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​
Anachronism

by Hiwaru Kibi
(火悪
木美)

“Babe,” I said, “you
are going to lose us our deposit.”

Mimi rolled her eyes
as she peeked out around the corner. “Please. You think
we’re introducing the ancient Athenians to the concept of nudity?
Have you ever been to an art museum?”

I was absolutely not
going to admit that she had a point, because I absolutely wasn’t
going to give up on how I had a point too, and that point
was that the time machine rental place was strict as hell about
what would happen if they had to get in there and clean up any
timeline discrepancies you’d caused. And here I’d thought taking
her to Charlemagne’s court had been tempting fate.

At least I’d talked
her into wearing shoes. If you’ve never seen a street that predates
indoor plumbing, then you’ll just have to trust me that it’s
nowhere you want to put your feet. From the soles of her feet up,
however, my girlfriend was completely nude.

She pulled up the
city map on the inner screen and traced a little rectangle through
the streets that ended back in the same place it started — the
place we were right then. “This is the route. Better keep up.” She
gave me a wink and then hopped right out the door of the machine,
into the ancient Greek air.

What was I supposed
to do? I followed along, clad in the more period-appropriate dress
the rental place had supplied for our little jaunt. I had to trust
her (and the readouts from the machine) that we had actually landed
in Athens; Mimi was the history buff in the relationship, while I
was lucky if I could tell the Renaissance from a hole in the
ground. But I lived to make her happy, so when she declared that
she wanted to time travel for her birthday, well, what was I going
to say, no?

I don’t know if Mimi
had done the math or just lucked out about it, but the streets were
relatively empty, especially given some of the other ancient city
sights we’d visited together. Relatively empty didn’t mean
completely empty, though, which meant that Mimi had exactly the
audience she wanted.

Maybe the ancient
Athenians were used to the naked female body. But from the
reactions she was getting, I’d say they probably weren’t used to
seeing it casually stroll down the street on a warm summer day,
clad in nothing but a pair of period-appropriate leather sandals.
One man let out a shocked gasp, and Mimi responded with a cheerful
little wave.

I tailed along right
behind her, just far back enough that I could see the soft curves
of her ass jiggle with each step she took. I could have reached out
and given her butt a smack, but that would just have encouraged
her, and I was not encouraging her. If she thought I
approved of a stunt like this, there was no telling what she’d try
to pull off next time. With my luck, we’d end up in a threesome
with a samurai or teaching the ancient Babylonians about nipple
clamps, and then we’d really lose the deposit.

Mimi stretched her
arms casually high above her head, like, oh, am I turning every
head as I stroll completely naked down the boulevard? I hadn’t
noticed. “They’re looking at you like you’re crazy,”

“They probably just
think I’m one of the maenads,” Mimi said, like that was supposed to
mean something to me. “And who’s to say I’m not? Here, go right.”
She turned as we entered the intersection, and I tagged along
behind, breathing a sigh of relief that this crazy naked field trip
idea of hers was now at least a quarter of the way done.

She didn’t linger,
but she didn’t hurry either, greeting everyone who stared at her
with a smile or a wave. Every so often, she’d look back over her
shoulder to make sure I was still with her, still watching. She
shook her head and let her long brown curls swoop down across her
bare back. Maybe she’d wind up being someone’s muse here, the
inspiration for something in one of those art museums she’d
mentioned earlier. With the number of eyes on her now, it didn’t
seem so far-fetched that I might walk into a gallery someday and
see her marble face staring back at me from atop a pedestal.

Though to be fair, I
doubted many people were looking at her face.

The second corner we
turned put us onto a busier street, this with more vendors and
passers-by and even a few soldiers. I was most nervous about them,
but they just whistled and clapped as she did a little twirl for
them. In the midday sun, her honey skin glowed warm.

If she had
somehow been introducing these ancient peoples to the concept of
female nudity, she sure was a hell of a way to learn. Call me
biased, but from the moment I met her, I’ve never been able to take
my eyes off her, with her curvy frame and pretty round face. She
could have had anybody on that road, with the way they all kept
staring at her appreciatively. And yet she kept turning back,
smiling at me, winking at me, letting me know who was actually on
her mind.

As we turned the
third and final corner on her route, I felt a rush of relief —
there it was, at the far end of the street, the little blue glow
that only we could see, letting us know the location of the
disguised time machine. I was about to say something to Mimi, to
make sure she’d noticed, went I felt a hand close in the front of
my dress. I turned to look just in time to see the smirk on her
face as she yanked me into a little side alcove. It looked like a
little shrine of some kind, partway exposed to the street, but
still all but hidden behind the buildings that flanked it.

“What are you–?” I
asked, but that was all the question I got out before Mimi had me
up against the wall, kissing me.

She raked her fingers
through my short hair, pressing her body up against mine. She was
shorter than I was, but boy did she understand leverage. “That got
me so fucking wet,” Mimi moaned. She grabbed my hand and yanked it
between her legs. In the soft, warm valley between her thighs, I
could feel how right she was. She gasped as my fingers brushed
against her clit. “Did you see the way they looked at me?”

I had, and what was
more, I felt a rush of jealousy when I heard her talk about it like
that. Of course, this had clearly been Mimi’s plan all along and I
was just playing into her hands — but when she got like this, how
was I supposed to refuse? “This isn’t exactly private,” I pointed
out, glancing out toward the street just beyond us.

“So?” Mimi laughed.
“You’re not afraid we’re going to introduce the ancient Athenians
to the concept of lesbianism, are you?”

Well, okay, no, I
knew enough of my history to understand that one. Mimi rubbed her
pussy against my hand, begging me to give her more. I was hardly in
a position to refuse, so I spread my first two fingers into a
V and got one on either side of her clit. I pressed in hard,
making her cry out with pleasure. She apparently cared about being
overheard about as much as she cared about being seen.

Damn the deposit,
then. I pushed her back against a low table, shoving aside what
looked to be a statue to some local god or goddess. Move over,
whatever deity was supposed to be here; this shrine had a new
object of worship today. Mimi grinned as she spread her thighs wide
for me, looking down with a wicked smirk as I knelt on the floor in
front of her. I started at her knee and kissed my way up her inner
thigh, until my lips were wet with her juices. “Come on,” she
pleaded, brushing her fingers down the curve of my ear. “I want to
see you.”

As long as we were in
here, it wasn’t like things could get much more risqué. I sat back
on my heels just long enough to shrug the top of my sleeveless
dress off my shoulders. The fabric fell to my waist easily; I think
the real things are more difficult to put on, but the replicas
never mind a few structural shortcuts. “Better?” I asked.

Mimi nodded, then
grabbed for my hair again. It wasn’t long enough for her to shove
me around, but I got the message anyway. This time I skipped the
preamble and pressed my mouth right up to her slit. I licked my
tongue up around her clit, alternating between teasing it with
little flicks and rubbing hard. As I ate her out, I took my fingers
and slipped one inside of her.

“Oh, fuck,” Mimi
moaned, the sound half-muffled by her palm across her mouth. She
hooked her knees up over my shoulders, mock-trapping me in place
with her thighs as I spread her pussy wide. “Fuck, that’s so
good.”

I’m not going to say
our relationship was built on my skills at giving oral, but that
was definitely what had made Mimi call me the next morning after
the dorm party where I’d eaten her out through three screaming
orgasms and left her passed out on the living room couch. From that
moment on, there hadn’t been a thing I wouldn’t do for her, and
dammit, she knew it.

I pushed two more
fingers inside of her, stretching her pussy wide. She was always
easy to get in the mood, but she was right; her little
exhibitionist walk had gotten her worked up. I lapped my
tongue up against her, then closed my lips around the bud of her
clit, sucking as I continued to move my fingers in and out of her.
With my other hand, I yanked up the hem of the dress and rubbed my
own pussy in time with the way I was fucking her. Every time I hit
one of her spots just right, I could feel her thighs tremble as
they pressed against either side of my face.

The closer I worked
her up to her orgasm, the louder she got. By now, I was sure there
were at least a couple people behind me on the street, spectators
gathered to see what debauchery these two women were up to today.
Well, I hope they enjoyed the show, because I sure as hell was
enjoying putting it on.

It wasn’t long before
Mimi started bucking her hips, lifting herself with her knees as
she begged with her body, harder, deeper. I did all I could
to oblige, licking and finger-fucking her all the way to a noisy,
beautiful climax. She drew in a deep breath and held it, then
released it with a shuddering moan as her body shook around me. I
could feel her inner muscles grip my fingers tight, then let go as
she draped herself, boneless, against the back wall of the
shrine.

Still kneeling, I
rubbed my fingers hard against my cunt as I looked up at her. She
looked perfectly like a goddess like that, staring down at me
through her halo of soft, post-orgasmic bliss. I drew my tongue
across my lips, tasting her on me as she gave me a smile — her own
little blessing, paid in return for my devotion. I closed my eyes
and came right there, shuddering and gasping against the dirt floor
of the shrine.

Sprawled out there
afterward, I had a wild thought: Maybe we could stay here, start a
new religion dedicated to her, the goddess of casual nudity and
semi-public oral sex. It was hard to imagine that wouldn’t be an
overnight success. I could be her high priestess, dedicated to
ensuring her blessings by keeping her completely satisfied. We
could make a hell of a life for ourselves that way.

Until, of course, our
rental expired and we got banned from using their service again
forever. Even so, might be worth it.

“Come on,” Mimi said,
and she grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet, into a warm kiss.
Then she squeezed my hand and began to run back out into the
street, dragging me along with her. I didn’t even have time to fix
my dress before she was pulling me along behind her, topless and
laughing, just a pair of madwomen scrambling down the streets of
Athens three thousand years before our own birthdays, headed back
to our own future together.



​ Corvus, Cancer, And Other
Constellations

by Togi Kayako
(土宜草子)

Clara refreshed her
email, twice, double-checked her internet connection, and even made
sure it was actually a Thursday. But no, there was no update from
CrowJewels in her inbox. In one last attempt to restore normality,
Clara checked the fic itself, but there was no change to Jewels’
current WIP at all. They posted like clockwork, in sharp contrast
to her own schedule, which she listed in her profile as Updates
happen when the spirit moves me, but it’s got noodle arms and damn
I’m heavy.

After a quick
refresh, just in case, Clara hopped over to her chat with Jewels.
They tended to be quiet on the weekdays, busy with their vaguely
described nine-to-five accounting job. Things picked up on the
weekends, plus when they were collaborating on a story or
beta-reading for each other. Clara tried not to send too many
messages to Jewels without getting any back, but this was dire
enough that she had to reach out immediately.

no update today?!

u dead or what???

(plz don’t be dead tho)

Clara tossed herself
in the shower, checked her phone, wrangled her overgrown undercut
into something presentable, checked her phone, got dressed, and
checked her phone one last time. There was no reply, and she dashed
out to catch her bus to work with an uncharacteristic frown.
Several hours of mediocre coffee-slinging later, Clara got a chance
to check her phone again and finally there was a message from
Jewels.

I’m not dead, I
promise

But it has been… kind of a bad week, honestly

I should be okay, but I think I’m going to go on hiatus for a
bit

aww, hope it’s just
something little ruffling your tail feathers

i will somehow persevere through this tragic wasteland of no
updates

though I SWEAR if you don’t let them at least kiss soon i’m gonna
have to do it myself

and you know how allergic to slow burn i am

so you’re gonna come back to like four PWPs raunchy enough to make
satan blush

Given how Satan is usually
depicted as red, that would be an impressive feat

But if anyone could do it, it would be you :)

The chat said Jewels
was still typing, but it was stop-and-start for long enough that
Clara began to wonder if they were writing an update in real time.
She desperately wanted to ask, but if there was one thing she knew
for sure about Jewels, it was that pushing didn’t work. They were
like the human version of cornstarch goop. Poke too much and they
only toughened up their walls even harder.

If I tell you something,
will you promise to keep it to yourself?

as long as you didn’t murder
anybody irl

…well, anybody half-decent

politicians are a freebie

but yeah, of course i won’t share your private stuff!

I don’t know for sure yet,
technically

But they did a bunch of tests and then a biopsy

They gave me an appointment with an oncologist next week

So I probably have cancer

Clara stared blankly
at the text like it would anagram itself into something that made
sense if she willed it to hard enough. She knew Jewels was in her
thirties, unless they’d lied about their age for some reason. And
kids got cancer too, but wasn’t it really weird for generic,
grown-up adults to get it? With a couple quick taps on her forehead
to snap out of her tangent, Clara jotted down the first
non-intrusive reply she could think of.

oh shit and you hate sickfic
too

seriously, sorry to hear it, and happy to talk about it if you
need

but you don’t have to if you don’t want to

just say the word and i will write you a better au, any flavor you
want

make satan blush content optional ofc

…It’s not self-insert if
I don’t write it, right?

Kind of tempted to take you up on that

We’ll see how next week goes though

Regardless, you’re so sweet, seriously

Thank you, CS <3

I’ll keep you posted when I know anything, but I gotta go for
now

And with that,
CrowJewels went offline again. Clara smiled faintly at the heart on
screen, then slumped over sideways in her chair with a gusty sigh.
Why did it have to be something terrible? Jewels always seemed a
bit burnt out from work and talked about struggling to write all
the time. They deserved something nice for a change.

Clara twirled her
chair from side to side with increasing force until she caught her
bare toes on the corner of her desk and yelped. With any luck, next
week the two of them would be laughing about Jewels’ weird medical
scare and talking about the fics they were working on, like normal.
Still, it wouldn’t hurt to do a little research on cancer stuff.
Just in case.

An hour and a half
later, Clara regretted ever looking into the subject. Even the
calmest, most blandly written descriptions of possible treatments
and outcomes — not counting death — were bad enough that
Clara had fidgeted three receipts on her desk into confetti. In a
fit of self-preservation, she closed every single tab and pulled up
her latest WIP instead. Making fictional characters kiss wasn’t a
substitute for therapy, but it would do until she had her next
appointment.

⋆ ⁺ ₊ ⋆ ☆ ⋆
⁺ ₊ ⋆

The weekend finally
rolled around, though Clara lost the first half of her Saturday to
covering someone else’s shift at the cafe. She made it back to her
apartment and immediately flung her work uniform into the Laundry
Corner Of Shame. It built up every time she procrastinated putting
her clean laundry away, which was often. Clara ignored the mostly
empty basket in favor of plunking down in her computer chair and
pulling her legs up to sit criss-cross. To her delight, there was a
message from Jewels waiting for her.

Hey, I wanted to apologize
for the other day

Sorry to dump such a heavy subject on you with no warning

I shouldn’t have brought it up out of nowhere

uh, no??

apology very rejected

i said talk about it if you want to and i meant it

and like… seriously Jewels?

‘i might have cancer’ is a real scary thing

and i’d be a big ol jerk if i was all ‘shut up about your health,
FRIEND’

I really appreciate that,
CS

No heel face turns for you, huh? :)

Only the power of friendship

and smut

don’t forget the smut

or you’ll make me sound way more virtuous than i am

There is no chance I can
forget your smut

One, it’s amazing and you should be proud

And two, there is so much I couldn’t possibly ignore it

It’s your trademark!

Like even the first time you left a comment on my fic

I saw your username and went, “Oh, bet they write smut “

yeah i guess ‘CSLewdest’ is
kind of a dead giveaway

but hey we can’t all write 250k Epic Literary Works :p

I don’t think Saturn Arising
fanfic is what most people consider literature

But I will take that as a compliment

Especially from someone who writes as well as you :)

noooooo shut uuuuuup

my body wasn’t ready for the uno reverse card

(but thank you omg <3 <3 )

But speaking of your
writing…

Were you serious about that AU?

The adventures of Cooler Me Without Cancer sounds amazing right
now

I’m so stressed I can’t write though

aww, of course i was
serious!

anything to make you feel a bit better

wanna just do some light brainstorming and lemme spin off from
there?

like if you wanna be in SatAr

are you a human or an alien?

or i guess a human who lives in space??

is there even a word for that?

like, idk, astro…dweller or something

We probably don’t have a
word for it yet

Since no one really lives out there

Maybe I should be a flock of space crows? :)

SPACE CROWS!!

a dozen crows in a trench coat

desperately trying not to get clocked

maybe doing some kind of bounty hunter work

Ooh, definitely yes to
bounty hunter

But I think I’d rather actually be just one human person

Or maybe a crow fuse

But NO wings!

alright, can i get a
gender

and maybe a name if you’re feelin feisty

or even if you’re not

i kinda suck at naming

this is why fic is a blessing

named characters ready to go

Enby, and let’s just call
them Jules for simplicity’s sake

What’s AU-you going to be like?

(You are joining AU-me, right?)

sure!!

let’s have a space adventure

us meeting would be a great place to start anyway

i’m gonna be a normal earth gal named Stella

who has stowed away on your ship

i’m gonna write like a paragraph at a time

and then send it to you

just chime in whenever if you wanna change what Jules is doing

⋆ ⁺ ₊
⋆

Stella flinches awake
in her storage crate when she hears boots on the metal floor of the
cargo hold. Strictly speaking, it isn’t her storage crate,
but she’s spent enough time in it to feel some sense of ownership.
She makes herself relax against the piled sacks that take up most
of the crate and keeps her breathing slow and quiet. Whoever else
is on the ship had been in a few times before, but they’d never
gone for her container.

The soft click of the
crate opening tells Stella that today her luck has finally run out.
She freezes in place and clenches her eyes shut. It doesn’t help.
Stella can tell when the dim green lighting of the cargo hold
reaches her face through her eyelids. Even without the light, the
soft huff of laughter that follows is a dead giveaway that she’s
been caught.

“I’m afraid you don’t
make a very convincing bag of beans, stranger.” The low, calm voice
sounds only amused rather than angry, so Stella cracks one eye open
to take a look. Presumably, this is the captain of the tiny ship
she’d unintentionally stowed away on. With the light behind them,
Stella can’t make out a lot of details, but they’re wearing a long,
weathered-looking coat and they have small, dark feathers running
back from the corners of their eyes to blend into their
short-cropped hair. She doesn’t see any weapons, though who
knows what kind of crazy science fiction guns they might have in
space?

Stella takes a deep
breath and pushes herself up. “Look, I’m really sorry about being
in your beans, but there were weird aliens — no offense — and stuff
got crazy and I needed somewhere to hide and then you kind of took
off and I didn’t know what to do—”

The captain holds up
their hand and Stella snaps her mouth shut. “Slow down, take a
breath. Let’s do some yes and no questions, okay? You from Earth?”
Stella nods. “And you want to go back there, I assume?”
Stella nods again and the captain pinches the bridge of their nose
with a sigh. “Of course you do. Well, let’s get you out of the
beans for now, earth girl.”

Stella takes the
captain’s offered hand and they do most of the work hauling her out
of the storage crate. “It’s Stella,” she says, plastering on her
best customer service smile to hide her nerves. “Earth is gonna be
a bit out of your way, I’m guessing?”

“Wasn’t planning to
go straight back to the place where I nearly got blasted to bits,
yeah.” The captain shrugs with one shoulder and turns their grip on
Stella’s hand into a handshake. “Call me Jules. No need for
formality if we’re going to be stuck together for a while.”

⋆ ⁺ ₊
⋆

and this is where i start to
stall out

meetcutes yes

describing life in space no

and a plot that doesn’t involve smooching?

hopeless

I can think of some world
building you’d like

If it’s a one person ship, there probably won’t be extra bunks…

AND THERE WAS ONLY ONE SPACE
BED

you’re a genius, Jewels

tho that definitely sounds like the path to smooching

should’ve picked someone not me

or at least not used my middle name for her lol

Your middle name is
Stella?

That’s actually a cool one

My middle name is just boring, but I really hate my first name

aw, is it a gender
thing?

my parents are such hippy weirdos they had backup names

one for if i was a boy

and a gender neutral one too

joke’s on them tho i like being a gal

Oh, I mean, I’m not really
non-binary!

Just like to keep my gender ambiguous online

And thought it would be fun for the character

I hate my first name for completely different reasons

It’s the main character from the play my parents met at

Which was Romeo and Juliet

They tried to get me into it but I’ve never liked it at all

oh so that’s why you’re
Jewels/Jules, huh?

is your middle name crow

legally you have to tell me if your middle name is a noun

No, I just wanted a pun on
Jules

So I thought of crown jewels

Then went from crown to crow because it made for an easy avatar

pun names unite!!

mine came to me out of the blue

and now only legal action could pry it from my sweaty fangirl
hands

but so far so good on that front

Phone call

Be right back

Clara took the pause
as a sign to jot down a few notes about what Stella and Jules might
get up to in the future. Daring escapes from the law were a must,
and maybe Stella in some kind of dramatic hostage situation. Better
yet, a reverse one, where Stella could leap out of the crate of
beans and thunk someone on the skull to save Jules.

In a separate file,
she outlined a rough romantic arc beginning with the one bed
dilemma. It would be weird to add it to the story as-is, but if she
changed the characters out it could be a fun project. If the idea
really grabbed her, she’d have ask Jewels if they minded. Heck,
maybe they wouldn’t care even with the story being technically
AU-them. There was no way Jules was an accurate representation of
the person behind CrowJewels’ avatar.

Sorry, I have to go

This was fun though

Thank you!

They were offline
before Clara could even get the B in ‘bye’ out. Probably not
good news, then. Clara’s shoulders slumped and she closed
her tentative romantic outline. Probably would be weird to bring it
up, especially when Jewels was stressed out and dealing with
serious medical stuff.

⋆ ⁺ ₊ ⋆ ☆ ⋆
⁺ ₊ ⋆

Just got back from the
oncologist

It’s cancer

Only stage two

I should be okay

But I do have to have chemotherapy

They’re going to put a chest port in first though

So more surgery soon, joy.

god i’m so sorry
Jewels

is there anything i can do??

besides continue the adventures of Jules and Stella obvs

also is joking okay?

or should i be serious about this?

last person i knew that had cancer was my shitty grandma

and basically i sent a couple of generic get well cards b/c dad
made me

sorry i’m kinda babbling but i dunno what the right thing to say
is

this fucking sucks

and you deserve better

Honestly that last bit is
really nice to hear

I don’t think I have the energy to even enjoy your AU right
now

Sorry

But I’ll keep you posted on what’s going on

It’s nice to be able to talk about it even if there’s nothing to be
done

So thank you for listening

of course, anytime!

just let me know if you wanna chat or whatever

I’m not in a good place to
be sociable right now

But I’ll let you know

Thanks again

⋆ ⁺ ₊ ⋆ ☆ ⋆
⁺ ₊ ⋆

The next few weeks
brought sporadic, terse messages from Jewels. As much as Clara
wanted to talk to them, she was a bit relieved not to be getting
the process in more detail. Even what was basically a dry, bullet
point list of surgery, recovery, and preparing for chemotherapy
made Clara wince with each new addition. The worst complaints
Jewels ever mustered were “tired” or “a little sore” but Clara
could guess at how bad it had to be if they were even admitting to
that.

Clara had decimated
her stash of Cute Crows To Cheer Up Jewels With by the time Jewels
was healed up and about to start chemotherapy. Restocking required
some serious digging but no brain power, so she’d started using it
to wind down for bed or get back to bed on the nights her asshole
brain woke her up at three in the morning. The problem was that
sometimes Clara lost track of time so she stayed up until
three in the morning.

You’re not actually awake,
right?

I’m hoping you’re just listed as online for some weird reason

This is an awful time to be conscious

honk shoo

honk shoo

wow, look at how asleep i am!!

also hey, you’re awake too

so pot, kettle, etc.

I’m starting chemo tomorrow
and I’m so nervous I can’t sleep

What’s your excuse?

okay you win this
round

i just lost track of time

anything i can do for you?

OOH

bedtime story??

How are you conscious enough
to think about writing??

Anyway I should probably be responsible and send you to bed

We don’t both need to be awake

that sounds like a yes you
feel bad about

more than a no

it’ll take me ages to wind down anyway

and i don’t have work tomorrow so it’s fine

so more Jules and Stella?

or something new?

Whichever is easier for
you

As long as it’s nothing complicated

I’m awake but not that awake, y’know?

something simpler,
gotcha

well if we want a bedtime story

maybe something fairy tale-ish?

like your amazing beauty and the beast au

<3 <3
<3
 If we’re doing that, I call dibs on the
beast

I wanna be cool cursed nobility instead of normal squishy
human

Also it would be fun to be intimidating

that’s all very doable

it’s late so i’m just gonna keep the same names

if i don’t have to name anyone i can practically write with my eyes
closed

⋆ ⁺ ₊
⋆

Everyone knows that
the castle is cursed, and that stepping beyond its mossy walls is
as good as going to the grave. Even seeing the castle’s lone
resident can give you bad luck for years. Stella knows it as well
as anyone else in her small village, but she’s so hungry.
It’s the dead of winter, rats have gotten into half of her food,
and hundreds of ripe fruits hang tauntingly from the trees dotting
the castle grounds.

Stella creeps along
the walls in the dim moonlight until she finds a small side gate
hidden in deep shadows. She tugs off the mitten on her right hand
and pokes one trembling finger over the boundary line. The other
side feels like the lingering heat of a summer night. Stella steps
through straight away and almost weeps as the balmy, flower-scented
air melts the chill out of her whole body.

There’s no time to
allow herself to bask, no matter how much she wants to. Stella
takes her large canvas sack out and heads for the nearest tree to
start picking fruit. She keeps to the shadows and only allows
herself a few pieces from each tree, in hopes that they won’t be
missed. Only a few minutes in, Stella starts to sweat under her
heavy cloak and shrugs it off, letting it fall in a heap in the
grass.

By the time Stella’s
bag is half full, the warm, quiet night has lulled away the worst
of her fears. Perhaps it’s not the castle itself but only the being
within that is cursed. If they’re asleep, she’s safe. The thought
is so compelling that Stella winds closer and closer towards the
castle itself, even stopping to savor a lusciously sweet fig
straight from the branch.

A distant cry of some
kind of hunting bird draws Stella’s attention upward, where she
sees the silhouette of its wings and long tail plumes against the
full moon. The cry sounds again, and the bird goes into a dive. Its
shadow gets larger and larger still, well beyond the size of any
ordinary bird. Stella stumbles back to press herself against the
trunk of the nearest tree, hoping with her whole heart that she has
not yet been seen.

You gave me wings this time,
didn’t you?

you didn’t say no wings this
time

so yeah unless you want me to delete that

there’s wings

you can pick anything else you want about them tho

but speak now before i manage to write an actual landing

I want to be hot

Is that weird?

That’s weird, isn’t it?

I’m sorry, it’s late, feel free to disregard that

why not have you be
hot??

hot crow rights!!!

I mean if it’s your POV,
isn’t that a bit…

Okay I literally can’t think of any word but weird again

But my point stands

nahhhhh

unless you’re seven feet tall with a wingspan to match irl

(in which case damn Jewels you’ve been holding out on me!!!)

i’m not worried about it if you’re not

but i can def dial it back to ~ aesthetically pleasing ~ if you
want

I mean, if you don’t
mind

I feel like it would be fun to be just stupid hot

I’m really not feeling any amount of hot right now

Bunch of fresh scars and a weird chest implant

ok no wings but you ARE a
cyborg

which is pretty cool

i’m sure you’re not feeling it right now

but maybe it’ll be cool in the future

anyway!!

let’s get needlessly hot Jules on the ground

Stella’s hair and
clothes are blown back as the huge winged being flaps a few times
before landing silently on the grass. The figure straightens up,
making them easily a head and a half taller than Stella. Their
wings fold neatly back like a dark, feathered cloak and they swivel
their head to lock two round, dark eyes on her. Stella’s breath
catches with both fear and the startling realization that the face
watching her is uncommonly handsome.

“Please, I meant no
harm,” she says, dropping to her knees. “I was starving and there
was so much fruit here — please don’t hurt me. I’ll leave empty
handed if that’s what you want.”

“What I want?”
The figure lets out an incredulous laugh that is half squawk. “Get
up, little human. I’m afraid this place is a prison, for myself,
and now regrettably you as well. If it brings you any measure of
comfort, I can assure you that you will never go hungry here.” They
lean over, offering out one black-gloved hand.

Stella cautiously
meets their eyes. They’re black from corner to corner, but the set
of their thick brows and solemn face shows no sign of malice. She
takes their hand, and lets out a soft squeak as they pull her to
her feet. It’s no surprise that they can lift her easily; she
barely reaches their chest.

wait did i have the last you
pull me to my feet too

damn it i’m getting predictable

but in my defense it’s a great way to break the physical touch
barrier

and yeah show off how big and strong the love interest is

or hotness interest, whatever

oh hang on i think i have the perfect wrap up to this bit

“What do you mean a
prison?” Stella asks. Her voice is steady, somehow, though her
hands shake until she clasps them together in front of herself.
With gentle hands on her shoulders, the stranger turns her to face
the direction she had entered from

The gates are gone,
every single one of them now nothing but a bare section of wall.
Above them stretches a seemingly endless pane of glass, gleaming
faintly in the moonlight as high as Stella can see. If the castle
grounds are truly a prison meant to hold someone with wings, it had
to stretch all the way to the heavens. Stella finds herself
shuddering all over as if she had stepped back into the winter
chill.

“Anyone who enters
cannot leave,” the stranger says, gentle and low. “I know it will
be hard for you, but I will do what I can to help you be at home
here. Come with me and I’ll show you to a room, little one.”

“Please call me
Stella,” she says absently, eyes still tracing the walls for any
hope of escape. “You’re tall enough that anyone would be
little beside you, so that’s hardly fair.”

The sentiment nets
her an amused hum. “My apologies, Stella. You may call me Jules. No
need to stand on formality if we’re going to be living together.”
Jules steps in front of Stella with the barest hint of a smile on
their thin lips. “Now if you would, come inside. It’s late, and we
should rest.”

⋆ ⁺ ₊
⋆

bam!

it’s not reusing lines

it’s ~ thematic ~

or something

i’m out of words now

oh you’re idle

looks like that bedtime story worked after all

sleep well, Jewels

Clara did her best to
wind down for bed — for real this time, away from the light
of her monitor — but Jewels’ worries seemed to have siphoned off
into her brain. All of her earlier searches for cancer stuff
floated around in her brain like smoke and made her throat tight.
She turned over a few times until her sheets were hopelessly
twisted around her legs and she had to crawl out of bed to fix
them.

After another long
stretch in the darkness with her brain racing, Clara got up again
to take a melatonin, chug some water, and put on some soothing
music. One of the three things finally did the trick, because once
she had all her pillows optimally adjusted she finally
managed to drift off to sleep. Given how close it was to sunrise,
her last conscious thought was deep gratitude that she really
didn’t have work later.

⋆ ⁺ ₊ ⋆ ☆ ⋆
⁺ ₊ ⋆

Sorry to pass out on you
last night

I read the rest of the story this morning and it’s fun

Kinda like “handsome” even if it’s usually a guy thing

(Thanks for making me hot <3 )

Getting set up for chemo
now

I get a little side room with a bed to myself

Bit of extra privacy for the first time

They have really nice big armchairs out in the main room
though

I’m probably babbling and you’re probably asleep

I’ll talk to you later

hot crow rights
forever!!

hope the chemo goes okay

def let me know when you’re through

happy to do more later

or another new start lol

watch me single handedly create the HCFU

(hot crow fic universe)

obviously won’t publish any of this without your ok tho!!

Clara stared at the
timestamp on Jewels’ last message, almost twenty-four hours old
now. There was no way Jewels had been offended by anything she’d
said, and all the sane search results she’d found said death by
chemotherapy was very unlikely. The list of plausible side
effects included all kinds of nasty stuff, though. Clara had coaxed
herself to sleep and through work with reasonable if awful
scenarios. Hopefully Jewels wasn’t puking their guts up or
anything, but at least that would be better than dead.

Tapping herself a few
times on the forehead was enough to snap Clara out of her worry
spiral. She pushed herself away from her computer and did a quick
survey of her apartment. The kitchen sink was piled with dishes.
That was a nice, clear problem with a very simple solution: blast
some dance tunes and get soaked with an unreasonable amount of
dishwater until the pile went away.

The clean kitchen
lifted her spirits a little, and belting out some off-key pop hits
brought her the rest of the way to a genuinely good mood. When
Clara’s phone buzzed in her pocket, she fumbled for a dish towel to
dry off her hands with a huge smile.

So it turns out chemo really
takes a lot out of you

I slept through part of it

Then I went home and fell into bed with my clothes on

And slept for like twelve more hours

I’m stiff, still tired, and nauseated beyond belief

0/10, do not recommend

well shit there go my
weekend plans

glad you’re ok tho

i was getting worried

but don’t you dare apologize!

or the next Jules will be butt ugly

just you watch

Well now I know you mean
business

Honestly I’d love more random us AUs

But I can barely make my brain read words

we could voice chat

if that’s cool with you

i can just read each paragraph as i put it in chat

i don’t have like an amazing narrator voice or anything

but hey it’s not reading words!

Maybe

Give me a few minutes

You can ponder what kind of universe we should meet in this
time

Anything’s fine by me

As long as it’s part of the HCFU of course :)

Clara double-checked
that her mic was plugged in and set up where it hopefully wouldn’t
pick up her fan or her loud, clacky keyboard. Jewels hadn’t
actually said yes, and they’d never spoken before. Clara
drummed out a rhythmic pattern on the edge of her desk as she
worked through why she was suddenly so nervous. It felt a little
like a first date, which was ridiculous. Jewels wasn’t a
stranger, even if Clara had never heard their voice
before.
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