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drabbles
by orphan_account

Summary

a bunch of ficlets based off prompts on my tumblr

Notes

See the end of the work for notes

http://archiveofourown.org/users/orphan_account/pseuds/orphan_account


moonlight.

Chapter Summary

jem and tessa share thoughts with one another, late at night.

based off prompt: "You're the love of my life."

They lay in bed, a few days after the reunion on the bridge. The hot English nights had set in,
and  the air was soft and warm, prompting Jem to kick off the duvet. He got it caught it in his
foot though, and ended up taking half of it off Tessa. She yanked it back.

“James,” she muttered. “Do not kick the covers off.”

He chuckled. “I didn’t take you as the sort of person that would hog the covers,” he
murmured, staring up at the ceiling.

“I am not a cover hog.” Tessa tried to sound intimidating, but it was hard when you were
wearing snowflake pyjamas, your hair was fluffed up around your face and your eyes were
glowing in the dim moonlight.

Jem sighed inwardly. She was the most wonderful woman he had ever laid eyes on. Even in
Alicante, recently, surrounded by lovely ladies, his heart had spoken a constant rhythm.
Tessa. Tessa. Tessa.

She poked him in the side. “Ow!” he rubbed at the spot she had jabbed. He squinted his eyes
at her. “What was that for?”

“You’ve got that distant look again,” she said. “What are you thinking about this time? The
weather? The poor Silent Brothers left in the silent city without you joyous presence?” She
said all this jokingly, but with a dramatic flair. Clearly Will had rubbed off on her in their
years of marriage. His heart did not clench at the thought of Will, he remembered his face,
fuzzy around the edges, like an old photograph, and remembered it with happiness.

“Earth to Jem?” she was gazing amusedly up at him. He grinned.

“I was thinking about you,” he said truthfully. “How much I love you. You’re the love of my
life.”

Her eyes softened, and she rolled on top of him. “And Will,” she reminded him.

“And Will,” Jem added without a second thought.



She leaned forward to kiss him, and it was more of a soft whisper against them than an actual
kiss. “You’re the love of my life too. You and Will… there will be no one else for me.”

He found himself at a loss for words, something that happened occasionally, as he was still
getting used to his old body. Instead of talking he pushed back against her lips, making her
sigh out a “James,” and slowly broke off.

They lay against each other, pressed tightly, as they gazed into each other’s eyes, just
drinking the sight of each other in.

The moonlight shone against the darkness of his eyes, reflecting the deep dark depths of
them, and the light made hers glow, made them shine almost silver, but not.

The light would die away in the morning, and as would the midnight serenity, but their love
held strong, unwavering, and constant.



worries.

Chapter Summary

magnus waits for alec. alec doesn't turn up.

based off prompt: "Look at me."

Chapter Notes

tw: mild descriptions of injuries

Magnus paced the living room floor, barely aware of the cold starting chill his feet and nose.
He was waiting, worrying, anticipating, all at once.

He checked his phone. No messages. No missed calls. No voicemail.

He checked outside the window. No one.

He checked around the loft, for any unread fire-messages he may have missed. Nothing.

Magnus huffed out a sigh, and threw himself back onto the couch. He sat there for maybe two
seconds, before his arms began to twitch, and then he was pacing again.

Alec was supposed to have come back three hours ago from patrol. Three hours ago. It was
probably nothing, Magnus told himself. Magnus was just worrying too much. He had
probably gotten caught up at the Institute.

He couldn’t help but worry, though. Magnus had been a little more on edge since Edom, and
since Alec had moved in with him. He wanted Alec to stay safe, stay with him, watch shitty
reality programs and eat popcorn with him at night, lay relaxed in bed in the morning, no
worried, no responsibilities, just Alec. Safe.

His phone brilled, and Magnus jumped, startled, before running to check the ID. His whole
body flooded with relief. It was Alec. Magnus pressed ‘answer’, held the phone up to his ear,
and was preparing to say some sort of witty remark in response to what Alec would say, like
a normal couple-

“Magnus—please, he’s—we’re at the institute, nothing’s working, please—”



Magnus’s veins froze with cold fear. Isabelle’s voice had filtered through the line, and as bad
as the reception was, he could clearly hear her sobs and cries.

“I—i’m coming,” he said, his voice breaking, his heart squeezing tight with pain.

He barely even registered what he was doing, all he was thinking about was Alec, he needed
to get to Alec he needed to heal Alec—

He stepped through the Portal to the stark white infirmary.

No no no no no no no no no

Isabelle was sitting next to the cot, her eyed red and scrunched in pain, though she didn’t
appear to be injured. Jace was pacing around, his face stark white and drawn, Clary was
sitting on the cot next to—

His vision blurred at the edges, but he forced himself up, he forced himself to look.

Alec lay on the cot, gasping and writhing and arching his back in pain, his eyes squeezed
tightly shut,  deep, nasty looking green claw marks scratched across his chest, blood oozing
off of the deep cuts.

“Magnus— we tried the runes, nothings working, please—”

“I need space.”

He wasn’t even ashamed of the crack he heard in his own voice as he responded to Jace’s
desperate pleas.

Everyone cleared out pretty quickly, and Magnus staggered over to where Alec lay. He forced
himself to think of Alec as a regular patient, he tried to act as briskly and efficiently as
possible.

It was so difficult. With every spell he used on Alec, his cries grew louder, more desperate,
more agonising to hear.

Finally Magnus broke, just as he was about to perform a particularly difficult and painful
spell. He slipped his hand underneath Alec’s head, and his finders carded through his sweat-
dampened hair.

“Alec, Alec—hey, sweetheart, it’s just me, it’s just Magnus—”

Alec’s eyes fluttered open, and he calmed his breathing a little bit. Magnus moved his hands
to cup Alec’s face in his hands, and continued in a pain-wracked voice.

“Shhh—Alec, look at me, its ok, I just need you to hang on for one more spell, please—I
promise baby, it’ll be over in a flash.”



His eyes fluttered shut again, and he managed to nod his head. Magnus lifted his hands, and
performed the spell, and his heart broke to hear Alec shout in agony, and he whispered words
of comfort all the way through.

“Look at me, Alec, everything’s going to be fine, everything’s alright…”

Once everyone had cleared off from suffocating Alec with hugs, Magnus lay his head right
next to Alec’s on the pillow, and stared into those dark blue eyes, seeing his own tired
reflection in it.

“Please don’t do that to me ever again.”

“I’ll try not to.”



tears.

Chapter Summary

emma has a shitty day. cristina's there for her.

Chapter Notes

tw: mentions of homophobia

based off prompt: "I needed to hear your voice."

Emma slammed the door in anger, stalking over to her hook and throwing her apron onto it.
She banged her bag onto one of the staff tables, chucking her things in randomly. Emma
kicked open the door to the main coffee shop area, and found herself knocking into someone,
spilling cold coffee all over her new blouse.

The man angrily told her to “watch it!”, and had gone to the desk to demand a refund, while
Emma ran to the bathroom to clean up, and avoid her boss.

She furiously rubbed tissues that had been dampened all along the massive stain across her
chest. Nothing was working, so she fumbled in her bag for something, something to clean
herself up with, when she dropped her phone onto the floor.

“No!” she whispered, gathering the shattered glass shards all together in a pile, and managing
to cut herself along the palm whilst doing so.

She slumped back against the door, trying not to let the tears that had been pricking at her
eyes fall.

What an utterly crappy day.

First she had woken up, late for her work, and hadn’t had time to properly do her hair.
Cristina had made her a stack of toast, the only bright spot in the day, and had kissed her
goodbye.

Then there had been that leering man staring down at her chest on the metro journey, and she
only just escaped him chatting her up by leaving on the nest stop. It had left her with a
prickling, uncomfortable feeling all day.



Then she had dropped her toast Cristina had so painstakingly buttered and covered with the
jam she loved on the walk to work, and had gone hungry for most of the day.

There had been more rude customers than ever, or maybe  it was just Emma’s mood
reflecting onto people. There were people who ordered her around, people making snide
comments about her hair, creepy men chatting her up, one weird lady who predicted her
death, and a bunch of snobby stuck up businessmen.

The final straw had been her co-worker hissing a homophobic slur at her while she was
texting Cristina. She had shouted at him in front of the whole staff room, and her boss told
her that his was her final warning.

Now, this.

She let tears fall freely out of her eyes, trying desperately to contain her sobs, but it didn’t
work.

She lay in the bathroom for a few minutes, trying to clear herself up but making herself cry
again, before giving up and storming out of the shop, broken phone in bag and her coat
tightly wrapped around her, not preventing the chill that ached in her bones.

She was wandering aimlessly, when she spotted a pay phone. Emma subconsciously walked
towards towards it, put money in, and dialled Cristina’s number.

She picked up almost immediately. “Hello? Who is this?”

Emma tried to speak, but found she couldn’t, for the lump in her throat and her urge to cry
again overpowered her ability to speak. Cristina asked again, and Emma cleared her throat.
“It’s me, I just—I needed to hear your voice.” she spoke carefully, but her girlfriend knew her
better than anyone, and recognised the tremble in her voice.

“Oh babe… do you want to talk about it?” she asked softly.

Emma sniffed and bounced on  the balls of her feet. “Not really. Can I come home?”

“Emma—of course you can.”

When she returned, she found Cristina had run a bubble bath for her, cooked something that
smelled delicious, and was whipping up meringue, Emma’s favourite dessert, in a bowl.
When Emma tramped through the door, freezing and wet—yes, it had rained on the way back
—Cristina dropped the whisk, helped Emma out of her soggy coat, and caught her in a tight
embrace, rubbing her back soothingly. Emma let all the worries and frustrations of the day
pour out of her in tears, and Cristina murmured soothing words to her, tucking Emma’s head
in the crook of her neck, kissing her forehead.

Sometimes, on even the darkest of our days, there is one person who will still brighten those
grey skies, who will comfort you and hold you, and they are the best types of people.



excuse me, what?

Chapter Summary

aline and helen seem to have a different opinion on something, something that could
turn their relationship upside down.

Chapter Notes

based off prompt: "Excuse me, what?"

"Excuse me, what?"

Helen’s voice rang clearly out in the silence that had just transpired between them.

Aline, who had her back turned away from her, froze.

“I said what I said,” she responded flippantly, continuing to put plates and bowls away from
the dishwasher.

Helen let out a non-believing laugh, and stood up from where she’d been sitting on the
counter.

“You can’t say that in this house. Or ever,” she said, intimidatingly. Aline turned to face her
with an eyebrow raised. “Why not?” She challenged.

“Because you know it’s offensive!” Helen yelled in frustration, waving her arms around.
Aline felt an incredulous laugh bubble up in her throat, and she choked out “Offensive? How
on earth is that offensive, Helen?”

“You know that would hurt me!”

“Oh, I cut you very deep then.”

“I cant believe you’re being so flippant about this! We have an actual, real life problem here,
and you’re the cause.”

Aline let her mouth hang open. “I’m the problem? I’m the problem? Helen, what even is this
about? I said one thing-”



“It doesn’t matter! That one thing stabbed me in the back. I thought we were perfect for each
other. I thought we agreed on everything, but no, you just had to-”

“I JUST SAID I DON’T LIKE HALLOWEEN?! WHAT IS THE PROBLEM?!”

Helen rolled her eyes. “Halloween has been my family tradition since forever. I thought you
knew that.”

Aline scoffed. “Well, I certainly know it now.”

Helen continued to look upset, and Aline sighed. “Right, I’m sorry for not liking Halloween.
Maybe—“

“Yes?”

Helen looked so eager she felt she had to put aside her Halloween prejudice for a moment.
“Maybe we can go trick-or-treating. Maybe,” she added seeing Helen’s look.

“I am not going as anything stupid though.”

“Oh don’t you worry about that. I have the perfect costume in mind.”

In the end, they went as Alice in Wonderland (Helen) and the Queen of Hearts (Aline). She
had to admit the costume was pretty, and it was fun, going with the Blackthorn kids.

Afterwards, they stuffed candy down their faces while watching Frankenweenie with Dru and
Tavvy, and Helen whispered a “Thank you,” to her. She nodded, and pulled her into an
embrace



lies.

Chapter Summary

cordelia is sick of lies, and lies, and lies...

Chapter Notes

based off prompt: "What do you want from me?"

Cordelia huffed in frustration, slumping against Lucie’s bedspread. Her parabatai was out,
and she was alone in the room. With James.

He stared at her, his golden eyes glinting in the darkness, making him seem like an animal,
watching. Waiting.

She wasn’t sure was drew her to him, he was quite handsome, and he was pleasant company,
but she supposed it was the fact that he seemed quite alone, even with a loving family and
great friends. 

“Are you going to tell me why you dragged me up here?” he said, a hint of amusement in his
eyes. Ah yes. That was what she was angry about.

She held her head up high, and stared straight at him. “Yes. I am.” she said coldly.

James looked surprised, his arched eyebrows lifting into his ever-growing hair.

She cleared her throat. “Tell me what you want from me.” she spoke boldly, without any
hesitation or crack in her voice.

He coughed. “What?”

“Tell me what you want from me. You seem to respond to my flirtation, even answering back,
yet when that girl, Grace, is around, you clam up and stop speaking to me for a few days. It’s
not fun. Just tell me if you want to court me or not, James.”

His mouth hung open. She supposed no had spoken to him like that before, except maybe
Matthew, or maybe even Grace.

She didn’t dislike Grace. In fact, she respected the other girl. She seemed icy cold and
unreachable, but Cordelia had detected flickers of emotions in her eyes on more than one



occasion.

“I-” James started, then shook his head and looked down.

“Tell me.” Cordelia said through gritted teeth. “Or do you plan in dragging me along
forever?”

He looked at her with such hopelessness that it made her recoil. He opened his mouth to
speak, and she leaned forward to listen.



waiting.

Chapter Summary

kieran waits. and waits. and waits.

Chapter Notes

tw: mentions of death

based off prompt: "Nothing is going to happen to you."

Kieran sat, squashed between two bookcases, in one of the drafty attic rooms of the
Scholomance. A chill ruffled his hair, making him rub his hands together to try and stay
warm.

It wasn’t really the fact that he was cold which was making him shiver, it was the dread
seeping through his bones, the icy chill that never left him. He was worried.

He’d left a scene of chaos in Alicante, which he beat himself up over now, because he could
have helped, he could have-

He sighed. And now Livia Blackthorn was dead. Mark’s little sister, dead.

Death didn’t affect faeries, not the way it did with humans. Yet… he felt pain. He felt pain for
Mark, whose last words to him had been “Nothing is going to happen to you. I promise.”

Nothing had happened to Kieran, other than being holed up in an attaic with inaccurate books
on faeries with the one they called ‘Perfect Diego’. But everything had happened to Mark.
His world had come crashing down, and there was nothing Kieran could do, no way to
comfort him.

He slammed a book titled ‘Faeries: Friendly or Foes?” shut, and kicked it across the room in
anger. He hated to feel like this, this helplessness choking up inside him, suffocating him.

He could do nothing to help Magnus, who he had no idea was awake and with his children, or
had slipped into a coma. He could do nothing to help the Blackthorns, whose world had
tumbled down around them. He could do nothing to help Mark, and he ached to see him
again, to apologise of his stupidity, to see those bright eyes and beautiful smile again.



He had considered asking Diego to write a fire-message on many occasions, but had tossed
the idea away, knowing that he would refuse him. He wondered if there were any ways to
contact Gwyn, but that was a stretch too.

He slid down the wall, hands in his hair, unable to do anything but wait. And wait.



smiles.

Chapter Summary

just mark and emma banter. (platonic)

Chapter Notes

based off prompt: "I love your smile."

Mark hung off the end of Emma’s bed, blood rushing to his face, his hair flopping down onto
his face. “Do you think aliens exist?” Emma abruptly asked him.

He could feel himself getting more lightheaded by the second. “Oh yeah, definitely. Gwyn
told us all conspiracy theories while we were in the hunt, Kieran ended up making crop
circles one night to scare the others.”

Emma burst out laughing, almost slipping off the bed. Mark grinned back at her, letting the
happiness of the situation wash over him.

Emma’s laughter tapered off, and she looked at Mark through the curtain of blonde hair
blocking her view. “I love your smile.”

Mark tried not to grin wider. “And here I thought we were done with the romantic side of our
relationship.”

He laughed harder when Emma shoved him. “That’s not what I meant, you idiot.” But it was
said too fondly for it to be considered an insult.

“We were really awful at pretending, weren’t we?” Emma giggled.

“I can remember at least three times where Cristina had to cough loudly to get us to stop
acting so fake.”

Their laughter rang louder than ever.



End Notes

check out my tumblr if you're interested, comments and kudos are always welcome!

Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!

http://catarinalosss.tumblr.com/
http://archiveofourown.org/works/12585676/comments/new
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