
Sweltering Hot
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A short feel-good story featuring a teenage Logan at home with his little 
sister Louis and friend Paisley. It’s sweltering hot, just how Logan and Louis 
like it, and by the time their mother returns home they’re sick of Paisley’s 
complaints.

~~~~

The summer holidays were always Logan’s favourite time of year, and not just 
because he didn’t have to do any work.

It was sweltering hot. Even more than usual, and he adored that. He loved the 
feeling of the sun beating down on him from the cloudless sky.

That warm, comfortable feeling of his demonic blood heating up to the hottest 
it could be— Temperatures that had his poor mother hiding in an ice-filled 
bathtub with all of the lights turned off to drive away the heat.

She usually had the aircon on all day and night during the summer. Though 
tonight, while she was out with her friends, she’d told Logan he could choose the 
temperature.... As long as he was sensible, that was. And made sure that his little 
sister didn’t overheat.

Like he would ever allow that to happen!
He was happy to say that Louis loved the heat almost as much as he did— 

Being half tabaxi, her genetics were made for hot desert and jungle regions. So, 
when it was just the two of them home alone, he was able to keep the house at a 
temperature that was on the low-end of his comfort level without upsetting his 
sister.

However. Even with his mother gone there was currently one person in the 
house who wasn’t a fan of the hot weather. And she had spent half the night 
making sure that Logan knew about it.

‘Oh my gods, Paisley, shut up!’ Logan groaned, adjusting Louis in his lap as 
Paisley whined —once again— that she wanted to turn the air conditioner on. ‘It’s 
not that hot!’

‘It’s not that hot!’ Louis parroted. ‘It’s only warm!’
‘It’s fucking boiling,’ Paisley replied, cracking open the last of her beers and 

downing it in one go. ‘How do you dress like that?! All black in this weather?! I’d 
rather kill myself!’

‘Hah!’ Logan let out a laugh and rose to his feet; hooking Louis under the 
arms and hefting her up to sit on his shoulders. ‘Well, maybe if you were a cool 
demon like me, instead of a cringe fey like Browyn, you wouldn’t be whining like 
a girl.’

‘Newsflash, I am a girl, you arsehole!’ Paisley’s snort was accompanied by a 
chuckle.

‘Nah. As you bragged at your birthday; you can legally drink now,’ Logan 
pointed out, mockingly. ‘Which means you’re a woman!’

‘Yeah!’ Louis loudly agreed. ‘You’re an adult, not a girl like me!’



‘Jeez, Logan, you’re even meaner without Trent around!’ Paisley scoffed. 
‘When’s he getting back, anyway?’

‘August,’ Logan answered.
‘Ugh!’ Paisley gave a loud exclamation and flopped heavily into Tiffany’s 

armchair. ‘That’s like a whole month away.... How did he even convince your 
mum to let him go, anyway? Isn’t she like. Still super possessive of youse both?’

‘Yeah, but Trent begged her, and like...’ Logan bit at the piercing on his lip. 
‘She doesn’t like sharing us, but Creedence is still our dad, you know? And Trent 
really likes him, so. She doesn’t want us to miss out just cos she gets jealous.’

‘Yeah, I guess. Still sucks it couldn’t have been you fucking off to Scotland.’
‘Eugh, no thank you!’ Logan waved a hand and sat back on the floor on the 

rug. ‘Too cold. I’d rather somewhere nice and humid, like Maztika.’
‘Maztika!’ Louis echoed as she was removed from Logan’s head and placed 

back in his lap. ‘Dad’s told me about Maztika! That’s where our ant-sisters are 
from!’

‘Ancestors,’ Paisley corrected.
‘Don’t tell her how to say things!’ Logan joked, flicking his tail against 

Paisley’s leg.
Then, the sound of jingling keys and the front door unlocking caught the trio’s 

attention— And both Louis and Logan leapt to their feet to meet their mother as 
she came in.

‘Mum!’ Logan beamed, throwing his arms around his mother before she’d 
even managed to fully open the door and almost knocking her backwards into the 
hall again. ‘Welcome home!’

‘Mum! Mum!’ Louis chirped, gripping onto her mother’s leg with the same 
motion Logan had grabbed her. ‘Well! Come! Home!’

‘Mm! Mhm!’ Tiffany exclaimed into her son’s chest as he squeezed her tight; 
only just managing to turn her head to laugh out; ‘Logan, not so tight! You’re 
going to suffocate me!’

‘You love it!’ Logan chuckled back; though he let his grip fall slack. ‘How was 
your night— Oh.’

Tiffany raised her brow as her son’s voice dropped, and she shook her head in 
warning. ‘Be nice,’ she told him before bending down to pick up her daughter. 
‘Hey, hon! You’re up late!’

‘I am!’ Louis agreed.
Though, Logan wasn’t paying much attention to her anymore.
Standing in the hall were two of his mother’s “friends.” Jabur and Koji Inaba; 

a minotaur and a tiefling couple.
‘Hello, Logan,’ Koji greeted, warmly. ‘It’s nice to see you again.’
Logan just stuck out his tongue, blowing a loud raspberry— Much to Tiffany’s 

amusement.
‘Be nice,’ she warned. Though, her tone was one of humour.
Logan didn’t want to be nice to these two men. Even though they were both 

perfectly nice men, he hated knowing that they and his mother....
His nose turned in disgust at the thought of the things they got up to.
Logan knew she had introduced them to each other (gods, Logan could only 

imagine the horrible reason she’d had them both in the same place at once!) and 



he knew that they were married, now. But, regardless, Logan covered Louis ears; 
ignoring the girl’s complaints as he whispered at his mother accusatorially:

‘You had sex with them, didn’t you?!’
‘Mind your own business,’ Tiffany chuckled, flicking Logan in the nose.
‘You did!’
‘No!’ Tiffany laughed. ‘I’ll have you know that I actually didn’t!’
‘Not this time, anyway,’ Jabur teased.
‘Oh, shush! Don’t you start!’ Tiffany scolded. ‘You know you’re monogamous!’
Logan’s eyes tightened into a thin glare as he slowly lowered his hands from 

his sister’s head. ‘You better be....’
Koji gave a laugh and moved to give Logan a friendly pat on the shoulder— 

Though he paused when the teen flinched away.
‘Hey,’ the tiefling said, his voice friendly as he withdrew his hand. ‘You don’t 

need to worry so much, kiddo. Your mum’s a sensible woman.’
‘I disagree,’ Logan huffed. ‘She had a kid with Ruby. That’s the least sensible 

thing anyone has ever done. Ever.’
The comment got a laugh from both Tiffany and Paisley, who had finally 

gotten up to join everyone at the door.
‘C’mon, Loges!’ Paisley teased, grabbing him by the arm and pulling him back 

a few paces so the adults could get inside. ‘Lighten up a little!’
‘Oh! Paisley, I didn’t realise you were here!’ Tiffany beamed, wrapping her 

free arm around the woman and pecking a kiss on her cheek. ‘How are you?’
‘Overheating,’ Paisley scoffed, motioning to Logan. ‘He wouldn’t let me turn 

on the aircon!’
‘It’s not hot!’ Louis piped up, stubbornly. ‘It’s only warm!’
‘Maybe a little too warm, for me,’ Tiffany admitted with a sheepish chuckle. 

‘Logan? Would you turn on the cooling?’
‘Yeah, of course!’ Logan gave a nod and made his way to the coffee table.
He grabbed the remote and hit the “on” button as Paisley complained loudly:
‘Oh, so you turn the aircon on for her—‘
‘It’s her apartment!’ Logan defended. ‘She pays for it! If she wants the aircon 

on, then the aircon goes on!’
‘Shame, I was liking the warmth!’ Koji joked. Then, much to Logan’s 

displeasure, he put a hand on Tiffany’s shoulder. ‘Would you mind if I made some 
tea?’

‘Oh, let me help!’ Tiffany offered, adjusting Louis in her grip as the child 
wiggled. ‘Logan? Would you take Louis?’

‘Sure—‘
‘No!’ Louis exclaimed, wrapping her arms tightly around her mother. ‘You just 

got home! I’m not letting go!’
‘Louis, honey, please?’ Tiffany asked, looking a mix of humoured and 

frustrated (or perhaps it was pained? Logan knew Louis had a very tight grip). ‘I 
just need five minutes to get in the door. That’s all.’

‘No!’ Louis pouted.
‘I’ll give you a chocolate,’ Logan offered.
‘Okay!’ immediately, Louis’ grip loosened and she reached out for her brother.
‘Yeah, c’mere!’ Logan chuckled, hefting up Louis onto his shoulders. Then, he 



reached into his pocket and pulled out two small, very squishy chocolate bars. 
‘Caramel or plain?’

‘Caramel!’
‘There you go,’ he gave her the chocolate; then offered the other to his mother. 

‘Mum?’
‘No thanks, hon,’ she said, smiling and shaking her head. ‘I’ve had enough 

caffeine tonight.’
‘I’ll take it!’ Paisley exclaimed; doing just that.
‘Hey!’ Logan snapped as the chocolate was plucked from his hand. ‘That 

wasn’t for you!’
It was too late; the chocolate had been devoured.
Tiffany laughed, standing on her toes so she could plant an affectionate kiss 

on her son’s cheek.... She couldn’t reach, though, and Logan had to crouch down 
just so she could.

‘Okay, I’m going to go make some tea,’ she said, starting for the kitchen. ‘I’ll 
be back out in a few minutes. Koji? What kind were you wanting....’

Logan didn’t get to hear the rest of the conversation as his mother and her 
friends headed into the kitchen and he was left alone with Paisley and Louis.

'You got any more of those little chocolates?’ Paisley asked.
‘Not for you, I don’t,’ Logan answered.
‘Naw, c’mon!’
‘No!’
‘C’moooooooon!’
‘No!’
‘Aw, loser!’ Paisley scoffed, shouldering Logan aside so she could make her 

way back to the couch. ‘Hey. So have you told your mum about Noah yet?’
‘Oh my gods shut up!’ Logan hissed, hurrying after Paisley so he could throw 

a hand over her mouth. ‘No, she doesn’t know!’
‘Oh, she doESN’T KNOW?’ Paisley asked, her sarcastic tone getting louder as 

she directed her voice towards the kitchen. ‘YOUR MOTHER DOESN’T KNOW 
ABOUT YOUR BOYFRIE—‘

‘Fine! You can have another fucking chocolate!’ Logan exclaimed, pulling out 
a handful of tiny, individually-wrapped bars out of his pocket and stuffing them 
directly in Paisley’s mouth to shut her up. ‘Just shut up! If she finds out about 
him she’ll want to invite him over, and then she’ll embarrass me in front of him! 
On purpose!’

‘On purpose!’ Louis parroted.
‘Like you haven’t deliberately embarrassed her in front of a guy before,’ 

Paisley teased. ‘She’s just getting you back!’
‘Yeah, exactly!’ Logan scoffed, breathlessly. ‘I won’t even be able to be mad 

about it! So keep your voice down!’
‘Naw. What are you two arguing about, now?’ Tiffany’s voice floated from the 

kitchen door, causing Logan to stiffen and blush deep red. ‘I can’t leave you alone 
for five minutes, can I?’

Logan made a quick, threatening motion at Paisley before turning back to his 
mother and trying to look nonchalant. ‘Nothing. Paisley’s just being annoying 
again.’



‘Ah. You’d think she’d have grown out of it, by now,’ Tiffany teased, her grin 
pushing up her eyes in a playful way. Then, she looked to Paisley. ‘Paisley; I’ve 
heard some conflicting stories from your mothers about a “theyfriend situation?” 
How’s the love-life going?’

‘Better than Logan’s,’ Paisley teased, nudging Logan playfully. ‘No matter 
what Martinez might try and tell you! At least I actually have a partner! You 
know. Unlike Logan.’

Logan glared as viciously as he could at Paisley, who grinned wickedly back.
‘Aw, cut the poor kid some slack,’ Jabur chimed from the kitchen. ‘He’s only 

thirteen! He’ll get there!’
‘Sixteen,’ Tiffany threw over her shoulder.
‘Oh, jeez, sixteen already?’ Jabur’s voice dropped lower as he sounded like he 

was addressing Koji. ‘I swear he was Paige’s age!’
‘Three years older,’ Koji told him.
‘Hells, it’s hard to tell with his height,’ Jabur laughed. ‘He’s immature enough 

to be thirteen—‘
Logan opened his mouth to complain, but his mother beat him to it.
‘We can still hear you, you know!’ Tiffany called out.
‘You’re being rude!’ Louis added, loudly, and Logan felt her shifting around 

on his shoulders.
‘You’re right!’ Jabur called out. ‘Sorry, Louise!’
‘It’s LOUIS!’ Louis cried angrily.
‘Oh, gods,’ Jabur’s groan sounded like he was in actual physical pain. ‘Two in 

a row!’
‘You’ll get there,’ Koji laughed; emerging from the kitchen with two mugs, one 

of which he handed to Tiffany. ‘At least Louis and Logan are very nice and 
forgiving people... right?’

‘Right!’ Louis purred.
‘Wrong,’ Logan huffed.
‘Ough.... I really am sorry,’ Jabur said, sheepishly, as he came out with 

another pair of mugs. He offered one to Logan and grinned when it was accepted. 
‘There’s just too many kids to keep up with, sometimes.’

‘Eh,’ Logan shrugged, feeling Louis shift on his shoulders as he did. ‘I could 
have done without being called immature.’

‘To be fair, you did stick your tongue out at us,’ Koji defended, sipping at his 
tea.

‘Pfft!’ Logan frowned at that and, against his better judgement, he stuck his 
tongue out at them again.

‘PBBBBBTHT!’ he heard Louis doing the same.
Though, perhaps, the raspberry she blew was a bit wetter than his.

—END—

If you enjoyed reading, please consider supporting me and my work at 
cjadewyton.com

~~~~



This publication is provided for free and may be redistributed as long as 
credit to the author is provided and no money is made from its distribution.

Permission to change this document to other ebook formats is given for 
the sole purpose of ereader compatibility.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events 
and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a 

fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, livings or dead, or actual 
events is purely coincidental.

No generative artificial intelligence was used in the writing of this work. 
Any use of this publication to train generative artificial intelligence technologies 

is expressly prohibited.


