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A Demon's Very Good Morning

By K.L. Noone

Justin Moore was not a morning demon.

He never had been, and he did not
particularly want to be now. He pushed himself up on an elbow,
yawning. The silky dark blue tumble of their sheets made a
snail-shell around him; he curled back under them, a huddle of
warmth lit by his own fiery hair, and thought about what had
awakened him, and why.

Kris wasn’t in the bed, and that wasn’t a
surprise. Justin tucked one hand under his cheek, and let lazy
senses—half human, half not—stretch out and soak up the low purr
and hum of Kris’s emotions. Kris Starr was a lusciously strong
empath, and a better projector than receiver; it’d been one reason
Starrlight had always had such fabulous stadium-filling live rock
shows. Kris could drink in the passion, the excitement, the
screams, the cheers, and give it all back a hundredfold.

Kris Starr, or rather Christopher Thompson,
behind the decades of glitter and spandex and hair, was the very
human morning person Justin wasn’t. And, right now, was thinking
about something, with hushed and complicated feelings in Justin’s
head.

Justin yawned again—eight in the morning was
not an hour at which demons should be expected to awaken,
especially when they’d been up late working on their second novel,
plus having fantastic sex with a rock god husband—and unearthed a
leg, and another, and then got up and fumbled his way into vivid
purple pajama pants and a loose grey shirt, because the air was
cold, and wrapped himself up in the rainbow-striped knit blanket
from the end of the bed. And then he wandered out to their living
room.

Early June light bloomed palely from the big
picture windows, up on their penthouse floor. New York City
sprawled out below in spires and glitter, steel and brick and
dreams. Home, Justin thought, as he always thought; and he meant
the city, and the penthouse, and the man he loved, who looked up
and said, “Oh, gods, sorry, didn’t mean to wake you, love!” with
genuine dismayed apology.

“I want to be awake if you are.” Justin came
across the room, tripped over the edge of his blanket, flopped into
an ungraceful heap of horns and lightly pointed claws and long
limbs next to Kris on the couch. “Talk to me.”

“Always. But it’s not anything important.”
Kris set down the tea he’d been holding, and sat up more. He’d been
tucked into the corner of the couch, resting arms against pulled-up
knees, cradling Earl Grey in both hands. His hair was loose and
shaggy, more grey in the brown these days, and he’d thrown on plaid
pajama pants and mismatched fuzzy socks and an ancient long-sleeved
New York Astral Queens band shirt. He looked warm and cuddly and
pensive and domestic, no jewelry or eyeliner right this second,
only a legendary stage presence at home on a sunny morning.

Justin loved him completely, thoroughly, with
every heartbeat and every breath. Kris had saved him, more than
once, and that wasn’t an exaggeration. It also wasn’t the deepest
reason for the love.

That one was simple. Kris was the sort of
person who’d look at a demon—a creature from the otherworld, out of
cautionary stories and tales about stolen souls—and who’d see that
the demon was in trouble. Who’d hold out a hand and ask, how can
I help?

Kris hadn’t even cared that Justin had lied
to him. To everyone: concealing that heritage. Kris had understood
the reasons.

Kris had offered a refuge. A place to stay.
Tea. Pizza, because Justin had been hungry.

And Justin, who’d always had a fantastical
dream of a crush on Kris Starr—in a distant unachievable way,
having grown up with Starrlight posters and records, singing along
in his bedroom—had fallen in love for real, right then.

Like a shooting star. Made of kindness, and
right through his heart.

He’d even managed a tattoo to show it. It’d
been painful—tattoos didn’t generally take well on demons, and
they’d had to do it with charmed iron—but only at first. And he’d
always wanted one, and he’d wanted this one, for him and
Kris. Stars, together.

Kris, who’d known that normal ink didn’t
work, had been enchanted. Still liked touching it, licking it,
exploring it, along Justin’s collarbone. Which Justin and his
collarbone both enjoyed.

He scooted closer, got tangled in the rainbow
blanket, waved a hand ineffectually under stripes. Kris patiently
disentangled him, and then put both arms around him, under the
brilliant colors and the slant of sunlight. “Go back to sleep.
Right here. With me.”

“Can’t. You’re feeling…things.”

“I am, but you don’t worry about it, all
right?” That multilayered voice—scruffy London streets plus decades
in America, mostly New York—sounded amused; Kris felt amused. “I’m
happy, love, I swear. Just having some thoughts.”

“You don’t have to come today if you don’t
want to,” Justin said, sitting up, or trying to. Kris squished him
back down, and ran a hand over his hair, not minding flames and
fireflowers and small horns. The hair was generally hot but not
scorching; the horns were pointy, but Kris liked petting him, and
Justin liked being petted.

He added, drowsily, “I mean, it’s not like
it’ll be exciting. It’s extremely ordinary. It’s a college
graduation.” They’d been planning to pop over shortly before the
start, in a few hours; one advantage of a demonic heritage involved
near-instant teleportation, as long as he knew where he was landing
on the other side. But the actual ceremony might, after all, be
boring for Kris. Sort of the opposite of a rock-star life.

A specific very famous guitar watched them
now, from its corner stand. It sat beside a large but overflowing
bookshelf, touched by sun.

“It’s your brother’s graduation, and your mum
made sure to tell me she wanted me there. Big family party after,
she said.”

“Well, of course.” Justin peeked up. Kris’s
eyes were so lovely, a deep dark mysterious brown, nearly black,
like magic and ink and night. He’d always loved those eyes. And he
got to wake up to them, being married to Kris. “You’re family. Why
does it feel weird?”

“I don’t know,” Kris said, leaning back
against the arm of the couch, Justin draped across him and between
his legs. “Just does. Want me to make coffee for you?”

“Not yet. You feel nice.” True. Kris was
secure and sturdy, arms firm around him. Kris Starr in person was
shorter than most people thought, but solid, a pillar to lean on.
Kris might be a certain amount of years older than
Justin—who admittedly had always had a thing for older men—but
remained the most glorious person Justin had ever known, inside and
out.

He nuzzled his face into Kris’s neck. “What
were you thinking about?”

“You, sort of.” Kris rubbed his back.
“Guessing that’s why you heard me. Sorry again.”

“I know who you are. And you know you can’t
really push me with it. I only just picked it up.” Kris probably
could manipulate him, if it ever became necessary. It’d take
a massive amount of effort, especially if Justin and the inhuman
heritage were actively resisting, and it’d hurt in screaming
amounts on both sides, so they’d never tried.

Justin was pretty sure Kris would win, and
had said so, being honest. He knew his husband didn’t like the idea
of that, so they didn’t talk about it much. Kris was a massively
powerful projector, and Justin was only half a demon, and that was
complicated too, because he’d chosen to be human, when given the
choice.

He’d chosen the life he loved. No
regrets.

Kris said, “I know you hear me, though. Like
the radio. Should’ve known you would. Thinking about you, and
family, mostly.”

“I hear you because I want to. About
family?”

“Mm. You’re right, it’s an ordinary thing.
College. James. Graduating. Sort of thing I never did. Never wanted
to.”

Justin, who knew both the stories and the
reality—a father who’d never cared enough to stick around, a mother
who’d passed away too young, teenage Kris dropping out of school,
working in pubs, picking up a guitar, making rock-and-roll
hall-of-fame history—nodded against his chest. The blanket was
warm, and Kris was warm, and he was listening.

“But I might want to,” Kris said. “Not for
me, I mean, gods no, not going back to school, fuck, can you
imagine. But the whole domestic…thing. Would’ve hated it, a couple
decades ago. But now…”

“You want to come to James’s college
graduation with me and cheer for him and show up at a
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