Things couldn’t get crappier for him, he was depressed and down. The only think he seemed to want right now is sat curled on the couch drinking a bottle of amber liquid. He hadn’t told Bryce he ran into Lore, he was sure Bryce already knew something was up with the way he was acting but he couldn’t help it. When he signed those papers it felt like a part of him was torn away forever. Sighing softly he lifted the bottle to his lips and took a large gulp of liquor, it no longer stung on the way down so he had been drinking at it for a while. His cheeks where slightly wet and his eyes blood shot, was it form drinking or not sleeping? Maybe it was crying. Which he had done too in the past day. He kept asking him self did he do the right thing, he still loved Lore so very much but he loved Bryce too, why couldn’t he just have both of them? 

Sadly for him he knew it didn’t work that way. Gods life sucked, this why he had done drugs.

I flex my arm carefully as I walk down the hall of our building. I was one of the people in charge of holding down a wolf who had just changed. Needless to say I had a few new wounds. The elders had healed them, but the skin was still red and tender as it healed, and no matter how much I tried to get it off, the smell of blood was still on my clothes. I’m hoping that Nestor won’t notice, but he’s become finely tuned for stuff like this. He worries way too much. 

Pushing the door open I am hit with the rich smell of alcohol right away. It halts my tracks for a moment as I cough. “Nestor?” I call out, shutting the door behind me. Thank God I didn’t come in lupus. I think I might’ve gotten drunk off of that smell. “Are you still alive in here?” I ask, teasingly as I find my way into the living room. I reach over the back of the couch and wrap my arms around Nestor’s skinny frame. I kiss his cheek only to be greeted with the taste of salty water left on my lips. 

“What’s wrong?”

He lifted a cigarette to his lips sucking in on the cancer stick then exhaling the smoke. “Yes I am a live.” Sometimes I wish I Wasn’t he thought to him self. Blinking slowly he turned his head looking at you. “Nothing a pill wont fix.” His answer to everything was drugs and booze, he couldn’t help it. That’s how he had lived for so long, sighing he looked down knowing you would worm it out of him. Moving he took another drink of the Whiskey. “Buried my past.” There that would give you a clue if not this would. “Signed it away.” He couldn’t help it as another tear slipped down his cheek. 

He wished Lore the best of luck with finding what he was looking for. He could smell the blood off Bryce but wasn’t really going to ask too much about it. “What happened to you. Get hurt again?” His voice despite the fact he was trying to cover up how he sad he felt.

“A-- a pill? Nestor,” I start to give him that same lecture I always do, but stop short. He knows it. Probably by heart. “You signed what away?” I ask, climbing over the back of the couch. I pull Nestor into my arms and let him use me as a backrest. 

“Just a few scrapes. A kid had his first change today. Luckily we found him before he could hurt anybody.”

He sighed curling against you and closing his eyes. “The man I married.” And it hurt a lot, a lot more than he thought it would. “I saw Lore, he showed up in the club one night. Aki had already drawn up the paper work, Lore signed it. He signed the divorce papers.” Moving he set the bottle down and buried his face into your chest. “It hurts Bryce, how can it hurt so much. I have you now, it shouldn’t hurt but it does.” He sighed softly turning to take another drag from his smoke before using you as a backrest completely.

“Ah, even if I am drunk I can still smell it.”

My expression instantly turns into one of concern. I tighten my arms around him and raise one hand to pet his hair. “I’m so sorry baby.” I say softly. “It’s hard. I mean, it was a part of your life. A big part. I don’t think it’s supposed to be easy.” I decide to gloss over the detail of seeing Lore again. I won’t go into it. Probably because I don’t want to know all the details. 

“That’s because you’ve trained yourself. Worry wart.” I say, kissing his forehead.

“Its done, We signed the paper work and I am now no longer married to him. But it hurts so much Bryce. Even if I love you too I still love him. I wish I could change that. Why cant I stop loving him?” He sighed putting the smoke out and then curling up against you. He looked up at you as you kissed his forehead. “Hmpf I am not a Worry Wart.” Pouting a bit he nuzzled you a bit closing his eyes. “I am glad I have you, I don’t know what to do if I didn’t have him.”

I feel that twinge of jealousy deep down when I hear him say that. I push it away though. He just divorced him-- there’s no reason to be jealous. He came home, didn’t he? 

“Because love is a thing that doesn’t just stop,” I answer. “I still love Gavin, and probably part of me always will. I’ve just come to terms with the fact that I will.” I keep petting his hair and rest my cheek on the top of his head. 

“I love you too,” I say softly.

He closed his eyes listening to you. “Whos Gavin?” You had never talked about gavin at all. He was now interested in hearing about it. Sighing softly. “Sometimes I wish it did though.” He nuzzled you again and breathed deeply. “I love you, besides the boy who changed how has you day been?” He curled against you sucking up your warmth. 

“He-- he was my first mate. He was killed by a vampire.” I say, looking down at the floor for a minute. “He was a drug addict and followed the vampire home. And I was the one to find him splattered on the walls.” I bite my lip to keep the tears at the memories from spilling past my eyelids. Gavin’s death was a thing of nightmares. 

It still haunts mine. Only now they have Nestor’s face. 

“That was pretty much it. Just a lot of walking around the pond.” I say, forcing a smile onto my face. Happy thoughts. Think happy thoughts.

He blinked and turned looking at you. Now he understood your fears. “Oh Bryce… why didn’t you tell me before!” He moved and petted your face and pulled you close to him. Nuzzling his face into your hair he held you close. “Why didn’t you tell me before. Now I understand some of your fears. Gods Bryce I am so sorry.” He started licking your hair like he was cleansing you, hmmm okay he was turning to much wolf like. He blinked tilting his head. “What the hell?” He moved and continued to groom you anyway, “Mmmhmm. At lest your home now.” He nuzzled his nose against you.

“Because-- I don’t like to think about it. And I was sure I did.” I say. I don’t even try to protest him holding me. Not when it feels good. This definitely feels good. “Hey, stop that. I’m going to have to take a shower now.” I say laughing, poking him in the side to make him squirm.

He nodded a bit and continued his grooming, squeaking he wiggled away from you. “Hey! Sorry I don’t know why I Was doing that.. err because I was.” He giggled and smirked. “Why do you need a shower.. EEEPPP!” He wiggled around as you poked him. “Nooo stop that.” Trying to bat your hands away he giggled.


“I think you’ve been spending too much time with cats.” I say teasingly. I poke his side again, despite his hand trying to bat mine away. “I have to take a shower because I have your slobber everywhere now.” I answer, trying not to laugh too hard at his wiggling. And while he’s busy trying to get my hand to stop poking him, I plant a kiss on his cheek.

“I have not! I don’t even know any cats.” He giggled and wiggled some more. “Pffttthhh fine go have a shower. Dork.” He smirked and chuckled as you kissed his cheek. “Hmmm I don’t know what I would do with out you Bryce.” He suddenly glomped on you hugging you tightly, this act almost rolled them both off the couch.

I let out a small squeak and grab the back of the couch to keep from tumbling to the floor. Once balance was regained, I let go of the couch and hug Nestor tightly. “You don’t have to think of that. I promise. I don’t plan on leaving.” I press a kiss to his temple before adding a few to his neck, and then surrender to just a hugging him.

He purred softly as you kissed his neck and forehead. “Hmmm Still.” He hugged you nuzzling. “Thought you where going to take a shower?” He smirked moving to give you own neck a few kisses. Purring like a care as well.

“Yeah. That can be done later.” I say, resting my head against his shoulder. Shower doesn’t seem that important right now. Definitely not as important as this hug. This is a good thing to come home to.

“Your not that smelly anyway so why do you need a shower?” He was almost completely wrapped around you as he look content. Oh yeah he was happy, happy Nestor was good thing too. Means he doesn’t drink anymore and pass out from drinking to much.

