Thonk! Thonk! Thonk!
Noelle looked over and saw Susie busy at work in the kitchen. Whatever she was making smelled absolutely delicious with all sorts of ingredients laid out and in a partial state of being prepared for dinner.
“Hey Kris?” Susie asked.
Kris perked up from their position on the loveseat, sliding their stylus back into its drawing pad and turning it off. “What’s up?”
“What’s the name of that garlic chopping movie?” Susie asked.
Kris blinked. “What?”
“The garlic chopping movie?” Noelle asked as well. “What does that even mean?”
“Yeah, the movie where they’re chopping garlic with a razorblade,” Susie said, chopping her own garlic with a proper knife. “I think they’re in prison or something?”
“Do you mean Goodfellas?” Kris asked.
Susie perked up. “Yeah, that one.”
“Why… why do you remember it as the garlic chopping movie?” Noelle followed up, shaking her head. “So many other things happen in it.”
“I don’t know, just remembered that scene where they’re busy chopping garlic since I’m chopping garlic right now,” Susie replied as scrapped the garlic off of her knife and into a small bowl. “Must have a weird memory or something.”
Noelle got up and strayed towards the kitchen, gingerly gliding over to help Susie. 
Only, her girlfriend quickly wheeled around and wagged the blade at her. “Nuh uh uh! You two just finished your semester and I’m taking care of you tonight. No helping.”
“Can I help a little?” Noelle asked, puffing out her lower lip.
Susie shook her head. “Nope. Now go relax.” She gestured towards the living room with her knife before turning back towards the cutting board. “That’s an order.”
Noelle huffed. “Yellow.”
“Nice try,” Susie teased, waving her off. “Household chores aren’t a BDSM scene. You don’t get to colour code your way around it.”
Kris scoffed. “Trust me, I’ve tried.”
Noelle took the hint, returning to the living room and settling back down in one of their lounging chairs. At the very least this gave her a chance to pick up her Kindle and flip through it.
“Reading porn in the living room?” Kris teased, glancing at her from the corner of their eye.
Noelle flushed and stuck her tongue out at them. “I’ll have you know that I read things that aren’t porn from time-to-time.” She attempted to cycle through to one such story but the words just didn’t seem to stick. So, she glanced at Kris instead. “So, you must be excited for your internship.”
Kris nodded. “Totally. Always wanted to work on an actual show.”
“Which show?” Susie asked.
“Uh just some superhero show,” Kris replied, perking up. “You know that one that has like an evil supersapien in it?”
“The Boys?” Susie asked.
Kris shook their head. “No, the other one. The one that’s a cartoon”
“Ah! Yeah, I know what you’re talking about,” Susie said, smirking. “Congrats on the internship. What are you going to be doing for them?”
“Just some like touch up work and stuff,” Kris explained, motioning vaguely. “Can’t get super into it but this company is like the company you hire to do some editing work and whatnot. You know… make sure there aren’t any weird glitches and brush over all the imperfections that hypercritical nerds like to point out on Monster Reddit.”
Noelle nodded.
“You must be excited to get some writing done this summer?” Kris then asked, looking at Noelle.
Noelle smirked. “Honestly, I don’t know what I’m going to do with myself. I’m not used to having this much free time.” She shrugged. “But I have a novel bouncing around in my head.” She tapped the side of her head with a finger. “So, hopefully I can get some work done on that before the next school year starts.”
“What type of story are you going to write?” Susie asked.
Noelle hummed. “I don’t really know if the genre actually has a name. It’s kind of one part drama, one part romance, one part comedy, and three parts erotica.” 
Kris gasped, grinning at her. “Is my girlfriend going to be a filthy smut writer?”
“No!” Noelle yelped, glaring at them. “Erotica is far more refined than mere smut.” She smirked. “Also, far more profitable ever since Fifty Shades fucked with the meta. I’m going to nail down that housewife market, just you wait and see.”
“Well, I’m excited to read whatever it is,” Susie said. She tilted her muzzle towards Kris. “Yo, freak, can you make us some drinks?”
“I thought I was banned from the kitchen?” Kris teased.
Susie smirked. “Nope, only Noelle is banned from the kitchen.”
“Oh, what injustice is this?” Kris asked, theatrically clasping the back of their hand against their forehead. “Are you picking favourites now?” They winked at Noelle who proceeded to snicker, hiding her giggle behind a hand. “But I suppose I can make us some drinks.”
They moved towards the kitchen, stopping by a bank of shelves which were as far away from Susie’s work as the cramped space allowed.
“What about you, babe?” Noelle asked, looking at Susie. “What are your plans for the summer?”
Susie hummed. “Work my ass off and apply for college in the fall.”
“Boring,” Kris jeered.
Susie threw a glare in their direction but rolled her eyes regardless. “I also know that a few of the guys from the urban explorer’s group chat want to go rock climbing at some point. So, I might take them up on their offer and head into the mountains with them.”
“That sounds like fun!” Noelle beamed. “Are they going to Mount Ebott?”
“Thinking about it,” Susie answered.
Kris pulled three glasses out of the cabinet, placing them down upon the counter. “Usuals for you two?” 
Susie nodded.
“Sure,” Noelle called.
Kris pushed back and moved over to the fridge, opening the freezer and grabbing an ice cube tray and a bottle of gin. Before departing, they then opened the fridge and clumsily grabbed a bottle of club soda, another of tonic, and a third with diet cola. It was an awkward waddle but they made it back to the glasses easily enough.
“You know what you should get done this summer,” they commented, gesturing to Noelle.
Noelle glanced at them from over her chair. “What’s that?”
“You should finally get your nipples pierced,” Kris said, pulling out a couple more bottles from inside their cupboard: rum and whiskey. They then started putting together drinks, chipping out ice cubes. “No better time to do it than when you have several days free to sit around the house topless.”
“I won’t have several days free,” Noelle replied. “I still have three shifts a week.”
“Four days is still plenty of days,” Susie commented, smirking. “I honestly think that they’d look cute.”
Noelle blew a puff of air into her cheek. “They would.” She pondered this before looking at Kris. “Do you know if Chara has any bookings available?”
“Probably,” Kris replied, shrugging at the question. “Piercings aren’t tattoos. Usually there are way more openings because they can crank those out in like fifteen minutes.”
They finished crafting the first drink: a whiskey with club soda, placing it down next to Susie.
“Thanks,” Susie said, picking it up and taking a sip.
“Do you mind sending them a text and finding out for me?” Noelle asked.
Kris beamed. “Oh shit, are you actually thinking about going through with it?”
“I mean…” Noelle bit her lip but nodded, looking a little sheepish about this. “They would look pretty cute.”
Kris came back over to the living room, placing a pair of glasses down on the coffee table. Noelle lifted a brow but they were already fixing their mistake, grabbing coasters and sliding them underneath each of the respective glasses.
The glass near Noelle was a gin and tonic while Kris’ had a rum and diet cola with an unreasonable number of lime wedges dunked into it.
Noelle picked up her drink and took a sip. “That’s good.”
“I am the expert at mixing exactly one liquor and one soda together,” Kris teased, winking at her. They then leaned back in their seat, closing their eyes. “I am so ready to sleep in until like noon for the next week straight.”
Susie scoffed. “Enjoy it while it lasts. I doubt your job will let you keep doing it.”
“I will,” Kris mumbled.
A silence settled into place with Susie working on her cooking. Noelle didn’t really know what to do as she grabbed her Kindle once again. Only, just as she was about to tab over to the book she was reading, she paused at the sight of a familiar story at the very fringes of her library.
She couldn’t help but smile at the memories.
It was strange how one little story could change her life so much.
Honestly, she could only hope to achieve something like that with her own writing.
[hr]
Noelle picked up her cup of coffee, taking a sip from it and placing it back down upon its coaster. She glanced across the table and saw Kris pick up a can of Bang, throwing it back before focusing on a scene that they were touching up.
“How’s work going?” she asked.
Kris offered a crooked smile. “Not what I imagined I’d be doing for an internship but…” They shrugged. “Got to get started somewhere.” They then looked across the table and nodded towards Noelle’s PC. “How goes your story?”
“It’s going well enough!” Noelle beamed.
This was the truth. She was already a thousand words in and she’d only been at it for about an hour now. Not a bad start, all things considered.
It was a juicy moment too, right after the main character had been collared for the very first time.
Was the story a little self-indulgent? Yes, extremely so. But hey, Noelle was simply following the philosophy of writing what you know.
“Where are you at in your story?” Kris asked.
Noelle bit her lip. “Vivian just got collared by her Dommes.”
“Vivians a nice name,” Kris teased, winking at her. “What made you pick it?”
“I don’t really know. Just kind of picked a name at random,” Noelle admitted.
Kris nodded. “Is one of the dommes in your story a hot nonbinary human sadist?”
“No,” Noelle jeered. Though she paused as she pursed her lips together, looking off to the side. There was no hiding the red in her cheeks “But one of the dommes is a hot nonbinary goat monster sadist.”
Kris perked up, grinning at this. “Yooo? I’m a hot goat monster in this story? I’m loving it already.” They poked their tongue out of the corner of their mouth, focusing on their work for a moment as they scribbled away at their drawing pad. “What did you make Susie?”
“A bird,” Noelle quipped. Though she then scrunched her nose, glaring across the table at Kris. “But this isn’t just a one-for-one retelling of events. This is… this is its own thing, you know?”
“Hey, hey, hey, I believe you,” Kris teased, holding up their hands defensively. Though their shit eating grin certainly didn’t make it any easier to believe the sincerity of their remark. “I’m just teasing is all.”
Noelle smirked and looked at her story. “I suppose that I’m not doing myself any favours by setting this in a fantasy world where the heroes can jump between multiple planes of existence.”
“I mean in your defense that’s a solid story idea, it’s not your fault that it just happened to be reality for us,” Kris replied, smirking at her. “And look on the bright side. There are only two dozen people who can actually call you out on it.” They lifted their stylus and pointed it at her. “Have you figured out the world’s magic system yet?”
“Should I have?” Noelle asked.
“Isn’t that ‘Writing a Fantasy Novel 101’?” Kris teased, winking at her. They gestured with their stylus, arching it through the air. “Before you even think about starting, you need to put together like a four-hundred-page master document which talks about the world and setting and politics and everything. Then you need to figure out how to make the magic system related to a fetish of yours.”
“I uh…” Noelle moved her mouse over to a private Discord server with a channel that had maybe five pages worth of notes in it. “I’m not like that.”
Kris smirked. “Fantasy authors bow to your power level.” They got up and stretched their arms above their head, cracking their body in such a fashion that it made Noelle wince. “I’m going to grab some more coffee. Do you want another?”
Noelle shook her head and looked at the now empty can of bang that Kris had just been drinking. She had to remind herself that it was not her place to comment on their caffeine intact. “I’m good.”
Kris nodded and lumbered over to the kitchen, pulling out the coffee pot and using it to top off their mug. “So, tomorrow’s the big day, huh?”
Noelle nodded, biting her lip. “Two in the afternoon, right?”
“Yep,” Kris replied. “Do you still want me and Susie to be there?”
Susie yawned as she lumbered out of the bedroom, strolling into the kitchen. “We’re doing what tomorrow?”
She bumped into Kris and knocked them to the side, snatching their cup of coffee away from them and taking a sip for herself. It was now hers as if daring them to fight her over it.
Kris grunted but didn’t protest, grabbing a second mug and prepping themself another cup. “Getting our little doe’s nipples pierced.”
Susie grinned. “Oh, hell yeah, no way that I’m missing out on that.”
“You know, I’m sure Chara wouldn’t be opposed to doing yours as well,” Kris teased, grinning at her. They then flicked their septum. “They’re very good at it.”
Susie scoffed. “You first.”
“I mean it’s on my to do list,” Kris said, making their way back to the dining room table. “But I want to focus on all of the piercings that people can actually see first. I want an industrial and lip rings and one of those cute ones that goes through the bridge of your nose. Maybe after all of that, I can actually think about getting my nipples done.”
Noelle smirked. “I mean, I think you should get your nipples done first. It’d look so cute.”
“Well, I’ll see how you handle it first,” Kris said, placing their cup down. They circled around the table and draped their arms around Noelle, resting both of their hands upon her breasts and squeezing them through her shirt. “I’m so excited.”
Noelle shivered. “Want to play with them one last time before they get pierced?”
“Unfortunately…” Kris sighed. “I have work to do.”
They drifted away, returning to their tablet. 
Yet, in their absence, Susie made her way over, resting her rump against the edge of the table.
“But I’m not,” she teased, taking a sip of coffee and pointing the mug at Noelle. “Our room, five minutes.”
Noelle grinned. “Yes, Mistress.”
[hr]
Noelle wished that she got to spend more time in Richardson Village before it went downhill. She could still remember this neighbourhood when her parents would come into the city during her childhood. Back then it was filled with weird little stories that sold things that no other place did.
It was once a venue with a record shop, second hand bookstores, hipster boutiques, and restaurants that served weird food. Now, it was… well… it wasn’t all bad. It was just different. The restaurants belonged to chains, the clothing stories were now all mainstream, the record store had shut down and was now a vacant storefront, and the bookstores were now all dispensaries with their foggy opaque windows.
The neighbourhood had simply grown up and lost a lot of its magic and charm.
At the very least, it seemed that the little hole in the wall piercing places were still there, dotted every once in a while. Even if they were far less numerous. This included the store that Kris was currently leading her and Susie towards.
Twin Determinations Body Art Cooperative.
It was a tiny venue compared to so many of the other body art shops that Noelle had passed on their way here, probably the size of a tax office or a takeout restaurant that had no seats. The windows were filled with floral designs and a large nonbinary flag proudly hung in place. As she peaked inside, she could see this weathered wooden veneer that was so pronounced that she could practically smell it through the window.
Kris opened the door and held it open for the other two, gesturing them inside. “Neat place, right?”
“Looks pretty hippy,” Susie teased.
“I mean it’s a body art shop,” Noelle said, playfully bumping into her. “I’d be worried if it wasn’t extremely hippy.”
As they entered, Noelle could pick up on the scent of vanilla incense, closing her eyes and allowing the smell to greet her. There was old rock music playing and it lulled her into a false sense of security, making her forget that she was about to have a needle driven through each of her nipples.
“Oh, hey Kris!” a familiar voice called.
“Chara,” Kris greeted back.
Noelle opened her eyes and saw the familiar human behind the counter, tapping away at an older computer. They were dressed in a black tank top from a metal band that Noelle had never heard of along with worn jean shorts and a pair of long black and white striped socks. There was also a generous dusting of dark-coloured makeup upon their face, really leaning into that emo kid vibe that Noelle had picked up from them.
“How are you doing?” Noelle asked.
Chara shrugged. “A little tired.” They yawned and grabbed a can of Monster, taking a sip from it. “Ran a little late with a client from my other gig.”
“You know, you never did tell us what your other gig was,” Susie said.
Chara smirked. “I’m aware.”
Noelle was about to ask. Before she could, one of the doors inside the studio opened and another human peaked out at them.
They were slender, being a little taller than Chara and Kris, though still below Noelle and Susie in terms of stature. Their skin was darker, the colour of chocolate. And their hair was a poofy black which cascaded downwards and covered their eyes. They were adorned in numerous tattoos which seemed to cover every inch of skin that wasn’t protected by their plaid knee-length dress.
“Oh hey,” this human called, waving.
Chara nodded towards them. “This is Asriel’s sibling, Kris, and their partners, Noelle and Susie.” The three of them waved in turn. Then Chara nodded from them to the other human. “And this is Frisk, my partner in crime.”
Frisk stepped out of their office fully, wiping off their hands. They glanced at Kris, making a show of looking them over before nodding rather assuredly to themself. “Yeah, I can see the resemblance. You and Azzy have the same…” They gestured vaguely at their own head. “You know what I mean.”
Kris blinked. “Uh…”
Chara smirked but didn’t say anything, instead focusing their attention on the computer in front of them. They scrolled through it, obviously searching for Noelle’s appointment.
“Oh shit, is she getting her nipples done today?” Frisk asked, stopping next to Chara and peering over their head at the computer screen. They seemed close with Chara not minding the invasion of their personal space.
Chara nodded. “Yep.”
“Those are going to look so amazing on you,” Frisk said, grinning at Noelle. Though they promptly paused. “Errr… not that I’m checking you out or anything. Just…” They motioned vaguely. “They look amazing in general.”
Chara chuckled. “Don’t worry, they flirt with everyone.”
“I do not flirt with everyone,” Frisk shot back.
“You totally do,” Chara chided in a sing-song tone. They made an affirmative little noise as they found what they were looking for. “Bingo.” They then got to their feet and gestured down the hall. “Is this your first piercing?”
Noelle shook her head and then brushed her hair away from her ears, exposing the little earring which dangled from them.
“Did you get them done at a proper place or did you go the Claire’s route?” Chara asked.
Noelle paused. “My sister did them for me.”
“Ah, well in that case I’ll make sure to give you the rundown on all the aftercare that’s involved in making sure that they heal nicely,” Chara said, turning in order to wink at her. “And since it’s aftercare, I know you three will be great at following through with it.”
Noelle blushed while Kris and Susie both snickered at this.
“Need me to lock up the shop while I’m out!” Frisk called.
Chara waved. “If you wouldn’t mind.”
“Isn’t it like two in the afternoon?” Susie whispered.
Chara opened the door to a well-lit room which was filled with artwork, emo band posters, and cupboards upon cupboards of storage space. “They have a lunch date with Asriel.”
“Wait…” Kris blinked. “Like a date date?”
Chara lifted a brow. “Didn’t he tell you that we’re a polycule?”
Kris paused, seeming to take in that information rather poorly as they looked downright stunned by it.
“Whoa did he really not mention it?” Chara asked, snickering. “Thought that dude blabbed about everything.”
“Apparently not!” Kris yelped. “Didn’t think that he was that cool.”
Chara drew up alongside a swivel chair that was bolted into the ground. It looked clean with a pristine and comfy upholstery. They spun it around and gestured with a hand, clearly inviting Noelle to settle down and take a seat.
An offer which Noelle happily accepted. 
Meanwhile, Kris and Susie both sat down on a pair of stools, waiting patiently.
Chara busied themself on drawing out a sterile medical tray, going through the various cupboards and pulling out all of the tools necessary for this. “Mind losing the shirt for me?”
Noelle nodded and reached for the hem of her t-shirt, peeling it away and lifting it off over top of her head. She’d opted to go without a bra today, knowing that there was an almost certain chance that she would not be walking out of this shop wearing one.
It was a little strange to be topless around Chara. Even if they were a familiar face, they were still a party who was outside of her immediate relationship. Still, if she could endure the eyes of an entire play party upon her then she could easily handle this.
Chara glanced over and looked down at her breasts, studying them for a moment. They then glanced up and held eye contact with Noelle. It was shocking to see their professionalism, not fraying in the slightest even in the face of these amazing naked doe tits.
Though why was that so surprising? This was a professional who was probably well past their first rodeo in terms of nipple piercings.
“Okay, so let me be transparent about a few things,” Chara began to explain. “This is going to hurt. I want you to be aware of that.”
“I know,” Noelle said, puffing out her chest and trying to act tough.
Chara nodded. “Here is how this is going to go. I am going to clean your nipples then I am going to mark them. Once happy with the angle…” They reached out and grabbed a needle which was currently inside a sealed baggie and a clamp of some sort which was in a similarly sterile environment. “I am going to use these on you. I’ll need you to draw in a breath and fight your fight or flight reflexes as I quickly push it through. It’ll be very sharp but very quick.”
Noelle swallowed a lump in her throat. Yet, she had her partners there and felt Susie rest a hand upon her shoulder. That made the concept a little less daunting to contend with.
“The piercing will be the worst of the pain but there will be a slight pressure afterwards as I affix the jewelry in place,” Chara continued to explain. “Then you just have to do that one more time and you’ll have two adorable nipple piercings.” They offered a thumbs up. “Sound good?”
Noelle grinned, hoping that she didn’t seem too nervous. “Yep, I understand.”
“Now a question for Kris and Susie,” Chara said, glancing away from Noelle and up at them instead. There was a knowing little smile upon their lips. “Are we giving your pet bars or rings today?”
“Bars,” Kris and Susie chimed at the same time.
Noelle flushed bright red, hating that Chara had just hit the nail on the head with that assumption.
Chara slid over to the metal tray, picking up a little cup full of some sort of gooey solution and a Q-Tip which they dipped into it.
“Can I ask you a question?” Noelle asked, shivering as that jelly touched her sensitive little teats. It was cold, uncomfortably so. “If you’re okay answering it of course.”
Chara smirked. “What’s up?”
“You keep mentioning another gig. What exactly do you do?” Noelle asked.
Chara hummed and looked up, meeting her eye. It seemed that they were working through something. Until finally, they shrugged. “Eh, I trust you.” 
They drew the Q-Tip around Noelle’s other nipple. The way they said that had an effect on Noelle, making her think of all sorts of daring things. Were they a dealer or a thief or an assassin or some other criminal ne’er do well?
Noelle paused.
Okay, calm down brain.
Chara clicked their tongue against the roof of their mouth. “So, you know how me and Asriel met at a work party, right?”
“Where you were another guy’s date?” Kris asked.
Chara nodded. “That guy hired me to be his date.”
Noelle blinked, wondering what exactly that…
Ohhhhhhhh.
“Oh,” Noelle whispered aloud.
“That’s why I’m a little cagey about it,” Chara admitted. “Some people get all puriteen on me and I like to avoid those kinds of people.”
“Well, we aren’t exactly those kinds of people,” Kris teased.
Chara nodded. “You never know.” They grabbed a sharpie and then leaned in close to Noelle’s breasts, carefully cupping one of them and drawing a pair of dots on either side of her fleshy nipple. They then did the same with the other. “Now can I ask you a question?”
Noelle nodded. “Sure.”
Chara squinted and looked over Noelle’s breast though in a manner that was the furthest removed from pervy that Noelle had ever seen.
“How did you three get into BDSM?” they asked.
Noelle stirred. “Oh uh… a few months ago I was reading some smut on my Kindle and Kris caught me in the middle of it.”
“Wild,” Chara teased. “You never thought of bringing it up before?”
“Yeah, why didn’t you bring it up before?” Kris asked.
“Because I thought you two would judge me for it,” Noelle replied, flushing. It felt a little silly in hindsight. “And you two never told me that you were freaks in the first place.”
“We thought that you would judge us for it,” Susie replied.
Chara snickered. “Wow! You three kind of dropped the ball on that whole communication thing, huh?”
“Yeah…” Kris chuckled. “I guess we kind of did.”
“But we got better about it,” Noelle replied.
“I’d say that I’d love to do a munch or something but I think we can all agree that it’d be a little weird to see Azzy and Kris do their weird song and dance around the rest of us,” Chara ribbed, snickering.
Kris grunted and Noelle could practically feel their blush. “What’s that supposed to mean?”
“Nothing, nothing,” Chara teased as they shrugged their shoulders. “I’m just saying that maybe you and Asriel should try out that whole communication thing at some point.”
Susie cackled.
Kris grunted. “You guys are weird.”
“Uh huh,” Chara replied.
They drew away from Noelle’s breast and grabbed the shiny metal clamp, unwrapping one of the needles and affixing it to it. In the light of the room, this sharp needle practically glimmered, looking like a terrifying instrument of torment.
Noelle swallowed a lump in her throat. “Fuck.”
“Last chance to back out,” Chara said, looking at her. “No shame in admitting that you bit off more than you can chew.”
Susie’s grip tightened as she massaged into Noelle’s shoulders.
“No, no,” Noelle drew in a breath and let it out slowly. It took a bit but she soon managed to flash a crooked smile. “No way that I’m backing out when I’m this close to looking even hotter than I already am.”
Chara shifted the clamp over and held the two ends of it around Noelle’s nipple. They then gripped her breast, ensuring that it remained steady and in place.
Noelle closed her eyes and gripped the material of the chair tightly, digging her fingers into it. She focused on breathing, trying to ignore the coolness of the metal and attempting to will herself into the false narrative that this wasn’t going to hurt in the slightest.
“Just a little pressure,” Chara said. “It’ll barely hurt.”
Then that pressure came.
And Noelle knew that she would never believe another of Chara’s lies ever again.
[hr]
“How are you feeling?” Susie asked, jostling an opened bottle of seltzer right in front of Noelle’s face.
Noelle looked at it and took the bottle, flashing a terse smile. She knew that she was gritting her teeth through the soreness and pain. “Like someone just drove a fucking needle through both of my nipples.
She looked down at her chest, seeing that her naked tits were out in the open. Which made sense since even fine silk felt like sandpaper at this point. Each of her teats was dotted with a silvery stud which looked amazing. And she knew that it would probably look incredibly hot when her chest no longer hurt.
She sipped the beverage, sighing as she gently rested the bottom of the cold bottle against her nipple.
“I think I need to book an ear exam,” Kris teased.
Noelle looked over and glared at them. She didn’t know what they were about to say but she had a feeling that it was going to be an extremely smart-assed remark.
“Why’s that?” Noelle asked.
“Because I think you shattered my eardrums when you screamed,” Kris ribbed, grinning at her. “Honestly I’ll be impressed if you didn’t…”
Susie silenced them by grabbing a pillow and throwing it right at them, smacking them in the face with it. “Ignore them.” She took a knee next to Noelle and kissed her on the cheek. “You did an amazing job. I don’t think that I could’ve done any better myself.”
Noelle grinned. “Thanks babe.”
The moment was sadly interrupted as there was a ring from the coffee table with Noelle’s phone buzzing upon it. She looked at it and groaned, wondering what stupid telemarketer thought that it was a good time to sell her car insurance or tell her that her credit card had been compromised.
Susie reached for it and read the screen. Only, her expression slipped as her thumb hovered over the hangup button.
Noelle lifted a brow and held out her hand, taking the phone from her.
Mom
Noelle’s eyes widened.
Oh shit.
She drew in a breath.
Oh fuck.
She let it out in a tense puff, drawing Kris’ attention towards her.
“You don’t need to answer it,” Susie said.
But Noelle knew that she had to. So, she picked up and held the phone against her ear. “Mom?”
Kris tensed as well, finally picking up on what was happening.
“Hello Noelle,” a familiar voice greeted. Only, it wasn’t entirely familiar. It sounded tired, more tired than Noelle had heard it in a very long time. “How are you doing?”
“Good, good, just got back from the Village,” Noelle said.
“Going to that record store you and your father used to go to?” Carol Blizzard asked.
Noelle frowned. “No, that uh… that place closed down five years ago.”
“Oh…” Carol paused. It was a pregnant pause, threatening to suffocate the moment. And just as it was about to, Noelle’s mother sighed. “It’s a shame to see that neighbourhood go down that sort of route. Nothing pleasant about a slow death.”
“Is there something that you needed?” Noelle asked.
Carol chuckled though it was an extremely hollow kind of mirth. “I do suppose our phone calls always have a reason, don’t they?” She winced. “Sorry, I’ve been doing some uh… reflecting as of late.”
Noelle’s eyes widened. It wasn’t an apology but it was different, unexpected. “I see.”
“I was wondering if you’d like to get lunch with me this weekend?” Carol asked.
Noelle frowned but nodded before realizing that phones were a verbal form of communication. “Yeah, sure, of course. Is something the matter?”
“No, no, I just want to talk with you,” Carol replied.
“Where would you like to go?” Noelle asked.
“How about Jul-” Carol paused, drawing a breath and letting it out. “Actually, what would you recommend, I’d like to… try one of your recommendations since you know the city better than myself these days.”
Noelle paused, feeling her jaw drop. Was her mother actually asking for a recommendation from her? Like an honest to the Angel sincere recommendation? That felt like sacrilege, like something that shouldn’t be happening on this planet.
“How do you feel about Mexican food?” she finally asked.
Carol hummed. “I’ve never had it before.”
“You never had it before?” Noelle scoffed. “For real?”
“One of those things I always meant to do,” Carol explained, sighing. “So why don’t we get it off my bucket list then?”
“I’ll email you the details for a place that me, Kris, and Susie like to go to,” Noelle said, shaking her head. “And you can let me know if it’s acceptable.”
It was strange. Noelle could actually feel the smile in her mother’s voice. 
“Do you… want to potentially bring them along as well. I was…” Carol sighed. “I was thinking of bringing Anthony with me. If that was okay. I’d like you to meet him in a more professional environment than your first encounter.”
Noelle cringed. She very much did not want to think about that horse. Nor did she want to think about how he was very real proof that her mother was going through what could only be optimistically described as a midlife crisis.
Or maybe she wasn’t in the middle of one.
Maybe she was actually sincere about this guy. There was a chance that she really did want to extend an olive branch to her wayward daughter and she shouldn’t judge a book by its cover.
Noelle couldn’t ponder this question for too much longer, however, feeling that this silence was already growing rather pronounced. 
“It’s okay if you aren’t comfortable with the idea,” Carol quickly added.
Noelle shook her head. “No, no, sorry, I just… I needed to think about it.” She drew in a breath. “Is he… is he actually special to you?”
“What does that mean?” Carol asked.
Noelle winced. She hadn’t intended for that to sound as accusatory as it did. “Sorry, I just… he’s younger than you and I’d understand if…”
Carol paused for a moment. “Ah.” She sighed. “I’ll admit it’s a little unorthodox but… he means enough that I would like you to meet him formally.” Then without a second thought. “It’s my treat if you’d like that too. Though I won’t press the point if you wish to be independent.”
“It’s a date,” Noelle replied.
“See you then, Noelle,” Carol said. “I love you.”
“I love you too, mom,” Noelle replied, unsure if it was a lie or sincere. “Have a good day.”
And with that the line went dead.
As Noelle stirred, she saw that both Kris and Susie were looking at her.
“We’re getting lunch with my mom,” Noelle said.
Susie nodded.
Kris groaned. “Do we have to?” They immediately looked guilty as both Susie and Noelle glared at them. “Sorry, sorry, that was a reflex. My bad.”
