Kris shifted in bed, groaning as they tried to work through the stiffness which seemed to utterly dominate their body. There were marks upon their skin, little bruises which ached as the soft sheets of this bed grazed their naked flesh.
Behind them was a large furry body which currently had one of its arms wrapped around their midsection.
“Fuck,” Kris whispered.
The man behind them scoffed and kissed the top of their head. “You really couldn’t wait until we were back at school before acting up, huh?”
“You know me,” Kris said.
The man scoffed. Clearly, he did. After all, they’d only known each other for their entire freaking lives at this point.
“I needed that, Azzy,” Kris added, trying their best to keep the smugness out of their voice. It was always a pleasure to get him to make a bad decision.
Asriel sighed. “Same. Though we really shouldn’t do this kind of stuff while we're in Hometown. Too many people know us and shit.”
“Oh, come on,” Kris replied, rolling their eyes. “Mom was away with Bratty’s parents doing whatever weird church shit they needed to get done.”
“I think it was getting a thrift sale organized,” Asriel said.
Kris chuckled. “Like I said, whatever weird church shit that they need to get done.” They reached up and rested a hand upon the back of Asriel’s, giving his fingers a comforting squeeze. “So, we had this place all to ourselves last night.”
“Still, how are you going to explain the bruises?” Asriel asked.
Kris smirked. “I’ll wear turtlenecks until they clear up.”
“It’s the middle of summer.” Asriel chided.
“Yes! But I’m also a problem child and it would be completely in character for me to wear it,” Kris retorted, blowing a raspberry. “Trust me, I’ve worn weirder shit back in high school and we both know it.”
Asriel grunted, not commenting on that.
“I mean, I’m all ears if you have a better idea,” Kris said.
Asriel sighed. “No, not really.”
“And admit it, could you honestly wait until we were back in the city before doing this,” Kris teased, practically using a sing-song little voice at this point. “You were needy last night, big guy, I’d be surprised if the whole town didn’t hear you pounding my…”
“Kris!” Asriel hissed.
Kris snickered.
“You’re a brat,” Asriel grumbled, burying his snout into the crook of their neck. He drew in a breath, taking in their scent. “An absolute gremlin. You know that, right?”
“Yeah, and you fell hopelessly in love with me,” Kris retorted, sighing fondly. They closed their eyes. “Relax. We were safe and there’s no way that anyone knows about us.”
“This feels like something you should knock on wood for,” Asriel said.
Kris scoffed but reached out and rested their knuckles against Asriel’s bedside table, tapping it three times in quick succession.
“So, what do you want to…” Asriel began to ask.
There was suddenly the sound of footsteps coming up the stairs, thudding one after another. Time seemed to slow as Kris’ eyes snapped open. 
The clock on Asriel’s bedside table read nine in the morning. Yet, hadn’t mom said that she wasn’t coming back home until the church thing was done? Didn’t church things usually last until like noon or one o’clock? At least, that’s what Kris remembered from when they were a kid.
They heard Asriel suck in a breath and his grip instinctively tensed. He squeezed Kris a little harder and they could feel his pulse quicken as his heart hammered just a little faster than before.
“Fuck,” Asriel hissed, keeping his voice soft enough that only Kris could hear it.
The footsteps stopped outside their door.
Please don’t come in, please don’t come in. For the love of the Angel, please don’t come in.
The figure grasped the door knob and gave it a turn. For a second, it seemed like their mother was about to step inside, like she would’ve done back when they were kids. Yet, at the eleventh hour, she clearly thought better of it as she instead tapped her knuckles against the door in three quick knocks.
“Asriel, Kris, are you two awake?” Toriel asked.
Kris shut up, not knowing if their mother would be able to pick up on the direction of their voice if they spoke. It seemed that the only winning option was to let Asriel do the talking.
Unfortunately, Asriel had never been the most adept liar.
“Oh, hey mom, I thought you were staying over at Catty’s parent’s place?” Asriel asked, unable to keep the guilt out of his voice.
Kris grunted and launched their elbow into him, hoping that he’d take the hint to lie better.
Asriel winced and grabbed Kris’ arm, pinning it to their side instead.
“That was the plan but unfortunately their futon wasn’t especially comfortable,” Toriel said, sighing in response. “Those two really do need to go about turning one of their children’s bedrooms into a guest room at this point.” Though this was nothing more than a brief aside. “I came back around midnight. I’m planning to head out to the church in an hour-ish actually. Thought we could enjoy breakfast if you two were awake.”
Midnight.
Memories came flooding back to Kris and their eyes widened at them. They could recall seeing the clock at five past midnight. Why hadn’t they heard the door open downstairs? This place wasn’t soundproof.
Though the answer came to them as a scratch on their shoulder smoldered and the ache in their hips intensified. It would seem that they’d been in the midst of something else which had probably drowned out the noise.
“Fuck,” Kris hissed, covering their face.
Asriel sounded shaken as he spoke. “Uh… yeah… totally, I’ll wake Kris up and we’ll be down in like five-to-ten minutes.”
“Sounds good, I’ll get started on some pancakes then,” Toriel said, pushing away from the door. “Do you still like blueberries in them?”
“Yeah,” Asriel replied.
With that Toriel stepped away, heading down the stairs and back into the rest of her abode. Once she was a few steps away, Asriel finally let out a breath that he’d been holding.  He then let go of Kris’ arm, allowing them to move it on their own.
“We’re so fucked,” Asriel hissed.
Kris winced. “Maybe she didn’t hear us?” They shook their head. “Like if she heard us then she would’ve said something about it, right?”
Asriel went silent.
“Right?” Kris asked, not believing it for even a moment.
“I don’t know how she wouldn’t have been able to hear us,” Asriel finally said, blowing a puff of air into his cheek. “But like… I… She…” He paused to collect himself, taking a few very important seconds to get his thoughts in order. “She would’ve said something if she heard something right?”
“Right,” Kris said, nodding to themself. “No way that she wouldn’t have said something if she thought we were… you know.”
“Boinking?” Asriel asked.
“Boinking?” Kris replied, sounding downright flabbergasted. They shook their head. “Who the fuck says boinking?”
“It’s a common phrase,” Asriel grunted. He then drew the blanket off of them and pushed Kris forwards. “Anyways, get up. We have to get ready for breakfast.”
Kris hissed as the chilled morning air greeted them, making them want to retreat back under the comfy protection of their brother’s bedding. Only, Asriel had tossed the quilt out of reach, forcing them to get up instead.
“Fuck,” Asriel whispered.
Kris blinked and saw that he was looking at their naked body. Which drew their attention down to it as well. Their pale flesh had become a canvas of marks, each telling a story which seemed more debauched than the last.
“Definitely going with a turtleneck today,” they said.
Asriel nodded. “I agree.”
Kris drifted towards their side of the room. They flipped open their suitcase and bent forwards to fish out their attire, going with a simple black turtleneck and a pair of tight jeans. Once they’d pulled both of these on, there were no markings visible to the outside world.
Meanwhile Asriel wore khaki shorts and a loose-fitted button-up shirt. It looked like something that he would wear to a church picnic.
“Ready to face the firing squad?” Kris asked.
Asriel rolled his eyes. “It’s not going to be that bad.”
“Whatever you say, siblingfucker,” Kris jeered, sticking out their tongue at him.
“You’re also a…” Asriel sighed. “You know what, I’m not even going to engage with that. Fuck you.”
He moved towards the door and opened it, heading into the hall and thudding down the stairs. 
Kris followed after him, moving through the familiar home. As they did so, the delicious aroma of pancakes greeted them, alluring them ahead like some sort of siren’s song which beseeched them ever closer.
Hopefully this song didn’t spell certain doom for them.
Toriel was in the kitchen, hovering over a cast iron skillet. She wore motherly clothes, the type of stuff that someone would wear to an informal chapel event. Not as stiff as proper church attire but not entirely casual either with a nice blouse and skirt.
“How did you two sleep?” Toriel asked.
Kris tried to gauge if there was an edge to that sentence, a catch to it. If there was then it was impossible to really tell.
“Pretty good,” Asriel said, pulling out a chair and taking a seat next to a mug of black coffee. He took a careful little sip from it
Kris decided to do the same, settling down in a seat across from him. They picked up their own mug of creamy coffee and helped themselves to a sip of it as well, happy for the caffeine and warmth. 
Their attention then went to Azzy. They couldn’t help themself as they reached out with their foot and caressed their brother’s leg with it. Something which caused Asriel to glare and yank his leg away without warning.
“That’s good to hear, I was worried last night,” Toriel quipped.
Asriel paled. “Oh?”
Kris felt the same way but was far better at hiding it. The perks of being the second child and the one who was forced to hold onto quite a few secrets through high school.
“You sounded pretty restless last night,” Toriel said, frowning. “Never knew you to thrash around in your sleep before.”
Kris blushed and buried their face into their arms in order to hide it. If Asriel was doing the same, it was impossible to tell through the thick fur which covered his cheeks.
“I…” Asriel looked absolutely stunlocked by this confession, wide eyed and like a Noelle in the headlights. “I… I must’ve had some nightmares. Yeah, that must’ve been it.”
“Oh dear,” Toriel said, turning to look at him as she pointed with her spatula. “Anything that I should concern myself with?”
Asriel waved his hands through the air. “No, no, no, I just… I… I don’t really remember them or anything but I can’t think of another explanation is all.”
“I can,” Kris teased.
Asriel huffed and said nothing to that. He was between a rock in a hard place with mom looking right at him.
“Just getting used to being back home. That must be it,” Toriel said, nodding to herself. “I was the same way when I had to come back from university. You must pick it up from me.” She then looked at Kris. “Isn’t it a little warm for a sweater?”
Kris glanced up and tried to ignore their brother. They could feel his subtle smirk as the tables had clearly been turned on them. “Oh uh… nah… I just got this sweater and I wanted to show it off.” They sat up and motioned towards it with both of their hands. “How does it look?”
“It looks like you’re trying to hide something,” Toriel chided.
Kris sucked in a breath and could see that their mother’s eyes had narrowed at that reaction. “No, no, I’m…”
“Are you eating enough?” Toriel asked, clearly already predicting an answer as she put an extra pancake onto their plate. “Staying out of trouble? Not using the marijuanas or meths or anything?”
Kris nodded quickly. Far too quickly. They knew that this was the kind of nod that someone who was extremely guilty would give. “Yeah totally, just keeping my nose to the books back in Homecity. Hanging out with Noelle and Susie. You know how it is?”
“Any special somebodies back in the city?” Toriel asked, now looking between the two of them. “Either of you?”
“Nah, no luck,” Kris lied.
Asriel shrugged. “Couple of dates but nothing serious.”
“Shame that you and Dess didn’t work out,” Toriel said, shaking her head quite somberly at this fact. “Though I imagine that the girl has quite a few things going on in her life right now.”
“Missing a couple years will do that to a girl,” Asriel commented. “I’m not giving up on her h=just yet. But she needs time and she’s asked me to give her space. So, I’ll give her that space until she’s ready for me, you know?”
Toriel nodded.
“Are you reading anything good?” Asriel then asked, nodding towards Toriel’s Kindle. “Seem to be having your nose in that pretty often nowadays.”
“It was a very nice gift,” Toriel said as she looked between her children. “It was very thoughtful of you two.”
Kris refrained from mentioning that their name was only added to the card because they had bribed Asriel into putting it on there.
Toriel hummed. “I’ve been on a bit of a horror binge lately.” She came over with three plates, placing them down upon the table. 
They smelled absolutely delicious and Kris immediately snatched the bottle of maple syrup from the middle of the table, dousing their pancakes in the stuff. 
“Actually, I've been reading this book about cannibal siblings running from the law.” Toriel shrugged. “Though that might not be the best conversation for the dinner table.”
She then paused.
“Actually, saying that out loud, I’m starting to get a strange sense of déjà vu,” she whispered.
Kris and Asriel shared a look, each lifting their brow to the other.
“It’s probably nothing,” Toriel said as she picked up her knife and fork. “Anyways, let’s eat.”
[hr]
“How are you so good at this,” Noelle yelped.
Susie shrugged. “Beginner’s luck.”
Noelle watched as she came in second behind Susie for the third race in a row, putting her in a definitively weak position for the fourth and final race. She didn’t start it right away, however, instead looking towards her sister. “Do you want to play?”
“Nah, Bario Kart was never my kind of game,” Dess commented, scrolling through her phone. “If you put on Super Mash Bros I might be interested though.” She poked at something on her screen before placing her phone aside. “Why do you ask? Tired of getting your ass kicked by only one person?”
Noelle glared at her. “I can kick your ass at this game.”
“Uh huh,” Dess replied, rolling her eyes. “Sure thing, sis.”
“Kind of crazy that you guys got so many games growing up,” Susie said, leaning forward and brushing her finger across the various titles which filled shelf after shelf of real estate. “I had like ten of them growing up.”
“Perks of having a dad who felt guilty that your mom was never around,” Dess replied.
“Dess!” Noelle hissed. “Don’t say that.”
Dess rolled her eyes. “What, it’s true?”
“I mean yes but that’s not really something that you just…” Noelle shook her head. “Never mind.”
“Yo!” Susie perked up and held out her hand for Dess. “Absent parents?”
“Absent parents,” Dess replied, grinning as she high-fived her.
The two of them laughed and Noelle was left only a little mortified by this exchange.
“I wonder what the freak is up to today?” Susie commented, plucking out a game and reading the back of it. “I’ve barely seen them since we came back for summer break.”
“Probably just catching up with Asriel and their mom,” Noelle commented, reaching for her phone. “They’d probably come over if we texted them.”
“Speaking of Asriel, do either of you have any idea who he’s dating?” Dess asked.
Susie snorted. “I thought he was dating you?”
“No, no, I’m playing hard to get,” Dess said, smirking. “Plus, I don’t want him to have to deal with all my trauma and shit.”
“You do have a lot of trauma,” Susie quipped.
“Susie!” Noelle hissed.
“I mean she ain’t wrong,” Dess said, chuckling to herself. “A girl doesn’t just shake off losing five years of her life to the ceaseless and empty void.” She frowned, suddenly sounding pretty hollow when confronted by that reality. “Angel, was it really…” She looked almost shell-shocked. Though it lasted for only a moment as she quickly shook her head and snapped back to the moment. “Pull up, December.”
“You really should take mom up on her offer of getting you a therapist” Noelle began though quickly stopped as she saw the less than pleased look that she got from her sister in return. “Never mind.”
“But yeah, do either of you have any idea?” Dess asked, clearly wanting to change the subject.
Susie shrugged. “Barely know the guy.”
“I mean he’s going to an art’s school for game design,” Noelle said. “Could be anyone there?”
“Doesn’t Catty go to that school?” Dess asked.
Noelle pondered this, trying to remember her last conversation with Catti. Had they talked about her sister when they’d spoken? She honestly couldn’t remember.
“I think so?” she finally said.
“Wonder if he’s…” Dess blew a puff of air into her cheek. Though in the end, she shrugged. “Nah, she isn’t really his type. Not likely enough to peg him.”
“TMI!” Noelle yelped, covering her ears and burning bright red.
Dess cackled and buried her nose back into her cell phone, scrolling through it. It was impossible to tell what she was looking at but it seemed to be some sort of social media platform.
“Though now I’m curious…” Noelle hummed. “Kris has also been pretty secretive about who they’re dating. Like… they keep saying they’re seeing someone but they haven’t introduced us to them yet. Feels weird.”
“That freak is always doing all sorts of weird shit,” Dess quipped.
Susie shrugged. “They’ll tell us when they tell us.”
“I am just trying to run a list through my head on who else I see them with at school,” Noelle said, working her jaw. “Catti?”
“Nah, Catti doesn’t seem their type,” Susie replied, shrugging. “Zelda?”
“No Zelda is claiming that she’s only into boys now,” Noelle said, rolling her eyes. “At least until you get like two rum coolers into her.”
“What about MC?” Dess asked.
“I think they’re ace,” Noelle replied, humming and tapping a finger against the tip of her snout. “It’s weird, I can’t really think of anyone that they would be dating.”
“Same with Azzy,” Dess said, working her jaw as if chewing on this question. “He kind of keeps a lot of the people in the city at an arm’s length.”
“Would it be wild if they were dating each other?” Noelle asked.
Dess and Susie both looked at her. Susie seemed downright disgusted by the possibility. Meanwhile, Dess only shook her heads in response.
“You’ve been reading too much yaoi lately,” Dess chided.
“Excuse me?” Noelle yelped. “I’ve only been reading a couple of them lately.”
“Any more than zero is far too much yaoi,” Dess teased, reaching out and poking her sister rather firmly. “You useless fuji-shi.”
Noelle bit her tongue. She very much wanted to correct Dess, she desperately wanted to correct Dess on the term fujoshi. But she knew that this was a trap and that if she did that it would only be reinforcing her point that she was in too deep. It took all of her strength to allow her sister to be wrong.
“Well fuck, who are they dating then?” Noelle asked.
Susie shrugged. “I mean whatever, they’ll tell us when they tell us.” She scoffed as she leaned back into the comforting embrace of her bean bag chair. “Personally, I think speculating is a little weird.”
Noelle frowned. “Aren’t you at least a little bit curious?”
“Babe, after all of that whole red soul bullshit, I think it’s only fair to let them keep a couple of secrets from us,” Susie said, shrugging. “Just because they won’t tell us who they’re dating doesn’t mean that we have to be weirdos about it or anything.”
“Yeah, yeah, you’re totally right,” Noelle said, hoping that her tone didn’t betray that this wasn’t alright. In fact, she was probably going to hyper-fixate on this. “Anyways do you want to go for another race or switch games or what?”
Susie kept her eye on her as if sizing her up. In the end, she nodded, picking up her controller. “Sure, but switch to the Kiwi Cup. That one has my favourite courses.”
Noelle nodded and backed out of their current cup.
This was easy. She could totally focus on other things aside from who her best friend was dating. This was an entirely easy and totally feasible thing for her to do.
…
Fuck.
She was fucked, wasn’t she?
[hr]
Asriel sighed. “I can’t believe that you talked me into this.”
“What?” Kris asked, folding their hands behind their head as they strolled through the familiar park. “Going for a walk?”
Asriel looked left and then right as if expecting that someone would be waiting in the wings to out them. “That’s not what I mean. I meant…” He kept his voice low. “Going on a date?”
“Is it really a date if we’re the only two people who know about it?” Kris asked.
Asriel scoffed, flaring his nostrils. “You’re going to be the end of me.”
“Hey, there’s nothing more romantic than going out together,” Kris said, pausing to wheel around and face him. They reached out and brushed their fingers across the front of his shirt. “Honestly, I think there’s something romantic in ending it together.”
Asriel blinked.
“Sorry,” Kris snickered. “I started reading that horror novel that mom has on her Kindle.”
“What the fuck is mom reading nowadays?” Asriel hissed.
Kris shrugged. “I have no idea but I am totally here for it.” They gestured outwards with both of their hands, laughing. “The woman is fifty and she deserves to have her freak renaissance.”
They stepped away from Asriel and continued on their walk. There was a bit of a bounce to their step as they moved through the secluded trails that lingered on the edge of Hometown.
You never had to give it to Carol Holiday but the woman did know her way around setting up the town’s infrastructure. These nature parks had plenty of secluded paths, bushes, and alcoves when they were needed.
“You never have any issue going on dates with me in Homecity?” Kris teased.
Asriel scoffed. “Because we’re just two random people back in the city. The average person isn’t going to clock us as a pair of degenerate freaks.”
“Fair point,” Kris teased, snickering. “Or well, no more degenerate than a monster-human relationship normally is.”
Asriel simply grunted at this.
The pair of them continued ahead as if knowing where they were going, taking a path to the left which led up a small hill. The trail here stopped being concrete and gave way to gravel and then bare dirt which had been informally established by the many plodding feet which came before them.
“I’m getting déjà vu,” Asriel said.
Kris smirked. It wouldn’t do to give away the surprise too early.
Still, how could they not take pleasure in keeping Asriel in the dark. He just looked so innocent and adorable.
The quality of the path started to grow increasingly dire as they strayed away from the main body of it. There was now litter present with discarded liquor bottles, abandoned cigarette packages, and other refuse left behind by the many parties who treaded this path.
Then it seemed to click for Asriel. “Kris!”
“What?” Kris asked, skipping ahead. They knew that they were being an imp but that wasn’t going to stop them. “We’re just two people going for a walk through the park. There’s nothing more to it than that.”
“This is…” Asriel looked left and then right. “This is Makeout Ridge.”
“Is it?” Kris asked, pursing their lips together as they looked around the place. They faked surprise as this information came to them. “Fuck, how didn’t I notice this before now?” They shook their head and made a show of splaying their fingers against their temples, feigning surprise. “Oh… fuck, what are the chances that I’d accidently wander here of all places?”
Asriel scoffed. “Uh huh?”
“Though I will say I don’t think any monsters will be coming this way for awhile,” Kris said, coming to a stop next to a tree which had numerous initials carved into its bark with hearts bordering all of them. “So why don’t we uh… do something about that.”
Asriel’s gaze went to a spot directly beside Kris’ head. 
Kris glanced over and saw the ‘A + D’ surrounded by a heart. So, they took a single step to the side, ensuring that it lingered behind their head, out of sight.
“This is a bad idea,” Asriel said. Yet, he approached, getting into Kris’ personal space. “You know that, right?
Kris grinned and reached forwards, grabbing Asriel’s shirt and pulling him in close. They knew that there was a hunger in their eyes at this very second. “And I know that you love to make bad decisions when you’re around me.” They scoffed and tilted their head to the side, making a show of sizing him up. “Isn’t that right, onii-chan?”
Asriel groaned, looking just about ready to crawl out of his skin. Regardless, he leaned in and seemed just about ready to close the divide between their mouths.
Only, just as he neared, there was a noise from down the trail. Both of them tensed as they heard a pair of footsteps making their way up the hill towards them. Bit-by-bit, they grew closer and closer with the two Dreemurrs stuck in a petrified state.
“No one will come,” Asriel jeered, rolling his eyes before glaring at Kris.
Kris at least had the decency to look a little sheepish about their claim.
Asriel pushed away from the tree and took a couple steps back, making the distance between them less awkward to explain. He then cradled his temples between his forefinger and thumb, huffing as he was obviously searching for an excuse.
Kris pushed away from the tree and also took a few steps away, putting some more distance between themself and their brother.
“You never came out here in high school?” a familiar voice called.
Susie?!
Asriel tensed.
Noelle laughed. “No, I uh… I never dated anyone before you.”
“I mean I never dated anyone either,” Susie said. “But that doesn’t mean that I couldn’t suck on a cute human’s face every once in a while.”
Kris grinned at their brother. Asriel only shook his head in response.
Noelle snickered. “I mean as much as I would’ve liked to do that, I don’t know if Kris felt the same way about me.”
“Well, there’s one way to find out,” Susie replied, chuckling. “You have been talking about us getting a unicorn for a bit now.”
Kris’ grin widened. As Asriel glanced at them, he rolled his eyes.
The duo finally crested the hill and pushed through the foliage, coming to a dead stop as they spotted the others.
“Whoa,” Susie said, actually stumbling back.
Noelle froze. “Kris… Asriel…” She giggled nervously. “What are… what are you… did you hear us?”
“Hey Noelle,” Asriel said, closing his eyes. “Susie.”
“Howdy,” Kris greeted as they gave them a coy little wave.
“What are you two doing here?” Noelle quickly asked, her eyes darting around. “I thought that this was Makeout Ridge.”
“It is,” Susie chided.
“It is,” Kris agreed, holding up their hands. “Though this isn’t what it looks like.”
“Just like my yaois,” Noelle whispered.
Asriel blushed and Kris could tell that he was suppressing a groan.
“No, this isn’t like your yaois, Noelle,” Kris said, rolling their eyes. “We were going for a walk and got into an argument.”
“That’s pretty yaoi,” Noelle whispered.
Susie shook her shoulder. “Not everything is like your yaois.”
“AND!” Kris exclaimed, very much wanting to gain control over this conversation once again. “And me and Asriel were having an argument about which one of us left a bigger set of initials behind on the makeout tree.” They thrusted a finger over their shoulder in its direction. “Was mine and Susie’s bigger or was his and Dess’ bigger, you know?”
Asriel blinked, always being slow to pick up on a lie. It took his internal programming a few painfully long moments to catch up as he slowly nodded to this comment. “Yeah… yeah, we just wanted to compare notes is all.”
Susie smirked. “Well, I gotta say that the freak and me left the biggest one at the time.” She walked towards the tree and motioned to a sizeable heart with ‘S + K’ embedded within it. “So, unless you and Dess left a bigger one.”
Asriel looked at it and sighed. “Damn… guess I’ll need to talk to Dess and one up our game.” He paused and looked at Noelle, obviously seeing how hopeful she looked at this comment. “Not that… I just know that she’s competitive is all.”
“Uh huh,” Kris teased.
Noelle also approached the tree and looked it over, tilting her head from side-to-side as she read the various hearts. It was like she was looking for a specific pair of letters. Kris couldn’t help but get the nagging feeling that those letters were ‘K + A’.
As if they’d leave any actual evidence behind.
…
Kris tried to ignore the pocket knife in their back pocket.
“So, what are you two doing here?” they asked.
Susie smirked. “Going to makeout with my girlfriend.” She scoffed. “Since you know… this place is literally called Makeout Ridge. I don’t know why someone would come up here for any other reason.”
Kris nodded. Obviously, they should’ve expected that answer. After all, anyone who came here for not makeout reasons would be pretty fucking suspicious.
Noelle gasped. “Zelda and Monster Kid?”
“Oh yeah, they were a thing for a bit back in high school,” Kris said, grinning. “Before she uh… you know… found herself.”
“How out of the loop was I back in high school?” Noelle asked. Though it was hard to tell if that was a sincere question or her simply asking herself.
“Pretty,” Susie answered. “But you had a lot of shit to deal with back then.”
Asriel moved back towards the path. “Anyways, me and Kris saw what we were looking for. We’ll be uh… we’ll be off.”
“Yeah, you two have a good day,” Susie said.
Before Noelle could offer her own goodbye, Susie embraced her, giving her a kiss. This seemed like a pretty firm indication that Kris and Asriel should probably fuck off.
And fuck off they did.
Though not before Kris cupped their mouth, calling to their friends. “And I’d love to be your unicorn, Noelle!”
“Kris!” Noelle squealed.
Kris cackled as they descended the hill. Though their laughter quickly faded as they could feel the tension which radiated through Asriel. He didn’t seem pleased. No, not in the slightest. Which was understandable, they had almost been outed as a pair of sibling fuckers.
“I can’t believe you talked me into that,” Asriel grumbled.
Kris chuckled. “Relax, Noelle and Susie totally bought it.”
“I don’t know… Noelle seemed to pick up on something,” Asriel replied, shaking his head. “Maybe we should just ease back on things until we’re back in Homecity.”
Kris gasped. “Are you embarrassed by me?”
Asriel looked at them with a pained shock. Yet, they saw Kris’ shit eating grin which replaced his own expression with a pretty potent snarl. “Oh, fuck off.”
Kris snickered. “Sure, let’s pump the breaks until we’re back in the city.”
“At least this can’t get any worse,” Asriel said, transitioning back onto the main path.
Kris winced and lunged for a tree with their knuckles extended in front of themself. Only before they could reach one of them, a familiar voice came from right behind them.
“Oh, hello you two,” Toriel called.
Asriel sucked in a breath.
Kris had been so close to knocking on wood. So, so close to doing so. Their knuckles were mere millimetres away from the bark.
Asriel turned around, forcing that favourite son smile of his. “Oh hey, mom.”
Kris turned around as well, folding their hands behind their back. They flashed the sweetest smile that they could possibly manage. “Going for a walk?”
Toriel nodded. “Just trying to get my steps in today. You know how it is.”
Kris very much did not know how it was but they nodded regardless.
“Same,” Asriel said, smiling through his lie. “How much longer are you going for?”

“Oh, just another kilometer or so and then I’ll turn back around and head home,” Toriel explained, nodding along the path ahead. “There’s a little red bridge which I like to use as a landmark.” She paused. “Would you two care to join me?”
Asriel nodded. “Sure.”
Kris shrugged and simply went along for the ride.
Together the three of them headed off in this distance.
“You know, it’s kind of funny,” Toriel said.
Kris hummed. “What is?”
“Back when I was a teen that path used to lead up to Makeout Ridge,” Toriel said, sighing fondly. “How the times have changed.”
Even through Asriel’s white fur, he still managed to look pale at that comment. “Yeah… funny.”
[hr]
There was a knock at the door.
“Noelle?” Susie asked.
“We’re concerned,” Dess added, pressing against the frame.
Noelle wanted to cackle but she knew that would only get a wellness call made against her. She was the only sane person left in the world, the only one who could see what was really going on here.
“Come in,” she said, walking by to unlock the door before darting over to her work once again.
The door opened and Dess and Susie both cautiously entered.
Dess whistled. “Yep, she’s totally gone off the deep end.”
The room was filled with two whiteboards and a corkboard, looking like the epicentre of some grand conspiracy. Stacks of paper were all over the place and numerous empty mugs littered the venue. They had once been filled with coffee and had been Noelle’s only means of staving off the dark rings which now surrounded her eyes. 
Though even with caffeine they were still pronounced, betraying that she hadn’t slept in a day or two. But who really knew? Certainly not her, as she hadn’t seen daylight in quite some time.
“I’ve finally found it!” Noelle beamed.
“Hey, hey, little doe,” Susie called, approaching with extended hands. “I think you need to…”
Noelle grabbed the ruler and slapped it down upon the board, causing her two guests to wince and recoil away from her. She pointed it right at the centre with a heart that read ‘A + K’.
“They’re together,” she declared.
“Noelle that’s insane,” Susie said, shaking her head. “I know Kris is a little freak but…”

Dess nodded to Susie and together the two of them started to circle around Noelle, going in separate directions. They prepped themselves like predators ready to pounce upon their prey when her back was inevitably turned.
“I have proof,” Noelle said.
Dess nodded. “Sure you do.”
“No, no, hear me out!” Noelle yelped, frantically wheeling around lashing out with the ruler. She was doing her best to hold them at bay with it. The two still braced themselves, ready to pounce on Noelle once she had left herself exposed. So, she raised her voice. “LET ME EXPLAIN!”
Susie sighed and pointed to Dess. Dess merely shrugged in response as she folded her arms in front of her chest.
“You have two minutes,” Susie said.
Noelle reached into her breast pocket, fishing out a pack of cigarettes. She popped one between her lips and attempted to light it.
“When did you start smoking?” Dess asked.
“Six hours ago,” Noelle said.
She was about to light it when Susie reached out and snatched it away from her lips. So, Noelle tried with another one but this was also taken from her with lightning reflexes. Alas, she would have to embrace the cold truth without the loving touch of nicotine until these two stopped bothering her and her research.
Dess snatched one of the cigarettes from Susie and lit it with her own lighter instead.
“Hey, why does she get to smoke?” Noelle asked, pointing at her sister.
“Because she’s the problem child,” Susie said.
Dess smirked. “It’s true.”
Noelle rolled her eyes and then thwacked her ruler down upon the whiteboard. “So, we saw Kris and Asriel together on Makeout Ridge.”
“Correct,” Susie said.
“Whoa!” Dess frowned. “Huh, I guess they are fucking.”
Noelle blinked. “What?”
“Yeah, I don’t see any other reason why they would be there unless they were planning to makeout,” Dess said, shrugging. “I don’t really need any more proof than that.”
“You’re just…” Noelle shook her head. “You’re just going to cave that easily. I kind of…” She sighed and motioned vaguely towards the board. “I did a whole lot more digging. Can we just pretend that you don’t agree with me until after I’ve shown it all off?”
Dess rolled her eyes. “Fine, let’s hear about your digging.”
Noelle smirked. “So, I was browsing their Monster Instagram feeds and looked into days where Kris claimed they were going on a date with their boyfriend. Exhibit one…” She smacked the ruler down on an image of frozen yogurt. “Kris said they were getting frozen yogurt with their boyfriend. Ten minutes later Azzy made a tweet about being lactose intolerant and raw dogging dairy.”
“Yeah, that sounds like Azzy,” Dess quipped, sighing fondly.
Susie frowned.
“Exhibit two,” Noelle went on. “Kris took a picture of Redwood Park in Homecity, claiming to see some ducks while on a date.” She smirked, knowing that this evidence was even stronger. “Upon accessing the GPS data on Asriel’s phone, I found out he was also at the park at this time.”
Dess’ eyes widened. “Wait, wait, wait, GPS data?”
“Is that legal?” Susie asked.
Noelle ignored them. “Exhibit three. Upon accessing credit card records from both Kris and Asriel, I found out that Asriel rented a room at the Carlton Inn in downtown Homecity. The next morning, Kris bought room service from that very same hotel.”
She looked between her sister and girlfriend, smiling smugly as she took pride in the fact that they were both shell-shocked by her investigative finesse.
“Are you flabbergasted and left speechless that I have proven beyond a shadow of a doubt that Kris and Asriel are fucking?” Noelle asked.
Susie shook her head. “How did you get credit card records?”
Noelle pursed her lips together.
“And GPS info?” Dess followed up.
“Don’t worry…” Noelle tried. “I used an incognito browser?”
Dess and Susie both shared a look, nodding as they relayed some sort of silent command from one of them to the other. They both then pushed ahead and grabbed Noelle, pulling her out of the conspiracy ladened bedroom.
“I’m being oppressed for finding the truth!” Noelle called, hopelessly fighting back against them. “I’m being silenced. I will not be silenced! You will not take me down!”
“That’s nice sweetie!” Carol called from downstairs. “Have fun at grade eight graduation!”
[hr]
Kris knocked on the hospital room door, peering inside to see Dess and Susie seated on either side of Noelle. The girl was currently sound asleep, hooked up to fluids and a heart rate monitor.
“How is everyone doing?” they asked.
Dess sighed. “A little bit bummed out that Noelle got hospitalized, if I’m being completely honest.”
“What happened?” Kris asked, slipping into the room. Asriel was just behind them. “We saw her like three days ago and she seemed fine.”
“She hyper-focused on something and forgot to eat, sleep, and drink for like forty-eight hours straight,” Susie chided, shaking her head. “Stupid doe.”
“I’d take offense to that if it wasn’t true,” Dess grumbled.
“What was she hyper-focusing on?” Kris asked, coming over and looking down at their friend. “It’s summer break.”
Noelle cracked open her eyes, groaning as she looked up at Kris. “Huh?” She shook her head. “Came to mock me?”
Kris scoffed. “Pardon?”
“I know…” Noelle shook her head. “I know everything.”
Asriel came over and rested his hand upon Dess’ shoulder. “What’s she talking about?”
Kris sighed. “I think she’s finally lost it.”
“You and Asriel,” Noelle said, thrusting a shaky finger right at them. “You two are…” She snickered, cackling with a mad laughter. “Fucking.”
Kris blinked and Asriel tensed, gripping Dess’ shoulder a little more firmly than before. It was noticeable, making Dess look towards it.
“Holy shit,” Susie whispered.
“She was telling the truth!” Dess yelped.
Noelle laughed. “I fucking knew it.”
“Hey, hey, hey, hey,” Kris lifted their hands, waving them frantically through the air. “You don’t know shit.”
Noelle snickered. “You two fuck.”
Kris realized that the situation was quickly slipping away from them. And Asriel looked even less sure of himself as a lair.
“Fine…” Kris sighed. “You caught us.”
“Whoa, whoa, whoa… I knew that Kris was a freak but you Azzy?” Dess asked, looking up at him.
Asriel buried his face into his hands. “It’s not the same. We’re step siblings. Step siblings, Dess! That’s not the same!”
“Didn’t realize that putting a verb before it made it less incestuous,” Susie jeered, spreading her hands out as she shrugged at the duo. “But hey, what do I know?”
Asriel cocked a brow. “Pardon?”
“Adjective, babe,” Noelle said. “Step is an adjective when it comes to the term step siblings.”
“I thought it was a noun?” Kris replied.
“Hey, hey, hey, let’s not change the subject here,” Dess said, gesturing towards the Dreemurrs. “We need to focus less on grammar and more on roasting the living fuck out of the sibling fuckers.”
Asriel groaned “Please don’t call us that.”
“Sibling fuckers,” Dess jeered, poking him in the chest. “Say it.”
“No!” Asriel yelped.
There was another knock at the door and everyone looked towards it.
Toriel stood there, looking quite sad as she took in Noelle’s sorry state. “Are you okay, dear?”
Noelle blinked, giggling as she looked at Toriel. Kris could only wonder how much morphine she was on.
“Miss… Toriel… Asriel and Kris are sibling fuckers,” Noelle wheezed.
Toriel nodded. “I know.”
“You knew!” Asriel yelped.
Kris stood dead still. They very much wanted to die. Very much wanted off of this wild ride known as life. They didn’t want to pass go. They didn’t desire two hundred dollars. And they sure as shit would‘ve loved to go directly to jail, perish, and then never wake up again.
Toriel scoffed and stared down Asriel. “I’ve lived with you two for more than two decades at this point. And not once have you ever been a restless sleeper, young man.” Then she looked at Kris, wagging a finger at them. “And you have never owned a turtleneck once in your entire flipping life before this vacation. Do you two think that I am an idiot?”
Asriel wheezed and buried his face into his hands.
Kris meanwhile offered their mother a crooked smile. “Idiot is such an… impolite way of putting it?”
“Not helping,” Asriel groaned.
