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CHAPTER ONE

Static Between Us
The alarm buzzed.

Blaze Morvane’s hand shot out from under the comforter like a half-dead revenant returning from the grave, slapping at the nightstand until it struck the snooze button. The digital clock blinked in crimson: 6:37 A.M.
He groaned. Seventeen years old, nearing eighteen. Senior year. Still trapped in the purgatory of early mornings and burnt toast. His light grey and white fur was matted on one side from sleeping too hard, and that stubborn pink fringe still insisted on falling over his eye no matter how many times he brushed it back.

With another sigh, Blaze forced himself to sit up. His room—dimly lit by the pale morning light bleeding through half-closed blinds—was the usual mix of organized chaos. A few shirts slung over his chair, an old photo of his dad collecting dust on the dresser, a calendar with a red circle around graduation day behind pages that felt light-years away.

Downstairs, he could already hear movement. Footsteps. The rhythmic clack of claws against tile. A drawer opening. The telltale hiss of the coffee machine.

She was up.
Blaze rubbed at his eyes, tail flicking behind him. He wasn’t sure which version of her he’d get today. Dr. Mistral Morvane—respected, unreadable, polished. Not cold exactly… but definitely frosted at the edges.

He dragged himself to the bathroom, brushing his teeth with autopilot efficiency, then throwing on a dark hoodie and jeans. Down the stairs he trudged, still half-asleep.

The kitchen was bathed in soft golden light. Mistral stood at the island counter, sipping from a ceramic mug with one hand while typing into a sleek tablet with the other. Her ash-white fur and gentle blue hair highlights gave her the look of a poised winter queen. Lab coat already on, visor perfectly aligned, not a hair out of place.

“Morning,” Blaze muttered.

She didn’t look up. “You’re late. Again.”

Blaze opened the fridge. “It’s not even seven yet.”

“You know it takes you fifteen minutes to pretend you’re getting ready, ten to scowl at your cereal, and another ten to find your backpack. At this rate you’ll be sprinting to class barefoot.”

He sighed. “Nice to see the sarcasm’s been topped off.”

Her lips curved—barely. “It’s genetic, I hear.”

There it was. That strange, liminal warmth. Enough to remind him she cared, not enough to make it feel real.

Blaze poured a bowl of cereal and sat across from her. The air between them felt clinical. Mistral read a chart. Blaze crunched cereal. The only sound was the occasional ding of her tablet and the quiet hum of the morning news playing in the background.

They used to talk more, he thought. Back when he was younger. Back when she didn’t seem so far away.

“Big day?” he asked, mostly just to cut the silence.

“Clinical trials are being reviewed,” she said, eyes never leaving the screen. “And I have to lecture at noon.”

Cool. Important things. Real things. Not like the math test he was dreading or the pile of college flyers he’d been ignoring in his backpack.

He toyed with his spoon. “You ever take a break?”

She did glance up at that—briefly. Her eyes, tired but sharp icy blue, scanned him. “Why? Planning something that requires parental supervision?”

Blaze grunted and went back to chewing.

Eventually, she stood, finishing her coffee in one long swallow. “I’ll be back late tonight. Don’t wait up.”

He watched her walk to the front door—already putting on her surgical ID, already halfway back into her other life.

“Bye, Mom.”

She paused. Just for a second. Then nodded. “Stay out of trouble.”

And with that, she was gone. The door clicked shut.

Blaze exhaled, resting his chin in one hand.

She was always like that. Present... but distant. Kind... but guarded. It wasn’t like she didn’t love him. He knew she did. She worked herself to the bone for his future. But she kept walls up so high and strong, he wasn’t even sure she knew how to tear them down anymore.

***
The hallways of Westpine High were a mix of tired feet, half-hearted greetings, and the drone of the P.A. system reminding everyone to turn in their overdue library books. Blaze shouldered his way through the morning crowd with his hood up and earbuds in—music loud enough to drown out the world, but not so loud he couldn’t hear the occasional “Hey, Blaze!” from passing classmates.

He gave them the bare minimum: a nod, a lazy half-smile. It was early, and the caffeine from the school’s vending machine coffee hadn’t kicked in yet.

First period was history. Mr. Durnley. Badger, old, grey, and clearly on year twenty-seven of pretending he still gave a damn about ancient trade routes.

Blaze dropped into his seat near the back, slid his hood off, and let his pink fringe fall where it wanted. He pulled out his notebook and doodled a mechanical wyvern over last week's notes. Durnley launched into a dry monologue about the Silk Road while the lights dimmed for a slideshow that hadn’t been updated since 2006.

He fought to keep his eyes open.

Second period was English, which should have been better—but today they were doing silent reading. Blaze stared at the same paragraph in Of Mice and Men for ten minutes, then switched to pretending to read while mentally ranking the cafeteria’s worst mystery meats.

The bell rang, and salvation came in the form of a familiar, spunky voice.

“Morning, Zombie-boy!”

Aleu bounded up beside him with that usual spring in her step and trouble in her grin. Her brown-grey fur glinted in the overhead lights, and her sharp blue eyes sparkled with that permanent dare-me-to energy. 
Blaze smirked. “I’m not a zombie,” he said, rubbing one eye. “I’m just in the advanced stages of academic-induced brain death.”

She gasped. “So dramatic! Should I tell your mom? ‘Mrs. Morvane, your son was tragically slain by a pop quiz. We tried to revive him with fruit snacks, but alas…’”

Blaze laughed under his breath. “She’d just run an autopsy and tell the school to improve their testing metrics.”

“Cold!” Aleu bumped his hip with hers. “But accurate.”

They made their way to third period—Biology. Group work. Lucky for Blaze, Aleu was his lab partner. Unlucky for Blaze, she liked to poke the dead frogs with her pencil even when they weren’t dissecting anything that day.

“So,” Aleu whispered as the teacher droned on about enzymes, “you hear about Della getting caught making out behind the gym?”

Blaze raised an eyebrow. “She has a boyfriend.”

“Not anymore.” Aleu smirked. “The girl she kissed posted it. Girlfriend now.”

“Yikes.”

“Romantic, right?” Aleu batted her lashes. “Anyway. Speaking of scandal—how’s your mom?”

That made him blink. “What?”

Aleu tilted her head innocently. “You said she’s been working late a lot. Thought I’d ask if she’s okay. Known her since I was a kid too, remember?”

He shrugged. “Same as usual. Work, coffee, lectures, sleep. Then repeat.”

Aleu watched him for a beat. “You two still doing that cold-war thing where neither of you admits you’re emotionally constipated?”

Blaze threw a pencil at her. She caught it. “Shut up.”

She grinned. “You love me.”

He rolled his eyes. “Unfortunately.”

The rest of the class dragged, and then it was time for lunch. Blaze skipped the slop line and joined Aleu at their usual bench under the old oak tree behind the gym. She passed him half a sandwich without asking. He took it without thanking her.

That was the routine. That was life. Slow. Repetitive. Normal.

He checked his phone. Text from Jenna—Aleu’s mom. Just a little heart emoji. She always sent one around this time, ever since Blaze helped… well, help her with her “emotional needs.” Sweet woman. Way too sweet. Eager for her age. Aleu even helped set things up when she caught him staring at Jenna in yoga pants.
Aleu snuck a peek. “You and my mom texting again?”

Blaze gave her a look. “It’s not like that.”

She wiggled her eyebrows. “Uh huh. I helped with that. Don’t you forget it.”
He groaned. “You’re insufferable.”

“You’re stuck with me.”

The rest of the day passed like a beige smear on a canvas. Math class. Notes. Locker jams. The broken drinking fountain still broken. Blaze sat through physics with a pencil tapping out a rhythm of impatience on his desk, then finally escaped out the front doors when the final bell rang.

The sun was already slipping toward the horizon. Gold light bathed the front steps as students poured out like ants escaping a cracked jar. Blaze adjusted his backpack and pulled out his phone. One missed call.

His mom.

That was odd.

She never called during work hours.

Frowning, Blaze shoved it back in his pocket and started walking home. Probably nothing. Probably something about groceries or locking the door or some new task she needed help with.

Probably.

The walk home was uneventful.

Blaze cut across the park, hands in his hoodie pocket, music thudding softly in his ears. The sun was nearly down by the time he reached the small two-story house on Hollowmist Lane. The porch light hadn’t come on yet. No car in the driveway.

Still at work, he thought, unsurprised.

He stepped inside, locking the door behind him with a flick of his wrist. The place was quiet. Immaculately clean, too — because Mistral liked order. Her sanctuary of silence. Books aligned, kitchen spotless, not a pillow out of place on the slate-grey couch.

Blaze dropped his bag near the door and wandered into the kitchen. He opened the fridge, stared at it like the contents might change if he waited long enough. They didn’t.

“Great,” he muttered. “Gourmet again.”

He microwaved leftover spaghetti, threw some shredded cheese on top because that counted as cooking, and flopped onto the couch with his dinner balanced in one hand. The TV came on with a familiar whine and glow.

He scrolled. Cartoons. News. Some comedy re-run. Something about a talking dog solving crimes. That’d do.

The house glowed with television static and warm lamp light, but it felt… empty.

He ate in silence, half-watching the show, the laugh track barely stirring a smile. When his plate was empty, he took it to the sink, rinsed it out, and trudged upstairs to finish the last of his homework. Math, science, the usual suspects. Nothing interesting.

His thoughts drifted, like they always did when it got late.

Is this all there is? he wondered. Wake up. Go to school. Come home. Eat. Sleep. Repeat.
It wasn’t bad, per se. Just... hollow.

He stared at his open notebook, doodling again instead of writing down the homework prompt. This time it was a lone wolf on a mountain, staring up at the stars. It looked like it wanted to howl, but wasn’t sure if anyone would hear it.

He sat back in his chair with a sigh.

“God, I’m pathetic.”

The front door clicked downstairs.

Blaze perked up, just slightly. He heard the rustle of keys, the low thud of her heels. The faint beep of her badge as she disarmed the home alarm system. That meant it was late — probably past nine.

He padded down the stairs, hoodie sleeves hanging past his knuckles, and leaned against the doorway to the kitchen.

Mistral was there, her long coat still on, her bag dropped by the counter. She looked tired. Not messy — never messy — but tired. Her eyes had a distant glassiness to them, and her shoulders drooped just a hair.

“Hey,” Blaze offered, softly.

She looked up, and that slight delay before she smiled said she hadn’t expected company.

“Oh. You’re still up.”

“Homework,” he said.

She nodded, brushing a strand of snow-white hair from her cheek. “Dinner?”

“Microwaved spaghetti.”

She winced playfully. “You poor, poor soul.”

He gave a small smirk. “You good?”

“Busy day.” She set down her tablet. “One of the interns mixed up two samples and nearly cross-contaminated a whole week of trial work. I had to stay and fix it.”

Blaze hummed. “Sounds about right.”

For a moment, they stood there in the kitchen. Not close. Not far. Two figures orbiting the same empty space.

“Don’t stay up too late,” she said eventually, removing her coat. “You’ve been dragging in the mornings.”

“Yeah,” Blaze replied, already turning. “Night, Mom.”

“Goodnight, Blaze.”

He paused halfway up the stairs. Looked back.

She was standing there, hands on the back of a chair, her expression unreadable. Like she wanted to say something but didn’t know how to form the words.

Then she looked away, and the moment passed.

Blaze continued up the stairs, closing his door behind him. He threw himself into bed without changing, curling up under the covers. The room was dark now, save for the moonlight bleeding through the blinds.

Downstairs, he could hear her moving. Drawers opening. Maybe pouring a drink. Maybe heading for a shower.

He stared at the ceiling, eyes heavy but heart unsettled.

They lived in the same house. Shared meals. Shared history.

But sometimes, it felt like they were both just ghosts… passing through each other’s lives.

CHAPTER TWO
Clickbait
The digital glow of his laptop screen was the only light in the room.

Blaze lay on his back, the blankets kicked to his feet, hoodie off, just in his tee and shorts. Midnight had passed. Probably 1:00 a.m. now. He couldn’t sleep. His brain just wouldn’t shut off.

The house was quiet. The kind of quiet that settles like dust over old memories. Downstairs, his mom’s door was closed. No light slipped out from beneath it. Either asleep… or working behind that locked door again.

Blaze exhaled.

He needed something—anything—to take the edge off. No real motivation, just... that itch in his brain that came with late hours, boredom, and hormones. He wasn’t proud of it, but he wasn’t ashamed either.

Everyone got off.
A few clicks, a couple tabs, headphones in. A parade of thumbnails, video previews, sultry descriptions. Neon lights. Tight outfits. Suggestive poses. Eventually leading to porn. It was the usual late-night rabbit hole: provocative usernames, synthesized music loops, and voices just breathy enough to promise a good time and a way to jerk off.
Blaze wasn’t even really into it tonight. Just scrolling. Half-lidded eyes. Clicking on anything that looked mildly interesting as he idly pawed as his swelling sheath through his shorts. He was only half hard at this point. Another model. Another video. Another—

He paused.

Something about this one was… different. It wasn’t even explicit—yet. Just a still image: a figure half-turned, lit in vivid neon pinks and purples. Curvy. Poised. Mature in all the right ways. Leotard and legwarmers like some vintage '80s workout VHS, but with far less emphasis on health and far more on fantasy. Busty too.
He clicked.

The music started first. Retro synth. A deep, rolling beat. Familiar but only vaguely so.

The canine woman stepped into frame, glancing over her shoulder at the camera. The light kissed her fur in all the right ways—pale white with soft blue accents, cascading hair caught in a styled ponytail, subtle but striking. Her form was toned. Confident. Breathtaking.

She turned toward the lens slowly, her face coming into view right as she began to open the top of her outfit, allowing her breasts to bounce free.
Blaze felt his breath hitch.

He stared.

No. No, that’s not—
She smiled.

The same smile. Slight. Controlled. Poised.

The voice came next, sultry but unmistakable in cadence, carefully disguised with a layer of audio shimmer. But he knew that voice. He’d heard it lecture academics. Heard it scold him for not taking notes. Heard it tell him to clean his damn room.

No. No, no, no, no—
She swayed in rhythm, the pose teasing but elegant as she peeled off her outfit, a curated display of control and allure. Blaze’s hand slipped from the keyboard.

His mouth was dry.

And then—then—she turned fully into frame, eyes locked to the lens with that same analytical precision, that same buried heat she always kept veiled beneath professionalism. The backdrop shifted slightly. Glimpses of what he now realized wasn’t a studio… but her office.

Her.
It was her.

Mistral.

His mother.

Blaze slapped the spacebar. The video froze mid-frame.

His heart pounded.

He stared at the screen like it might change back. Like it might reveal some elaborate prank. Like it wasn’t actually her—but no, that face… those eyes… that little tilt of her head when she was pretending not to smile. It was her. Beyond any shadow of doubt.

It felt like the air had been sucked out of the room.

His head spun.

Not just because he had seen her—but because others had. Thousands, maybe more. This wasn’t just a one-off video. This was a persona. A presence. She had a name on the screen. A handle. Something neon and feminine and so far from the nameplate on her desk.

Blaze sat frozen in place, eyes wide, jaw slack.

And the worst part?

He hadn't even realized.

How many nights had she disappeared into that office?

How many times had he asked her if she was okay?

And how many times had she smiled… and said nothing?

The browser still hovered open, paused on a single moment that now burned into his mind with terrible clarity.

He shut the laptop, yet his cock was no longer just half hard—it was at full mast.

The silence was suffocating now.

And downstairs, behind her closed door, Mistral worked on. Calm. Collected. Unaware that her carefully hidden world had just collided violently with the one person she never meant to find it.

Her son.

***
Downstairs, Mistral leaned against the kitchen counter, the steam from her tea curling up into the dim, silent air.

It was almost 1:15 A.M.

The house was still.

Blaze’s door had been closed since ten, and though she hadn’t heard movement since, she waited—just to be sure. She always waited. Always counted down in her mind after the sounds stopped. Ten minutes. Fifteen. Twenty. Just in case.

She stared down into the cup. Her reflection rippled there—a tired woman with kind eyes buried under fatigue, high cheekbones, fine white fur illuminated by the soft overheads. The kind of face that colleagues admired. Students respected.

But not a face anyone really saw.

The kind of face that stopped being touched years ago.

With a soft sigh, Mistral pushed off the counter, moving silently across the wood floors. Her movements were always silent at this hour—reflexes built over seventeen years of motherhood. Especially after the day her husband died, and her world realigned into something unrecognizable.

She opened her office door.

Locked.

Always locked.

She slid her key from the back of her badge lanyard and turned it with a soft click.

Then she stepped inside.

The door closed behind her, and the quiet shifted. The stillness didn’t leave—it transformed.

The office was neat, sterile. Clinical. At least… until she flipped the switch under the desk.

Neon bloomed.

Pink. Violet. Indigo. The overhead fluorescents gave way to rhythmic glow—subtle, pulsing along the perimeter of the room. The sterile walls transformed under the lights, and the monitor screensaver began to cycle—a geometric dance of color and curves.

Mistral let out a breath she didn’t know she’d been holding.

This space was hers.

In the corner stood a rack of carefully curated outfits. Leotards. Vintage bodysuits. Heels. Stockings. Thematic pieces. Soft accessories. Color-matched, ironed, precisely hung. A different kind of lab.

She stepped toward the vanity, where a few makeup brushes lay in waiting, beside a bottle of wine half-finished from the night before. Her eyes traced her own reflection there—lit in rippling neon.

Here, she didn’t need to be Dr. Mistral Morvane, world-class specialist, perfectionist, and mother.

Here, she was Celestina Blue.

A name she’d come up with late one night, tipsy on bad wine and a playlist of retro synthwave. A name she whispered into the microphone when the camera came on. A name that brought her attention she never received in person. Craved, if she were honest with herself.

Not love. Not really.

Just… want.

The illusion of control. Of allure. Of meaning, even if shallow.

She slipped out of her clothes—neatly folded, set aside. Then into tonight’s outfit: a metallic purple leotard with a plunging back, high-cut hips, and matching legwarmers. Her movements were methodical, practiced. Efficient in preparation, indulgent in display.

She pulled her hair into a high ponytail, applied the sharp lines of her eyeliner with the precision of a surgeon. Her lips, painted a soft berry shade, curved into a smirk she never used outside this room.

Then the music began.

Slow synth. Rolling bass. The kind that would fit in a neon-lit nightclub that never closed. She dimmed the screen saver, opened the camera suite, and watched herself come into view. Framed perfectly. Lit flawlessly.

She smiled to no one.

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard as she went live.

Within moments, the chat began to fill. Familiar names. New ones too. All flooding in with little hearts, fire emojis, greetings of “Queen’s back!” and “Celestina, missed you.”
The praise settled into her like warmth.

She posed. Teased. Swayed. Cupped her breasts and gave her performance to watching eyes and eager paws. Her voice dropped to that sultry tone that sent hearts racing. She spoke in flirtations. In subtle moans. Her body—usually reserved behind lab coats and clinical armor—was poetry in motion here.

She was in control.

Adored. Wanted. Free.

It was just a screen, she told herself.

Just a moment.

But in this moment… she wasn’t alone.

And upstairs, beyond the reach of the neon glow, Blaze lay wide-eyed in bed, the image of her still burned behind his eyes. Unmoving. Disbelieving. Lost.

CHAPTER THREE
Glitch in The Glass
Blaze woke up to sunlight bleeding through the blinds and the sensation of not knowing whether he was sweating from the heat or from last night’s lingering horror.

His laptop was still closed on the blanket beside him.

He stared at the ceiling, blinking.

Maybe it was just a dream. Maybe I’m still asleep.
Maybe his exhausted brain had just finally snapped under the pressure of school, of loneliness, of… whatever the hell was going on with him lately. Maybe it was just one of those twisted, lucid dream spirals where nothing makes sense.

But no.

He reached for his phone without thinking, muscle memory guiding his thumb through the same motions he’d done in a daze the night before.

There.

Photos.

One.

A still frame. Mid-pose. Mid-turn.

Neon wrapped around her figure like liquid light. That coy expression. That same unmistakable face as she exposed herself.
Mistral.

His mother.

His breath caught again—just like it had last night. The guilt came rushing in before the image could even fully load.

He closed it. Locked the phone. Shoved it under his pillow like it was something dangerous.

Because it was.

He sat up slowly, running both hands through his hair until his pink bangs stood at wild angles. His heart pounded despite the quiet morning. Breakfast sounded like a threat. Talking to her? Impossible.
But he had to.

Life didn't care if the ground had been pulled out from under you.

He got dressed in silence. Black hoodie again. Same jeans. No appetite.

The second he opened his door, he could smell coffee already brewed.

That meant she was downstairs.

That meant she was awake.

That meant she was her.
His legs felt like they were moving through molasses as he descended the stairs, every creak of the wood sounding louder than usual.

And then there she was.

Dr. Mistral Morvane. Dressed immaculately in a navy turtleneck and silver slacks, sipping from her mug, scrolling through emails on her tablet like nothing had changed. Her tail flicked as if mirroring her thoughts in real time.
Because for her… nothing had changed.

“Morning,” she said, not looking up.

“...Morning,” Blaze managed.

She glanced his way briefly. “You look pale. Didn’t sleep well?”

Didn’t sleep well?

He nearly choked.

You were dancing in neon lights with your hips halfway to heaven while your viewers begged you to touch—
“I’m fine,” he said quickly. Too quickly. “Just… tired.”

She raised a brow, eyes narrowing slightly. “Homework late again?”

He shook his head, already grabbing his bag from the wall hook. “No. Just couldn’t sleep. I’m heading out.”

“You’ve got thirty minutes before the bell rings,” she said.

“Yeah, I want to get there early. Got something to check.”

He was already at the door. Already yanking it open.

“Blaze.”

He froze halfway through it.

She was watching him now, tablet lowered. Her expression unreadable. A tiny wrinkle between her brows.

“You sure everything’s okay?”

He hesitated.

Then nodded, eyes not meeting hers.

“Yeah. I’m good.”

And he was gone.

Outside, the chill air hit him like a slap.

He walked faster than usual. Head down. Hands buried deep in his hoodie pocket. He didn’t want to think. Didn’t want to remember.

But his mind was traitorous.

He kept seeing it. Her. The sway of her hips. The soft smile. The way she looked into the camera like she was staring into his soul.

But that wasn’t her, was it?

That wasn’t the tired, overworked, distant mom who drank black coffee and triple-checked his flu shots and scolded him for half-done chores.

That was Celestina.

And yet…

It was her.
He pulled out his phone again as he turned the corner toward school.

The photo was still there. One tap away.

He stared at it, thumb hovering, unsure whether he was going to delete it…

…or open it again.

Blaze honestly didn’t remember the walk to school.

One moment, he was stepping off the curb on Hollowmist Lane… and the next, he was sitting at his desk in homeroom with his hoodie pulled tight around his face, staring blankly at a half-doodled page.

The bell rang.

He didn’t flinch.

Mr. Durnley launched into a review of some timeline—Silk Road, Roman trade networks, something—but the words slid off Blaze’s ears like rain on glass.

His mind wasn’t blank.

God, he wanted it to be blank.

But it wasn’t.

It kept playing the same reel. Over and over. Her smile. That sultry sway of her hips. The way she turned toward the camera like she was about to say something just for him. The sight of her body. Mature. Curvy. Seen in a way he should never have seen.
And the worst part wasn’t the shock.

It wasn’t even the disgust.

It was the confusion.

Because even now, in the haze of adrenaline and horror and guilt, part of his brain still whispered what he shouldn’t be thinking.

She was beautiful.
She was elegant.
She was…

He dropped his pencil.

Someone looked over. He ignored them, pressed his palms to his temples, and shut his eyes.

Shut up, shut up, shut up…

Yet his groin was warm.
He sat through English without absorbing a single word of the reading. When the teacher asked a question, he didn’t answer. Didn’t even hear it. Students filed around him like ghosts, and he just let them.

It was like he was watching the world from behind thick glass.

That wasn't her. That was someone else.
But it was her. Every little detail. The way she arched her brow. The way she tilted her head when she teased her nipples. The way—
He slammed his locker closed at lunch with more force than intended.

Aleu flinched. “Whoa! Hey, easy there, rage machine.”

He blinked. She was suddenly next to him, arms crossed, one brow raised.

“You’ve been sleepwalking through every class. Did someone hit you in the head or are you just finally ascending into the void like you always joked about?”

Blaze forced a shrug. “Didn’t sleep.”

“Yeah, no kidding,” she said, walking beside him toward their usual bench. “You’ve been spacing out like you're trying to astral project. And you didn’t even complain about cafeteria fish sticks. That’s, like, textbook possession behavior.”

He didn’t laugh. He didn’t even smile.

That made Aleu’s tone drop, just a bit. “Blaze… seriously. Talk to me.”

He shook his head. “I can’t.”

Her ears twitched. “Can’t or won’t?”

He didn’t answer.

They sat down, the old oak casting jagged shadows across the table as sunlight filtered through the leaves. He looked at his lunch—he didn’t even remember buying it. Just an unopened bottle of water and a wrapped sandwich.

His stomach was a fist.

Aleu leaned in closer, peering at him. “What’s going on with you?”

Blaze stared at the ground. His voice came out hoarse.

“I saw something I wasn’t supposed to.”

Aleu blinked. “Okay… that’s cryptic.”

“I can’t talk about it.”

“Like… really can’t? Or just, like, ‘teen melodrama’ can’t?”

Blaze let out a hollow, humorless chuckle. “I wish it was drama. I wish it was anything normal. I wish I could hit myself in the head hard enough to forget it.”

“Blaze…” Her voice was soft now. Concerned. “Did someone hurt you?”

He looked at her then. For a moment, just long enough for her to see the way his eyes shimmered—not with tears, but with absolute chaos behind them.

“No,” he said, barely above a whisper. “No one hurt me. It’s nothing like that. I just… I just don’t know what to think right now.”

Aleu reached over and put a hand on his arm. “Hey. Whatever it is… if you ever need to say it out loud, I’m here. No judgment. Promise.”

He nodded slowly. Didn’t trust his voice.

Because how do you say that?

How do you tell someone that you accidentally found your mother in leotards and legwarmers, teasing a camera for an audience of strangers while she pleasured herself?
How do you explain the guilt from being aroused before knowing who it was?

How do you think straight when the image won’t leave your head… and part of you doesn’t want it to?

His fingers slipped into his hoodie pocket, brushing against the edge of his phone.

He hadn’t deleted it.

Couldn’t.

Didn’t know why.

His head throbbed.

As the lunch bell rang again, Blaze rose without a word. Aleu watched him go, her face tense with worry.

He didn’t see her.

Didn’t see anyone.

Just the hallway stretching in front of him like a tunnel.

And the whisper in the back of his mind:

“Welcome back, my darlings… this is Celestina Blue.”
***

Blaze rounded the corner of Hollowmist Lane and stopped cold.

There it was.

Her car.

Parked cleanly in the driveway, angled just like always. Not a scratch on it. Windows dark. Engine off.

He stared like it might disappear if he blinked.

She’s home early.
His stomach twisted. Tight. Almost painful. The kind of anxiety that didn’t just crawl under the skin—it infested it.

His heart thudded faster.

Why? Did she find out?
No. That didn’t make sense. She couldn’t know.

Unless she tracked log-ins. Saw someone accessed her account. Saw the IP. The timestamp. Maybe she—
He shook his head.

No. Calm down. Breathe.

She was probably just home early from work. Normal reasons. Doctor stuff. Professional stuff. Something at the lab. Something at the clinic.

Nothing to do with him.

He swallowed hard, clutched his backpack tighter, and forced himself toward the door. Each step thudded like a hammer in his chest.

He opened it slowly.

The house was quiet.

Then—

“Blaze?” Her voice floated from the kitchen.

He froze again. It was her usual voice. Not sultry. Not disguised. Just Mom.
“Yeah,” he called back, voice cracking ever so slightly.

“I got home early. The water line burst in one of the research wings. They had to shut down the clinic for the evening.”

Of course.

Of course. Just a plumbing issue. That was all.

Blaze nodded as he walked, not even realizing she couldn’t see him.

“I’m gonna go do homework,” he added quickly.

“Alright. I’ll make dinner later.”

“Cool. Thanks.”

And like that, he was gone. Up the stairs like a ghost. Two at a time. Door shut, not slammed, but firm. A small fortress of familiarity.

Meanwhile, Mistral stood at the stove, pouring herself a glass of water. She watched the hallway for a moment, head tilted.

He was acting strange again.

Withdrawn. Twitchy.

Maybe it was school stress. Maybe he was tired. Teenagers did that—mood swings, withdrawals, distance. She saw it a dozen times a week in her psych files. Hell, she’d published papers on it.

And yet…

She sipped her water.

Something was off.

Upstairs, Blaze stood in front of his bed, breathing heavy, not from exertion—just from being. His body felt like it didn’t belong to him anymore.

He moved on instinct. Bag tossed aside. Laptop opened.

The glow hit him immediately. Familiar blue and pink.

His fingers hesitated over the keyboard.

He shouldn’t.

He shouldn’t.
He tapped the key.

The screen loaded quickly. Faster than usual. Like it wanted to be seen.

The site opened. The same page. Her profile.

Celestina Blue.
The newest post was already up.

A photo.

Graphic, yet tasteful. Artistic, even.

She sat on a velvet chaise, wrapped in a translucent robe that barely clung to her curves, and just thin enough to see her nipples over the peaks of her breasts. One leg crossed over the other. The hint of a smile playing at her lips—soft, gentle. The kind of smile Blaze never saw from her in the kitchen. The kind she saved… for this.

He swallowed thickly. His hands trembled.

This wasn’t the Mistral who left sticky notes on the fridge. This wasn’t the woman who reminded him to floss or corrected his posture or triple-checked his GPA.

This was someone else.

Someone powerful. Commanding. Radiant.
And yet—

Still her.

Still Mom.
His chest burned with it. His brain screamed with contradictions.

He leaned back in his chair, staring up at the ceiling like it might offer him a lifeline. But it didn’t.

He felt sick.

And ashamed.

And fascinated.

And furious.

And underneath it all, buried in guilt, something else:

Why didn’t I see her before now?
That was what scared him most.

CHAPTER FOUR
Forks and Facades
Dinner was pasta. Real pasta this time—not microwave reheat.

The scent of garlic and butter filled the kitchen as Blaze sat across from her at the island bar, poking at his plate with a fork. Mistral, across from him, moved with her usual elegance—pouring wine for herself, filling a glass of water for him. Her movements smooth. Professional.

But something in her posture was softer tonight.

“Thanks,” Blaze muttered, spearing a piece of penne.

“You’re welcome,” Mistral said. Then, after a long pause: “You’ve been quiet lately.”

Blaze shrugged. “School’s been... school.”

She nodded, accepting that.

For a few minutes, only the clink of silverware and the low hum of the dishwasher filled the air. Blaze refused to look up too long. Every time he did, he saw her cheekbones framed in soft evening light, the way her lips moved when she spoke. Too similar to that smile. Too much.

“You know,” Mistral said suddenly, in that careful, calculated tone she used when navigating a landmine, “I realize we never had the talk.”

Blaze blinked. “What?”

She cleared her throat. “The birds and the bees. That whole conversation. I always thought I’d find the right time, but life just sort of… accelerated.”

Blaze stared at her like she’d dropped a grenade on the table.

“I’m seventeen,” he deadpanned.

“Exactly,” she said, pointing her fork slightly at him. “Which means you’ve probably learned things from not-ideal sources.”

“Oh my god.”

“I’m just saying—”

“Nope.”

“Blaze—”

He stood. “No. Nuh-uh. Not happening. We are not doing this.”

She held back a smirk. “Okay, okay. I’m just trying.”

He picked up his plate and glass in one hand. “Don’t. Please.”

She watched him walk off with something unreadable behind her eyes. Not anger. Not hurt. Just… observation.

“Alright,” she said softly. “Another time, then.”

“Or never,” Blaze muttered, climbing the stairs two at a time. “Never’s good.”

He shut the door to his room behind him.

Leaned on it.

Breathed.

That had been too close. Way too close.

Did she know?

No—she couldn’t. That was just a coincidence. A fluke. She was trying to connect. Poor timing. Horrible, gut-wrenching, face-meltingly awful timing, but not a sign she knew anything.

Still…

He crossed the room, sat at his desk, and opened the laptop.

Her page was still open in a tab.

His eyes locked on the message icon.

He stared.

And then, slowly, deliberately, he opened a private window.

A new tab.

A fresh start.

He created an account.

New name. No profile picture. No real identifying details. Randomized email. Disposable handle.

He didn’t know why he was doing it.

Was it to confront her? Trick her? Test her?

Or…

Was it just to feel in control of this spiraling mess?

When the account was ready, he hovered over her page again.

There she was.

Celestina Blue.

Smiling.

Unbothered.

Perfect.

He clicked “Message.”

The chat window popped open.

His fingers hovered.

Shook.

Then, he typed:

“Your smile feels like a secret. Like there’s something behind it you don’t let most people see.”
He stared at it.

He didn’t send it.

Not yet.

His pulse pounded in his ears.

Then he hit Send.

The message vanished into the void.

And just like that, a line had been crossed.

He wasn’t just watching anymore.

He was inside her world.

And she…

She would have no idea who was standing behind the glass.

***

The house was quiet again.

It was always quiet after 11:00 PM. Even Blaze’s music—usually low, thrumming through the walls—was absent tonight. Mistral had lingered in the living room longer than usual, flipping through her tablet, sipping her second glass of wine slower than the first. Her mind drifted.

He was acting strange again.

Avoidant. Distant. Jumpy, almost. Like he’d seen something he couldn’t process.

Was it a girl? A fight at school? Some secret he wasn’t ready to talk about?

Maybe she’d pushed him too far at dinner. She just… wanted to connect. Even if the attempt had been textbook awkward. She wasn’t good at those talks. She’d spent too many years being a professional first, a mother second.

The guilt sat heavy on her shoulders like an old sweater.

With a sigh, she stood and padded toward the office.

Time to change masks.

The neon flickered to life with a soft hum as Mistral stepped inside and closed the door.

Gone were the slacks and turtleneck. Now: a silky rose-pink robe over black lace. Hair let down. Makeup quick but practiced—just enough to wake up her face, accentuate her features. Lips in a deep mauve. Brows arched just right.

She looked at herself in the vanity mirror. Gave the smile.

It didn’t quite reach her eyes tonight.

Still, she sat at the desk, clicked open her dashboard, and began to scroll.

Notifications buzzed gently along the sidebar. Comments. Likes. Tips. Requests. The usual flood of admiration. Familiar usernames, flattering emojis, a few crude messages she deleted without a second thought.

And then she saw it.

A new message.

From: Lucien_Shade95
The name was new.

She clicked it.

Lucien_Shade95
Your smile feels like a secret. Like there’s something behind it you don’t let most people see.
Mistral blinked.

Her smile actually curved this time.

Not crude. Not begging for a private show. Not transactional.

Curious.
She leaned back slightly, tapping a manicured claw against her bottom lip.

A message like that wasn’t just flirtation.

It was observation.

Who are you, Lucien?
She clicked Reply.

CelestinaBlue
And here I thought I was the one holding the cards. Careful, darling—dig too deep and you might not like what you find.
She waited a moment. Not for a response—just to sit in that moment. That electric flicker of mystery. It wasn’t uncommon for new fans to message her, but this one felt… different.

Something in the phrasing. The tone. The timing.

Mistral shook it off.

Just another admirer. Probably a little more poetic than the rest.

Still, something about it tickled the back of her mind.

She clicked over to queue up a few scheduled posts—photos she'd taken last week, a voice message she’d pre-recorded—and watched the stats tick upward.

And in her inbox, a single message sat like a glowing ember.

She glanced at it again.

Smiled.

Then closed the window. She moved to her drawer, pulled out her favorite toy, canine of course, and smirked. This one vibrated. It was time to get to work. 
Upstairs, Blaze stared at his screen.

She’d replied.

She’d replied.
His stomach twisted in ways he didn’t understand. Shame. Excitement. Fear. Curiosity.

He read it again.

Careful, darling—dig too deep and you might not like what you find.
He swallowed. He felt his sheath swell in response.
Then slowly, he began typing.

CHAPTER FIVE
Entanglement
Days passed.

Not many.

But enough for reality to start blurring.

Blaze woke each morning in a haze—body sore, stomach knotted, and mind stained with things he couldn’t say out loud. He went through the motions of life: school, food, homework. He saw Aleu. Heard her jokes. Answered when spoken to.

But he wasn’t there.

He was already thinking of her.

Of Celestina.

Of that voice. That light. Those lips. Her body. The way she moved and moaned.
Every night, the same ritual: wait until the house quieted, then retreat into the glow of his laptop. The instant her site loaded, something loosened in his chest. Something pulled taut in other places.

And there, like clockwork, she would be—glimmering in lace or silk, voice a velvet ribbon in his ears. The chats were brief at first. Teasing. Vague.

But with each message, the walls crumbled more.

Lucien_Shade95
You wear confidence like a costume. Makes me wonder what’s underneath it.
CelestinaBlue
Wouldn’t you like to know? But costumes are fun. They hide just enough to make you want more.
Blaze would lay in bed after, phone screen dimmed to nothing, heart pounding against the pillow. His thoughts a blur of two overlapping women:

Mistral — his mother, crisp and calculating, sipping coffee, correcting his posture.

Celestina — warm and wicked, inviting him deeper with every word, every glance.

They weren’t the same.

But they were.

That’s what made it worse.

That’s what made it dangerous.

At school, Aleu noticed.

Of course she did.

“You’ve gone full cryptid, dude,” she said one lunch. “You’re twitchy, pale under your fur, and you flinch when I say ‘mom’ now. You sick or just possessed?”

Blaze forced a laugh. “Just tired.”

“Yeah, that excuse is wearing thin.” She squinted at him. “You're into someone, aren’t you?”

He looked away.

Aleu grinned. “You totally are.”

If only she knew.

If only he knew what the hell he was even feeling.

Each night, the line pushed further.

More messages.

More late-night photosets that were increasingly explicit.
More video clips with soft moans and silk sliding down curves he shouldn’t recognize.

He hated himself.

He needed more.

Lucien_Shade95
You look like you’re aching to be touched, but only on your terms.
CelestinaBlue
Touch without permission is a sin. But when I say yes… I mean it.
Lucien_Shade95
And if someone wanted more than touching? Something… deeper?
There was a pause. A long one. Blaze could almost feel her reading it.

Then came the reply.

CelestinaBlue
Careful, darling. That sounds like emotion. Or worse… honesty.
Mistral leaned back in her chair after sending it.

There was something about this one—Lucien.

So curious.

So attuned to her.

She didn’t know who he was, but she liked the way he wrote. The way he watched her. Not with desperation, but hunger. Poised hunger.

No photos. No name.

But every word was dripping with attention.

And part of her liked that far more than she should.

She poured another glass of wine. Let the robe fall just a little more off her shoulder. Typed again.

A hand wandered between her legs. Touching. Exploring. Teasing the wetness of her folds.

Blaze read it.

Reread it.

The more he messaged her, the more alive he felt… and the more confused and aroused he became. His hand gripped the slight, eight-inch canine length that now fully throbbed between his legs, working it painfully slow.
Why was this happening?

Why couldn’t he stop?

Why did this—she—feel closer than the woman he lived with?

Maybe it was because Celestina talked to him.

Listened.

Flirted.

She smiled like she meant it. Laughed like someone watching him, not someone walking past.

Maybe that was it.

Or maybe it was the danger.

The way this woman felt like a stranger.

And yet…

He knew every part of her.

***

The next night, the glow of the screen painted Blaze’s room in pink and blue.

The livestream had started ten minutes ago.

And he was already sweating.

She was there—on screen—posing, stretching, curling her fingers beneath the straps of her leotard. The music was low, synthwave and breathy, the kind of track that looped endlessly without ever really beginning or ending. Mistral—no, Celestina—spoke softly, teasingly, smiling into the lens like she knew everyone watching by name.

But Blaze wasn’t just another name anymore.

Not tonight.

He was logged in.

Lucien_Shade95.

And she had already greeted him once in the chat.

“Welcome back, darling.”

Like he was a regular.

Like he mattered.

His heart was a hammer. His cock was aching. He hadn’t allowed himself to finish. He couldn’t.
He shouldn't be doing this.

But his hands were already moving. One on the keyboard, the other on his cock.
He opened the private message tab. Watched her move in slow rhythm on screen. Licked dry lips. Thought of all the excuses he could tell himself.

And still…

He typed:

Lucien_Shade95
You look incredible tonight. I… I can’t stop watching you.
She was still mid-pose, still working the room, but after a moment, he saw the small shift in her eyes.

She saw the message.

He stared.

A reply blinked in:

CelestinaBlue
Mmm, careful now. You say things like that and I might give you extra attention…
He swallowed. Fingers trembled. He hesitated.

Then:

Lucien_Shade95
Maybe I want that.
There was a longer pause.

She turned toward the camera. Not directly—just enough to feel deliberate. Her smile deepened. The way she ran her hands along her thighs now had a purpose. Blaze felt heat spike in his chest when he watched her press two against the moist lips under the material of her outfit.
His shorts were already down, his canine member eager and dripping. Shame already pooling in his gut.

He shouldn't.

But he did.
He activated his webcam.

Positioned it downward. Carefully. Deliberately. Low enough to hide his face. High enough to show just what she’d want to see. Just like he’d seen others do.

She wouldn’t know.

She couldn’t know.

And if she asked… he’d lie.

The private message pinged again.

CelestinaBlue
You really are brave tonight, Lucien… feeling bold? Or just... desperate? I love what I’m seeing though. Is that for me?
He breathed hard. Throbbed even harder.
Then he responded.

And that was how it started.

A slow, spiraling descent into an erotic game. A roleplay. She whispered things to the camera while typing even filthier words directly to him. And Blaze—confused, aroused, terrified—answered in kind. He watched her shed her outfit, fully exposed to him. The worst part? No, the best part? Whichever it was, came from the idea that downstairs in her room, this was really happening. Happening to her. Happening to him.
Words flowed like heat. He described what he wanted. What he imagined. Told her how he wanted to feel her against him. How he wanted to claim her. Slow at first, then hard enough to make her moan his name. She responded in kind, in character… completely unaware that she was talking to her own son, all while working the vibrating blue dildo in and out of her pussy in full view for him to see.
And Blaze?

He forgot who she was.

Not entirely.

But enough.

Long enough.

The climax came fast and loud in his head, though he muted everything else. He caught the thick squirts of release in a handful of tissues, clenching his teeth to keep from moaning out loud. Just breathing and typing and the pulse in his ears like a drum.

She wasn’t far behind, and the sight of Mistral, his own mother, cumming for him to see on camera was enough to send him right over the edge and straight into a second coming.

When it was over…

When the screen dimmed…

When the music faded and she waved to her audience and blew a final kiss…

Blaze was left staring at the dim rectangle of light on his screen.

The webcam still pointed down. His chest still rising and falling.

She messaged him once more.

CelestinaBlue
That was fun, stranger. You’re full of surprises. I like surprises. I hope to see it again sometime <3
He didn’t reply.

He just sat there.

Still.

Sweating.

Mind racing with static.

What had he done?

What the fuck had he done?

He leaned forward. Closed the stream. Shut the laptop. Buried his face in his hands.

He wanted to throw up.

He wanted to scream.

He wanted to message her again.

CHAPTER SIX
Recognition
The nights bled together.

Three. Maybe four.

Neither of them marked time anymore.

They felt it.

In each message. Each whisper. Each click of the "Go Live" button.

For Blaze, the guilt had become a phantom limb—always present, always aching, but dulled by want. Lust. Curiosity. Loneliness. That voice… that touch of playfulness, of invitation… she had never sounded like that before.

Not downstairs. Not in the hallway. Not at the dinner table.

Not when she was Mom.

But here, on-screen, in silk and lace with a wineglass in one hand and her legs tucked just so beneath her, she was something else entirely.

Celestina.
Warm.

Clever.

A siren behind a screen who called him by name.

Sexy and desirable.

And when they roleplayed, when they typed… she listened. She responded. She played with him. She made him feel things he never had before.
And he found himself saying things he never thought he would.

Wanting things he never thought he’d want.

Mistral, meanwhile, had grown fond of her “Lucien.”

Bold. Mysterious. Smart. Not crude like the others. No requests for instant gratification through sexual favors. He took his time. Fed her tension. Understood the game. Wrote things that made her pause.

It had been a long time since a man made her pause.

Something about him stirred something she hadn’t felt in years. Not love. Not exactly.

But hunger laced with something that could be more.

A stranger who saw her.

Or so she thought.

By night five, the messages had become deeply sensual.

Lucien_Shade95
What if I were there with you? Right now. Behind the camera. Watching you, whispering everything I wanted you to do to me…
CelestinaBlue
Then you’d better be brave enough to say it out loud, darling. I don’t perform for cowards. For you, however? Tempting.
That night, Blaze didn't just type.

He spoke.

Low. Shaky. Almost unrecognizable, even to himself.

She laughed.

God, that laugh.

So warm.

So hers.
They both climaxed that night. Not together, but close. Him covering his own hand in cum, her smearing her fluids around her quivering thighs just to show off.
And when it was over… she stayed longer on camera.

Just sipping her wine.

Just smiling faintly at the screen.

And Blaze watched in silence, hand hovering over the disconnect button, unwilling to be the first to leave.

***
It was the next night that everything cracked.

The stream had just begun.

Blaze was already signed in. Already pulsing with nerves, need, shame.

He’d set the camera again—just low enough. The shadows of his room in the backdrop. A strip of blanket. The outline of his thighs.

He hadn't noticed.

But she had.

She was speaking to the chat, moving slowly, fluidly, when her gaze drifted. Slightly. Barely noticeable.

To the private feed.

To his.

The corner of her smile faltered.

She tilted her head.

Just a fraction.

A beat passed.

Then her eyes narrowed—just a little.

The feed on her side was small, minimized in the corner, but she always paid attention to Lucien. Always gave him that extra bit of attention.

Tonight was no different.

Except...

Her gaze froze.

Locked.

There.

That bedspread.
Soft gray with tiny stitched constellations. Her gift to him last Christmas.

One of a kind.

No one else has that.
And just to the left…

She could barely see it—

But she knew that corner of wall. That scratch in the wood paneling from where Blaze accidentally dented it with his guitar case. That shape.

That lamp.

That room.
Her heart stopped.

Her breath caught.

The screen seemed to tunnel.

She reached out and quickly muted her mic. Then turned off her camera.

Chat exploded with confusion.

But she didn’t see it.

She was still staring at the frozen feed.

Still staring at him.

Still staring at her son
.

Mistral stared at the screen.

Still.

Unblinking.

Her fingers hovered above the keyboard, her breath caught somewhere between her throat and her lungs. The webcam was off. The mic, muted. The stream, technically live—but the goddess known as Celestina Blue had vanished from view.

And for the first time in years, she didn't know what to do.

Not in the clinical sense.

Not in the performance sense.

Not even in the parental sense.

But as a person.

Because on the screen—muted, low resolution, and just barely illuminated by his laptop glow—was the unmistakable edge of a constellation-print bedspread. Her Christmas gift.

And just beyond it…

A wall. A scratch in the baseboard. A crooked lamp.

A room she'd tucked her son into every night for years until he got too old.

No. No. No. No. Her mind reeled, reaching for any explanation.

A fluke? A similar set? A duplicate fabric?

No.
She knew that room.

It wasn’t just familiarity. It was muscle memory. She could walk it blindfolded. Knew the weight of the doorknob. The creak in the floor by the closet.

It was his room.

And the boy—no, the young man—on the other end of this camera feed was Blaze.

Her mysterious, poetic, sensual Lucien.

Her son.
Her thoughts shattered like glass.

Her stomach lurched as if she’d just stepped off a cliff.

She shoved her chair back from the desk, staggered to her feet, palms sweaty, knees weak. One hand clutched at the robe around her as if suddenly exposed to the world, even though she was alone in a locked room.

Oh my god… oh my god, oh my god…
She stumbled to the mirror over her vanity.

Looked at herself.

The makeup. The silk. The smudged lipstick from earlier teasing. Her eyes wide. Shaking. The memories of having not only watched him touch himself for her, but of having done the same for him. She looked at the dildo on the table and felt sick.
What have I done?
The voice inside her—a lifetime of cool, composed logic—tried to push through.

It wasn’t intentional. You didn’t know. He didn’t know. He couldn’t have. This is—this is something that can be explained.
But the other voice—the mother—cut through harder.

You should’ve never done this. Not in this house. Not with him here. What were you thinking?!
Her fingers clenched into her scalp.

She tried to breathe. In. Out. In again.

But every breath brought back flashes. Of him. Of Lucien. The things he said. The way he described touching her. Wanting her. Her replies. Her body’s reaction to him.

Her legs nearly gave out.

She dropped onto the edge of the chaise lounge. The same one she'd used in a shoot three nights ago. The same one she'd moaned on while Blaze was across the hall.

“Oh, god,” she whispered aloud.

Tears pricked the corners of her eyes—but not from sadness.

From shame.
From horror.
She had failed.

As a mother.

As a protector.

As someone who should’ve known better.

All this time… she thought she had this secret under control. Her world of retro neon and anonymous pleasure was separate. Compartmentalized. A way to keep herself from breaking under the weight of sterile labs and sterile grief.

But it wasn’t separate anymore.

It had bled.

Bled into the one place it never should’ve touched.

Him.
Blaze.

Oh god, Blaze…
Did he know? Did he recognize her? Was this some sick mistake? A twist of fate? Or did he walk into this with open eyes?

Her stomach turned again.

She stood abruptly, ripped the camera from the mount, and yanked the power cable from the wall.

The room went dark.

Silent.

Still.

But the images… the words… the realization burned bright behind her eyes.

The one person in this world she had tried to protect…
Had just seen her like no one ever should.

And worse…

She had played along.

CHAPTER SEVEN
A Quiet War
The morning was too quiet.

No clinking utensils. No idle comments about the weather. No lingering scent of coffee brewing through the kitchen.

Just stillness.

Mistral stood at the island counter, staring into her mug as if the swirling surface might give her answers. Her robe was replaced with her usual slate-blue blouse, pressed pants, hair tied back in a crisp braid. She looked perfect.

She felt like she was drowning.

\

Blaze had come down five minutes ago.

No eye contact.

No music in his earbuds.
Just a half-hearted “Morning” and a mechanical pour of cereal into a bowl. He didn’t sit at the bar. Chose the kitchen table instead. The one further away.

She pretended not to notice.

And he pretended she wasn’t glancing at him every five seconds.

Her fingers tightened around the mug.

She should say something. Ask if he was okay. Say she was sorry. Ask if he was. But what did that even mean now?

He knew.

She knew he knew.
And she knew he knew she knew.

It was a silent, awful loop.

And yet—

“Busy day?” Blaze mumbled into his spoon.

Her heart jumped at the sound.

“Yes,” she lied smoothly. “Clinic backlog. Conference call with the research team. Should be… normal.”

Another pause.

Then he nodded.

No follow-up. No comments. No teasing.

Nothing like the usual Blaze.

She’d give anything for one of his sarcastic jokes right now.

Instead, they stood there like two strangers wrapped in shared shame.

He finished his cereal. Didn’t clean the bowl like usual. Just left it in the sink with a clatter that made her flinch.

“Heading out,” he muttered, grabbing his bag.

“Blaze.”

He paused—hand on the doorknob.

Her mouth opened.

But nothing came out.

He waited.

Waited a beat longer.

She nodded.

“…Have a good day.”

He nodded back.

Didn’t look at her.

The door shut quietly behind him.

And just like that, she was alone again.

***
At the clinic, Mistral stood in front of a terminal with a patient file open and a nurse waiting behind her for instructions.

She hadn’t heard a word of what was just said.

“Dr. Morvane?”

She blinked. “Yes?”

“The bloodwork form?”

“Oh.” She fumbled with the clipboard. “Yes, of course. Run both panels. Include hormonal levels. Just to be thorough.”

The nurse nodded and moved on.

Mistral stared at the chart.

It may as well have been in another language.

She sat at her desk an hour later, pretending to review radiology scans. The images swam in front of her. All she could see was the glow of neon. The muted flicker of a private video feed. The way Blaze had sounded when he typed:

“Maybe I want that.”
Her fingers dug into her lap until her nails bit skin when she remembered the sight of his cock. Of him stroking it. Of him moaning her name like it meant the world to him.
You should have shut it down. You should have protected him. You should never have let this exist under the same roof.
But it was too late.

They were past the threshold.

They’d both stepped through a door they couldn’t unopen.

And worst of all…

She didn’t even know what she was more afraid of:

The fact that she had hurt him…

Or the part of her—buried deep, trembling and ugly—that liked the way he saw her. That liked what she herself saw and felt.
***

Blaze sat in first period with his head resting against his hand and his eyes staring through the whiteboard like it wasn’t even there.

Mr. Durnley was talking about something.

Trade networks again? Ancient civilizations?

It didn’t matter.

Because all Blaze could think about was her.

Not Celestina.

Not the soft-spoken seductress who once responded to his midnight fantasies with teasing words and moaned promises.

Not the siren behind the webcam.

But Mistral.

His mother.

The one who poured his water every morning. The one who still called to check when he stayed out too long. The one who last night…

Stopped replying.

The screen had gone black. No message. No “goodnight, darling.” No tip of her wine glass.

And nothing since.

No new content.

No new posts.

And no replies.

She knows.
He didn’t want to admit it. Had told himself maybe she just had an off night. Maybe there was a system issue. Maybe her site was down. Maybe—

But no.

She knew.

She had to.

He’d turned the camera just a bit too far. She saw it. Saw his bed. That lamp. That fucking wall he never repainted.

And now?

Now he could barely breathe.

Third period.

Aleu sat beside him at the lab table, chewing her gum so slowly it sounded like it echoed. She kept glancing at him between sets of notes and sideways sighs.

“Alright,” she finally snapped. “No more ‘I’m fine.’ No more ‘Just tired.’ You’ve been walking around like a haunted painting all week.”

Blaze didn’t answer.

“Seriously. I’m done playing nice. Talk.”

“I can’t.”

“Why?”

“Because if I say it out loud…” He gripped his pencil until it snapped. “...it becomes real.”

Aleu flinched at the tone. She reached out, softer now. “Hey. Whatever it is… I’m your friend. You don’t have to hold it alone.”

Blaze squeezed his eyes shut.

Her voice was too warm.

His heart was too tired.

His throat, too tight.

And then—

He cracked.

He didn’t mean to. It started as a breath. A shudder. Then he dropped his pencil, buried his face in his arms on the table, and just breathed. Hard. Silent. Like he was holding in a scream.

Aleu stared, wide-eyed.

He wasn’t crying.

Not quite.

But the air around him hurt.

“I did something,” Blaze whispered hoarsely. “Something I can’t undo.”

Aleu leaned in. “Did you hurt someone?”

“No.”

“Did someone hurt you?”

“No.”

He looked up, eyes rimmed red. “But maybe I… broke something. In a way that can’t be fixed.”

Aleu blinked. “Blaze… what the hell did you do?”

He opened his mouth.

Then closed it again.

The words wouldn’t come.

Not those words.

Not that truth.

Because if he told her…

If he even tried to say what he’d done…

She’d never look at him the same again.

No one would.

Not even himself.

Yet the final bell hadn’t even finished ringing before Aleu dragged Blaze out of the building by the sleeve of his hoodie.

“Back entrance,” she muttered. “You’re too twitchy for the main hall. We’ll go to the park. You’re talking.”

Blaze didn’t resist.

He just followed like a prisoner being marched to sentencing.

They ended up on their usual bench beneath the old oak tree, but it felt colder now. Quieter. Like the world knew what was coming.

Aleu sat cross-legged on top of the bench. Blaze hunched at the edge, head low, shoulders higher than normal.

She waited.

No words. Just watched.

Patiently.
Blaze didn’t speak for a long time.

Then, slowly:

“It started with a click.”

Aleu tilted her head. “Okay…”

“I couldn’t sleep. Was scrolling. Bored. And I clicked on something I shouldn’t have.”

“Porn?”

His ears twitched.

She smiled faintly. “Blaze, I’ve known you since fourth grade. You think I don’t know what ‘scrolling at midnight’ means? Come on.”

He huffed. “It wasn’t just porn.”

Aleu grew still.

Something in his voice.

Heavy.

Twisted.

“…Okay,” she said gently. “Then… what was it?”

Blaze’s voice cracked. “It was her.”

Aleu blinked. “Her who?”

He didn’t answer at first. Just turned his phone, pulled up a paused screen—muted, just a thumbnail, just a name.

Celestina Blue.

Aleu leaned in.

She squinted.

Tilted her head.

Then slowly, slowly, her eyes widened.

“Wait.”

Blaze stared at the ground.

“No. No way.”

He nodded once.

“No way that’s your mom.”

He nodded again.

Aleu slapped both hands over her mouth.

Then laughed. Out loud. Not mocking. Just… stunned. “I—Blaze. Oh my god. Your mom has an OnlyFans?!”

He didn’t say anything.

“Dude!”

“I know.”

“Your super-professional, soul-of-ice, cardigan-collecting medical researcher mother is secretly—Celestina?”

He closed his eyes. “Yeah.”

“…Holy shit.”

Silence again.

Until Blaze muttered:

“I messaged her.”

Aleu blinked.

His voice went quieter.

“I created a fake account. We talked. She… liked it. I roleplayed with her, Aleu. On camera. I didn’t show my face, but still. She… she talked to me. We did things.”

“Ohhh… damn.”

“I think she figured it out the other night. The stream ended. She hasn’t replied since.”

Aleu leaned back against the bench. Her expression unreadable for a long time. Then, softly:

“Wow.”

Blaze’s throat tightened. “Yeah.”

“That’s… a lot, dude.”

“I know.”

He rubbed his face with both hands. “God, what’s wrong with me?”

“You’re seventeen. Horny. Starved for affection. And clearly carrying about three years’ worth of mother-son tension that Freud would trip over.”

Blaze snorted, despite himself. “You’re not horrified?”

“I am. But not at you.” She looked at him. No laughter now.

Just honesty.

“You didn’t go looking for her, Blaze. You were just… lonely. And then it happened. And yeah, it’s weird. It’s so weird. But you didn’t mean for this to happen. You just… kept going because it felt good to finally be seen by her. Even if it was through a mask.”

He looked at her. Eyes glassy. “You think I’m messed up?”

“I think you’re really messed up,” she said with a crooked grin. “But not that kind of messed up.”

He let out a shaky breath.

Then Aleu leaned in and smacked his shoulder. “Also, I can’t believe you flirted with your own mom and didn’t even realize. Like—dude. That’s sitcom-level tragic.”

He groaned and buried his face in his hoodie. “Please kill me.”

“Too late. You already did that yourself.”

But she was smiling.

Still here.

Still his friend.

And maybe… that made all the difference. She hugged him. Tightly.
CHAPTER EIGHT
Time To Talk
The sky had gone pink by the time Aleu and Blaze left the park, their shadows long and thin on the sidewalk.

Blaze had barely spoken after his confession. Just listened. Let her voice guide him through the chaos in his head. It was like someone had finally opened a window and let the air in.

They were halfway down the block when Aleu casually asked, “You gonna talk to her?”

Blaze blinked. “Talk to—what, now?”

“No. Tonight. Or soon. Like, actually talk.”

He hesitated. “…What would I even say?”

Aleu shrugged. “I mean, probably not ‘Hey, remember that livestream where I called you hot and you asked me to describe how I’d fuck you and—’”

“Aleu—!”

She laughed, dodging his elbow. “I’m just saying! Maybe don’t lead with that. But... she’s your mom, Blaze. You two clearly suck at communicating, but you used to be close, right?”

Blaze looked away. “Yeah,” he admitted. “A long time ago.”

“Then maybe this is your weird, traumatic, emotionally scarring path back to that.”

He gave her a sideways look. “That might be the worst possible way to describe it.”

“Or the best.”

A pause.

Then Blaze murmured, “I think I will.”

“Good,” she said, bumping her shoulder against his. “Before one of you explodes.”

***
That night, the house was too quiet again.

Mistral stood in the kitchen, one hand resting on the counter, the other curled around a warm mug. The tea had long since gone cold. She hadn’t taken a sip.

Upstairs, Blaze sat on his bed, staring at the carpet.

His phone was in his hand.

He had typed and deleted the same message a dozen times.

“Can we talk?”
Simple.

But it felt heavier than anything he’d ever written in his life.

Downstairs, Mistral let out a breath.

She glanced at the hallway.

Her fingers trembled slightly, but she set the mug down and took a step forward.

The same moment, Blaze stood.

He opened his door.

And froze.

She was already coming up the stairs.

Their eyes met halfway.

He saw the strain behind hers. The cracks. The fear. But also the need.

And in her, he saw himself.

Two reflections of the same spiraling storm.

They both opened their mouths.

Spoke at once.

“Can we talk?”

They stopped.

Then… Mistral gave the smallest smile. It wasn’t confident. It wasn’t posed.

It was real.

“Yes,” she said softly.

Blaze nodded, stepping back into his room, holding the door open.

She hesitated…

Then entered.

And behind them, the door clicked shut.

Blaze stood in the center of the room, suddenly hyper-aware of everything. The mess on his desk. The laptop. The slight wrinkle in the bedspread. The very air felt too loud.

Mistral stood near the door for a moment, as if unsure whether she was a guest or an intruder.

Silence.

Thick.

Heavy.

Alive.

Blaze opened his mouth—

But nothing came out.

Because how do you say it?

How do you say I saw you?
How do you say I touched myself to you?

How do you say I didn't mean to, but I didn't stop either?

He looked at her.

Mistral looked back.

Eyes sharp and fragile all at once. Her hands were clasped in front of her, white-knuckled. The composure was there… but barely.

Then, finally, she breathed in.

And stepped forward.

“I’m going to start,” she said quietly. “Because I’m the adult. Because I’m your mother. And because I have to.”

Blaze nodded once, voice still gone.

Mistral didn’t sit. She stood just a few feet away, arms loose at her sides now. Her voice didn’t waver… but her eyes shimmered. “I saw your bedspread,” she said plainly. “And the scratch on the wall. I recognized it instantly.”

Blaze’s heart sank.

“I ended the stream. I shut everything off. And then I spent hours… trying to convince myself I imagined it. But I didn’t.” Her eyes met his. There was no judgment in them.

Only hurt. And fear.

“And worse… I recognized your words long before I saw your room.”

That stunned him.

She smiled faintly. Sadly.

“You flirt the same way you argue, Blaze. With too much cleverness and just enough truth to sting.”

He tried to speak—tried to apologize, to beg—

But she raised a hand.

“Let me finish.”

He nodded quickly.

“I am your mother. That hasn’t changed. That will not change.” Her breath caught. “But I am also a person. A woman. And what I’ve done these past few years... I told myself it was just survival. Just coping. No one knew. No one could know.” She looked down at her hands. Unclenched them. “When your father died, I promised I’d be strong. For you. I buried myself in science, in work, in trying to be the kind of parent you deserved.” Then, her voice broke—just a hair. “But I got tired. And lonely. And so I made something for myself. Something just mine. And now that world has touched you. Worse… I let it touch you.”

Blaze whispered, “You didn’t mean to.”

“No. But I didn’t stop it either.”

Silence again.

Blaze looked down.

“I saw you,” he said softly. “And I couldn’t stop watching.”

Mistral closed her eyes.
“I wanted to tell myself it wasn’t you,” he went on. “But I knew. And I kept going. And… I liked it.”

He didn’t say it proudly.

It was an execution of a sentence.

And still—she didn’t flinch away.

“I failed you,” she whispered. “But I won’t let that failure rot between us.”

Then, in one smooth motion, she stepped back toward the door and reached into her medical bag — the one she always carried in and out of the clinic.

She pulled out a pair of clean, bright rubber gloves.

Blaze tensed immediately, brow furrowed. “Wh-What are you—?”

“I’m not letting this fester,” she said, slipping one glove on, snapping the cuff into place. “Not shame. Not disgust. Not confusion. We talked. We know. And now… I’m going to help you face this. As your mother. As someone who cares too much to let you spiral.”

Blaze’s heart raced. “I-I don’t understand—”

“You don’t need to,” she said, slipping the second glove on. Her eyes were calm now. Determined. “I do.”

She moved toward his desk chair and turned it to face her.

“Get comfortable.”

Blaze hesitated.

“M-Mom—”

“No more silence,” she said softly. “No more hiding. This is happening. And I will not let you be afraid of me ever again.”

Blaze sat.

Slowly.

Shaking.

Mistral knelt between his legs and, cautiously, tugged down his shorts. Her breath hitched when his cock, already fully hard, sprung free as if eager to see her in person. She swallowed. Hard. Then reached into her bag to pull out a small tube. 
“M-mom…”

She hushed him. The cool lubricant she pulled out now dripping onto her gloved hands as she spread it generously over his length. Her touch was firm, clinical, but her eyes… her eyes burned with a hunger she couldn’t hide.  

“This is to help you understand,” she said, her voice low, “to control your urges. To make you see that this… obsession… is just a phase. A distraction. One we both need to stop.”  

Her hands moved, slow and deliberate, finding the rhythms and pressure points that made him gasp. She leaned in, her breath hot on his ear as she sat up.
“You see, Blaze, the body responds to stimulation. But the mind… the mind can override. Can control.”  

Her strokes were firm, her gloves slick with lube as she worked him, her thumbs circling the sensitive head of his cock. He bucked into her touch, his claws digging into the chair.
“Feel that?” she whispered. “That’s just physical. Your body reacting. But you… you can rise above it.”  

She increased her pace, her hands moving in opposing rhythms, one twisting up while the other pumped down. Blaze’s breath came in ragged gasps, his hips jerking as he chased the pleasure.
“This isn’t—”

“Shhh. You’re so hard,” she murmured, her voice barely audible over the squelching of her gloves. “So ready. But this isn’t love, Blaze. This is need. And need is fleeting.”  

Her hands moved faster, her touch more insistent. She leaned back, her eyes locked on his cock as she jerked him off, her gloves making obscene noises as they slid up and down his shaft, bumping the top of his knot.
“You’re close,” she said, her voice a low growl. “I can feel it. That’s good. Let it out. Let it all out.”
Blaze’s claws scratched at the arms of the desk chair, his tail lashing wildly as he approached the edge. His cock throbbed, the vein along the underside pulsing with his heartbeat. He couldn’t speak. Didn’t want to speak. Didn’t want to acknowledge how terribly good it all felt. How the sight of Mistral removing her top made him growl.
“That’s it,” she cooed, her hands moving in a blur. “Give in. Just this once. And then… then we never speak of it again.”  

His orgasm hit him like a freight train, his back arching off the chair as he came undone. Rope after rope of his release spurted out, coating her gloves, his stomach, the floor—a mess of his arousal, his shame, his need.  

Mistral slowed her strokes, milking him through the aftershocks, her touch gentling as he collapsed back onto the chair, his chest heaving.  

“There,” she said softly. “That’s done.”  

She stood, her body glistening with a sheen of sweat, her eyes avoiding his as she grabbed a towel and cleaned him up.  

“You see, Blaze?” she said, her voice distant. “It’s just physical. And now… now it’s over.”  

Blaze looked up at her, his eyes wide, his chest still rising and falling rapidly. He didn’t speak, didn’t move—as if he, too, was trying to convince himself that this was just a lesson, a moment of therapy, and nothing more.

The room was quiet again.

Not like before.

Not sterile.

Not filled with things unsaid.
This silence was thick with breath. With body heat. With the residual hum of what they’d just shared — not in blood, not in names, but in something far more dangerous.

Blaze sat back in his chair, wide-eyed, chest rising and falling. His fur damp in places. His hands limp in his lap. Mind racing, but blank.

He was shaking. But not from cold.

Just... from knowing.

Mistral stared at her gloved hands, the cum thick and glistening between her fingers. It coated her arms, her breasts, the sheets—everywhere. The scent was sharp, musky, a primal reminder of what they’d just done. Her claws itched to taste it, to press a finger to her lips and savor the proof of his release…  

No.  

Mistral peeled off the gloves with careful precision. Each snap echoed in the room like punctuation. She dropped them into a small medical waste bag, tied it off like she’d done a thousand times before after finishing a procedure.

But nothing about this felt clinical.

She reached for a pack of wipes, cleaning her hands methodically. Every movement perfect. Mechanical.

Like if she moved with enough precision, it would clean away the reality.

Blaze blinked at her. “…I…”

She looked at him. Her expression unreadable, but her voice was soft. “How do you feel?”

He opened his mouth.

Nothing came out.

Because he didn’t know.

He didn’t feel better. He didn’t feel worse. He felt… blank.

“Don’t force it,” she said gently. “Your body’s had a release, but your mind needs time to catch up.”

He looked at her like she’d just spoken another language.

“You’ve been bottling this up,” she continued, standing now, smoothing the wrinkles from her pants. “Obsession breeds confusion. Hopefully, now that it’s out… we can move past it.”

Blaze stared. “You really think this… fixes it?”

Mistral hesitated. Then smiled softly. Not falsely. Not fully. Just enough to play the part. “I think it’s a start.”

She walked to the door, paused with her hand on the frame.

“I plan to deactivate the account tonight,” she added, almost as an afterthought. “Celestina served her purpose. She doesn’t belong here anymore.”

He didn’t answer.

She didn’t wait for one.

“Get some rest,” she said gently. “You’ll feel more like yourself tomorrow.”

And with that… she left.

Door closed.

The hallway was dim.

Mistral walked with slow, careful steps. Not because of physical strain — but because everything around her felt suddenly too loud, too vivid, too close.

She reached the bathroom. Washed her hands again, even though they were already clean.

Stared at her reflection in the mirror.

She expected to feel… better. Like a parent who had done the right thing. Given her son the closure he needed.

Instead… she felt heat.

Residual.

Low. Deep inside her groin.
A thrum behind her skin.

An aching fire that burned.

Not from what she’d done, exactly — but from how he had looked at her.

How he’d responded.

She pressed her palms to the sink.

Her throat tightened.

Her body had remembered something tonight. A warmth she hadn’t felt in so long it had become myth. Something about his breath. His tension. The way he listened. The way he trusted her. It was wrong, god, it was wrong, but it made something inside her burn.

She looked herself in the eye.

The idea of deactivating the account?

Dead.

She couldn’t.

Not now.

Because if she did… she wouldn’t just be killing Celestina.

She’d be killing the only part of herself that still felt alive.

And tonight?

She wasn’t sure she could.

CHAPTER NINE
Heat That Lingers
Three days passed.

Three days of silence louder than anything they could say.

Mistral woke early. Blaze came down late. They exchanged words — surface-level, cold.

“Sleep well?”

“Fine.”

“Need anything for school?”

“No.”

Their eyes didn’t meet anymore.

But when they did—accidentally, through a doorway or across a table—it lingered.

For just a second too long.

And in that second, it all came rushing back.

The gloves.

His breath.

The way he looked at her.

Mistral would retreat.

Blaze would flee.

And the silence would reset like a coiled spring.

At work, Mistral stood in front of a projection display of endocrine system charts, a lecture hall of interns watching, waiting for her to say something.

She didn’t.

Her mind was gone.

She’d rewritten this presentation three times the night before. All clean. All perfect. But now? All she could see was him. Bent in that chair. Gasping. Wide-eyed. Looking at her not like a son… but like a man seeing something divine as he came in her grasp.
Something forbidden.

Something he wanted.
She flinched.

Dropped her laser pointer.

“Dr. Morvane?” someone called from the back.

She blinked. Swallowed.

“I… Excuse me,” she murmured, gathering her materials and leaving the room without another word.

Back in her private office, Mistral threw her bag down, hands trembling.

She was furious.
At him.

At herself.

At this need clawing under her skin.

The gloves were gone, but she could still feel them. Still remember the warmth of his length through the latex. The shudder in his breath. The way he leaned into her words like he belonged to them.

“No,” she growled under her breath.

She turned away from her reflection in the glass wall, tail lashing once—twice—slamming against her desk with a thud.

This isn't you. You're better than this. You're his mother.
But that whisper inside — the one that had started when he called her “beautiful” behind a false name — was louder now. More brazen. Less apologetic.

He’d wanted her.

And for a moment, she had wanted to be wanted.

And worse still…

She liked how he listened to her. Touched her without touching. Craved her with full body reverence.

Not like a stranger. Like someone who knew her.

She gripped the edge of her desk until her knuckles went pale. “This has to stop.”

But even as she said it…

Her body betrayed her.

That heat hadn’t left.

It wasn’t even fading. She was wet…
***

Blaze hadn’t slept well in days.

Not since that night.

He laid awake until his body ached, until the ceiling turned to smoke, and his thoughts circled like vultures. No peace. No comfort. Just an endless loop:

Her hands.

Her voice.

The way she saw him… and didn’t pull away.

His mother.

His mother.

And yet…

Every night, his hand hovered over the laptop.

He never opened the site again. He couldn’t. Because if he did, there’d be no pretending.

No “it was a mistake.”

No “it’s behind us.”

But god… it was never behind him.

It was in him now.

Woven into every second of silence between them.

At school, he barely registered anything.

His classes came and went like static. His teachers called on him. He gave half-answers, wrong answers, no answers.

Aleu noticed.

She didn’t push again. Not yet. But her eyes were always watching. Not judging.

Just… waiting. Like a true friend would.
And somehow that made it worse.

At lunch, he sat alone under the oak tree, headphones in, no music playing.

Just silence.

And within that silence… noise.

The moment she told him to sit. The sound of the gloves snapping on. The tremble in her breath when it was over.

His head hit the table with a dull thud.

What the hell was wrong with him?

Why hadn’t he said no?

Why hadn’t he stopped it?

He could’ve.

But he didn’t.

Because when she told him to get comfortable…

He wanted to obey.

And that was the worst part.

Not the guilt. Not the shame.

The craving.

The fact that he wanted more. And hated himself for it.

She’s your mom.
But that didn’t kill the memory.

Didn’t stop his body from remembering.
Didn’t erase the way she touched him with clinical hands and still left him feeling seen. Not as a patient. Not even as a son.

But as something…

Real.

And it scared the hell out of him.

***

That night, he sat in his room again, lights off, hoodie still on. The laptop sat untouched on the desk.

He hadn’t eaten.

He hadn’t spoken to her.

But he heard her come home.

He always did now.

Every shift of her keys. Every footstep on the stairs. Her presence behind the door — just on the other side.

He wanted to knock.

He wanted to run.

He wanted to scream.

He wanted her to come in and say something — anything.

But she didn’t.

And neither did he.

And that silence between them?

It was louder than ever.

CHAPTER TEN
What Was Never Said
The days passed.

Silent. Uneventful on the outside. But inside — the walls were cracking.

Every dinner was a performance.

Blaze would set the table. Mistral would cook. Or order takeout. Or reheat something. They’d eat in near silence, both pretending to be normal.

Until tonight.

Tonight, it broke.

The clink of a fork against ceramic was all that filled the space.

Blaze was barely chewing. Mistral hadn’t touched her food.

And then… quietly, too quietly… a sound.

A breath.

A choke.

Blaze looked up.

She had her head turned just enough to hide her face, but her shoulders… were shaking.

He blinked. “Mom?”

She didn’t answer.

“...Mistral?”

Her hand trembled as she set down her fork. Then she reached for the edge of the table, knuckles whiter than her ashen fur. And finally—she looked at him. Eyes glassy. Makeup untouched, but not holding.

She was crying.

“I can’t—” she whispered, voice cracking. “I can’t keep pretending like I’m okay.”

Blaze stood up, heart lurching. “Hey—hey, no, don’t—”

“It’s me, Blaze,” she said, shaking her head. “I’m the reason this all happened.”

“No—”

“I should’ve shut it down years ago,” she continued, louder now. “That account. That life. That part of me. I told myself it was just an outlet. Just a mask. But it wasn’t. It was me. The part of me I buried the day your father died.”

Blaze moved closer, unsure if he should touch her. Afraid if he did, she’d shatter.

“I told myself I was being strong,” she whispered. “But I was just numb. That side of the bed went cold, and I never—never let myself miss what it felt like to be wanted. To be needed. To be touched.”

Her tears fell freely now, and Blaze’s chest ached.

“I thought I could live like that,” she said. “I thought… I could be a perfect mother. A ghost of a woman, but still… still good enough.”

She looked at him again — so vulnerable, so humane.

“And now I look at you,” she whispered, “and I wonder if I’ve broken you too.”

Blaze stepped forward, gently reaching for her hand. “You didn’t break me.”

Her lip quivered. “Blaze…”

“It wasn’t just you.” He swallowed hard. “I watched. I wanted to watch. I said things… I meant them. I thought about you. I still do.”

She closed her eyes. “That’s not right.”

“I know,” he said. And he meant it.

They both did.

But knowing it didn’t erase it.

Didn’t unburn the heat inside them.

“You’re my mother,” he whispered. “And I’ve never looked at you the way I do now. Not just because of what you did… but because of how you let me in.”

Her hand closed around his.

“I see you,” he said.

She breathed out a shaking breath. “You always did.”

Then, silence.

Not empty.

Not cold.

Just… quiet.

She stood.

Still holding his hand.

Eyes still glassy, but steadier now.

“I want to show you something,” she said.

He blinked. “What?”

Mistral looked at him for a long time. Then gently pulled him toward the room. Her room. Her voice, calm. Barely above a whisper. “You see me now… but there’s a side of me even you haven’t seen yet.”

And as they walked, Blaze's heart thundered.

Because whatever was waiting beyond that door—

It wasn’t just about sex.

It was about truth.

And that…

Was more terrifying than anything else.

The air felt endless.

Blaze followed silently behind her, heart pounding in time with the soft thump of her footsteps. His mother — no, Mistral — still held his hand. Not tightly. Not forcefully.

Just enough to guide him.

Just enough to not let go.

She stopped outside the office door.

That door had always been locked. He’d walked past it a thousand times. Known what was inside… and yet hadn’t truly known.

Now?

Now it felt like he was standing at the threshold of someone else's soul.

Mistral looked back at him, her expression unreadable.

Then she unlocked it.

The door opened.

And the world changed.

Neon flickered to life — violet, indigo, electric pink — climbing the walls in thin strips, pulsing in rhythm like a heartbeat. The room bathed in it, casting long shadows and surreal reflections in the mirrors lining the vanity and wardrobe doors.

Blaze stepped in behind her. He’d seen this before, yes — the camera view, the backdrop, the hints. But he’d never stood inside it.

Never felt the heat.

This was not a room.

It was her.

Soft music floated in — barely audible at first — and then:
The synthwave trembled through the floor like memory — warm and lonely.

Mistral moved toward a small console near the desk and turned the volume slightly higher. The song washed over the space, its saxophone threads curling into every crevice of the air.

Blaze stood frozen.

Because it was achingly beautiful.

And sad.

And her.

She moved to the closet, her back to him, and opened the doors wide.

Inside was a secret life.

Rows of bodysuits, leotards, visors, gloves, belts, shimmering accessories. Fabric like liquid metal. Vintage fitness fashion alongside custom pieces he couldn’t even name. Organized. Color-coordinated. Loved.

“Blaze,” she said, softly, her voice clear beneath the music. “This is me.”

She didn’t look back.

She didn’t need to.

“I kept her locked away for years. Kept me locked away. I told myself it was strength. Told myself I was doing it for you. But the truth is…”

She pulled the tie from her hair. It cascaded down around her shoulders like pale snow streaked in blue electricity.
“I was afraid.”

Blaze’s breath hitched.

She stepped to the side, unbuttoning her blouse slowly — not with seduction, but ritual. She slid it off one arm, then the other, folding it with grace and setting it down on the chaise. Next, her slacks. Smooth, precise.

She stood in nothing now. Nude. Bare. Exposed.
And then…

She stepped into the outfit.

A deep violet leotard, cut high at the hip with a sleek neckline. She pulled it up with practiced ease, then slipped on the armbands — wide, glossy, glittered like stars. She tugged on soft, ribbed legwarmers, dyed neon pink to match the wall lighting.

Lastly — a visor.

Slick. Reflective.

It slid over her eyes, hiding her face — but somehow revealing her.

She turned.

Stood fully before him.

The cold, clinical woman who raised him was gone.

And yet… she wasn’t.

Because this was also Mistral.

This was the woman who hurt.

Who ached to be touched.

Who had craved to be seen for years.

And when Blaze looked at her — really looked at her — his heart clenched.

She wasn’t posing.

She wasn’t playing.

She was just… standing there.

“I needed someone,” she said quietly. “Not to fix me. Not to worship me. Just… someone who would look at me and not turn away.”

The music filled the silence that followed. A melody wrapped in regret.

Blaze took a shaky step forward.

He saw the visor fog slightly from her breath.

And then she whispered:

“Do you still see me, Blaze?”

Blaze stood there for what felt like an eternity.

Bathed in neon.

Wrapped in synth.

Staring at the woman in front of him—not just his mother, not just Celestina—but the real Mistral.

The one she'd kept hidden in silence.

The one he’d only truly seen in pieces.

Until now.

Her visor glinted, obscuring her eyes, but he knew what was behind it. He didn’t need to guess anymore.

She had shown him.

And his voice, when it came, was soft.

“I’m sorry.”

She didn’t move.

He took another step forward, trembling.

“I didn’t know. I never saw... you. Not like this. Not for you. I was so caught up in everything else, I…”

He exhaled, sharp. “I never realized you were alone.”

She reached up and slowly removed the visor, setting it on the vanity like a mask unneeded.

Her eyes met his. They were glassy. Red-rimmed.

“I’m sorry too,” she whispered. “For hiding. For being distant. For thinking that I could keep part of myself locked away without it affecting you.”

He nodded. “It did.”

“I know.”

She reached toward him—hesitated—then rested her fingers softly against his cheek. “I was so afraid you’d see this part of me and hate me.”

He shook his head, closing his eyes into her touch. “I don’t. I couldn’t. You’re the strongest person I know.”

Her breath caught. “And the loneliest,” she said.

His hand rose, gently taking hers.

Not shaking. Not unsure.

Just warm.

“You’re not alone now.”

She stepped closer, and he didn’t pull away.

She rested her forehead against his.

And for a long moment, they stood there — the silence full, but not empty.

Her voice was smaller now. Frayed.

“I don’t know what this is.”

“Neither do I,” Blaze whispered. “But I don’t want to pretend it didn’t happen. I can’t.”

“I don’t want to be alone anymore.”

“Then don’t be.”

Another breath.

A pause.

And then—

They kissed.

Not hurried.

Not wild.

Just… real.

Just them.

Mother and son.

Broken. Lonely. Seen.

Together.

She knelt before him, her claws grazing his thigh, her breath hot against his stomach. “You make me feel… alive, Blaze. Not just a doctor. Not just a mother.” Her tail flicked nervously as she pressed closer, her lips brushing his ear. “But it’s wrong. You know that.”  

He pulled her into his lap, his claws trembling as he traced the edge of her jaw. “I don’t care about right or wrong. I just… want to know you.”  

Her claws dug into his shoulders as she kissed him again — a soft, vulnerable press of lips. “Then keep looking,” she murmured. “But know this won’t last. We’ll have to… pretend again. I’m sorry,” she whispered.  

“For what?”  

“For being broken,” she said. “For needing this.”  

He kissed her temple. “You’re not alone anymore.”  

Mistral’s claws hesitated on the record player as the synthwave pulse filled the room, the new notes echoing like a heartbeat. She turned to Blaze, her tail flicking nervously, the visor glowing faintly on her bedstand.  

The song’s opening synth swelled as she straddled his lap, her leotard clinging to her curves. “Fire on the beach, face to the sky…” she whispered, her lips brushing his ear. Her hips settled against him, her heat pressing into his hardness once his clothing hit the floor. “The stars dance around like Gods in the skies…”  

Blaze’s claws tightened on her hips as she rocked, slow and deliberate, the neon glow casting shadows over her throat.  

She rose, the leotard dipping low as she leaned back, her ghost-furred silhouette sharp against the retro lights. “The gold silhouette, you take off your clothes…” Her claws traced his chest, her breath hot against his skin. “And my heart feels the weight of all I don’t know…”  
Blaze’s tail flicked wildly as she kissed him deeply, her tongue exploring, her body a sinuous weight against his as she whispered lyrics that seemed to mean everything.

The chorus hit, and Mistral pulled away, her eyes glimmering in shadow as she knelt before him. Her lips closed around him, her tongue swirling as she hummed the melody, her claws gripping his thighs as she took him into her mouth. Slow. Steady. Going down fully, gagging slightly on his knot before pulling back with a soft, wet slurp, then repeating.

Blaze’s eyes rolled back. Every fantasy he’d had since seeing those videos had now crossed into reality. She was here. With him. Together. The burn in his body? The flames were melding with her own.

Mistral pulled her muzzle off his cock, nuzzling the length and kissing it before she climbed atop him again, her movements raw and primal. “Our holy mother of the midnight…” she breathed, her claws digging into his shoulders as she rolled her hips, lined him up to her dripping, eager sex, and sank down onto him. “Let us live forever tonight…” 

Blaze groaned, his tail curling and flexing as he thrust upward.  

The song’s bridge swelled as Mistral spun, straddling him backwards, her back arched like a predator’s. Her claws grazed his collarbone as she rocked back and forth, her hips rolling in a rhythm that left them both trembling.  

The final chorus washed over them as they moved in sync, the synth beats echoing their gasps and moans—“If we live forever, let us live forever tonight…”  
Their climaxes hit in unison, Mistral’s claws raking his chest as she cried out, her hips jerking down, her soaked folds swallowing his knot eagerly right before she tossed her head back and clenched down on him. 
Blaze’s roar echoed the song’s final notes as he swelled inside of her, his hips jerking, body shaking as he buried his face in her chest when he came, her breasts muffling his cry. Thick warm ropes left his body, accepted by hers as the wonderful heat washed over them. 

Minutes passed, but the feelings continued, with neither one of them breaking away from the other.
Yet like all things, the song hissed to an end. Mistral collapsed against him, her outfit askew, her fur matted with sweat. “Tomorrow we’ll go back to our lives…” she murmured, quoting the lyrics.  

Blaze let out a shuddering sigh, looking up, matching her gaze. “But tonight… we’re just us.”  

Her tail tightened around his, a silent plea for the moment to last.  

Mistral curled into Blaze’s chest, her body trembling as the synthwave echoes faded into silence. The neon glow dimmed, leaving only the faint hum around them. She pressed her face into his fur, her claws clutching his shoulders.
The room was quiet again.

But this time… it was different.

Not heavy.

Not tense.

Just still.

Blaze lay on his back, staring at the ceiling through the soft pink glow of a single strip of neon still humming in the corner of the room. The music had faded hours ago. The heat between them had cooled.

But her warmth was still there beside him.

Mistral rested on her side, one arm draped gently across his chest, her breathing slow and steady. No mask. No gloves. No pretenses.

Just her.

They hadn’t spoken for a while.

Words weren’t needed.

Not immediately.

But now… as the hush settled and reality began to trace its way back into the room, Mistral stirred.

Her voice was soft. Hoarse from emotion. From everything.

“…This can’t happen again.”

Blaze turned his head slightly. “I know.”

“I meant what I said,” she continued. “About being lonely. About needing to feel something again.”

“I know,” he said again.

She let the silence breathe.

Then added, “But I can’t let that pain make me forget who I am. Who you are.”

He nodded once. Quietly. “We’ll pretend again, won’t we? Act like this never happened.”

“I have to,” she choked out. “I’m your mother. I’m supposed to—”  

“To what?” he interrupted. “Push me away? Act like you don’t care?”  

Her breath hitched. “I didn’t know how to love properly. Not after your father. I became a shell. A doctor. A professional. But not a mother. That’s what I need to be, Blaze.” She lifted her head, her blue eyes glistening in the dim light. “You deserved a mother who held you when you were scared. Who said ‘I love you’ without guilt. I failed you. Every day.”  

Blaze pulled her closer, his tail wrapping protectively around her. “You’re saying it now.”  

“I don’t know how to make this right.” Mistral looked up at him again. Her eyes were tired. But clear. “I’ll still be me,” she said. “I’ll still be Dr. Mistral Morvane. Still Celestina Blue, sometimes.” She smiled faintly. “But from now on… I’ll also be your mother again. The way I should’ve been all along.”

He blinked, his throat tight.

“I won’t always get it right,” she said, her voice a whisper against his shoulder. “I’ll stumble. I’ll make mistakes. But I’ll try.”

That mattered more than she could’ve known.

Blaze closed his eyes.

Her hand found his again and held it gently.

And then—finally—she spoke the words he hadn’t heard in far too long.

Not cold. Not clinical.

Just soft.

Maternal.

“I love you, Blaze.”

Not like a lover.

But like a mother.

And this time… it didn’t sting.

It soothed.

He squeezed her hand.

“I love you too, Mom.”

The wound was still there.

But now, it could begin to heal.

Together.

CHAPTER ELEVEN
The Ones We Carry
The sun crept in through gauzy curtains.

No drama. No fanfare. Just morning.

Blaze moved quietly through the house, towel slung around his neck, hair still damp from his shower. He didn’t say much as he pulled on his hoodie, grabbed his bag, and slung it over his shoulder.

But there was peace in his silence.

Not confusion. Not shame.

Just… peace.

In the kitchen, Mistral stood with her usual poise, coat buttoned to the neck, one hand cradling a mug of coffee. She glanced up as he entered. Her glasses were on. Her eyes just slightly tired. But behind them… that same quiet strength.

Professional. Collected. Mistral Morvane, PhD. Doctor. Researcher. Mother.

"Ride?" she asked simply, offering him the car keys.

Blaze blinked, surprised. “You’re not on call today?”

“I am,” she said, sipping her coffee. “But I’m choosing to be late.”

That got a small, genuine smile out of him. He took the keys, and together they stepped out into the morning light.

The drive was quiet. But not awkward.

The music was low, just ambiance.

She didn’t probe him with questions. He didn’t force small talk. It was a quiet understanding — a fragile thread woven tighter by shared wounds, now bound with intention.

When they pulled up in front of the school, Mistral glanced sideways at him, her hand resting gently on the wheel.

"Have a good day, Blaze," she said. “I love you.”
He hesitated just a second, then gave a small nod.

"Love you too, Mom."

That word didn’t feel weird anymore.

And as he stepped out and disappeared into the crowd, Mistral sat in the idling car for a moment longer.

Then she turned around.

She didn’t go to the clinic.

Back home, the house greeted her with stillness. The ticking of a clock. The distant hum of the fridge. No synthwave. No neon.

Just silence.

She moved with purpose, claws clicking across hardwood, stopping in front of a simple cabinet tucked beside the bookshelf.

It hadn’t been opened in years.

She pulled the latch.

Inside: old photo albums. A few framed pictures. A sealed envelope.

Her hands trembled slightly as she took one out. Her husband. Blaze’s father. That same white-and-grey fur. That same smile Blaze had inherited. Young. Bright-eyed. Shirt wrinkled from holding a newborn — their newborn.

A tear slipped down her cheek before she even noticed it.

Then another.

And then the dam broke.

Mistral sat down on the living room floor, surrounded by faded photographs and memories steeped in laughter and loss. Her body curled inward as the years of suppressed grief poured out in thick, wordless sobs.

But she wasn’t falling apart.

She was letting go.

For the first time in too long… she allowed herself to feel. To mourn. To smile.

And as the crying slowed, she reached for a tissue, dabbing her eyes, looking down at a picture of her husband holding Blaze up to a mirror, both of them grinning like fools.

She laughed softly through her tears.

“…He’s turning out okay,” she whispered.

And in that moment, Mistral Morvane didn’t feel like a mask.

She was mother. She was memory. She was strength and sorrow.

She was herself.

***

The next months passed with the slow certainty of spring becoming summer.

Blaze’s final year of high school came and went in a blur of exams, half-hearted assemblies, and memories that already felt like old photographs. He passed. Not with flying colors, but with enough. He didn’t care about the walk across the stage. He cared about the look in her eyes when he told her:

"I did it."

And Mistral’s smile — rare, warm, and real — was worth more than any diploma.

In the evenings, Blaze kept to himself. Mostly.

But something else took shape in his room. On the workbench beneath the posters, beside the tools and soldering iron, a form was being rebuilt.
The twisted remains of something once cast aside. A broken animatronic that had clung to him. A tangled mess of cables and wires.

But Blaze saw something in it. Something worth saving.
He always saw the hurt underneath.

And slowly — with care, solder, and a few jokes whispered to himself, as well as Mistral’s help — he gave Mangle a new chance. A hiss of static. A flicker of eye-light. A glitched purr of confusion and gratitude.
Mistral came up behind him one night as he wiped down the final armature, her arms folded, expression unreadable.

“She was dangerous,” she murmured.

Blaze looked up from the worktable as Mangle's head turned upright and clattered.
“She was abandoned,” he said. “You would know. You worked there.”
Mistral said nothing for a moment.

Then: “You always had a soft spot for the broken.”

Blaze shrugged, trying to play it off. “Guess I take after my mom.”

That got her. A laugh. A real one.

***
The apartment wasn’t far. Small. A little rundown. But it had a view of the skyline, and the windows didn’t stick too badly.

Blaze packed slowly. A box here. A duffel there.

The night before the move, he and Mistral sat in the living room, two cups of tea between them. No music. No drama. Just the silence of a goodbye they weren’t quite ready to say.

She looked at him, across that short space between the couch and the armchair, and realized something.

He wasn’t her baby anymore.

He was her son.

And he was ready.

“Don’t forget to call,” she said, sipping her tea.

“Don’t forget to sleep,” he countered.

Their eyes met. No shame. No ghosts.

Just love.

The kind forged through hardship. Through mistakes. Through the mess and madness of lives too complex for anyone else to understand.

When morning came, Blaze stood at the doorway, bag slung over his shoulder. Mangle’s eyes blinked faintly from inside the large storage crate in his car.
Mistral adjusted the collar of his jacket, smoothing a wrinkle that didn’t matter.

“Are you scared?” she asked quietly.

“Yeah,” Blaze admitted.

She leaned forward and pressed a soft kiss to his forehead. “Then you’re ready.”

He hugged her. Tight.

And for once, she didn’t hide the tremble in her hands.

Later that day, Mistral sat at her desk, a fresh set of files before her, unread. The house was quiet. Too quiet.

She turned her head. On the bookshelf: an old photo. Her, Blaze’s father, and a tiny bundle of fur swaddled in blue.

She smiled.

She had done so many things wrong.

But this?

This… she had done right enough.

And somewhere in the city, a pink-haired wolf was settling into his first night alone. New keys. New windows. New dreams.

But in his heart, no matter how far he wandered, one truth would always remain:

Mistral Morvane would always be his mother.
And she would always be proud.

~ THE END ~

