know how to say this,” she finally whispered. “I’ve been trying to figure out the right words all day. But every time I think I’ve got them, they just… they fall apart.”

Blaze didn’t move. Just gave her the softest nod.

“I’m not… good at this kind of thing,” she continued. “The… emotional shit. I don’t do heart-to-hearts or big confessions. I usually punch my feelings, or growl at them until they go away.” Her voice trembled. “This one won’t.” She took a breath. And it cracked in the middle. “I… I messed up,” she said. “We did. I mean—we didn’t mess up, we just—”

Another breath. She turned away slightly, as if the floor might be more merciful than his gaze. “I took a test. Last night. After you went to sleep.”

Pause.

Silence.

Blaze blinked.

A flicker of realization crossed his face—but he let her keep going.

“I didn’t believe it at first. I still don’t, not really. I’m not… I’m not the kind of person who does this. Who has something like this.”

Her claws dug into her sleeves.

“But it’s real. It said yes. It said positive. And I’ve been spiraling ever since. Because I don’t know what I’m fucking doing. I don’t even know if I want to do this. I don’t know how. I’m not a mom. I was never supposed to be a mom. I—” She stopped. Her voice broke. “I’m scared, Blaze. I’m fucking scared and don’t know what to do.”
There it was.

The words finally escaped.

And when she turned to look at him—eyes wide, brimming with tears she wouldn’t let fall—Blaze wasn’t shocked.

He wasn’t angry.

He was quiet.

Still.

And… smiling.

Gently.

The kind of smile you give someone who's been holding their breath too long.

He stood slowly, stepping toward her with soft steps, and didn’t speak until he was close enough to brush a paw along her cheek. “You’re pregnant,” he said. Not as a question. Just… acknowledging the truth she was too afraid to name.

Loona nodded slowly. “I didn’t mean for this to happen,” she whispered.

“I know.”

“I don’t even know if I can do this…”

Blaze’s smile faltered slightly—not from disappointment, but concern. His gaze scanned her face, the tension in her jaw, the fear flickering in her gold eyes like a candle barely holding on.

“I saw this before,” he said quietly. “The night you first told me you loved me. You were shaking. Same way.”

“I wasn’t shaking,” she huffed automatically.

He chuckled. “Okay. Trembling violently with badass intent.”

She let out a short, shaky breath. Almost a laugh.

He brushed a strand of hair out of her face, his touch warm and steady.

“I don’t have answers,” Blaze said. “I’m not gonna pretend this isn’t huge. It is. But whatever you decide… I’m here. No matter what.”

Loona’s lip trembled. Just once. “I don’t want to be alone in this,” she whispered.

“You won’t be.”

He wrapped his arms around her slowly, letting her come into the hug on her terms. When she did, she pressed her face against his shoulder—clutching his hoodie like it was the only thing keeping her from falling apart again.

“I’m scared too,” he added. “But not of you. Never of you.”

She didn’t answer.

But she held him tighter.

And in that moment—just that moment—the storm quieted.

They ended up on the couch.

The storm outside the windows had nothing on the one Loona had just let out inside herself. A blanket was draped over her lap. Blaze sat beside her, one arm across the back of the couch, the other resting gently against her side.

The pregnancy test—now in a sealed plastic bag Blaze labeled “NOT FOR SCIENTIFIC STUDY”—was tucked away in a drawer across the room. Out of sight. Not forgotten.

Just… paused.

Loona leaned back, tail wrapped tightly around her legs. She was staring at the ceiling like it owed her answers.

“I still can’t believe this is real,” she muttered. “Like, me? Pregnant? That’s a joke. Like one of those cursed Buzzdoom memes.”

Blaze chuckled softly. “I mean, if it makes you feel better, I’m still waiting for a floating skull to drop from the ceiling and scream ‘YOU FAILED THE QUEST.’”

She shot him a look. “This isn’t funny.”

He nodded. “I know. Sorry. Just trying to keep you from falling off the edge again.”

She sighed and rubbed her face with both paws. “Blaze, I’m not… I’m not cut out for this. I yell at children in public. I smoke. I drink. I eat pizza at 2 AM and curse at cereal boxes for looking smug. I’m not ‘mom’ material.”

“Okay, first,” Blaze said, turning to face her, “you don’t curse at cereal boxes. You interrogate them. There’s a difference.”

“Not helping.”

He smiled. “Alright. Serious mode. Look, I get it. You’re rough around the edges. But guess what? That’s not a deal-breaker.”

She scoffed. “What if the kid turns out like me? What if they’re angry all the time? Or violent? What if they start fights and bite other kids and light shit on fire for fun?”

Blaze blinked. “...Okay, some of that might be a concern.”

She groaned and curled tighter. “Kill me now.”

“Not a chance. You’re too cute when you panic.”

Loona glared—but only halfway. Her lips twitched.

Blaze leaned forward slightly. “Look, you’re not in this alone. You’ve got me. You’ve got Blitz. Hell, Mistral might even run psychological evaluations on the fetus just to annoy you.”

“Oh great, can’t wait for her to do a full thesis on ‘Maternal Stress in Half-Hellhound Households.’”

“Honestly? Wouldn’t be her weirdest paper.”

Loona leaned her head back again, exhaling through her nose. “I’d have to give stuff up, y’know. No drinking. No smoking. No casual bar brawls.”

“Hey, hey,” Blaze said, holding up a paw. “There’s still light violence. Maybe even supervised. There’s hope.”

She snorted. Then stared at the ceiling again. “But seriously,” she said softly, “I don’t know what the hell I’m doing. This… I can’t believe it.”
Blaze reached over and took her paw in his.

“None of us do.”

She looked at him, tired and unsure.

“There are classes for this stuff, y’know,” he continued. “Parenting classes. Expecting demon-parent hybrid support groups. Probably even Hellhound birth coaching—‘How to Not Bite the Doctor During Labor,’ volume one.”

Loona stared at him. “…You’d go with me?”

“To all of them,” he said without hesitation. “Even the awkward breathing ones where you have to sit cross-legged on the floor and pretend not to fart.”

She blinked. Then covered her face with her hands. “Ugh, why are you so good at this?!”

“I’m not,” he said. “I’m just good at loving you.”

Her breath hitched a little at that. She leaned into him then. Finally. Slowly. Letting her head rest against his shoulder. “You really think I can do this?” she asked.

“I think if anyone can, it’s you,” he said. “Because you’ve already survived Hell. Literally. Everything after that’s just parenting.”

Loona didn’t respond right away.

But her tail uncurled just slightly.

She didn’t have the answers yet.

But maybe…

Maybe she didn’t have to figure it out alone.

***

The next morning in Hell started with Loona’s phone vibrating violently across the nightstand.

BLITZ:
"YO!!! You alive or did your uterus explode or some shit??! Come kill a warlock with us today!"
"You’re not working this weekend? What the fuck, this is Hell!"
"LOONAAAAAAA"
"fine. I’ll ask Mangle. She gets me."
Loona stared at the texts in bed for a few seconds, then dropped the phone back on the nightstand like it had insulted her personally.

“Blitz again?” Blaze mumbled, stretching beside her with a half-yawn.

“Take a guess,” she said, burying her face in the pillow.

“No pressure,” Blaze said softly, brushing her back. “We’re off. You get to decide how the day goes.”

She sighed.

“Let’s look up those classes.”

One Awkward Search Later...
Their couch had never looked more domestic.

Blanket. Laptop. Loona in a baggy hoodie. Blaze in pajama pants and a "World's Okayest Wolfdad" mug someone, Aleu, had definitely gifted as a joke.

He scrolled while Loona side-eyed the screen with visible dread.

“Okay, okay,” Blaze said. “Here’s one. ‘Prenatal Preparation for Hybrid Families: Managing Fire Breath and Emotional Outbursts.’”

Loona’s eyebrow twitched. “You are going to laugh the first time I breathe hellfire during labor, aren’t you?”

“Only if it melts the hospital IV stand.”

They found one class that seemed relatively sane.

“Hellspawn & Heartbeats: First-Time Parent Basics – Demon Ring Chapter.”
Free. Close by. Run by someone named “Mama Gutslap.” No immediate red flags.
Loona took a deep breath.

“…Let’s just do it.”

Two Hours Later – In the Most Uncomfortable Folding Chair Ever Forged
Loona sat frozen in her seat, surrounded by other first-time parents—some normal, some with scales, horns, wings, or hooves—and one guy who might’ve been a sentient mushroom. Everyone had a laminated name tag.

"Hi, I'm Nervous and Confused!" the sign read on Blaze’s chest. He made it himself. Loona refused to wear one.
A very round, very loud demoness with lavender skin and a booming voice stood at the front. Mama Gutslap, apparently.

“WELCOME, MY SWEET INCUBATORS OF LIFE!” she roared. “Let’s start with an easy one: How many of you have planned out your birthing mantra yet?”

Loona blinked. “Our what?”

Mama Gutslap beamed. “You know! Like, ‘Push, breathe, slay!’ or ‘Power through the pain, queen!’ Something empowering!”

Blaze leaned over, whispering: “Ours should be ‘Please don’t bite the nurse.’”

Loona elbowed him.

She was already sweating.

Then came the real nightmare.

One of the assistant demons walked over and handed out dolls.

Big-eyed, squishy demon-baby training dolls.

“Now, let's have the expecting moms practice proper hold posture!”

Blaze smiled awkwardly as Loona was passed one.

She stared at it like it was cursed.

She held it by the neck.

Mama Gutslap blinked. “...Maybe support the head, dear?”

Loona repositioned, now holding it like it was a rabid badger.

The entire class watched as she visibly short-circuited.

“This is fine,” she muttered under her breath, arm shaking. “Totally fine. Just pretending not to want to hurl it out the window.”

“Deep breaths!” Mama Gutslap called cheerily. “You’re doing great!”

Blaze turned to her with a gentle smile. “Hey. You didn’t throw it. That’s growth.”

Loona scowled.

Then sulked through burping techniques, diaper folding, and the weird sing-along song about “cradle tail time.”

At the end, Mama Gutslap handed out pamphlets titled: “Yes, You CAN Raise a Little Hell (With Love).”
Afterward…
Blaze held the door open as they stepped into the lobby of the clinic. Loona was silent. Still holding the pamphlet like it was radioactive.

“I fucking sucked,” she muttered.

“You didn’t throw the doll.”

“That’s a low-ass bar, Blaze.”

He chuckled. “Sure. But I saw you try. That’s the whole point.”

She didn’t answer right away. Just stared out the glass at the swirling streets of the Ring beyond. “…You think it’ll ever feel real?”

He stepped beside her. “Probably. But only in weird moments. Like when we’re arguing over names, or when you sneeze and the baby kicks out of spite.”

“…Or when it barfs on you.”

“Oh, definitely that.”

She smirked. Just a little.

He reached for her paw. She let him.

One step at a time.

CHAPTER FOUR
Doctor Knows Best
It had been three weeks since the class.

Three weeks of overthinking, awkward shopping trips, weird cravings, moments of panic at every hiccup… and Loona waking Blaze up at 3:18 AM to ask, dead serious:

“What if it has your ears and my rage? That’s like giving a nuke arms and caffeine.”

Now, in the soft morning light of the living realm, Blaze’s apartment buzzed with quiet energy—and occasional glitching.

“I swear, if you eat another one of my socks I will sell you to an eBay ghost,” Blaze grumbled at Mangle, who was happily chewing on a slipper like it was a squeaky toy of eldritch origin.

Across the room, Mal0 was scanning through Loona’s horror movie playlist and whispering weird combinations of movie titles:

“Ch1ld’s R1ng... Omen on Elm Str33t... hmm…”

Blaze stood up just as the portal shimmered.

A tall, pristine white wolf with ashen fur stepped through—lab coat crisp, visor perched on her snout, and an expression that could dissect emotion like a scalpel. Mistral Morvane.

“Blaze,” she said, her tone clinical but not cold.

“Mom,” Blaze smiled, holding up a mug. “I made tea. It’s not poisoned this time.”

“Hm. Pity.”

She stepped inside, already surveying the apartment like a biologist entering an unfamiliar ecosystem. Her gaze passed from Mal0, to Mangle, who froze mid-nibble, to the stack of parenting books on the counter, to the slightly askew pillow Loona had been sitting on.

And then finally to Loona herself, who stood up, one paw brushing imaginary lint off her shirt, trying not to look like she wanted to bolt.

Mistral’s eyes narrowed just slightly.

She sniffed.

Adjusted her glasses.

Then calmly said, “How far along are you?”

Loona blinked. “...I—what?”

“I’m assuming around six to seven weeks. Nine, tops. The hormonal scent shift is subtle, but unmistakable. You’re also holding your lower stomach slightly when you stand, and you stopped drinking soda. Which I know was half your blood content last month.”

Blaze choked on his tea. “MOM!”

“I’m a doctor. This is not gossip. This is observation.”

Loona stared. “...How the fuck did you just Sherlock Holmes my pregnancy?”

Mistral gave a small, dry smile. “When you’ve raised Blaze, you learn to spot all kinds of symptoms: accidental time travel, magical girlfriends, cursed roommates, and now… prenatal dread.”

Blaze facepalmed. “I feel like that was three compliments and five passive-aggressive jabs in one sentence.”

Mistral turned fully to Loona now. Her tone softened just a little. Just enough. “I’m not here to interrogate you,” she said. “I just came for a routine check on Mangle’s glitch levels, not a surprise ultrasound. But now that I am here...” She walked past Blaze, placed her satchel on the table, and motioned Loona to sit. “You look exhausted. You’ve been carrying this emotionally for too long, haven’t you?”

Loona hesitated. Then, slowly, sat down. “...Yeah.”

“I figured. That’s why I brought these.” Mistral opened her bag and pulled out a small tin. “Fae-leaf calming chews. Safe for hybrids, non-hallucinogenic, and they taste like blackcurrant.”

Loona blinked. “You brought anti-freakout snacks.”

“I bring them everywhere,” Mistral said dryly. “I raised this one.” She nodded toward Blaze, who looked personally offended.

Loona popped one into her mouth. Chewed. Eyed Mistral carefully. “You’re… not mad?”

“Why would I be mad?” Mistral asked, adjusting her coat. “Because life happened? Because two people made a very natural, if slightly impulsive, decision? Please. I’ve seen Blaze come home with a flaming wolf goddess and say she ‘followed him.’ This is much more manageable.”

Loona actually laughed. Genuinely.

And Mistral leaned back a little, pleased.

“You don’t have to do this the way I did,” she continued. “I raised Blaze mostly alone. And it wasn’t easy. But I wasn’t alone. I had friends. I had stubbornness. I had a portable whiteboard.”

“Sounds awful,” Loona said.

“It was,” Mistral agreed with a smirk. “But Blaze turned out all right. Mostly. I mean, he invited Mangle to live here.”

“Screee,” Mangle said from behind the TV.

Loona looked down at her stomach for a second. Just briefly.

Mistral’s voice softened further. “You don’t have to have all the answers yet. Just don’t shut people out. Not him. Not me. And certainly not yourself.”

Loona looked at her for a long moment. No sarcasm. No growling. Just a small nod. “...Thanks,” she said.

Mistral stood, brushing off her coat. “You’re welcome. Now if you’ll excuse me, I need to scan Mal0’s code. I think she’s forming opinions on politics again.”

From the couch, Mal0 buzzed: “3st4bl1sh the m0narchy…”

Mistral sighed. “Too late.”

***

Hell was its usual charming self—screams in the distance, smoke in the air, and I.M.P.’s office glowing with the comforting flicker of a faulty neon light that read “WE KILL FOR CASH.”

Loona walked in with her usual “don’t talk to me unless it’s on fire” face.

But Blaze saw it.

A slight softness in her walk.

Her hoodie wasn't as pulled down. Her ears weren’t pinned.

She was breathing easier.

Still her—but a little less clenched.

He smiled and stepped in after her.

The others were already there.

Millie was happily humming while reorganizing the weapons wall. Moxxie was carefully cleaning the coffee machine. Blitzo was upside-down on the couch, legs kicking aimlessly, tossing a knife into the ceiling repeatedly while singing off-key to something only he could hear.

“Heyyyyyy~ Loony, Blaze! Good of you to finally join us! We only had five contracts and a cursed bachelorette party to handle without you yesterday!”

Loona rolled her eyes. “We were off, Blitz.”

“OFF? There’s no off in HELL, sweetheart. Just different flavors of chaos—”

“Blitz,” Blaze interrupted with a small smirk. “Calm your dick. You’re going to throw your spine out again.”

“I like throwing my spine out! It’s fucking flexible!”

Loona sat at her desk with a groan and muttered, “Someone kill me.”

“Too late,” Blitzo winked. “Already done that paperwork years ago when I adopted you, Loony Tunes.”

Millie perked up from the weapons wall. “So, did y’all do anything fun on your days off? Any cute couple things? Ooooh, maybe a dinner date?”

Loona flinched. Blaze glanced at her.

Blitz gasped, rolling off the couch. “OH MY SATAN—wait, did you guys finally do the freaky tail-curl thing with the upside-down ropes I gave you last month?!”

Moxxie gagged. “Blitz! Please!”

Millie giggled. “Ignore him. We’re just happy for you two.”

Loona paused.

Stared at them.

Then sighed and stood.

“Alright,” she muttered. “Before you start guessing weird crap again… I’m just gonna say it.”

Everyone looked up.

“...I’m pregnant.”

There was a full second of silence.

Then—

“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA—!”

Blitz screamed so loud it set off the emergency sprinklers.

Millie shrieked with joy and yeeted her knives onto the desk before running over and tackling Loona in a hug.

“Oh my GOAT, sugar I knew something was different! You’ve got that glow! Like a murder glow, but also like… maternal?!”

Moxxie blinked. “I—I didn’t even know hellhounds could get pregnant with living-realm—wait, did you two—did you do this—on purpose?!”

Loona scowled. “No, Moxxie, I slipped on a banana and fell onto Blaze’s d—”

“OKAY!” Moxxie yelped. “OKAY THANK YOU!”

Blitzo was running laps around the office like a sugar-high demon child, yelling, “OH MY SATAN I’M GONNA BE A GRANDPA BOSS—GRANDBOSS! I GET TO BE A BAD INFLUENCE TO A BABY!”

“I’m not letting you near it until it’s at least five and can bite you,” Loona muttered, shaking Millie off her leg.

Millie wiped a tear. “This is just so exciting! What do y’all need? I’ve got a whole spreadsheet from when we started prepping! Names? Crib styles? I can knit!”

Loona stared at her. “I don’t need knitting.”

“I knit in my sleep, hon.”

Moxxie looked panicked. “Do we… need to install a nursery? Should we baby-proof the assassination van?! Two babies is a lot!”

Blitz gasped. “CAN WE GIVE THE BABY A TINY CROSSBOW?!”

“NO!” Loona and Blaze said in unison.

“I love them already,” Millie beamed.

Loona sighed and slumped into her chair, a small smirk tugging at her face despite herself.

“Well,” Blaze said, looking around at the chaotic celebration, “cat’s out of the bag.”

“Hellhound,” Loona corrected.

“Right. Hellhound’s out of the bag.”

Moxxie clutched his collar. “This’ll be pricy.”

***

It was quiet in the apartment again.

Mal0 was in rest mode, her screen pulsing with slow glows of shifting digits like a heartbeat in code. Mangle twitched occasionally on the back of the couch, snoring glitched tones.

Loona sat at the kitchen table, half-heartedly poking at a bowl of sliced fruit Blaze had insisted she “try at least once without whiskey, please.”
A soft chime echoed from the portal pad.

She didn’t look up until she heard the talons.

A familiar mix of soft leather and metal against the floor.

Goumang.
Tall, sleek, dressed in a long Solarian-coat with data strips trailing down the hem. Her feline face was sharp as ever, deep charcoal fur and shimmering red eyes scanning the apartment like she was cataloging changes. A slim satchel rested at her side, no doubt full of whatever Mistral had asked her to retrieve.

She didn’t smile—but Goumang never really did.

“…Back already?” Loona muttered, leaning back in her chair.

Goumang gave a quiet nod. “Three days early. The Rift lab collapsed. Again. Mistral sends her regards, and an entire folder of complaints about the FDA.”

She walked over to the table, opened a sleek holopad from her satchel, then paused.

Her eyes flicked up to Loona’s.

She tilted her head.

Loona froze mid-bite. “…What.”

“Your body’s chemical composition has shifted,” Goumang said casually. “Scent. Hormonal haze. Slight posture change. Digestive speed variance. You’re pregnant.”

Loona’s fork clinked into the bowl. “…Okay seriously, is everyone in this friend circle psychic?!”

Goumang’s eyes flicked downward again. “Mistral suspected. I confirmed.”

“Well. Great. That makes five.”

There was a pause. Goumang folded her holopad away and gently—gently—sat down across from her.

“I’m not here to judge,” she said. “If I were, I’d bring charts.”

Loona snorted.

Goumang watched her for a moment. Then, more softly: “You look... overwhelmed.”

“…Because I am,” Loona snapped before catching herself. “Sorry. I just… everyone’s been really nice about this shit, and it’s making me feel worse somehow.”

Goumang tilted her head again, blinking slowly. “You don’t want niceties.”

“I want clarity. I want… I don’t know. Something solid. Something that says ‘this’ll be okay’—and not because someone wants it to be okay, but because it actually will be. I want a lot of fucking things right now.”
Goumang tapped a feathered claw once on the table. Then again. Then, finally, she said: “Hybrids are complicated.”

The words hit like a knife—not cruel, but sharp in their honesty.

Loona looked up slowly.

“You know that better than most,” Goumang added.

“I figured,” Loona mumbled. “What else is new?”

“I don’t say that to scare you,” Goumang continued. “I say it because pretending otherwise would do more harm than help. A child born of infernal and living matter… raised between two worlds that barely coexist? It’s not impossible, but it will be difficult. Medically. Emotionally. Culturally.”

Loona’s ears flicked back. “Gee. Thanks for the pep talk.”

“I also said it’s not impossible.” Goumang leaned forward. “Which is more than I can say for a lot of things I’ve seen in this realm.”

There was a pause.

Loona tapped the side of her cup. “So what—you saying I shouldn’t do this?”

“I’m saying if you do… you deserve to be informed.”

Another pause.

Then Goumang reached into her satchel again and slid something across the table.

It was a tiny datapad with a glowing Solarian glyph on the front.

“What’s this?” Loona asked.

“An archive Mistral and I worked on. Case studies. Cross-species pregnancy support. Maternal risks. Real reports—not the sugar-coated stuff they hand out in prenatal classes.”

Loona stared at it. Then slowly picked it up. “…Thanks.”

Goumang stood again, adjusting her coat.

“I didn’t say any of that to discourage you,” she said. “You’re strong. You’ve survived more than most would dare to face. But you’re stepping into uncharted ground. That doesn’t mean retreat. It just means prepare.”

Loona looked down at the pad. Her reflection stared back faintly in its surface. “Blaze doesn’t know how hard this could get, does he?”

“He’ll learn,” Goumang said. “And he’ll be there. That’s one thing I’ve never doubted about him. Stubborn. Weed.”
Loona gave a slow nod. Still unsure. But not angry.

Goumang headed for the portal. Just before stepping through, she added, “Also. If the child has wings and starts sparking electricity, call me first. I want to see that.”

Then she was gone.

Loona sat back in the chair. Stared at the datapad. Then closed her eyes and whispered: “Please don’t have wings…”

***
The dream began softly.

Warm.

Gentle.

Loona stood barefoot in a sunlit room—a nursery, glowing golden. Painted stars on the ceiling slowly rotated like a mobile. Her hands were resting over her swollen belly, her fur brushed, glowing with a sheen she didn’t think was possible.

Blaze stood behind her, arms around her waist, chin on her shoulder.

“You look incredible,” he whispered, voice low and full of awe. “Like… glowing goddess levels of hot.”

She chuckled. “You’re such an idiot.”

Their eyes met in the mirror. Her gaze softened. She looked peaceful.
A mobile twirled slowly above a crib.

A lullaby played—some sweet, distant melody. Something ancient.

The light dimmed.

And then—

The crying began.
Shrill.

Piercing.

Her body jerked. Her fur bristled.

She was no longer standing.

She was in a hospital. Or a hellish mimic of one. Cold, sterile. The walls pulsed with strange glyphs. The light flickered red.

She was holding something.

It was heavy.
She looked down.

The child was screaming.

But its eyes—red and glowing, shifting and wrong. Teeth sharp. Fingers clawed. A flickering halo of shadow and flame hovered just above its soft head like it didn’t belong.

She tried to soothe it. Rocked it. Whispered.

It screamed louder.

Its cries cracked the walls.

Blaze was gone.

The nurse was a silhouette.

No one would help her.

She dropped to her knees, clutching it tightly, trying to hold on.

But it twisted in her arms.

Monstrous. Inhuman. Wailing.

“What if it’s like me?”
“What if I can’t love it?”
“What if it hates me?”
Loona screamed.

The dream shattered.

3:17 AM
She gasped awake, sitting up so hard her ribs ached. Her breath came in shallow bursts, sweat clinging to her fur. The sheets tangled around her legs. Her heart pounded in her ears. She placed a paw on her stomach.

It was slightly rounder now. Not just bloat.

Two months.

The heaviness in her chest wasn't just fear—it was real. Her tank top was stretched tighter than she remembered. Her hips ached. Her lower back groaned.

She wasn’t just imagining this anymore.

She was changing.

The child was growing.

And the dream…

The thing in her arms…

She rubbed her eyes. Her paw trembled.

She stood and padded quietly to the kitchen, the cold tile grounding her. The fridge buzzed. The hum of the building was distant. She opened the cabinet.

There was still a bottle tucked in the back.

Half a bottle of something dark and burny—something from before all this started.

She held it.

Her claws gripped the neck.

She stood there, bottle in paw, not moving.

“Just one sip.”
“Just to take the edge off.”
But she didn’t move. Didn’t drink. She just stood there.

Alone.

Barely holding it together.

The dream still echoed in her ears.



Ready to bring Blaze in here—maybe finding her at the counter and gently, wordlessly stopping her from drinking? Or have her quietly go back to bed, keeping it inside again for Absolutely—this is a beautiful stretch of rising emotional tension. Loona is trying. She wants to be strong. She’s doing the work. But the weight doesn’t let up. Not in her sleep. Not in her body. Not in the way everyone seems so happy when all she feels is lost.

Time to watch the “what ifs” eat away at her again, and then have someone like Queen Bee waltz in with her radiant chaos and glittering confidence—forcing Loona to mask her feelings for just a bit longer.

CHAPTER FIVE
Changes
She crawled back into bed sometime after 3:30.

The bottle sat untouched on the counter.

She didn’t even remember putting it down.

Just remembered the way her legs trembled as she walked. The way her arms folded protectively around her middle before she slipped under the covers again. Blaze shifted in his sleep beside her, murmuring something unintelligible and draping a paw over her hip.

She lay awake the rest of the night. Eyes open. Heartbeat loud.

The child wasn’t real yet.

Not really.

But her fear was.

The Days That Followed held nore classes.

More pamphlets.

More fake baby dolls and screaming lessons and instructors that said “Just trust your instincts!” like it was a game show catchphrase.

Blaze tried to help. He did. He made her laugh sometimes. Or held her paw during the dumb trust circle breathing shit.

But it was still there.

The creeping sense that she was faking it.

That something inside her was waiting to go wrong.
Sometimes she touched her belly and felt nothing but dread.

Sometimes she caught herself imagining the dream again.

Sometimes she sat in the bathroom for twenty minutes just staring into the mirror, trying to see the “glow” everyone kept talking about.

All she saw were tired eyes and a muzzle that twitched when she smiled too long.

Then Came the Club Encounter…
It had been an evening class on hybrid prenatal safety. Loona made it halfway through before excusing herself early, faking a stomach cramp. Blaze offered to go with her, but she insisted he stay. She needed air. Or space. Or maybe just to not feel like a ticking bomb surrounded by pastel wall posters that said “Bun In The Oven, Love In The Heart!”
Hell had cooled a little that night. Enough for a breeze.

She took the long way around the lower district, hoodie drawn up, earbuds in, trying to mute the world—

“LoooOOOona~!”

That high, buzzing, sultry call snapped through the haze.

Queen Bee practically floated out from the neon-lit side street of her club, fur shimmering gold, hips swaying, surrounded by three simping hellcats and an eyeball demon carrying her drink like a crown.

“Oh my stars! There you are! I was beginning to think you two moved to the Lust Ring permanently and forgot how to sin! Don’t scare me, you sexy bitch.”

Loona blinked. “Bee?”

Bee gasped dramatically, placing a paw to her chest. “You’re surprised? I haven’t seen you or Blaze in weeks! No drinks, no clubbing, no dancing on the table with that body pillow of Lucifer! What the fuck is going—wait.” She paused. Tilted her head. Then slowly smirked. “Ohhhhh... it fucking happened, didn’t it?”

Loona narrowed her eyes. “What are you—?”

Bee squealed. “Yes. I FUCKING KNEW IT! I felt it. I felt it in my wings, bitch! You got that secret sauce pregnancy glow! And now I see it—you’re totally knocked up!”

Loona nearly choked. “Bee—!”

“No need to be shy about it! I take full credit, of course. My motivational words—and incredible body—absolutely gave you the push you two needed to go full primal. Bet it felt god damn amazing.”

Loona muttered, “You slapped my ass and told me to ‘mark my territory.’ That’s not wisdom.”

Bee winked. “It worked, didn’t it?”

One of her hellcats fanned her dramatically.

Loona tugged her hoodie lower and crossed her arms over her subtly growing stomach. “It’s... complicated. I’m still figuring it out.”

“Oh sweetie, everything’s complicated. Life’s just glitter with extra steps. But you? You’ll fucking rock this shit. Probably literally. With chains. And swears. And a suspicious amount of leather. And I’ll be there to help.”

Loona cracked a small grin despite herself.

“I just haven’t been feeling like myself,” she said softly. “I’ve been... tired. Emotional. Like someone swapped out my brain and gave me a squeaky chew toy.”

Bee gave a knowing hum, stepping closer. “You gave up booze. Gave up smoke. Gave up fights—mostly. You’ve been carrying not just a baby, but every demon’s worst nightmare: feelings. Fuck, no wonder you’re a mess. Sinners are sterile for a reason.”

Loona exhaled through her nose. “Don’t remind me.”

“I’ll tell you something honest, honey,” Bee said, laying two paws gently on her arm. “You’re gonna mess up. Probably a lot. But that doesn’t mean you’re not meant for this crazy bullshit. The best queens are the ones who rise through chaos—not avoid it.”

Loona blinked.

For just a moment...

That actually helped.

Bee smirked again. “Also, I have an outfit for your third-trimester glow-up. Chains, mesh, and just enough stretch. You’re welcome, sexy momma..”

Loona rolled her eyes.

***
Hell’s streets glowed with their usual sickly neon, twisted alleys and steam vents breathing out sulfur and song.

Blaze and Loona walked side-by-side, having left another class. A late one. One that included a disturbingly vivid childbirth video and a group therapy circle that dared to use the phrase “joyful pelvic expansion.”
Loona hadn’t spoken in ten minutes.

Her hands were clenched in her pockets. Her hoodie felt too tight. Her fur was itching. Her brain buzzed. Whenever she thought she had the answers, they slipped away. Nothing felt right for long.
Blaze kept glancing at her.

She was trembling.
Not visibly. Not to most.

But Blaze knew her too well.

He tried to ease the air. He always did.

“So,” he offered softly, “wanna hear a fun fact?”

No answer.

He cleared his throat. “Apparently babies in utero can recognize voices after six months. So technically, if we start yelling poetry now, the kid’ll come out with a love of terrible metaphors.”

Still nothing.

“Okay, okay,” Blaze chuckled nervously. “How about this—what if we raise the kid in a traveling haunted van? Like, ghost stories by day, drive-in horror movies by night, and—"

“Blaze,” Loona said.

One word. Sharp.

He stopped talking.

She stopped walking.

The street around them was quiet—Hell's version of quiet, anyway. Just flickering streetlamps, red smoke, and distant echoes of chaos.

Loona turned to face him, her eyes burning. “I can’t keep doing this,” she whispered. “I’m trying, Blaze. I really am. But I feel like I’m suffocating. All the time.”

Blaze’s smile faltered. “I know it’s a lot. But we’re getting through it, one step—”

“No!” she snapped. “Stop pretending it’s okay! Stop laughing like it’ll fix it!” Her voice cracked. Her chest rose and fell with trembling breaths. “I haven’t slept in days. My body’s not mine anymore. I can’t drink. I can’t fight. I can’t even breathe without being afraid I’m doing something wrong.”

She stepped forward, shaking now.

“What if it hates me? What if I hurt it? What if I screw up so bad it doesn’t survive?!”

“Loona—” Blaze reached for her.

She pulled away.

“You always try to make it better with your dumb jokes and warm hugs and soft eyes, and it just makes it worse, Blaze! Because I’m drowning and you’re acting like it’s a pool party!”

He flinched.

Silence.

Then… his voice, lower.

“I’m scared too. What if—”

Loona snarled.

She looked like she wanted to say something.

But something inside broke instead.
Her muscles tensed. Her teeth bared.

Her body shifted. The change was fast—violent.

Fur bristled. Her snout lengthened. Her claws sharpened. Her eyes glowed with pure infernal rage as bulk and feral energy took root. Multiple eyes opened, glaring down at Blaze.
A form she didn’t use often.
The one she rarely let slip.

But tonight… she was beyond control.

“Loona—!”

She lunged.

A blur of claws and fangs. A guttural growl tore from her throat as she slammed into Blaze, knocking him back hard into the alley wall. His head struck brick. Blood.

He didn’t fight back.

Even as her claws raked across his chest—he didn’t shift. He dodged instead, trying to keep ahead.
He could do more. Vicar Amelia’s blood sat dormant in him, a gift. It would give him strength. Speed. A form to match her.

But he didn’t. Wouldn’t.
He just looked into her eyes—pain, fear, and understanding written on his face as she slammed into him again, and a sharp, painful burn erupted throughout his torso.
And that’s what stopped her.

Not a punch.

Not a cry.

Just his eyes.
Wide.

Open.

Bleeding.

She froze mid-strike.

Looked down. Saw her claws. Saw him. Saw the blood.

Her own breath caught.

The rage shattered. The monster slipped.

Her form began to shrink—return.

And all that was left...

Was horror.
Blood.

There was so much blood.

It soaked into Blaze’s hoodie, down his chest, warm and fast, too fast—his body slumped against the alley wall, breathing shallow, blinking slowly. He didn’t speak. He just looked at her.

Like he still loved her.

And that was what shattered her completely.

Loona stumbled backward, claws trembling, eyes wide.

“No…”

Her legs gave out. She dropped to her knees beside him.

“No, no no no—I didn’t mean to—I didn’t—”

She grabbed his shoulders. Her paws smeared red.

He winced, ever so slightly.

That broke her even more.

“I’m sorry!” she screamed. “Blaze, please! I—I didn’t mean to—God, fuck, I—”

The monster inside her still echoed in her chest. Still burned behind her eyes.

What if this was the baby?
What if next time it wasn’t Blaze?

What if this was who she was?

Tears blurred her vision. She couldn’t breathe.

“HELP!” she screamed into the hellish void. “SOMEBODY FUCKING HELP!”

Her voice echoed off the alley walls—desperate, cracked.

There was no answer.

Just the smell of sulfur and blood.

Until…

The wind shifted.
A warm breeze, scented with cherry blossoms and old sunlight.

The alley began to glow—a light not from this realm.

Loona’s head snapped upward, teeth still bared, panic still surging.

A radiant glow bloomed above the alley, parting Hell’s crimson haze like paper peeling away.

And through it…

She descended.
Amaterasu.

The wolf goddess.

Her fur shimmered like sunlight through snow, and her glowing celestial markings pulsed with divine warmth. Her expression—usually calm, even playful—was suddenly serious. Focused. She hovered for only a breath before stepping into the alley like it was sacred ground, unbothered by Hell’s air.

Hell itself… paused.
The divine made flesh.

Loona could only gape, voice caught in her throat.

“You called,” Amaterasu said, her voice soft but ringing like a temple bell.

Loona blinked, choking on her own breath. “I—I didn’t know who—how did—”

Amaterasu knelt beside Blaze. Her paw hovered over his chest. Her light seeped in, slowing the bleeding slightly, but not stopping it.

“Again, Blaze Morvane?” She sighed. “He needs healing beyond what can be done here. Your claws struck too deep. Too wild.”

Loona flinched like she’d been stabbed.

“I—I didn’t mean—” Her voice broke. “I’m becoming everything I was afraid of. I’m… I’m a god damn fucking monster.”

“No.” Amaterasu met her gaze—golden eyes full of light and fire. “You are a mother. Afraid. Uncertain. But not lost.”

Loona couldn’t stop shaking.

“He trusted me,” she whispered. “He trusted me, and I fucking hurt him. What if this happens again? What if I hurt—our kid—what if I—I don’t know what I’m doing!”

Amaterasu leaned closer, her presence both calming and unshakably solid.

“You have power. Rage. Fire. But you are not alone. You never were.” She touched Loona’s chest lightly, her divine warmth cutting through the fear like a knife. “There is strength in you, Loona. And there is time still to learn to control it. But for now…” Her gaze turned back to Blaze, her voice quiet and firm: “Help me carry him.”

Loona blinked. “What—?”

“The springs of my realm await. He will not survive here much longer. Come.”

Loona didn’t hesitate.

She lifted Blaze—gently, shaking, careful not to press where he was bleeding worst. His breath hitched, but he didn’t speak.

Amaterasu opened a glowing portal—cherry blossom petals dancing along its edges.

And together…

They carried him through the light.

CHAPTER SIX
Spring of Knowledge
The light swallowed them.

Hell vanished behind a curtain of warmth, and Loona was momentarily blinded. Not painfully—just… overwhelmed.
The divine air hit her like incense, floral and clean, a balm against her sweat-slick fur. The scent of cherry blossoms, rainfall, and a kind of peace she’d never known in her life surrounded her.

Birds sang.

Wind stirred the golden reeds of an endless meadow.

The sun shone—not the fake red burn of Hell, not the artificial flicker of the living world’s cities, but true light. Gentle. Patient.

A shrine of ancient origins rested on the hill’s crest, wrapped in ever-blooming sakura trees. Beyond it—glistening pools, steaming gently, carved into smooth stone.

The divine springs.

Loona stepped forward, almost dazed. “…This place is bullshit,” she muttered.

Amaterasu smiled faintly. “It’s not Heaven, dear. We do things better here.”

Loona snorted softly. “Less harp, more spa?”

“Less judgment. More healing.”

They laid Blaze upon a silk bed of woven light and flora near one of the spring basins. His breathing was shallow but steady. The warmth around him pulsed gently as the spring’s magic began its work.

Even unconscious… he turned toward Loona. His lips parted slightly. “Loon…”

She froze. Her chest squeezed tight. The guilt burned anew.

Amaterasu stepped beside her, placing a paw gently on her shoulder. “He will mend. But you…” She turned her eyes to a second spring, smaller, secluded behind a bamboo curtain. “…you need space to listen.”

The Inner Spring waited.
The water steamed gently as Amaterasu disrobed, her divine robes melting into silken light. Her body was the definition of a fertile goddess. Curvy and divine in all the ways that spoke power without words. She stepped into the water like it was a return home—fluid, graceful, weightless.

Loona followed in silence.

Her clothes fell awkwardly, her steps hesitant. She slipped into the pool slowly, letting the heat rise around her. It soaked into her bones, into her aches, into the screaming parts of her mind.

Steam curled like spirits above the surface.

Amaterasu sat with her arms resting on the edge, her mane flowing in the water, fur glowing softly.

Loona sat opposite her, hugging her knees under the water.

Neither spoke for a time.

Then, softly, Amaterasu broke the silence. “You think you’ve failed.”

Loona’s throat clenched. “I know I did.”

“You lost control.”

“I almost killed the one person who believes in me. How the hell am I supposed to be a mom when I can’t even be—me?”

Amaterasu’s eyes didn’t leave hers. “There is no soul more uncertain than a mother. And no strength more tested.”

She shifted slightly in the water, the soft ripples lapping against Loona’s arms.

“Do you think you are the first to fear yourself? To doubt what you will be? Every mother carries that fear. Even I did.”

Loona blinked. “You? The great celestial she-wolf? Creator of the sun and seasons and whatever else that damn mural back there was about?”

Amaterasu smiled faintly. “I was the first mother. I had no one to learn from. No guides. No scrolls. Only instinct and hope. And I made many mistakes. Some that scarred the heavens themselves.” She reached over and touched the surface of the spring.

The ripples formed images—fleeting, shimmering.

A tiny divine pup, lashing out. Cries. A firestorm. An accident. Amaterasu kneeling in the ash, alone.

Loona’s ears twitched. “…What happened?”

“I screamed at the stars,” Amaterasu whispered. “That I wasn’t enough. That I was made to birth light, not raise it. And when I was done, and my anger cooled…” She looked Loona dead in the eyes. “…I began again.”

The ripples faded.

She leaned forward. “You will mess up, Loona. You will fall. You will scream. But that does not mean you are broken. That does not mean your child will be doomed.”

Loona swallowed hard, her chest shaking. “I’m scared it’ll be like me,” she said quietly. “Loud. Angry. Feral.”

“It will be like you,” Amaterasu said. “But that doesn’t mean it will be lost.”

Loona looked down at her hands in the water. For once, she didn’t feel like her claws were meant for hurting. “…How do I know I’ll be enough?”

Amaterasu reached out and gently took Loona’s paw. “You’ll know,” she whispered, “because one day, that child will cry… and you will be the only one who can calm them.”

Loona’s eyes welled. Not with rage. Not with guilt.

But something gentler.

Scared.

But steady.

Hope.

“Your path will not be easy,” Amaterasu said, rising gently from the water. “But you are not walking it alone. And now…” She extended a paw toward the curtain of bamboo. “…he’s waking.”

The curtain of bamboo shifted gently as Loona stepped through, steam trailing from her fur. Her hair clung to her neck and shoulders, droplets of water tracing down her arms. Her breathing was steadier now. Not calm, but anchored.
Amaterasu moved beside her, calm and radiant, a quiet presence at her side.

The shrine’s glow had softened. The sun now hung low in the sky of this sacred realm—eternal twilight painted in shades of peach and gold. Cherry blossoms drifted through the air like slow, sacred snow.

Blaze lay where they had left him—upon the silk-lined stone bed at the edge of the main spring. The divine waters glistened faintly beneath his form, drawn into his wounds like a balm.

He stirred.

A soft groan.

Then—

“Loon…?”

Loona’s heart caught. She moved quickly to his side, kneeling beside him. “Hey,” she whispered, brushing his soaked hair out of his face. “Hey, I’m here.”

His eyes opened slowly—hazy, unfocused. Blood no longer poured from him, but red streaks stained his fur like old war paint. His hand, weak but responsive, reached up and barely touched her cheek. “You’re okay?” he murmured.

She laughed. It broke just a little. “You’re the one who almost died, dumbass.”

His lips curled into a faint smile. “Still lookin’ good, though.”

Loona leaned down and pressed her forehead to his. “Shut up.”

They stayed there for a moment—forehead to forehead, tears hot at the corners of her eyes, breath shaky. Not from fear now.

But release.

“I lost control,” she whispered.

“I know.”

“I hurt you.”

“I know,” he said gently. “And I’m still here.”

Her claws trembled against the edge of the stone. “I don’t want to become something our child is afraid of. I don’t want to be my worst day. I don’t want them to be afraid of me…”

Blaze’s hand—barely strong enough—cupped hers. “They won’t be,” he said. “Because you’re doing what they need. You’re fighting for it. You’re trying.”

She blinked.

Then let the tears fall.

Amaterasu stepped back, watching with a quiet reverence. She said nothing. She didn’t need to.

Loona pressed herself against Blaze’s side carefully, nestling close but not hurting him. His arm, weakly, wrapped around her shoulder.

For the first time in weeks… the silence wasn’t hollow.

She closed her eyes.

Let herself feel the warmth again.

A faint kick stirred in her lower belly.

Blaze flinched. “...Was that—?”

Loona blinked. Then looked down.

Her paw moved to the spot.

It happened again.

This time… softer. But real.

She didn’t cry from panic.

She laughed.

Softly.

Wet and breathless and amazed.

Blaze chuckled too, barely above a whisper. “That’s our kid.”

Loona stared at her belly. “It kicked me in the middle of an emotional breakdown. Little shit.”
“Already got attitude,” Blaze smiled.

Loona looked at him. Then at her stomach.

And, maybe…

She didn’t feel like she was falling.

She felt like she was becoming.
The divine twilight lingered, casting soft amber hues across the stones, water, and petals as Loona and Blaze sat near the spring’s edge—wrapped in soft cloths provided by Amaterasu’s shrine attendants, who may or may not have been made entirely of mist and divine will.

Blaze sat upright now, though his movements were slow. A cloth pressed gently to the last of his healing wounds. Loona sat beside him, her tail curled around her own legs for once—not to protect herself, but just resting.
They were quiet.

But it wasn’t silence.

It was peaceful.
“…I didn’t mean to snap at you,” Loona finally said, her voice low. “I just… I felt like I was spinning out. I lost control.”
Blaze looked over at her with tired but warm eyes. “I know. I pushed too hard to keep things light. It’s how I cope. I didn’t mean to devalue how you felt.”

“You almost died,” she muttered.

“You almost didn’t let yourself feel anything until it all exploded,” he replied gently.

She winced. Then nodded. “…Yeah.”

They sat a little closer.

Blaze rested a paw on her belly—lightly, respectfully. Loona didn’t flinch this time.

She even leaned into it.

“I didn’t think the first time she kicked would be after I clawed open my boyfriend,” she muttered. “Real fucking Hallmark moment.”

“Hey. That kid’s already got timing.”

“Or a sick sense of humor.”

Blaze smirked. “Wonder where they got that from.”

A soft clink interrupted them.

Amaterasu knelt beside them with a small lacquered tray, two shallow cups of porcelain and a gently steaming flask of golden liquid.

“Divine sake,” she said calmly. “Infused with calming moonblossom. Brewed in serenity. Blessed by the stars.”

Loona blinked. “...That sounds dangerous.”

“It’s not,” Amaterasu replied. “One or two sips won’t harm your child. And I dare say… it may help more than it hurts.”

Loona hesitated.

Amaterasu’s gaze didn’t waver. “There is a difference between indulgence and healing, child. This is not escape. This is anchor.”

Loona stared at the cups. Then snatched one up like a wolf starved. “Thank fuck.”

Blaze laughed softly. “Parched, huh?”

“Blaze, I almost bit you in half. I deserve a god damn drink.”

She sipped it.
Her whole body shuddered.
The warmth wasn’t just alcohol—it was emotional. It tingled through her limbs like being wrapped in a perfect memory. Familiar but far away.

She blinked back tears.

Not the ugly ones.

Just… honest ones.

Blaze took his own cup and drank. His tail curled lazily behind him. “You know,” he said, glancing at her belly, “I still don’t know what we’re doing.”

“Same.”

“But I think we’re gonna be okay.”

Loona looked at him. Then at Amaterasu, who had seated herself across from them, her own cup untouched but waiting. “…What if I mess up again?” Loona asked quietly.

Amaterasu looked up. “Then you learn. You kneel, you cry, you mend. Then you keep going.”

“What if I turn into that thing again?”

“Then next time,” Blaze said, finishing her thought gently, “you tell me before it boils over. You let me help before you feel like exploding.”

Loona looked down. Then nodded. “Okay.” She leaned her head on his shoulder. Not because she was tired—but because she could.

Amaterasu finally lifted her own cup, raising it slightly. “To the mothers who break,” she said, voice rich like the springs, “and rise again anyway.”

Loona raised hers. “To the idiots who stick with them.”

Blaze raised his. “To the kid who’ll probably be more dangerous than both of us.”

The three cups touched with a soft, divine clink.
And for the first time in what felt like weeks…

Loona smiled. Really smiled.

CHAPTER SEVEN
Another Side
The cups had long since emptied.
The light of the divine realm dimmed to a soft violet dusk—never dark, never threatening. Just gentle. Safe. Loona had dried off and redressed, her fur still carrying the faint scent of cherry blossoms and star-metal steam.

Blaze, now upright and visibly better, stretched slowly beneath the shrine gate with a quiet groan. "Still sore. But less... dying. So that's an improvement."

“You’ll live,” Loona muttered, bumping his hip with hers. “Unfortunately.”

He gave her a tired grin. “Hey, you begged me to stick around.”

“Oh please, I just need you to carry the baby bag when I inevitably kick someone’s face in during labor.”

“See? Teamwork.”

They were almost ready to leave when Amaterasu—ever graceful, ever composed—spoke from just behind them:

“One last thing.”

They turned. Blaze tilted his head, mid-reach for the portal band as he opened it.
Amaterasu crossed her arms and looked to Loona. “My dear, if I may be so bold.”
Loona’s left ear flicked and she stopped. “Yeah?”

“You know as well as I do that Blaze leaves trails wherever he steps. However, perhaps a trail neither of you have ever walked before could be of helpful insight?”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

Amaterasu leaned in and whispered, and Loona’s eyes? They widened.

“You’re shitting me. Seriously?”

The goddess smiled. “It’s up to you. An option to see the ‘What if’ even if only once.”

Loona just stood there. Processing.

Amaterasu chuckled softly. “It’s up to you. Just this once with clearance. But keep those rules in mind.”
Loona let that settle.

It wasn’t… wrong.

And weirdly? It didn’t scare her.

She looked at Blaze, then back to Amaterasu. “If one of them tries to call me step-mom or makes weird incest jokes, I’m shoving everyone down a portal to Satan’s asshole.”

Amaterasu smiled. “You’ll find your path. As all mothers do.”

And with that, the wind gently stirred.

***
The living realm’s early evening sun dipped just behind the skyline, casting neon reflections off polished windows and the glimmering surface of the city’s lake. Lights buzzed to life on the main street—cafes, game shops, and a retro-style arcade tucked between two buildings, lit up in shifting rainbow LEDs and blasting muffled 8-bit music from within.

Loona exhaled and adjusted her hoodie as she approached the door, tail flicking behind her with visible hesitation. She looked at the portal device around her wrist. The realm she now stood in? Familiar, yet not at the same time. She’d moved quietly. All it took was Mistral’s tech, a small touch of Blaze’s blood while he slept, and the portal crystal merged together to let her do this.

Another timeline, where Blaze’s, not her Blaze’s, daughter’s waited.

“She’s just a girl,” she muttered. “A flirt. A brat. Probably glued to her phone. I’ve survived worse.”

She pushed open the door, letting the wall of synthwave, flashing screens, and sugar-scented air slap her in the face.

And there she was.

Ember Gleam Morvane.
Perched in front of a rhythm game machine like it was a throne, paws flying over the glowing buttons to a ridiculously fast beat, purple and white streaked hair bouncing as she moved with the music. Her cropped tank read “NOT A ROLE MODEL” in bold white letters, and her fur—a soft light pink with lilac undertones—seemed to practically shimmer under the lights.

Her tail wagged lazily with each combo.

Score: S+ Perfect Combo.
The track ended.

The machine erupted in anime-styled applause.

Ember spun, blew a kiss to the screen, and turned just as Loona approached.

“Whew. Thought that song was gonna outpace me—oh. Hey. Liked what you saw?.”

Her grin was wide. Familiar. Just enough Blaze in it to be unnerving.

“You’re Ember?” Loona said, crossing her arms. “Blaze’s kid? Or one of them?”

“Yep, what of it?”

She’d played her response out multiple times. If these truly were going to be Blaze’s kids, then they’d understand.

“Name’s Loona. Hellhound. I’m your dad’s girlfriend from another timeline. Recently pregnant and came to see how the three of you turned out. I dunno.”

Ember raised an eyebrow, looking Loona up from paws to ears. Then? She smirked. “Other daddy’s new hot fling. Nice.”
That was it. The proof she needed. “You’re not questioning that? At all?”
Ember shrugged and skipped to a vending machine. She kicked it and a candy bar fell out, which she opened. “You totally seem dad’s type. Dangerous. Cool. Mysterious. And other timeline? Not the goofiest thing I’ve heard involving him. So, we gonna do this or what?”

Loona crossed her arms. “Yeah. Whatever.”
Ember stepped off the pad with a slight sway in her hips and a mischievous glint in her eye. “Awesome. Time to game and bond, future step-mama?”

Loona’s eye twitched. “I will throw you through that DDR machine.”

Ember snorted and grabbed a nearby soda cup. “Kidding. Mostly. Just wanted to see if I could make you flinch.”

“You’d need better material.”

“Ooooh. Hot and spiky. You are dad’s type.”

Loona growled softly but didn’t walk away.

Ember gestured to the game pad. “Well, since you’re here, care to get your ass handed to you by the next generation? This one’s free.”

Loona cracked her neck. “That sounds like a challenge, brat.”

“Oh, it is. I even got the perfect track.” She tapped the menu. “'Neon Soul Meltdown.’ Dad’s favorite from the synthwave playlist.”

“Cute,” Loona muttered. Still the same dumbass, even here.
They took their places.

Lights flared.

The beat dropped.

It. Was. Chaos.
Buttons smashed. Tails whipped. Trash talk flew back and forth.

“You’re off tempo!”

“You blinked first, loser!”

“Gotta keep up, Grandma!”

“Say that again and I’ll end you!”

Loona was barely hanging on by the end—but she made it through.

Final score?

Ember: S
Loona: A-
“Damn,” Ember whistled. “You’ve actually got reflexes. Color me impressed.”

Loona was panting. “You train in that thing or something?”

Ember laughed. “I come here every week to destroy teenagers' self-esteem and flirt with employees for free tokens. Gotta stay sharp.”

They wandered toward the vending machines. Loona grabbed a bottle of water, Ember a mango soda.

For a second… quiet.

Then Ember looked over at her. “So… how far along?”

Loona froze mid-drink. “Seriously?”

“I’m not being weird,” Ember said, hands up. “Just curious. You said daddy sexbang from your world, right? Bet you’ve got him glowing like he just discovered feelings again. Better than all the others.”

Loona blinked. “…Two months.”

Ember nodded. “Congrats. For real.”

Loona glanced over. “You’re not weirded out by this shit?”

“Why would I be? My dad’s dating a total badass, and now there’s another sibling in another timeline I can corrupt in like… five years.” She winked. “I win.”

Loona stared. “You’re insane.”

“Genetics.” Ember leaned against the wall. “For what it’s worth… I think you’re gonna do fine. If that’s why you’re here. He will too.”

Loona looked away, her voice quieter now. “You don’t know that.”

“Nope. But I know him. And you haven’t bolted it seems. That counts for something, right?
Loona didn’t answer right away.

Then…

“…Thanks.”

Ember gave her a toothy grin. “Anytime, other-worldly-step-mama.”

Loona growled again. “Don’t. Push it.”

***

The air was cooler this side of the city.

Quiet suburban streets lined with row homes, all clean lines and creeping ivy, buzzing with just enough life to feel real but not loud. The kind of place people who hated drama pretended they weren’t dramatic.

Siest Morvane lived in a second-floor unit above a holistic bookstore-slash-café called “Moondust & Matcha.”
Loona stared at the wooden stairs for a moment. “…Why the fuck am I nervous?”

She didn’t knock.

She didn’t need to.

The door opened before her hand could lift.

And there stood Siest.
Light blue fur like the cool of a dusk-lit lake. One eye a brilliant gold, the other soft azure. A cropped hoodie and joggers. Slippers that looked like they hadn’t moved in three days. Her ears were relaxed, her eyes half-lidded… but alert.

Loona barely opened her mouth when—

“Hi. Yes. I know.”

“…Know what?”

“You’re Loona. Hellhound. Another timeline with dad. You’re pregnant. You clawed my dad in bed. Also, your Hell hoodie is three seasons old, but it’s fine—vintage is back.”

Loona’s mouth slowly shut. “…How do you know any of that?”

Siest shrugged. “Twitter. Dream analysis boards. My sister already posted about you and messaged us saying you were coming. Concern over you or my dad being fit parents.”
“...What?”

“Come in,” Siest deadpanned, stepping aside.

The apartment was both hyper-clean and cluttered.

A ring light in one corner. A stack of half-read books and DIY psychology journals on another. The kitchen glowed purple. Everything smelled like lavender and old coffee. Screens dotted the walls—social media dashboards, digital feeds, a livestream of a ferret wedding.

Loona raised an eyebrow. “Your life is… weirdly organized.”

“I call it curated chaos,” Siest said, flopping into a beanbag without grace. “Want a juice box? Or existential dread?”

Loona blinked. “…Juice.”

Siest passed her a guava-pineapple juice box without looking.

“You and I won’t have a lot in common,” Siest said as Loona sat down. “Age gap, life experience, bloodline situation… parent trap implications. Dad’s  realm leaps caused some weird ripples it seems. Cool.”
Loona snorted. “Yeah. Your dad and your grandma. Real soap-opera shit. Guess it’s the same here.”

“Agreed,” Siest said flatly. “But honestly? It’s not the weirdest thing Dad’s done.”
Loona stared. “You’re taking this real well.”

Siest sipped her own juice. “I don’t panic. I post. There’s a difference. Other timelines? Not a surprise.”

“…my Satan.”

“I keep things factual.” Siest finally turned her head. “And fact is—this version of the Blaze you love isn’t yours of course. You’re here seeking validation.”
Loona blinked.

“I can tell you’re nervous. Understandable. Grandma says dad was the same. He panicked. Was a wreck. But he managed. Three daughters by three different women. Did he and mom… well, my mother, his grandmother… did they—”

Loona’s ear flicked. “Fuck. Even in this world he’s a god damn motherfucker.” She snorted into a laugh. “Yeah. Yeah, they did. Damn it, Blaze.”
“Some patterns remain the same then.”
“…And you’re okay with that?”

Siest smirked. “Why do you think I set up the ferret wedding feed? I knew I was gonna cry today. Emotions are easy to handle if you can predict them.”
Loona looked away for a moment, expression uncertain. “I’m… still figuring this out.”

“I know. I also know you’re wondering if dad is cool. The answer’s yes.”

“You’re sure?”

“Yes.”
They sat there in the glow of the weirdly aesthetic living room, sipping juice boxes like the world wasn’t spinning.

Finally, Siest looked at her with those mismatched eyes and added—

“I don’t know how I can help. I'm not a mentor. I'm not mom. But if you ever need someone to listen—without judgment, and with at least three good filters—I’m here. If we ever meet again. Also, I won’t speak of this. Crossing timelines can be disastrous.”
Loona gave her a long look.

Then nodded.

“Thanks.”

Siest fist-bumped her. “Legend.”

***

The auto garage wasn’t marked with any kind of flashy sign.

Just a corrugated iron door, a flickering neon OPEN light, and a scent trail of motor oil and charred rubber that led down the side alley off the main road. Noise thumped from inside—metal clangs, music, someone cursing out a wrench.

Loona flicked her ear at the sound of Slamcore 2099 pulsing from a cheap speaker.

Then the garage door slid up, and Amaryllis stepped out, wiping grease from her hands with a rag that was doing a pretty terrible job of it.

She was tall. Almost Loona’s height. Magenta mane  bouncing in thick, unbrushed waves tied with spare cords. Her fur was a warm reddish cream—Jenna’s colors—but her eyes? That sharp glint of Blaze’s mischief. Goggles pushed up on her forehead. Tank top stained. Jeans torn at the knees. Boots caked in something that definitely wasn’t paint.

She paused, eyeing Loona with a mix of curiosity and challenge.

“You must be the bitch who’s been stealing my dad’s heart elsewhere.”

Loona’s lip curled automatically. “…You must be the brat who broke a spark plug in your own mouth when you were five. Heard it from your sister.”
Amaryllis blinked. Then snorted. “Okay. Okay. I like you already.” She tossed the rag aside, held out her paw. “Amaryllis. Blaze’s first pain in the ass. Garage boss, part-time hellraiser, full-time disappointment depending on which of our moms you ask.”

Loona shook it firmly. “Loona. Full-time I.M.P. hellhound. Pregnant. Overwhelmed. Still capable of ripping someone’s throat out with my damn teeth. From another timeline. You probably heard that.”

“See? Now I get why he’d like you.”

They walked into the garage, the scent of oil, exhaust, and adrenaline hanging like a second skin. A few cars sat mid-repair, one motorcycle up on a lift.

Amaryllis motioned toward a rolling stool. “Sit if you want. Or don’t. I’m not your mom. Or your weird demon-doctor-grandma. Whatever Mistral counts as in your world.”

“She’s terrifying,” Loona muttered.

“And unironically the reason I graduated,” Amaryllis replied. “I still have dreams where she threatens to repossess my lungs if I miss a shift.”

They sat. Amaryllis cracked open a can of something suspiciously unlabeled and chugged it.

Loona glanced sideways. “So you work here full-time?”

“Yep. Building up a custom racer. Also fixing the garbage other people think they can drive. Keeps my hands busy. Keeps my head clear.” A pause. “…You ever get the feeling like your whole brain’s a pressure cooker? That if you don’t grip a wrench or break something you might go nuclear?”

Loona blinked. “Every goddamn day.”

Amaryllis grinned.

There was something easy about the way they fell into it after that.

Not deep talk. Not therapy. Just two women used to surviving, figuring out how not to strangle each other. They talked bikes. Music. Dumb mistakes Blaze had made in both worlds. The time Amaryllis caught him crying to a soap opera rerun. The time Loona accidentally tackled him into a Hell vending machine.

Then—

“So… this kid thing,” Amaryllis said after a while, voice softer. “Worried?”
Loona tensed.

“I’m not gonna give you advice,” she said quickly. “I’m not Ember. Or Siest. Or Mom. I don’t do sappy.”

Loona nodded.

“But…” Amaryllis picked up a wrench and spun it between her fingers. “…I think you’re already doing better than half the people I know who’ve popped out kids. Certainly more composed than dad was with us.”

“How?”

“You give a shit. You’re here. That’s rare.”

Loona stared at the floor for a long second. Then nodded. “Yeah. I do.”

Amaryllis flicked a switch on a portable fan. It kicked on with a whine. Her ears twitched. “…Dad did right by us,” she added. “Even with all the insanity. Never acted like we were mistakes. Treated us like we were wanted. This though? Something real? It’s big.” She looked up, finally meeting Loona’s eyes. “Doesn’t matter how angry or broken or confused you feel. Just need to do it.”
“…You’re alright, kid,” Loona muttered.

Amaryllis smirked. Then lit a cigarette. “You think I’m cool now, wait till I teach that baby to hotwire your future minivan.”

Loona growled, but swiped a puff of the cigarette. “I swear on Hell’s cracked pavement—”

Laughter echoed through the garage.

For once, it wasn’t sarcastic.

It wasn’t tense.

It was real.

***

The portal flickered with a swirl of light and energy. Loona gazed into the path that lead back to her own time. 

Right now?

She paused, and gazed back to the setting sun as the wind blew through her hair. Somewhere out there in this world was another Blaze—a Blaze that didn’t belong to her. Which meant, that somewhere out in this world in the depths of Hell was a Loona… without her dumbass. Her heart ached, if only for a moment.

Then it was gone.

It made her realize how thankful she was to have him and all his stubborn, stupid antics.

She turned back to the portal and drew a heavy breath. “Hope you’re doing okay out there. Let someone in once in a while. Might surprise you.”
She stepped through and it closed behind her.

***

She sat alone on the apartment roof.

The city below buzzed faintly—just enough to remind her life kept moving.

A wind brushed her fur gently, not cold, but brisk, like it wanted her to stay awake.

The sun was just dipping below the edge of the world, fire-orange and fading pink. Hell always felt loud, even when it wasn’t. But here, in the living world—on this rooftop—there was a rare thing:

Stillness.
Loona pulled her hoodie tighter, tail curled beside her like a coiled thought. Her knees were pulled close, a faint bump visible beneath her worn sweater.

Two months.

She could feel it now.

Not just in her body.

But in her soul.

And maybe that’s what scared her more than anything.

Her reflection in the metal railing nearby wasn’t the same as it used to be. Her fur was still sharp. Her glare still mean. But there was something… softer in her eyes now. Like her body was bracing for war, but her heart was starting to hope again—and that was the most dangerous thing of all.

She thought back.

Back to the orphanage.
Lonely nights. Locked doors. Screaming matches with people who pretended to care. Being punished for having feelings. Being told she was too much. Being told she was nothing.
Back to Blitz.
His manic love. His failures. His trying, even when he screwed it all up. She still didn’t know if he saved her… but he certainly tried.
Back to Blaze.
The way he let her be angry. The way he laughed even when she snarled. The way he didn’t run, even after she nearly tore him apart.

She clenched her paws, eyes shut.

And then… her mind drifted lower.

To that heartbeat inside her.

Still faint. Still early.

But real.

Alive.

A life she didn’t ask for.

A life she almost resented.

And yet…

“I can do better.”

The words came out before she knew she’d said them.

Her throat tightened.

Her eyes burned.

“I will do better.”

She wouldn't sugarcoat the world for them. Wouldn’t lie and pretend it was safe or kind. But they’d never feel what she felt.

They wouldn’t cry themselves to sleep thinking they were broken. Wouldn’t fight just to be seen. Wouldn’t carry their pain like a weapon.

They’d know love that wasn’t conditional.
She’d protect that.

No matter what.
Even if it meant giving up her vices. Her armor. Her walls. Even if it meant becoming something she never thought she could be.

She took a slow breath.

The sunset caught the edge of her fur, painting her in soft gold.

“I don’t care what Hell thinks. Or Heaven. Or anyone.” She looked down at her belly. “At the end of all this… I’m gonna be a mom.” Her lip twitched. Then curled into the smallest, most defiant smile. “And I’m gonna be a good one.”

CHAPTER EIGHT
Daddy Issues
The lights at I.M.P. were dim, most of the crew off for the day. The office was unusually quiet—no explosions, no imp firecrackers, not even Moxxie’s soft classical music bleeding through the bathroom walls.

Just the soft clack of Blitzø’s boots echoing faintly as he restocked the filing cabinet—badly, by the way. Everything was labeled wrong, and he was humming off-key to something that didn’t exist.

Loona stood in the doorway.

Watching him.

Listening.

Bracing.

She hadn’t knocked. He hadn’t noticed her yet. Which gave her one last second to turn around and leave before it got real.

But she didn’t.

“…Blitz.”

He jumped hard enough to drop an entire folder of contracts across the floor.

“FUCK—don’t sneak up on me like that, jeezus—” His voice trailed off when he turned around. “Loony Tunes?”

His eyes flicked over her. Noticing. The way she was standing. The way she wasn’t scowling for once. The way she looked… different.
“Hey,” she muttered.

“…Hey.”

Silence.

She shuffled awkwardly into the room, claws scraping gently on the tile. “You, uh… got a second?”

“For you? Always. What’s up? Did you punch someone at class? Please tell me it was Moxxie.”

She smirked—just a little. Then shook her head. “No. It’s nothing like that.”

Blitzø leaned back against the edge of the desk. His smile softened. “Alright, kid. Shoot.”

Loona swallowed. “This… isn’t easy to say. But I’ve been thinking a lot. About the past. Me. You.”

He straightened just a bit.

Her voice stayed low.

“I used to think you were just some… manic freak trying to fix something in me that couldn’t be fixed. You gave me a job. A home. You tried to be a dad. And I pushed back. A lot.”

Blitzø opened his mouth to speak, but Loona lifted a hand—wait.

“I still think you suck at being fucking normal. And you were terrible at boundaries. But… you tried. When no one else gave a damn, you did.” She looked him straight in the eye. “I never said thanks. Not really.”

Blitzø’s voice cracked just slightly when he said, “You… don’t have to thank me. You’re my kid.”

“I know,” she said quietly. “But you deserve it anyway.” Another pause.

And then, her tone shifted—low, almost shy.

“…thank you. For everything.”
Blitz’s lower lip quivered, but he swallowed it down. The one tear was flicked away like it didn’t exist. “Holy shit, still can’t fucking believe I’m gonna be a… I mean, not really, but like… kind of? A granddad? Like Hot Grandpa Blitzø?!”

“Oh my god, don’t ever say that again,” she muttered, groaning.

Blitzø laughed—too loud, too long. “This is so weird! I always thought I’d be a granddad after some freak accident or weird orgy mix-up! But no! My actual kid is having a damn kid!”

He looked at her again. A little misty now.

“…You scared?”

Loona hesitated. Then nodded. “Terrified.”

Blitzø stepped forward. Paused.

Then slowly, gently…

…wrapped his arms around her.

She stiffened—instinctively—but didn’t pull away.

Instead, she leaned into it.

Into him.

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

She let him hold her.

He didn’t say anything dumb.

Didn’t ruin it.

Just held her like someone who finally got to show the love they always had—without the chaos, without the yelling, without the guilt.

Just… love.

When they finally pulled apart, Blitzø sniffed dramatically.

“You have to let me spoil this kid. I’m talking, like, battle armor strollers. Fireproof diapers. Maybe a rocket pony. Fuck, gonna give them everything.”

Loona smirked. “Try anything weird, and I’m throwing your ass out a window.”

“God, I’m so proud of you.”

She looked at him for a second longer.

Then whispered—

“Thanks… Dad.”

***

The door to Blaze’s apartment creaked softly as Loona stepped inside.

The late afternoon light filtered through the blinds, casting gold stripes across the living room—dust motes drifting lazily in the air like sleeping spirits.

Blaze was on the couch, wrapped in a soft grey hoodie and faded sweatpants, a mug of something steaming on the side table. His posture still held a bit of stiffness—his side bound with gauze where the wound hadn’t quite finished healing.
A faint scar peeked past the edge of his shirt. New. Raw. Earned.
Loona stood in the doorway for a moment. Silent. Watching.

Blaze didn’t need to turn to know it was her.

“I heard the door,” he said softly. “Didn’t want to call out. Wasn’t sure if you needed quiet.”

“…I did.”

He smiled faintly at that.

In the other room, Goumang sat with a book across her knees, pretending not to eavesdrop with ears perked. When she caught Loona’s eye, she closed it gently and walked past them—quiet, respectful. No smugness.

Just understanding.

Mangle offered a gentle digital wave from the kitchen before retreating with Mal0, who flickered briefly in glitchy silence before following, numbers dimming.

They were alone now.

Loona stepped forward, claws soft on the floor, until she stood in front of him.

Blaze looked up.

His eyes—the same light pink as ever—held something new in them.

Pain, yes. But behind that…

Hope.
“…Hey,” he said.

She sat beside him. “…Hey.”

They didn’t rush the hug.

Didn’t throw themselves into a movie kiss or some cheesy montage.

They just sat.

Close.

Together.

After a moment, she gently placed her hand over the one resting on his knee. He looked down at it. Twined his fingers with hers. She leaned into his side, careful of the healing scar, resting her head on his shoulder. “You’re still hurting,” she whispered.

“I’ll live,” he said with a weak chuckle. “Scar’s healing faster than my ego.”

“I could’ve killed you.”

“But you didn’t.”

She was silent. Then: “I saw Blitz.”

He smiled again. “He cry?”

“Snotted like a broken hydrant.”

“I love that man.”

“I told him.”

“Told him what?”

“…thank you. For everything he did. Called him dad.”

Blaze blinked. Looked down at her again.

Her eyes were glossy, but dry. Her voice steady, but raw. “And I told him… I’m gonna do better.”

Blaze squeezed her paw. “You already are.”

She looked down at his chest—where the new scar sat. “Do you hate me for what I did?”

“I’ve died before,” Blaze said softly. “That time, it was different. I didn’t feel anger. I saw you. The real you. Not the snarling one. Not the scared one. You were just… breaking.”

She swallowed. “I don’t want to be that. Not for our kid.”

“You won’t be.”

“How do you know?”

Blaze turned, gently placed his forehead against hers. “Because even in your worst moment… you screamed for help. You didn’t run. You fought yourself. That’s what a good mom does.”

Another silence.

But this one wasn’t heavy.

It was full of something else.

Something calm.
She pulled his arm around her and laid her head on his chest—right near the heartbeat beneath the scar. “Feels like we’re finally past the storm,” she muttered.

Blaze kissed the top of her head. “We’re not past it,” he whispered.

“…No?”

“We’re in it. But now… we’ve got a ship that sails.”

She closed her eyes.

Let the quiet carry them.

Just two broken souls… trying to raise one whole one.

Together.

Blaze’s fingers gently stroked Loona’s fur. Her breathing had evened out. His heartbeat was calm. The moment was perfect.
Serene.

Sacred.

Healing.

Then—

BANG.
Something metallic exploded in the kitchen.

Followed immediately by the chirpy, glitched voice of Mangle: "T3$t r3sUlT—n0t opTimaL!" 

“…Oh, for fu—” Loona grumbled, ears immediately flattening.

Then came a mechanical scuttling noise. Loud. Fast. Followed by Mal0 popping her head around the corner, her glowing eyes wide and blinking in different frequencies.

"H3y~ D1d y0u guY$ m4ke up~? I th0ught I h3ard sn1fflinG. Or... m4ybe a sT3@m l34k~?"

Blaze buried his face in his paw.

“Guys,” he groaned, “seriously?”

A loud sigh echoed from the hallway.

Goumang, arms crossed and robes partially undone, leaned half out of her room, her face the portrait of utter deadpan judgment.

“If you’re going to sob into each other’s fur like a pair of hormonal drama novels, the rest of us would greatly appreciate a little less noise. Some of us are trying to decode aetheric genomes without being emotionally assaulted.”

Loona blinked. “Aetheric—what?”

“She’s been working with Mistral again,” Blaze mumbled. “Something about soul structure.”

Goumang’s tail twitched. “If your spawn ends up with three tails and a third eye, I’ll know which whimpering mess of DNA to blame.”

“Oh my god,” Loona growled, “I take back every soft thing I just said—"

Mal0 popped back around the corner with a towel on her head like a spa day guest, holding a half-eaten cookie. "S0 y0u'r3 n0t g0nna kilL 34ch oth3r anym0r3~? Yay~! Pl4ylist sAv3d~!"

Mangle poked a paw up from behind the kitchen island and threw a thumbs-up with a half-attached finger. “☆彡 LUV 1S GL1TCH-PROOF ☆彡”

“Okay,” Blaze muttered, pulling Loona up by the paw. “Time to go sit in the bedroom before the toaster starts giving relationship advice.”

“Too late,” chirped the AI inside their smart toaster from the shelf behind them. “Love is like bread: best when hot, and always rising.”

“I will throw you out the damn window,” Loona snapped.

Goumang, back in her room, called out dryly: “Do it. I dare you. The entertainment value alone would pay for repairs.”

Blaze dragged Loona toward the bedroom door, already laughing. “Come on. We’re leaving the clown circus.”

Mangle sang as they went:

"Mama Loonaaaa, Papa Blaaaze~
Drama, trauma, emotions for daaaays—"
The door shut behind them.

Blissful, blessed silence.

Loona let out a sigh, then started laughing under her breath. “…They’re insufferable.”

“They love you,” Blaze said with a grin, pressing his head gently to hers.

“More than they love you, apparently.”

“Oh, definitely.”

CHAPTER NINE
The Months Between
It started subtly. A softer curve beneath her hoodie at month three. Her pants no longer fit quite right. Blaze had joked once about how cute it was.
Loona responded by launching a throw pillow into his face hard enough to knock him off the couch.

Then cried five minutes later because “it was a really good fucking pillow and now it’s on the floor, you asshole.”

Blaze learned to shut the hell up about body changes.

Well, mostly.

Month four…

“Babe, you want anything from the store?”

“Yeah. Spicy pickled eggs. Dipped in Nutella.”

Blaze blinked. “That’s not food. That’s a crime.”

Loona stared. Deadpan.

“…I will eat drywall if you don’t bring me something to bite right now.”

Class was a whole other disaster.

Loona sat in the back with sunglasses on, hoodie over her ears, radiating fuck off energy. Blaze took notes enthusiastically like an overachieving nerd-dad.

When the instructor asked about safe sleeping positions for newborns, Loona raised her hand.

“Do you mean like baby burrito wrap, or ‘strap it to a rock and hope it naps’ kind of sleeping?”

Everyone stared.

Blaze gave a proud smile. “That’s my girl.”

Loona punched him in the ribs. Gently. Kind of.

Meanwhile, Mangle and Mal0 kept reorganizing the nursery without permission. Goumang had claimed the hallway for some kind of “spatial anchor experiment” involving incense and floating cubes. The toaster kept spouting baby name suggestions.

“Cyborgatron!”
“Rebootina!”
“Muffin!”
Loona threatened to disassemble it with her teeth.

Month five…
Blaze came home one day to find Loona in the kitchen.

Wearing one of his shirts.

Tears streaming down her face.

Eating shredded cheese out of the bag like it owed her money.

“…You okay?”

“I saw a video of a baby goat sneezing,” she sobbed, stuffing more cheese into her mouth. “It fell over and its little tail wagged. I am not emotionally stable enough for goats right now, Blaze.”

He gently took the cheese bag from her and gave her a soft hug. She let it happen. For like, three seconds. Then bit his shoulder.

She said it was affectionate.

He’s still not sure.
Month six…

The first real kick happened on the couch.

Loona was mid-rant about how ugly most baby onesies were “Why do they all have stupid ducks? My kid’s not gonna be a fucking duck.” when she stopped. Went quiet.

Then—

Kick.
She stared.

“…It moved.”

Blaze turned to her, heart skipping. “You sure?”

Loona grabbed his paw, pressed it to her belly.

Kick.
They locked eyes.

“…Shit,” she whispered, half laughing, half terrified. “It’s real. It’s… really fucking real.”

Blaze just smiled and kissed her.

Even the toaster shut up for that one.
Month seven…

Blaze was learning new things every day.

Like how to install a car seat, poorly. How to fold a onesie, impossible. How to function on four hours of sleep before the baby even arrived.

Loona was dealing with worse:

Back pain.

Swollen paws.

The entireity of Hell questioning how “the snarling I.M.P. girl” ended up expecting a kid with that wolf turned hellhound.
And yet...

Every day she looked more fierce. More beautiful. More ready.
Even when she didn’t feel it.

One night, curled up in bed, she looked at Blaze.

“...I’m scared again.”

Blaze brushed her bangs from her eyes. “Me too.”

“What if I screw this up?”

“You won’t.”

“How do you know?”

He leaned closer, whispered into her ear. “Because you’ve already decided not to.”

She didn’t cry. She didn’t bite him. She just… held him.

And that was enough.

***
Loona was suspicious.
She wasn’t dumb. She’d been alive long enough to recognize the warning signs:

Blaze was acting cagey.

Mangle had been too quiet.

Mal0 kept flashing distorted images of balloons in her glitches.

And the toaster kept saying cryptic things like: “You will be cleaned. You will be decorated. You will receive… gifts.”
“…What the fuck does that mean?” Loona growled, narrowing her eyes.

But Blaze had just smiled, wide and awkward.

“C’mon, babe. I just need you to… stand right there and close your eyes.”

“Why?”

“Because reasons.”

“Blaze—"

“Just. Trust me.”
She didn’t.

But she did it anyway.

And when the doors opened to the apartment’s completely transformed living space…

All hell broke loose.
Confetti poppers went off.

A glitched-out speaker exploded in an explosion of sparkles and static.

Someone, probably Blitzø, screamed, “SURPRISE, BITCH!”
And standing across the room in a rainbow of balloons, ribbons, snacks, and so many “It’s a ???” banners—

Everyone.
There was Millie and Moxxie, matching sweaters and smiles—Millie already cooing over baby shoes.

Blitzø, who somehow had managed to find a pink and black onesie that said "Straight Outta the Womb."
Mistral, holding a clipboard, already critiquing the structural stability of the crib like it was a medical device.
And then—oh boy—

Krystal, Roxanne, Queen Bee, Muru, Amaterasu, Kimiko, Highwire, Maid Marian,  Freya, Jenna, Aleu, Vicar Amelia, looming silently in the corner, Ninetails sipping wine while throwing shade, and even Goumang who looked like she wanted to kill someone—but was still there.
Even the toaster was gift-wrapped.

Loona’s eye twitched.

“I. Hate. This.”

“You love it,” Blaze whispered beside her, grinning.

“…Shut up.”

She waddled in, fully aware her tail hit three guests and knocked a fruit platter off the table.

Queen Bee buzzed over and kissed her cheek. “You look divine, bitch. Like a volcano about to blow. In a hot way.”

Kimiko held up a tiny pair of spiked baby gloves. “Think they’ll be fighting by one?”

“Please don’t encourage it,” Mistral muttered, already inspecting the pile of gifts for anything that could explode.

Loona passed the cake table where Jenna was gently rearranging the snacks and Aleu was laughing over something Freya had just grumbled in warrior-code.

Amaterasu raised a sake glass. “To motherhood! You’re going to shine, Loona. No matter what you think.”

“...Thanks. I think.”

Blitzø rushed in with a huge diaper-shaped piñata.

“Who wants to beat the SHIT out of baby stress?!”

The entire room cheered.

Mangle started playing victory music.

Mal0 projected the text:

"C0ngr4t$ y0u f3r4l b4be m0mma~!"
And Loona?

Loona stood in the middle of it all.

Overwhelmed.

Annoyed.

Emotional.

…Loved.

She blinked a few times. Looked over at Blaze, who was already covered in streamers and had frosting on his snout.

“I can’t believe you did this,” she muttered.

“You deserve it,” he replied. “You’ve fought every day. For us. For that little brat inside you. You’re not alone, Loona.”

She didn’t cry.

Not right away.

But when Roxanne handed her a custom baby carrier with flame decals and Vicar Amelia silently tucked a handmade stuffed wolf into her arms—

…she almost did.

Later, after the piñata was destroyed, the cake devoured, and Blitzø passed out face-first into a pile of pink wrapping paper, Loona sat on the couch.

Blaze beside her.

Hand on her swollen belly.

She wasn’t scared now.

She was tired.

But happy.

“…It’s chaos,” she whispered.

“Yep.”

“It’s our chaos.”

“Damn right.”

And from inside her?

One sharp little kick.

Like the baby agreed.

Loona was over it.

Everything hurt. Her back. Her feet. Her ribs. Even her rage. She couldn't sit right. Couldn't sleep. Couldn't drink. Couldn't smoke. Blaze had been brave enough to suggest she try prenatal yoga once. He nearly lost a limb.

So they stayed in Hell for the final stretch. Too many unknowns. Her body wasn’t exactly textbook—hellhound and carrying a child that might technically kick between dimensions if they weren’t careful. Blaze reinforced their room with protective runes. Mistral had enchanted a whole med-kit. Goumang had even threatened to remove Blaze’s soul through his teeth if anything happened on his watch.

And Loona?

She paced.

She growled.

She waited.
The air in Hell was heavy that night. Hot. Still.

Blaze lay on the bed reading through one of their baby books, mumbling aloud.
“Okay, so if the contractions are five minutes apart for at least an hour—”

SPLOOSH.
He blinked.

Looked slowly to his side.

Loona stood stiffly in the doorway to the bathroom. Soaking wet. Eyes wide. Tail puffed.

“…That’s not bathwater.”

She didn’t say anything.

She just let out a low, guttural:

“Fuuuuuck.”
Blaze dropped the book.

“Okay. Okayokayokayokayokay. This is fine. We practiced this. I got the bag. I got the—Where the fuck is my shirt?!”

Loona was already doubled over.

“FUCK!”

“Okay, contraction. That’s normal! Totally normal!”

“BLAZE I SWEAR TO HELL IF YOU SAY ‘NORMAL’ ONE MORE TIME I’LL RIP YOUR DICK OFF WITH MY BARE CLAWS—!”

“Right! Non-normal! Super exclusive pain experience! Got it!”

He grabbed the enchanted med-kit, Mistral’s emergency crystal, the soul-sanitized towels, the copy of ‘What to Expect When You’re Expecting the Unexpected’, and one flaming-hot cinnamon roll from the counter because panic made him hungry.

They rushed out of the apartment—

Just in time to see—

A glistening convertible pull up, black lacquer and gold trim, lights pulsing like a club floor.

And behind the wheel?

Queen Bee.
Wearing a tight top, short shorts, and shades. At night. In Hell.

She slid the shades down with a smirk.

“Daaaamn, mama, that belly is poppin'. Time’s up?”

Loona could barely speak. Another contraction hit and she half-collapsed into Blaze. “GET. US. TO. THE. FUCKING. HOSPITAL.”

Queen Bee opened the back door. “Get in, sluts.”

The ride through hell zipped by swiftly.

Loona growled and gripped Blaze’s arm like a vice, every contraction making her snarl unintelligible curses.

Blaze tried to breathe and offer support but also tried not to puke.

Bee drove like a maniac as she literally launched off a bridge to avoid traffic. “We ain’t stopping, bitch, this is birth or bust!”
They hit a sideways spin through an alley.

Loona screamed.

Queen Bee laughed. “This baby’s got style already! I can fucking feel it!”

As they near the hospital gates—

A minor demon tried to block the road for construction.
Bee didn’t even hesitate.

She launched over the guard post, flipped the car mid-air, and land edsideways in the hospital parking lot with a screech.

“WE’VE GOT A HOT BITCH IN LABOR!” she shouted.

Nurses came rushing.

“Are you the partner?” one asked Blaze.

“YES.”

“Are you the... sperm contributor?” another added, side-eyeing the chaos around them.

“YES???”

“Then let’s go!”

Loona, wheezing, sweating, roaring from pain, got wheeled inside as Blaze held her hand and Queen Bee trailed behind frantically texting people.

“Bless this baby with chaos and honey,” she intoned dramatically without even looking up.

And in those blinding hospital lights—those hell-hued corridors and magical wards—Loona looked up at Blaze with fury and fire and terror in her eyes.

“You better be ready,” she growled, her voice cracking.

Blaze squeezed her paw.

“Always.”

CHAPTER TEN
Roar of New Life
The scream echoed through the entire infernal maternity ward.

Windows cracked. Wards flickered.

A minor imp nurse actually fainted.
Inside the delivery room?

Carnage.
Loona was soaked in sweat, fur matted, teeth bared, absolutely feral.
Her growls rattled the walls, her tail lashed, and her claws were embedded deep in the side rail of the hospital bed. She’d already crushed one of the enchanted stress orbs.

Blaze, trying to stay calm, reached out with a soft voice.

“Loona, babe, just—here, squeeze my hand, I’ve got you—”

CRACK.
The bones snapped like twigs.

His scream almost matched hers.

“OKAYOKAYOKAY MAYBE NOT MY HAND—!”

Queen Bee cackled from behind the glass, sipping a neon martini. “Oh, that girl’s got grip!”

The doctor—an unnervingly calm demoness with five eyes and four arms—glanced at the monitor.

“Almost there. One more push!”

Loona snarled, veins glowing with the ambient fire of her hellhound blood. “I’LL RIP YOUR EYES OUT AND FEED THEM TO THE WALLS IF YOU SAY ONE MORE ‘PUSH’—”

“Okay,” the doctor said, “then roar him out, sweetheart. Let that hellhound blood do the work.”

Blaze, now with his broken hand wrapped in a bandage, leaned close.

“You’ve got this,” he whispered. “I’ve never seen anyone fight like you. This kid’s got a warrior for a mom.”

Her silver eyes—burning bright—locked with his.

And then—

She roared.
A soul-splitting, world-shaking, ancient-beast howl that echoed through the depths of Hell itself.

And in the midst of that roar—

He was born.

The room went still.

The screams ended.

The glow faded.

There, in the arms of the nurse, swaddled in black silk cloth marked with infernal runes of protection…

A boy.
Small.

Squirming.

With fur that shimmered in light and shadow—soft light grey across his chest and snout, darker storm grey down his back and ears.
And eyes.

Eyes that burned.
Bright. Fierce. Golden-fire with red sclera. Like his parents, but his own. Awake. Alert.

Watching.

As if he knew.
Blaze stood, trembling. Broken hand forgotten. Breathing ragged.

He didn’t realize the tears were coming until they blurred his vision.

This was his son.
His first.

And everything in him cracked.

The nurse gently offered him the bundle.

“Daddy?”

Blaze took the child in his good arm, cradled him carefully, protectively, like holding a soul made of starlight and wildfire.

He turned to Loona, still panting, shaking, eyes wide.

“Loona,” he whispered, voice cracking. “He’s… he’s here.”

She blinked, dazed. “…He?”

Blaze stepped closer, knelt beside her bed. “He’s perfect.”

Loona reached out with trembling fingers.

He set the baby in her arms.

She stared down.

And then?

Loona…Loona…

Smiled.

Not a smirk.

Not a sneer.

But a soft, radiant, tired smile.

“…He’s real.”

Blaze pressed his forehead against hers, both of them gazing down at this tiny, powerful, impossible little life between them.

“Welcome home, little monster,” he whispered.

Behind them, Queen Bee dabbed her eyes with a sparkly tissue. “Awwwwwww!”

Goumang peeked in with crossed arms. “I expect a full genetic breakdown by tomorrow.”

Mistral stepped in last, calm, composed, eyes warm. She simply placed a paw on Loona’s shoulder and gave a nod.

“…You did good.”

Loona chuckled dryly. “Fuckin’ right I did.”

Loona had never looked like this.

Even as sweat clung to her fur. Even with the dark circles under her eyes and her tail twitching every few minutes from aftershock muscle spasms…

She was glowing. Not literally. Not Amaterasu-level glowing.
But in the way her arms curled instinctively around the tiny bundle on her chest. The way her ears stayed trained to the little noises he made. The way she didn’t bark at the nurse even once in the last ten minutes.

Blaze sat beside her, leaning on his not broken hand, watching the both of them like he couldn’t believe they were real.

“Alright,” said the nurse kindly, clipboard hovering. “Any name for the birth certificate?”

Blaze and Loona looked at each other.

Then looked at the baby.

Then back at each other.

“…Have we not talked about this?” Blaze whispered.

“I thought we agreed,” Loona muttered back.

“You wanted Lucien! I said it sounded like a tragic poet with a top hat!”

“You wanted Aziel! Sounds like a perfume ad in Hell!”

They glared.

Queen Bee, seated next to Mistral with a mimosa in hand, leaned over with a smirk.

“Oh this is delicious. Let them fight. It’s practically foreplay.”

Blitzø poked his head in. “I GOT FIVE BUCKS ON THE KID BEING NAMED ‘KILLDOZER.’” Blitz said as he gave Mistral a hearty slap on the ass.
Mistral, her eyes suddenly wide, drew a taser from her purse with no ceremony and stuck it into the side of the imp’s shoulder. “Out,” she said dryly as she put it away, not looking up from her inspection of the baby’s claws.

“Okay, okay,” Blaze said, rubbing his temple with his good hand. “Let’s compromise. We’ll say it on three, and combine whatever happens.”

Loona raised an eyebrow. “That’s the dumbest plan I’ve ever heard.”

“C’mon. You love dumb. I am dumb.”

She sighed. “Fine. Count it.”

“One…”

Mistral watched intently.

“Two…”

Queen Bee sipped loudly.

“Three—”

“Aziel.”
“Laz.”
They blinked.

Looked at each other.

“…Laziel?” Blaze said slowly.

Loona mouthed it once. Then again.

“…Kinda hot.”

“Right?”

Queen Bee clapped. “YES! Sounds like he’ll fuck up kindergarten with those syllables.”

Mistral gave the smallest of nods. “Acceptable fusion.”

Blitzø, from the hallway, shouted: “DOES THAT MEAN I LOST?!”

“YES,” the group said in unison.

The nurse scribbled it down.

Laziel.
The baby gave a tiny sneeze and blinked up at them, as if approving.

A few minutes later, Goumang entered with a clipboard covered in biometric readings.

“Name locked. Now I can begin theoretical development modeling. Assuming hybrid blood resonance holds, his vitals suggest a future aptitude for cross-realm displacement. Possibly in adolescence. You'll need a containment plan.”

Loona blinked at her. “…He just learned how to breathe.”

“I know,” Goumang said, pushing her glasses up. “I’m planning ahead.”

Loona leaned her head on Blaze’s shoulder. She was exhausted. In pain. Her whole body felt like a popped balloon full of lava and hormones. But with her son safe in her arms, Blaze beside her, and the weirdest assortment of chaos-addicts in the room offering congratulations...

She’d never felt more whole. “…We made him,” she whispered.

Blaze nodded, eyes damp. “Yeah. We really did.”

***
The first day back home?

Unreal.
The door swung open, and the entire apartment seemed to pause, as if the walls themselves were holding their breath.

Then…

SQUAAAAAALLL.
“Gods above and below,” Loona muttered, bouncing Laziel gently. “How does something this small scream louder than I do?”

From the kitchen, Mangle peeked around the corner with confetti streaming from her ports.

“!”

Mal0’s hologram flickered in and out, repeatedly projecting “I <3 BABIES” across the walls in glitchy digital graffiti.

Goumang, seated at the kitchen table with a stack of baby behavior textbooks and a diagnostic tablet, didn’t even look up. “Subject has increased vocal output by 0.3 decibels. Possibly colic. Or a future banshee.”

Blaze carried the hospital bags in and set them down with a sigh of relief. He looked around and smiled. “...We did it.”

Loona, eyes half-lidded, hair wild, and baby Laziel clinging to her chest like a tiny jungle beast, snorted. “I’m still bleeding. My tits hurt. And I haven’t slept in three days. But sure. We did it.”

She collapsed onto the couch.

Right next to—

Mistral.
In a white coat, glasses glinting. Already holding a stethoscope.

Loona growled. “No. No vitals. I swear to everything, if you check his temperature again—"

“I’m not checking his temperature,” Mistral replied calmly. “I’m checking yours.”

She gestured to a small scanning crystal.

“You haven’t rested. You’re drinking sugar water. You’re actively suppressing a feral stress response, and your hormones are running a goddamn obstacle course.”

“…Shut up,” Loona grunted, but didn’t stop her.

Blaze whispered to Laziel, “That’s your grandma. She's terrifying.”

Laziel cooed, eyes bright, then sneezed directly into Blaze’s face.

And then—
The door slammed open.
“GRAAAAAANDPAAAAAAA’S HERE!” Blitzø flew in with armfuls of stuffed animals and glitter-filled rattles. “OH MY GOG I’M A GRANDPAOOOOOOOOH MY GOG I’M A GRANDPAAAAAA—!”

Loona cringed. “Fuck, lower your—”

“I HAVE A LEGACY!”

“—voice.”

Blitz ran over and gently—surprisingly gently—reached a hand toward Laziel, only for the baby to grab his thumb and chomp down.

Not hard. But with purpose.

“AHHH! HE’S GOT MY BITE!” Blitz wept proudly.

Mistral side-eyed him. “Did you sanitize your hands?”

“Of course I did! Feel free to fucking check!” Blitz snapped, already hiccuping from sobs.

Later that night...

Quiet.
For once.

The apartment dark, lit only by the soft warm hum of hellfire nightlamps and the distant static of Mal0’s low-volume lullaby loop:

“N1ght-n1ght l1ttle c0debr3ak3r… d0n’t scr3am l1ke y0ur m0th3r…”
Loona sat in the rocking chair.

Laziel cradled in her arms. 

Wrapped in a soft red blanket with skulls and stars. His tiny chest rising and falling.

Her expression? Unreadable. Still. Strong.

Blaze approached with two mugs—caffeine-free tea, like Mistral made her promise.

“...He asleep?” he asked quietly.

“Barely.”

Blaze knelt beside her, brushing back some of her messy bangs.

Loona’s eyes were half-lidded. Not tired.

Just… soft.

“…I don’t know what I’m doing,” she said finally, voice raw. “Still don’t. Every scream makes me panic. Every cry makes me think I did something wrong.”

“You’re not alone,” Blaze said, hand resting on her thigh. “You’ve got me. Your weird found-family circus. My mom. Even Goumang.”

“Yeah,” she said with a snort. “Even her.”

They both looked down at Laziel.

His ears twitched. His little claws flexed.

“…He’s gonna raise hell,” Blaze whispered.

“He’s gonna be just like us,” Loona replied.

Blaze kissed her temple.

“Then he’s gonna be just fine.”

CHAPTER ELEVEN
Glow and Wild Sparks
It started simple.

A message in the group chat: “He’s here.”
Within hours…

The apartment was full…again.
The door opened.

And suddenly—

All in one goddamn crowd. Everyone was back.
Loona froze.

“…This isn’t a harem reunion, is it?”

Queen Bee winked. “More like a ‘Congrats on the Kid, Big Daddy’ convention.”

Krystal padded in first, offering a soft smile. “We just wanted to say congrats… and maybe see the little hellion.”

Blaze, flushed, gestured toward the sleeping Laziel.

Freya nodded, arms crossed, quiet but proud.

Maid Marian gasped softly and whispered, “He has your snout…”

Amaterasu materialized shortly after, uninvited, glowing and barefoot.

Loona grunted. “We locked the wards this time.”

“I am the sun, sweetheart,” she replied, sipping from a gourd of divine sake. “Locks don’t work on me.”

Laziel stirred.
He blinked. Looked around.

Saw—dozens of strange but loving faces.

And smiled.
His very first one.

Everyone froze.

Even Mistral, who had been quietly scanning his biometrics again, lowered her device and whispered, “…Oh.”

Loona’s heart clenched.

Blaze knelt beside her, tail wagging slightly. “Did he just…?”

“Yeah,” she whispered.

The whole room cooed like it was rehearsed.

Even Goumang smiled.

A very tiny one.

“Record noted.”

Later, as the crowd slowly filtered out with gifts, advice, and far too many “when’s the next one?” jokes…

Loona sat beside Blaze on the couch.

Laziel asleep again on her chest.

“…I think we’re doing okay,” she whispered.

Blaze leaned over, nuzzling her softly.

“We’re more than okay.”

The rooftop of Blaze’s apartment had seen a lot over the years.
Fights. Confessions. Emotional breakdowns. Loona nearly shoving Mangle off once. Goumang actually tossing Mal0 into a vent.

But tonight?

Tonight it felt like the center of the universe.

String lights swayed gently overhead, flickering in soft gold and warm pink.
Music drifted from an old speaker—something retro, synth-heavy, and perfect for kicking back.
The sky was painted in bleeding orange and deep lilac, the sun setting just below the cityscape’s jagged edge.

Loona sat in a beanbag chair, finally relaxed, a cider in one paw, Laziel cradled in the other.

Her tail tapped slowly to the music. Her gaze soft.

It was… nice.

Almost suspiciously nice.

Blaze stood near the grill, flipping meat skewers one-handed while balancing a root beer in his slinged arm.

He was smiling like an idiot.

Near him, Queen Bee, Krystal, Aleu, and Kimiko were busy arguing about what Laziel’s first cosplay should be.

“Tiny mech armor,” Bee insisted. “Or xenomorph.”
“Fur-trimmed cloak with a little staff,” Krystal countered.

“He should be a rogue! He’s already sneaky,” Aleu grinned.

Kimiko giggled. “Bunny ears. Hear me out—just bunny ears.”

Ninetails tossed her hair dramatically. “Sake? The good kind.” She winked at Loona. “Finally allowed again, hmm?”

Loona raised her glass with a smirk. “Damn right. Doctor’s orders were one drink. I’m having one. Over two hours. Because I’m responsible… for now.”

Queen Bee whispered behind her, “Weird. I think that made me hotter for her.”

Mistral was on a lounge chair. Not speaking. Just watching. Approving. Silently taking notes.

Goumang floated by in a drone chair she built herself. Her only comment: “Social bonding achieved. Team dynamics improving.”

Vicar Amelia sat by the stairwell. Large. Quiet. Soft glint in her eyes as she watched Laziel sleep.

And then…

Laziel stirred.

Just a little.

Loona adjusted him with practiced ease.

He blinked up at the lights overhead. Curious. Alert.

He reached one paw up…

And the lights above him—

Burst into soft flames.
Not destructive.

Not violent.

Just glowing, floating sparks of orange and pink and gold, dancing in the air like fireflies on caffeine.

The crowd paused.

Mistral sat up.

Goumang dropped her drink. “…That wasn’t electrical,” she murmured.

Loona blinked. “What the—”

Laziel giggled.

And suddenly the lights—

Changed shape. Forming the outline of a tiny wolf. Then a dragon. Then a heart.

Then—

A crude doodle of Blaze being kicked in the nuts.

“OH GOD HE’S GOT MY SENSE OF HUMOR,” Blaze howled.

The lights dimmed again, settling down. Laziel yawned, his magic fading with sleep.

Everyone was silent for a moment.

Then Bee whispered, “Your baby’s a walking fire hazard. I love him.”

Ninetails added, “So, demon lord or divine avatar? Place your bets.”

Jenna said warmly, “He’s his parents’ kid, that’s for sure.”

And Loona?

She just smiled.

Held him a little tighter.

And whispered softly,

“…Yeah. He really is.”

***
The rooftop was silent now.

The laughter, the music, the clinking of drinks—it was all gone, replaced by the hum of the city in the distance and the occasional flutter of Mal0’s screensavers cycling in the living room below.

The apartment glowed soft and low.

Mangle and Mal0 were in shutdown mode. Mistral and Goumang had left, as had the other guests.
And in the center bedroom…
Laziel slept peacefully in his cradle. Occasionally kicking in a dream. A faint spark of magic pulsing from his paws like a hiccup in the stars.

Loona stood at the window.
Arms crossed.

Eyes half-lidded.

Tail swaying slowly as the moonlight painted silver against her grey and white fur.

Blaze entered quietly, towel around his neck from a shower, fur still slightly damp.

He didn’t say anything at first. He just walked over, stood beside her, and rested his good hand gently over hers.

The silence was thick. Comfortable.

“…It’s weird,” Loona said softly. “I keep waiting for something to go wrong.”

Blaze tilted his head. “You mean like your dad crashing through the ceiling again?”

She smirked. “Yeah. That. Or me fucking this all up.”

“You haven’t.”

“I could.” Her voice cracked slightly. “But tonight… tonight was different.”

He watched her. Quiet. Letting her talk.

“I looked at all those people. Even the weird ones,” she chuckled. “And it hit me. I’m not alone anymore. I have… us. I have a family. A son. No more kennels… or family saying ‘you aren’t the right fit.’”
She turned to him now.

Eyes glowing faintly. Not with fury. Not with pain. But something tender. Vulnerable. Real.

“And I need something selfish.”

Blaze stepped closer. “Anything.”

Loona reached out. Pulled him by the towel, gently. “…Make love to me.”

Blaze blinked.

“Make love to me like you’ll never forget my name. Like it’s carved into your fucking ribs. Like it’s the last thing you’ll say before you die.” Her voice was a whisper.

Hoarse.

Wounded.

Sincere.
“…Because I need to feel that. Just once. With no walls. Just… you and me.”

Blaze didn’t respond with words.

He leaned in.

His lips brushed hers slowly—like he was rediscovering her shape. His arms wrapped around her waist, careful of her healing body, but full of reverence.

She melted into him.

And the kiss deepened.

Not rushed.

Not hungry.

But heavy.
Weighty.

Like a vow.

The lights dimmed.

The curtains swayed.

The bed creaked softly as they moved, slow and warm, lips trailing skin, hands memorizing every scar and curve like a map made sacred.

Loona wasn’t sharp edges tonight.

She was surrender.

Blaze wasn’t fire and jokes.

He was devotion.

No jokes.

No armor.

Just sweat.

Whispers.

Hearts beating in sync.

And when it was over—when their bodies lay tangled under the sheets, breath slow and syncing, fur brushing fur under the soft rise and fall of Laziel’s magic in the next room—

Loona whispered into his chest, “…Thanks. For making me feel… whole.”

Blaze kissed her forehead and replied, “You are whole. You always were. I just got lucky enough to find the pieces.”

And for once…
Loona didn’t fight the tears.

She just held him.

Safe.
Home.

~THE END~

