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    To my Partners
 
Without you
This would not be Possible

      

    


Clara’s here. In his room. No—their room now. Diesel’s pretending he’s not freaking out, arms folded like he’s relaxed, but his pulse is thundering like a damn earthquake, his huge shoulders are hunched, trying to make himself less threatening, hard for a wolverine, but he's trying. Trying not to stare as she unpacks and places her things next to his like it’s the most natural thing in the world...and he can’t look away. Drifting closer, silent, huge feet quiet like he's trying not to scare her, pulled to her like metal to a magnet until he’s sitting beside her, their shoulders brushing, the size difference between them clear, his huge form beside her slim feline one. It’s ridiculous how hard the tiny contact of her shoulder against his hits him—like a spark down his spine.

His voice won't work at first. He opens his mouth twice before anything comes out, his fangs glinting. He tries to hide them, not wanting to scare away the gorgeous feline. When it finally does, it’s low and rough, like gravel dragged across concrete. “Stay. Stay close...” he says, pretending it isn’t the most vulnerable thing he’s ever said. But inside, everything in him is at her feet, begging her not to go anywhere. Because the truth is simple—without her there, he doesn’t even know what home means.

Clara wraps her arms around him, holding him close, her tail swaying behind her. She doesn't say much usually, being selectively mute. But she knows that he needs her just as much as she needs him. He had saved her from an abusive relationship and had shown her that real love exists. So when they talked about her moving in, just two months after they started dating, she had been ecstatic.

His breath catches when she hugs him, his large frame instinctively curling to fit against hers, his claws careful not to scratch her. His head dips to rest against her dark hair between her ears, one heavy arm wrapping possessively around her waist. The scent of Clara's shampoo fills his lungs as he inhales deeply, tension melting from his shoulders, lavender, she smells of lavender and her natural sweet scent of feline. He squeezes her tighter, fingers digging slightly into the fabric of her clothes. Not trusting himself to speak again, words are too messy, too complicated for how he feels.

Nuzzling into his embrace, Clara takes a deep breath. She feels safe with him, always has. And now she's here... with him, beside him, she's whole again. She presses a soft kiss to his cheek, nuzzling the softness of the fluff, his spicy musk filling her nose, her ear flicking and tail swaying.

A low rumble vibrates in his chest at the kiss, something between a growl and a content sigh. His fluff rubs gently against her fur as he tilts his head, allowing better access. His hand moves up to cup the back of her neck, thumb stroking slow circles. The garage is quiet except for their breathing and the distant hum of tools downstairs. He could stay like this forever, just holding her, keeping her safe in this fortress they've built. His other hand finds hers, intertwining their fingers.

Clara squeezes Diesel's fingers three times. Smiling against his dark, soft fur. The familiar code, their silent language.

Three squeezes mean 'I love you.' Three simple taps that say everything he can't say with words. Diesel squeezes back once, hard and meaningful, then again more gently, his way of saying it back. His mouth brushes against her temple as he presses closer.

After a moment of the soft, sweet embrace, Clara kisses his cheek and stands, continuing to put her stuff away.

He reluctantly lets her go, though his eyes follow her every movement. Standing up himself, he towers over her as he moves to help. His movements are deliberate but careful, placing items where she indicates while keeping within touching distance. He organizes her things with the same precision he uses on engines, creating a space that reflects both of them now.

The room transforms as they work together. Diesel organizes her clothes in his dresser, leaving plenty of space. He adds a small shelf for her things, making sure everything is within reach. When she reaches for a photo frame, he pauses, watching her with those intense grey eyes. The afternoon light streams through the garage windows, casting long shadows that dance across the floor, their first shared home together.

Smiling, she hangs the photo by the front door. It's their first date, when she finally agreed to be his, two months ago.

His jaw tightens slightly at the memory, remembering how nervous he'd been that night. How he'd barely spoken, too afraid of scaring her off, the tiny feline had looked up at him, a huge, massive, muscled wolverine, and had somehow felt safe. The photo shows him standing awkwardly beside her, his massive frame hunched slightly as if trying to appear less intimidating. But his eyes, those grey eyes, are fixed on her with unmistakable devotion, even through the lens.

He steps behind her again, wrapping his arms around her waist from behind as he looks at the photo, his tail wagging slightly. His reflection shows a ghost of a smile, rare and precious, playing at his lips.

Clara turns and grins, kissing him suddenly. Giggling that adorably quiet giggle of hers.

He freezes momentarily, then melts, a deep blush creeping up his ears. The kiss catches him off guard, making him huff softly against her mouth. His hands tighten reflexively on her hips, pulling her back against his chest as he tries to maintain his composure. The sound of her giggle makes his heart stutter; that sound is his favorite thing in the world. "Mmm... brat," he mutters, though there's no real bite in it.

"Yours..." Clara whispers, still smiling.

His eyes darken at the whisper, something possessive flashing behind them. He dips his head to nuzzle her neck, breathing in her scent deeply. "Damn right you are." His voice is a low growl again, more confident now. "My brat. My Clara."

She squeezes his hand again, once, twice, three times.

He squeezes back three times, then adds a fourth, a silent promise. His teeth graze her neck playfully, leaving soft bites along her shoulder. "Gonna keep you forever," he murmurs against her flesh, one hand sliding up to cup her jaw, turning her face to look at him. "No more running. No more letting you go."

"You’re my home, Diesel, my safe place..." She murmurs back, her eyes drifting closed, soft and trusting.

His eyes soften dangerously at those words, something raw and vulnerable crossing his features. Home. The word hits him hard, making his chest ache. "And you're mine. My sanctuary." He presses his forehead to hers, voice dropping to a whisper only she can hear. "My everything."

Nodding, she smiles, quiet as always, she leans into him, trusting, loving.

He traces her smile with his thumb, then suddenly lifts her up without warning, carrying her bridal style toward the bedroom. His movements are smooth despite his size, showing surprising gentleness as he carries her across the threshold of their shared space.

Giggling quietly, she kisses him softly.

He returns the kiss hungrily, kicking the bedroom door shut behind him. Walking to the bed, he carefully lays her down before following, caging her between his arms. His body covers hers protectively as he deepens the kiss, one hand cradling her head while the other explores her side.

A soft noise leaves her, a quiet plea for more.

The sound drives him wild. He growls against her lips, shifting to settle more firmly between her legs. His hand slides under her shirt, calloused, rough fingers spreading across her bare body as he breaks the kiss to trail kisses down her jaw. "Tell me what you want," he demands softly, though he already knows. His hips press against hers deliberately.

Biting her lip, she tries to speak, but her voice fails her. Mute again, she looks frustrated.

He notices her struggle and pauses, recognizing the frustration. He knows her selective muteness sometimes returns when she's overwhelmed with emotion. He moves to speak against her ear instead. "Shh... don't force it." His hand moves higher, thumb brushing her ribs soothingly. "I can read you. Just show me."

Letting out a breath, she pulls him to her, kissing him deeply, her legs going around his waist.

He groans deeply into the kiss, one hand gripping her thigh as she wraps around him. His other arm bands around her back, holding her impossibly closer. He responds to her kiss with equal intensity, his body responding to her legs with obvious interest.

"That's it," he breathes between kisses, grinding against her slowly, his tail wagging faster behind him, his eyes bright with desire. "My silent
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