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      Readers,

      Welcome to a brand-new series! I’m calling this one In Love, because the people I’ll introduce you to know one thing for certain: they are in love, and they won’t let anything stand in the way of them and the person they love.

      As always, thanks go out to the Piperettes on Ream and Patreon who are immensely patient and so supportive that I find myself wondering whether I’m dreaming.

      Now, let’s get ready for the story. It’s a sweet one that pairs well with anything pineapple: plain, as juice—or maybe sherbet!

      Enjoy!

      Alexa Piper

      May 2025
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      Mike had always thought the background music the supermarket near New Elvenswood’s university campus played through hidden speakers was about as cultured as a day-old piece of gum stuck to the sole of a smelly running shoe, yet here he was.

      Granted, he wasn’t at the market for the music. No, Mike was here for the almost ridiculously wide selection of spices on offer, specifically the cayenne pepper. As spicy spices went, it was the best, and Mike was willing to endure the insult to his ears for it. Two little bags of the stuff were already in his shopping basket. He looked from them to what remained on the shelf, checked the best-by date, and added two more.

      “Off fucking pitch,” he mumbled as the singer broke into the chorus.

      Mike had inquired about the music before. The problem with the proximity to the university was apparently that the market thought it was a good idea to feature the university radio, and the university radio in turn featured student “artists.”

      Rubbing his ears to try and block out the terrible singing, Mike let his eyes wander over the rainbow of salt varieties the market had in stock. They had everything from pink to black, from coarse to fine, and a part of Mike was wondering why he was even bothering with the fancy ones when he really just needed it for cooking—for pasta water, essentially.

      He sighed, scratched the back of his head, and picked out a pink salt. It went into his shopping basket to keep the cayenne pepper company.

      “Pink salt is pretty. It’ll look nice sprinkled over the pasta.” I think pink salt from another continent just became the highlight of my day. It’s certainly nicer than reviewing that selkie client’s prenup.

      Mike left the spice aisle behind and headed to the produce section. He wasn’t going to skip cooking, not even after a long day. Something about preparing food without rushing made him relax. He liked cooking for friends as well, but had never minded just doing it for himself.

      As he picked out green bell peppers, putting them into his basket one after another, Mike began to hum a low melody that barely drowned out the ugly background music the store used to torture the shoppers.

      Turning to the ginger root, Mike caught sight of a fellow shopper. Or rather, he caught sight of the shopper’s T-shirt. “I am a DRAGON, look how I boar,” it read, displaying a grumpy cartoon boar, half hidden by a pink dragon costume. That T-shirt was wonderfully ridiculous, and Mike found himself smiling.

      The man who wore it under a neat black jean jacket didn’t notice. He was too engrossed in the pineapples, picking one up and giving it a critical look, then putting it down again and subjecting its neighbor to the same scrutiny. The whole thing looked, for lack of a better word, cute.

      Mike shuffled past the cantaloupes and cleared his throat. The man looked up from his pineapple, meeting Mike’s gaze with brilliant green eyes.

      Mike pointed at the spiky fruit. “You want them just slightly soft when you squeeze the shell. Definitely not hard.”

      Dragon Tee’s eyes narrowed, and his lips pinched ever so slightly. They were a very light pink—a lot like the salt, but prettier. He probably uses ChapStick a lot. That’s good. Soft lips are so nice. Oh, please, let my gaydar be right about this cutie.

      “My mother told me not to trust men who have such strong opinions about pineapples,” Dragon Tee said.

      His blond hair fell over his eyebrows and almost tangled in his dark lashes, and Mike had a sudden urge to brush those soft curls out of the way. Dragon Tee had a bubbly voice a bit higher than Mike’s own and with an excitable, bright note to it.

      Mike nodded thoughtfully. “I assure you, that wasn’t an opinion, just an observation.” He leaned over the pile of cantaloupes in front of him. “But if you care for my opinion, it’s the dragon fruit lovers who are all kinds of trouble.” He tilted his head. “Nice T-shirt, by the way.”

      To Dragon Tee’s credit, he never looked at his own T-shirt, not missing a beat when he said, “Thank you. I like a man who knows soaring fashion when he sees it.” He blinked, really slowly, making Mike’s gaydar buzz, then held out the pineapple to Mike. “Check this for me.”

      Mike took the offered fruit. This is a test. He’s testing me just like he tested the pineapple, only he’s not squeezing me like he did them. Pity.

      Mike sighed. The fruit felt fine to him, but he still walked around the aisle until he stood next to Dragon Tee. He put the pineapple he’d been handed back down and picked out another, made a small show of examining that one, then handed it to Dragon Tee.

      “Here. This one’ll be sweet.”

      Dragon Tee actually licked his pink bottom lip before he took the fruit from Mike. Their fingers brushed, and Mike wanted to let out a low hum at the contact, but he didn’t.

      Few supernaturals would willingly stick out like Dragon Tee did, so Mike had to assume this cute man with a hankering for pineapple was all human. Humans needed to be handled with care.

      “Thank you,” Dragon Tee said, and Mike really wished the next words out of the man’s mouth would be a suggestion about how they could devour that damn pineapple together. “I’m Corvin,” he said instead.

      “Michael.” Mike held out his hand for Corvin to shake. “But only my mother and my boss ever call me that. I’m Mike to everyone else.”

      “Hi, Mike.” Corvin’s dragon T-shirt rippled with the movement of his chest. “Do you always pick up strangers when they’re shopping for exotic fruit?”

      Mike held up his hand, palm out, and shook his head. “No, and I’m not here to pick you up. No, wait, that’s wrong. How about I invite you to have my homemade pineapple sherbet with me?”

      Corvin didn’t look amused. “Yes, I can clearly see you don’t regularly pick up fruit shoppers. We won’t be lured into your van by the promise of sherbet, you know.”

      So he won’t be romanced by pineapple sherbet. Fuck. I read too many contracts today. I no longer know how to pick up cute humans with sharp tongues.

      Mike shifted his weight from one foot to the other. “Right, I see what you mean. That’s very forward to ask someone. Honestly though, can I take you on a date? In a public place. And if you feel like pineapple sherbet after, you can let me know? I picked out fancy salt five minutes ago and was ready to declare it the high point of my day, so if you say yes, that would be a far better high point.”

      Mike shook the little salt container. This wasn’t smooth at all, was it?

      Yet Corvin’s lips quirked upward.

      “Mike, are you trying to get a pity date out of me? No, don’t answer that. Give me your phone.”

      Mike pulled the device from his pocket and unlocked it with his fingerprint. He watched, enthralled, as Corvin added himself to Mike’s contacts, his quick fingers flying over the screen.

      “Here.” Corvin handed the phone back. “You can text me with a time and location, just don’t make it anything ridiculous.”

      Mike’s heart beat just a little faster, and he really wanted to hum now, loudly. He pursed his lips, clamping down hard on the urge.

      “Nothing ridiculous—check.” He cleared his throat. “And it’s not a pity date.”

      Corvin lifted his chin, those green eyes sharp. “I’ll be the judge of that. Enjoy your pink salt, Mike.”

      Turning and walking off like a model at a show, he left the fruit aisle, the pineapple Mike had picked for him in hand.

      “Enjoy the pineapple!”

      Corvin looked over his shoulder. “I’ll let you know if it was sweet enough for me.”

      Mike watched him vanish behind the canned goods, appreciating that he got to watch Corvin leave. Such a nice view of his behind. And his shoulders too. His hair looks like silky cotton, and why the hell do I want to move it out of the way so I can kiss his neck?

      Once the cutie was out of sight, Mike turned back to the produce, finally allowing himself to hum. He picked up the pineapple Corvin had handed him and forgot about everything else he’d wanted from this aisle.

      Still humming, he headed to the register, paid, walked to his car, then drove home. When he closed the front door behind him, he filled the house with song rather than just humming. Silence wasn’t something any siren could handle for long, not when their heart was full of joy.

      When he got into the kitchen, Mike realized he’d bought bell peppers, pink salt, cayenne pepper, and a pineapple. It wasn’t exactly a meal, but that didn’t matter. He sliced the pineapple into juicy chunks with his sushi knife and proceeded to eat the entire fruit with his fingers while he sat on his couch and contemplated where to take Corvin for their date.
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      The next day, a semi-sunny Friday, started out well enough. Mike was early as always, his coffee with a dash of toffee syrup in hand. His office was decorated in deep blues and light grays that lit up when the clouds parted and let the sun shine through. Mike decided that was a good sign.

      Then his phone rang.

      He spent the next two hours answering a list of questions from his selkie client with all the patience he could muster. After the call, Mike wondered whether the selkie would ever make it to the altar, but other than making sure the prenup was airtight, there wasn’t much he could do to help with that. He had about five minutes to sip his coffee before he was interrupted again.

      The glass door to his office swung open, and Peter Collins, Mike’s boss and the owner of the law firm, strode in. The vampire’s platinum blond hair was flawless, and his blue eyes as sharp as the tailored suits he wore day in and day out.

      “Michael.” Peter lowered his head as if he came bearing bad news.

      Mike straightened in his office chair. “What now?”

      Peter sauntered all the way over and sat in one of the client chairs across from Mike.

      “We shall be having a mediation, and it falls to you to handle it. I am but the bearer of this news, but I have full confidence in your skills to handle such a delicate appointment.”

      Mike sighed. “Are you being so formal because you’re making me do it when you should?”

      Peter tsked. “That sounds ridiculous. I’d never.”

      Peter, being a lawyer, had excellent control of his facial muscles and posture, and even when the lie was such an obvious one, he looked as if he were telling the truth. Mike could admire that about his boss, but he liked it a lot better when he wasn’t on the receiving end of it.

      He didn’t mind though. He hadn’t really minded the selkie’s many questions either, had only worried about the marriage falling through, and he knew it was the thought of seeing the cute human again that was keeping him in such a good mood. What exactly Corvin had stirred in him Mike didn’t know, but it felt too good to question. He smiled at Peter.

      “It’s fine either way, boss.”

      Peter narrowed his eyes. “You’re very accommodating this morning. Usually, we go back and forth for a few minutes, and I have to make concessions like letting you order fancy catering for everyone. Did you go to a concert? Get new speakers for your home?”

      “Nope. But I think fancy catering sounds like an excellent idea.”

      Peter tapped his index finger on the armrest of Mike’s client chair. “It’s too late to negotiate now, Michael. Do you mean to make me interrogate you? What is it, then? What did you do?”

      Mike shrugged, unable to stop himself from grinning. “I just bought a really sweet pineapple when I went shopping yesterday. I ate it all. It was good. You sure you don’t want to order catering? Everyone would be grateful their boss is so generous and kind.”

      Peter froze for several long seconds in the way vampires sometimes did. Then he blew a raspberry. “I am neither kind nor generous. Pineapple. Pah, pineapple. It’s said you can taste it in the blood when someone eats pineapple, but that’s bullshit.”

      “You’re not biting me, Peter.”

      “Why would I bite you? I need you to handle that mediation, and if you’re anemic, the parties will just talk over you, and we’ll have to call security. It will be very stressful for everyone, and I don’t like that kind of thing in the office. I just don’t…like pineapple.”

      Mike was perfectly aware that Peter, having been a vampire for a long time, had likely never had pineapple. He was giving low-key cranky vibes though, and Mike knew what that meant.

      “Maybe you should get out and eat someone else if you can’t even let me have my choice of fruit.”

      Peter’s forehead creased. “Far be it from me to dictate what you eat, Michael. And I’m not hungry. I ate. Anyway—” He stood. “—please make sure the mediation goes smoothly. You’re the best man for the job.”

      Peter left the office quickly, hopefully to seek out a willing neck.

      Mike went for his phone and pulled up Corvin’s number. He started humming absentmindedly as he typed.

      
        
          
            
              
        Do you know the Old Church? They used to have confession, but now they do cocktails. Later tonight, if you’re up for it. My treat.

      

      

      

      

      

      He read the text over a few times before hitting send. He stared at the screen for longer than was reasonable, but there was no response, and Corvin didn’t seem to be reading text messages at that moment.

      Mike tried not to let it bother him, tried not to check his phone every other minute. Instead, he familiarized himself with the mediation case. Collins & Partners handled a lot of issues for supernatural clients, but this mediation was just one human ready to sue another. Peter tended to rub humans the wrong way, so it made sense he’d told Mike to do it. Mike would be able to smooth things over with just a few notes of his siren song, making everyone’s lives easier in the process.

      It was the afternoon when Mike’s phone finally buzzed, almost making him tumble out of his office chair with excitement.

      
        
          
            
              
        Pineapple Mike! Yes, I’m up for going to church with you. I know where the Old Church is. Meet you outside at 7? Today, right?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Today. 7 on the dot.

      

      

      

      

      

      Mike fully intended to be at least ten minutes early. He didn’t want Corvin to wait for him. No, for his pineapple dragon tee, Mike was going to be the best date—better than pink salt and spicy cayenne pepper combined.

      I’m going to make tonight the best date of his life, Mike thought, the human cutie’s face vivid in his mind’s eye. I can’t wait to see him again.
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      If Mike’s mother had known he was going on a date, she’d have been beside herself with elation and would dig for details like a dog for a bone. Mike’s mom was a full siren, while his dad was half siren, and she tended to worry about her only son. Who had passed thirty. And was still single. His mom had abandoned any and all pretense of subtlety about his marital status.

      “Your ancestors would have sung a dozen sailors to them by your age,” she would say.

      “Stop thinking about that,” Mike told himself as he finished up his workday and gathered his things. He hummed low, eager to finally get going, get ready, and meet the cute human.

      All the way home, he was humming and tapping out a rhythm on his steering wheel, his mood getting better and better the closer he got to meeting Corvin again. He parked in the driveway rather than backing the car into the garage and sauntered along the path to the door.

      He was still humming when his phone buzzed. Hoping it was Corvin, Mike pulled it from his pocket, then frowned.

      The Mother Ship, the caller ID read.

      “I swear she has a sixth sense for this kind of thing,” Mike mumbled as he unlocked his door.

      He had a choice to make: answer the call or not, and he went with the latter, letting it go to voicemail. She’d text, he knew that, but telling her he was still busy at work and couldn’t talk was going to be a lot easier that way.

      To make it more believable, he took a quick shower and only then answered the nosy text.

      >Should I make you dinner tonight?

      It seemed innocuous enough, but it really meant did he want to come over to discuss whether it was time to let her set him up with someone.

      >>Can’t. Work.

      Mike didn’t even feel bad about lying, not when he was going to see snarky Corvin again. He checked his smartwatch.

      “Shit.” Only an hour. But I can handle that.
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      Mike decided to leave his car in the driveway. They were going on a date, after all, and they might have a drink together. Maybe more than one. Humans, generally speaking, had less tolerance when it came to alcohol, and Corvin didn’t look like much of a drinker. Mike smiled. If Corvin got tipsy, he’d help him home. No, that’s too stalkery. I’ll put him in a cab, tell him to be careful and to call me the moment he gets home. And I’ll pay the driver extra to get him to his door.

      If nothing else, Mike had come a long way from his siren ancestors, who were notorious for forgoing the stalking and singing anyone they liked into the waves straight away.

      Giddy with anticipation, Mike called an Uber before checking himself over in his bedroom mirror one last time.

      It was a warm spring day in New Elvenswood, and Mike had opted for a charcoal gray T-shirt to complement his black hair in the low lighting of the Old Church. He hoped his blue eyes would shine like the ocean at dawn, as his mother liked to say.

      With a small plea to his ancestors to make this date a success, Mike Ubered his way to New Elvenswood’s Old Town, where he had to continue on foot. The old town area was touristy, with its cobblestone streets and winding alleyways, but the Old Church was off the beaten path; the kind of place where you’d find more locals than visitors.

      Here, ambitious missionaries had at one point built a church, and because they were so ambitious, they’d built it large enough to accommodate a nightclub. Mike was pretty sure that hadn’t been their original intent, but in New Elvenswood, with its historically large witch and supernatural population, organized religion had been fighting an uphill battle without even knowing it. In the end, the church had been sold and repurposed.

      The nightclub had revamped itself completely after a change in ownership a year ago. Mike had been involved as the new owner’s attorney. Now, it was less about gyrating on the dance floor and more about the live music artists that played here every day. There was everything from craft beer to champagne on the menu, and their tapas wasn’t half bad either.

      After his walk through the dusk-dark streets, Mike took up position outside the large wooden door. Open for Confessions, said a large sign next to the door, speaking to rather a different crowd these days than the original builders had intended.

      The exterior was lit up with white and orange spots, bringing out the carved walls and the gaping, staring gargoyles looking down on the faithless. From inside, music floated out, but so early in the night, it wasn’t live yet. Mike appreciated the selection though—cellos and violins doing pop and rock songs in a way they hadn’t been intended to, but sounding so, so good.

      Five minutes later, Mike turned his head to the left at the sound of footfalls approaching across the cobblestones and found a very handsome Corvin walking toward him. His green eyes found Mike immediately, and the butterflies in Mike’s stomach only got more fluttery when Corvin beamed at him.

      Corvin picked up his pace until he stopped right in front of Mike. He wore the same black jean jacket, but tonight, the T-shirt was a cartoon cat with heavily hooded eyes. Coffee or Claws, it said underneath the feline.

      “Hi, Pineapple Mike. Are you early or am I late?”

      Mike felt the human’s voice ring through him like a snippet of melody that wanted to be an earworm. Corvin’s hair shimmered light copper and gold in the light, and those unruly bangs were still trying to get into his eyes, making Mike want to brush them aside.

      “Hi. Let’s say we’re both on time. I’m glad you were free tonight.”

      Corvin brushed his hair out of his eyes himself before he spoke, and Mike’s fingers twitched with jealousy. “You saved me from staying in the archives with the new research librarian and ordering pizza while we geek out over books. By which I mean, I had a fun night planned, but here I am, making time for this pity date. I’m a saint, and you’re taking me to church.”

      “Not a pity date,” Mike said. He heard his own voice drop a little, but he let none of his siren power flow into it. He wouldn’t use any of his power to get Corvin to feel anything the human didn’t feel purely by virtue of being with Mike. Not now, not ever. “You’re a librarian? A saintly librarian?”

      Corvin nodded. “Yes, Saint Corvin of New Elvenswood’s University Library. I know, we are a rare and endangered species, but the way some of the professors and TAs treat us, you’d think they don’t know that. So what do you do? Pineapple grower?”

      Mike chuckled. “No. Attorney.”

      Corvin blinked a few times. “Ah, now the tie makes sense.”

      “Tie?”

      “The one you were wearing. When you decided to hit on me and offer me your pineapple sherbet. I thought it was a bit much, and I didn’t understand why a tie-toting guy like you was hitting on me. That’s why I assumed it was a pity date. And then when you started talking about pink salt…”

      Corvin let his voice trail off. He stole glances up and down Mike’s body, and Mike saw, even though the veil of Corvin’s hair hid it pretty well. Mike liked the other man’s eyes on him, and he hoped Corvin liked what he was looking at.

      “Right. I came straight from the office yesterday. They have really good spices at that supermarket, although maybe not the salt. Pink salt is pretty much the same as the white stuff.” He shrugged, meeting Corvin’s eyes and wondering whether talking about the salt was the right move. I probably shouldn’t. I can’t imagine this is going to make him reevaluate that pity-date theory. “Should we go inside?”

      Mike indicated the wide-open doors. String and flute music was flooding outside now—the best the ’80s had to offer reimagined on different instruments. He was looking forward to seeing how Corvin would react to the live music once that started. He wondered what rhythms would get the human to tap his feet and move his body. Mike would memorize them, would hum them when—if!—when Corvin let Mike get close enough to kiss him.

      “Sure thing.”

      Corvin walked past Mike, and without really thinking, Mike closed the distance between them and put his hand on the small of Corvin’s back. The human let him, and Mike wanted to hum in relief and triumph.

      So far so good. This is going to be a night like a sweet madrigal, with the minors shining brightly and the majors blooming like spring flowers.
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not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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