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® Marie Cuttlefish — best known as one half of the world-renowned idol dua, the
Sguid Sisters — has always been less openly emotional than her cousin, Callie, though
her deadpan wit and sly smirk still Femains infinitely iconic to lnkfish everywhere. But
recently, the pair it social media on fire when, during the closer of their much—-an-
ticipated June 1=t liveshow, Marie held the aromantic flag proudly, using it as o prop
For the final song’s choreography.

As such, Ffor this year’s pride month special, | ot down with Marie For an exclu-
sive interview on her journey and relationship with her identity.

e

So, how have you been since that liveshow? Fans have noticed that you've been gui-
et on your socials since you came out. Has this a conscious choice on your part?

Sormewhat. | just Felt like making a big, long post "addressing the situation™
would be so stuffy and borifig, & lot of Folks were confused, but I'man idol, not sorme
expert on aromanticism. | just wanted to say, “lam this,” and howe that be that.
Though, even trying to account For how Few would khow about aromanticism, |still
uhnderestimated how many would not recoghize the Flag at all.

Ah, that s right. If my memory serves, after your performance where you came out,
usage of the phrase “what flag™ began trending in Plaza Posts.

Thaot s correct. So you can understand how | Felt like | was expected Lo give an
educational PSA or something.

In that. case, what inspired you to take on this interview with us today®?

| suppose |l realized that | did hawve some things lwanted Lo share. 'm hot some—
one who should be given the responsibility of defining what aromanticismis, but |
do want to connect with iy Ffans by sharing my experiences. Especially since, if |
hiad known what aromanticism was when | was growing up, or heard someone talking
about it things would hawve been a lot simpler For me a lot sooner.

| see. Sois this identity something you've come into more recentiy?

RFelatively. | Feellike, once | happened upon the term “aromantic™ Ffor the first
time, and began tolook intoit, [realized | Fell onto that spectrum pretty guickiy.
There wask't much of o “denial stage™, I'll say.

Had your lack of romantic attraction been something weighing heawvy on your mind,
then?

Ok, yeah, totally. IF youw're anidol, youw can’t hot lean into some aspects of ro-—
MGnce,

.
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Callie usually handled the romantic songs during our First era as the Sguid Sis-
ters but, when we went on higtus to pursue solo careers, | discovered that you are
basically unakle toexist as a cute girlin the music industry without being expected
torelease songs about romance, | Found ryself being pressured by my managermnesnt
tormake songs akbout Fromantic love, and, all things considered, I'm pretty proud of
myself for only caving once~... And even then, that was more story—-focused, told
through the point of view of a character other than rmyself.

Mo shade intended to fans of that song, obwviously. liked it in the end, or else |
wouldnt hauve let it see the light of day.
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So, you contribute your lack of interest in writing romance songs to Your aromanticism, then.

Aksolutely. It was dif Ficult and boring to write about, because | had never Felt the Feelings
thot lwas supposed to be expressing. Though it was not like | Felt | could tell iy management that.

Callie pointed out tome, af ter | came out, how funny our First soloreleases areinretro—
spect. Callie’s First release, “Bomb Push Blush™, was o song which used Turf Har as a metaphor
for being nervous around and teased by a crush, And, of course, "Tide Goes Out™ is instead q song
chout the seq and the night, largely Focusing on the senses. The contrast is plain to see.

Speaking of your cousin — Callie was, of course, enthusiastically supportive when you came out
publicly. How was her initial reaction?

Qkcy, First of cll, her throwing her armes around e and jumping all around like that after |
showed the flag was Aot g part of the show’'s planhed choreo, we seen o few Folks talking about
it qs if it was.. But no, she really was just that excited. Hhichis why | stumkled over my own Ffeet
slightly when it happened. [t7s hard to get mod ot her For breaking From the plan like that though,
s ' sure Yyou con imadgine, heh,

&= for your guestion: Callie’s aluways been open that she would support me if |was gueer.
Hhehn | first expressed to her that | found dating guys to be o chore, she said she could try set-
ting me up with a girl. | ewven took her up on the of Fer, kind of hoping that would end up being
interest inwornen, but thot ended up Falling Flat., too,

That sqid, Callie’s always been of the mind that it was “sad” thot | was never dating any—
one. Thot | could Find no one | Felt that “spark™ with, She'd pout when |l broke of £ oy latest Fling,
teling e | hardly even tried to make it work. Hothing serious, just our usual jakbs ot each other —
but =till, those comments stuck in my mind For a reason | just couldn™t guite put my Ffinger on at
the time.

She didn’t khow what aromanticism was when | First told her, which | expected. But once |
explained it toher, her eyes went all wide, going, "0-M-G.." she spelled it out, out loud... "— that is
S0 yot™

Hithin the week, she had bought me an armful’s worth of aromantic pride stuff, and hod
taken me out For milk tea to apologize For how she might hawe made me Feel pressured on her
dirne. Hokody tell her that [ would hawve Forgiven her without the free treats.

How! So it seems Callie has gone on a journey of her own, then. Has it tough to grow up so close
with a particularly romantic inkfish?

This is where | see qlot of folks say that they felt broken, because they did not experi-
ehice whot their peers did. But personally, | could not relate less. | just thought thot | was perpet-
ually stuck being the only rational one in the roorm on the subject of romance. Everyone else | knew
got so crazy over it, losing themselees in these huge waves of emotions | newver Felt — T kind of
felt like lwas... well, | don't want to say “better than them™, but if the shoe Fits.

Haha! Did you being “the rational one™ go over well with your peers?

It hiad mixed rewviews. Some of my Friends would hufF thot 17 just didn't get it™, But alot of
iy friends also came tome first For aduice regarding their love life, since lwas able to be o okb-
jective,

Alright. S0, as we close out pride month this year, do you have anything you'd like to say to your
fans on the subject of aromanticism?

The kiggest thing thot I'd like to tell everyone — especially young girls, but also, yes, every-
one — is that you don’'t need o romantic relationship to be hoppy. There are all dif ferent shodes
and hues of love, and none is more important than the other. | howve Found Fulfillment in my career
b ry hobkies, And not wanting o romantic relationship does not mean that youw hawe tolive o sol-
itary life. | am very close with my Farily; | still live with Callie, and sheis my life’s parther, in o sense
of the word. Hhether or not you're on the aromantic spectrum, a life without romoance is stilla life

perfectly complete.
»_Fir.
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Agent Four, Lemon, was not having the best time today, After several Failed at-

tempts at defeating the enemy team at Turf Har (it wasn’t his Fault! His teammates just
kept fooling araund), he gave up and decided to blow of £ some steam at Grizzoo. Hothing
rmore Felaxing than collecting egogs and splatting some Salmons! And.. Getting bormbarded by
toxicink, getting swatted by huge teams of Salmonlings, let’s not Forget accidentally slip-
pitig down a metal gate during high tide.. Before he could rethink his choice, he was already
inside Grizzco.

Or was he™

The place looked nothing like usual — every single corner, the Floor, even the ceilings -
everything was covered in all kinds of colourful Flags. Taking o rmorment to take it all in, excit—
ed ot sesing a Familiar arange, white and blue Flag, he cought himself smiling ear Lo ear — until
he remermbered where he was. This was Grizzoo, and the owner of the place Was more con—
cerned with his Salmon egg count. Sighing, Lemon took a step Forward and greeted Mr, Grizz,
acting like nothing was of F. He was not going to let Grizz win this ane.

“Hey kid, you here For a shif £ 7" Grizz greeted him back, and Lemon confirmed, already
taking a step tohis locker to get his work clothes.,

“But before you do thot.” Lemon stopped and took a glance at the wooden stotue,
“Since you're the first one here, lwould like Lo know what you think akout the new decora-
tions... You ‘cool’ kids like this stuff, right?”

Glancing around one more time, Lemon shrugged. “Hell, it is pretty cool.. But we usually
prefer it tobe genuine?"

Mr. Grizz scof Fed "Genuine!? | put hours of work into this! Hooked For all the most ob-
scure Flags and symbols you Kids usel And you're aoccusing me of not being ‘genuine™"

A= Lemon apened his mouth, Grizz continued “—And you would be absolutely right! But
does it matter? Help e out here kid — as one of my top employgess, you oudght to know how o
ot least make it ook genuine.”™

Lernon sighed. "Can’™t | go to g shif & First? That's kind of what 'ro bere For”

Grizz laughed, the roadio static distorting his woice “Rid, this is currently more imnport—
ant thon the shift. Think akbout the long term! The armount of new workers this will bring rme!
You can't only live in the moment!™ Lemon rolled his eyes, and Grizz continued “.0r, | could al-
wiays bring you down a rank.. Hould be o share if gou were no lohger a Profreshional, but your
performance has been suffering lately...”™

Hauing just been blackrmciled, Lemon lef £ his work clothes back in the locker and went i
back to the bear of the hour. “Fine, fine, You got me there, Hhot do youw want me o o

“lneed the Flags neatly arranged around the of Fice. Make it hawve flair, make it ook,
b, “genuine”.”

Leron took a deep sigh, and having no other choice, started with the few boxes of
various Flag and decorations thaot were still ot set up.

If he could say anything, Mr. Grizz really wasn't lying when he said he hod looked For
some obscure Flags. There were at least 28 dif ferent flags, and that was just For drink
coasters!

Lemon put coasters, straws, and cups obto the counter. He even put o few table
flags in g row and on the takbles. Hhile this washn't what he planned on doing, he was finding it
cquite enjoyckle. The decor was slowly shaping up tolook guite cute, and as he wWas down Lo
ohe last box, Mr. Grizz finally broke his hour long silence,
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“Say, kid. Hould you mind explaining this whole thing Lo me? [ don’t want o have to deal
with you the whole day.™

Leron looked ot Mr. Grizz questioningly. “Hhot exactiy are youw qirming ot

"L Hell, for starters, | don’t khow what any of these colours actually mean. O why
these drapes are soimportant toyou kids.”™

This was going to be g long day, wasn't ity

Trying his best toexplain, Lemon went to the basket where he arranged o bunch of
Flags of dif ferent sizes and identities and grakbbed o Few.

Holding the flags over his Forearm, he first grabbed the rainkbow Flag, “Hell.. Usually,
girls like boys, and boys like girls. &nd usually, people identify with the gender they were upon
being born. This flag...” Lermon put it up to the camera abowve Fr Grizz and pointed at it, 7. rep-
resents hot Ffitting into one or more of those cotegories in some way.™

Mr. Grizz hrnphed. “Hell, isn't that interesting.. | newver thought of it as something odd,
bt | grew up o long timne ago.”™

s not odd! TS just G way of appreciating our diversity!™

The radio let out g short stotic noise. ¥l see. 5o, each of these Flags represents
something along those lines™"

Leron hiodded and went for the blue, pink, and purple Flag next, "For example, this one
rmeans You like more than one gender! dnd then this one.” he reached for the rug below himm,
coloured in yellow, purple and black stripes. "Means youw're not Fully o boy or a givl, ot its sim-
plest!”™

Grizz hurnrmed. “And whoat exactly do you mean by like? 'm asking For clear definitions
hetre, kid.”

Lernon brought up his index Finger o his chin, “Hell, mosthy romantically! OF course, it
can ke in many other ways... Like gqueerplatonic, or alterous, especially if youw're arooce, [t7's
dif Ferent for everyone, and everyones would give you o dif ferent answer!

after aminute of increasingly awkward silence, Mr. Grizz Finally spoke wup again.

“Hhile | do appreciate the explanation, kid.. | did not understand a single word of what
you just sqid.”

Lernon blinked ot the wooden sculpture in Front of him, kis mind blank, Surely there
must be away to explain this?

Taking a morment to gather his thoughts, Lemon Finally replied. “Hell, as | really want o
just get to work already, Ul explain the basics. | haven™t personally ever Felt that way, but...
Rornantic Ffeelings are what we call the Feelings you get For someones wheh being around them
rmakes your heart beot out of your chest, your stomach turn, and youw want to be s close
to ther as possikble. For example, you might want to kiss them or go on g date, They're of ten
cll yow think akbout!™

After yet another silence, Mr. Grizz replied with suspicion,

“Thawve to be honest with you kid. Thot sounds unpleasant ot best.”™

Roising an eysbrow, Lemon crossed his arms. "Hoit— before | say something, et me ask.
Hawe you ever felt that way towards anyone ™

Mr. Grizz scof fed, his tone making it clear he was a kit annoyged. "0F course not, Hhy
would anyone subject themselves Lo that? | hove better things todo™

“Mr. Grizz, it's hot voluntary—"
i 1) Arad
And thot was all Lermon needed for his lightbulb Lo go of F. He grinned.

TS0 you're saying you hewver experienced anything like that*”




“Thawe niot, and [ would never wish Lo
“Hell, [ hawe sormething For you then, Hold on™

Leroh went to the side of the large of Fice and started looking through the basket of
flags, until he Finally Found a small oranges, white, and blus one, Halking back o Me. Grizz, Lemon
put the flag down on the radio and tied it around its neck like o cope.

“There e gaol™
“Kid, this better not be q prank, or [ will=~
“Hey, wait a second!™ Lemon objected and pointed to the flag.

“This is the aroace flag. It represents my identity, and very likely yours too, Allit
means is that you don’t like anyone like that, and thot's completely cooll™

Mr. Grizz was guiet for amoment, thinking, and then — “Hell, if there’s a flag For e, I'm
going Lo get even more workers Lo join in! Thanks, kid, | dida't think of that.”

“Thiat s not what—" before he could say anything, Mr. Grizz interrupted him.

e grown tired of you, There's a helicopter ready to pick you up, and there are al-
ready people in front of the store waiting. VYou'd better board guickiy.™

“But | didn't finish putting everything out of the boxes""
“Hot my problem. Unless you want to stay and lose your rank.”
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Defeated, Lemon went Lo his locker and put on his work clothes, locking his regular
outFit,

“Hell, if you need me for anything later, feel free toask me, Glad | could help you™™

“Sure, Kid. | guess | can give you a raise for helping me decorate this.™

Hith o salute, Lemon ran out of the of fice and jurnped into the helicopter, reliewved
that all of that was Finally owver,. Mayke Grizz wash't o bad after all? &t least, not all of the
tirmne.
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’ In a way. | think... |

1 needed you I
o be complete.
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ok so u gotta smile n listen.
that’ll tell her ur interested

anemone i need advice
how do i be a good date
for wallie

1 S0S very urgent

she’d also appreciate u
doin little favors 4 her.

but i think the most
important advice i

f dry white
would go well with
the swordfish...
do you drink,
Veronika?

[ CET OFF UR
DHONE AND
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You howe aluays seen Order as stagnation and Chaos as o sort of progress.
But | know better by now. Hhat makes both Chaos and Order special is that people
fight for it—that misguided Octoling For the one side, and Us for the other. You wve
fought too, of course, but never for something youw'we truly believed in. All too
content Lo go with the flow and see where you land. To it perfectly into the maold
others have laid out for you, even if that mold incidentally includes owverthrowing
o Faulty leader. But you would just as soon hawve brandished your weapon against
o perfect ruler, if only some bystander commoanded you toin o conwvincing enough
Voice,

- 8

A | dif Ferent from you? He hawve been created to serve Order, and haught
elze. |z o constant of my being dif Ferent than the commands of another Inkling?
Could | go down a dif Ferent pathif lwonted to, evenif such o suggestion is entirely
incormprehensible” 0o | think myself superior For Following o greater cause for the
sarme reqsons you drift along with the wind?

My goze manifests, then drifts over the rest of Us. That Octoling must be
close. There is no need For preparation, of course, though that lecuwes me with some
arnount of moments alone with Us, Allwith the same body as me, the same body as
you. & body shaped by the expectations of those around you, yet not g single bit
of input by yourself. My free hand clasps at my shoulder, and o sensation of touch
lights wp my sensory networks, Even with the freedom brought by this virtual world,
impetrfect as it may be, lam still stained by your inaction.

| don™t hiowe tio khe,

The =ting of foreign ink brings me back towhat is truly important. Thanks to
your well-honed instincts and improwved prograrmming, | dodge the rest of the bar-
rage without any trouble, My wvision locks onto the Octoling, stood upon the raised
central platform, and | Find them mirroring my weapon. They must hawve taken my mo-—
ments of analysis as hesitation, as their aim falls short and they take o Few singu- _
lar, ample—paced steps towards me. )

They say something. One word af ter another, presented without o true
cause. About khowing you. Akbout how this ish't like you. But it is only natural that |
arn not like youw, | do not have to repeat your mistakes, And yet, the bits of you still )
spread throughout me like a virus make me hesitate too. The rest of Us do not share
such o weakhness, and while the Octoling was speaking honsense, He have worked to =
surround the enemy—not up to the platform yet, but stood ot its edges, ready to '
SLdirn W in optimnunm formation as sooh as the Octoling presents their next mowve.

But before that can happen, a series of blasts rings out around the platform,
and instinct makes me turn my head to see splatters of ink vanguish a large armount
of Us in ahuncharacteristic synchronicity. The rhythm of the explosions reveals o
cormbingtion of Ink Mines and the enerny drone’s own explosives as the cause. Hith
Qur s=trength in numbers hoving dissipated, | turn to face the Doctoling once again.
Their eyes meet my visor, and | cast my gaze ot their weapon. [t7s pointed at the
floor; its safety on. An opportune moment for me, yet | can feel scattered bits of
you holding e back.
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| take astep Fforward, out of your shadow. Force myself to be less like you.
The Octoling exhales, then opens their mouth. Hords come out, yet | lack o reason to
cormprehend. | mowve my foot to take another step.

Hith scarcely any windup, the Octoling arms their Fist, dashes the steps be-
tween us, and propels it right into my visor. The impact sends me back by o Few deci-
meters, my feet how once again standing in the imprint of morments—old footsteps.
As my Free hand clenches my mask, | can Feel the normals of a crack, and ewvern ry
vision Feels bisected. The two merged Octolings in front of me speak, and | Find it
impossible to tune it out, even with the ringing in rmy ear.

"Canyou just get real with me here for even one moment 7™ The voice shakes
you to whatever’s left of your core, and | Find the tremors af Fecting ry own mind.
"This isn™t you!™ she screams into the void, and | Find myself internally af Firmed.

Against all that larm, | Form a smile behind the mask.

The rmuzzle of the Doctoling’s weapon collides with my chin, then Flies free of
her hands and practically Floats in midair, before hitting the ink—-wet ground of £ the
platform and scattering into hundreds of triangles. & beat later, part of my mask
follows after it and meets the same Fate. | put my hand to my chin and Feel artificial
blood, the same gray shade as Qur ink yet with o texture that | can only describe as
utterly wrong. | was never meant to bleed. | was hever meant to hawve a chin. That has
alucys been your burden,
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AL that realization, my mind begins to overheat as my thought s race to one
decision and then back again at o petaFLOPS” pace. The most sensible course of
action | can think of is to crouch down, shield my maskless visage with my arms, and
listen tothe drops of sinmulated blood as it slowly coagulates into the ink below. All
while lwait to be splatted and taken out of this torture, to be put back together
aniew in the Fform that | should hawe. Faceless, and free from the baggage that is
our body.

The Octoling crouches down as well and pries an arm of £ my Face without much P
[ ]

effort. Youve aluays known her tobe strong, and tomy misfortune, that has
translated to this world. Upon seeing rmy face, her mouth and brow alike slink down- 2
wards, “This isn™t yow,” she repeats, how in o much Flatter affect. IE,

My lips., iy routh, Feel dry, even though moisture is anunused parameter
there. It has been an afterthought these past days, weeks, for communication
with Us reguired no sound. Yet as my tongue undulates to, For the first time, pro-
duce noises, | Feel aliberation in voicing these thoughts.,

"l arm not him,™ | say in a voice you scarcely recognize. The Octoling in Ffront of
me Flinches; by now | have gotten up and can look ot her at eye level Perhaps a bit
taller, even. Her lower eyelid twitches; her tentacles tense.

"Bullshit,” she spits, then winds up For another punch.

For the first time, | am seesing through my actual, artificial eyes. Everything
seems =0 much clearer, and the trajectory of the Octoling’s Ffist is practically tele-
graphed in front of me. As... interesting as this has been, | cannot forget my rea—
son For existing. The reason why youw've been chosen to defend Order via me. As the
punch accelerates past my face and the Octoling’s balance is disturbed, | pull the
trigger and send her back to the ground floor.

Hhen lreform back up with the rest of Us, any lingering wounds from the con—
frontation have disappeared. | take of £ my mask and use the red glass that used Lo
ke iy vision as amirror. The reflection there, tinted red and distorted as it might
bhe, soothes me in knowing that | do not need to be trapped in your mistakes.,
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| 22 the Dotoling again, of course. Many times over. Most of those times, | emerge wic—
torious. Dccasionally, she does, though given the continued existence of the memverse and
the subsequent retries, she always gets stopped Further up the tower. And throughout her
attempts, sheinsists on talking to me. | start toindulge her, if only to sound out the voice
thot sounds less like yours with each passing attempt. To make her look ot my mouth, my
face, the subtle changes in my body, all the things that make me less like you, There's a sense
of reverence init, in being myself while protecting Order. In not being you,

And yet it is beginning to feel ever more wrahg.

My gaze turns wpwards s the Doctoling approaches yet again. She’s barely even looking
ot me anyrmore, and when she does, thereis a certain detachment in her eyes thaot you houwe
scarcely ever seen. | find myself missing the sound of her vaice as she takes gim ot me. Hhile |
do appreciate the direct and ef ficient approach, you find it to be uncharacteristic of her,

You wonder iF this is how she usually Fights, whenit isn’t someone she khows.

The remainder of the Fight is entirely as it would howve been predicted: an exchange of
shots, qsuccessful cornering with Our help, ending in me having wrestled her to the ground,
with rmy wegpon pointed ot her face and iy other hand around her wrist, And yet in spite of
this expected outcome, | Find myself hesitating to pull the trigger.

The Dotoling uses thot rest Lo get out o Few last words.,

“Hhy do all this? she asks as she ceases her struggling. “Hhy fight for such a dreary
World™ The tension escapes from her muscles,

| Find ryself disarmed by the lack of effort, but keep my eyes pointed at hers. "t is
niot the adjective | would use. | see qworld of Order as a world without secrets. Hhen every-
biody is part of one whole, there connot be implicit peer pressure. My other self wouldn ™t be
cbkle to hide who he™—| find rmyself choking on the pronoun—"really is. Ho more deep secrets”

A kit of tension returns to the Octoling’s muscles. "Assuming that”—my ears ring ot
the sound of your name—"really is... whatever you're thinking is going on here, wouldn ™t o Ful-
ly—connected world only showe him Further into the closet? The status guo would be Forced
uWpon everyohe, then”

| slowly shake iy head. The words Flow out as if recited, but | know therm to be q truth
thot | would need ot mermorize, “IF everybody khew everybody else’s struggles, would there
hot ke more empathy, too? | do not believe in g world thot would throw my other self under
its soles.”

A scrunched expression Fforms on the Octoling’s Face, 7IF | Fail here, | can only hope you
cre right. For iy friend’s sake.” She practically spits that Iast kit ot me.

But thisis the incentive that you need to Follow your happiness. | know that you khow
it tobe true, coward thot youw are, To be Freed from the secrets. Taolive as yourself in canan
with everybody else,

I rnove my Free hand to my chinand Feel the viktual skin. It is softer than yours hiad
ever beeh, yet not impossible For you to achisve with due time, My denial of “you™ might hawve
rmade me progress Ffaster, with my body now howing rmoved auay From being inmmediately
recoghnizakble as yours, but we share the same source code, the same opportunitises.

“Hot just for my other self's sake,” [vocalize my revelation. “For me. For us. His happi-
ness is my hoppiness, too, for we are no dif ferent from one another.”™

A glint thot yow are all too Familiar with returns toher eyes, the first that [ hawve seen
of it A smile grows on her Face, and | Find one growing onmy Face, too,

and then she kicks me in the stomach, swims away Lo gain distance From me. She is sLill
grinning ot me, ahd despite the pain, | once again return the expression.

“For your sake, then,” she almost shouts s her tentacles alight in the glow of o
charged special.




"For our sake.” | agree, and coordingte Us to corner her once more.

The ensuing fight wracks my nerves as the Octoling twists and turns around
U=, combining the ink from her shots with kicks and punches and thus slowly taking
Uz down. It is a style that youw are gquite Familiar with, of course, but For me, it is al-
most entirely unknown. Ho better test of my planning than such o chaotic opponent.

Despite it all, this encore ends in g way opposite of how we last left of £, with
iy limks restrained and an Order Shot pointed at my face. “Until hext time,” | say. Ho
hieed For anything else.

“Until hext time,” she repeats, even as my analysis of the fight tells me that
thisis the iteration where she will take down Order For good.

And thenit all goes dark. | smile one last time as ldisintegrate into thousands
of polygons.

Tou wake up From what feels like the most vivid drearn youw've had in guite some
time, but s you try to remember the details, you find the edges of the memory
fraying like an old polaroid, before it completely disintegrates.

Hith the sedative of sleep slowly Fading, you run a hand through your tento—
cles as you look up ot the ceiling of your room. Even with its sterile of f—white color,
it Feels more vivid, somehow. Everything does. There s a screaming in your chest as
it iz pounding against your skin from the inside, but you already khow the lyrics. Have
krown thern for your whole life, perhaps, but now you understand the language.

You step out of your room and into the world. Ready to face it, and face your-
self.

| can™t wait to see where you'll wind up.
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Y ou and your cousin are alot alike. That's why you get along so welll You're both about the
same age, (you're only 2 months younger!) you both like bug catching, and singing and dancing.

You're both growing up Faster than your peers.

Evenif you have lots of things dif ferent too, you both love each other. You both love playing
togethet. Even though you have dif Ferent parents, you spend so much time together you
might as well share the same ones.

They seem to think o too, and your parents couldn’t be happier ot how well you get along.
Hhen you were born, they gave you names that matched, almost like twins.

trate. Carefully, you shift your tentacle into a hahd, turning the ink into something solid.
Clut.ching the stohe between your dripping fingers, you spin it out ohto the water.

Ohe— two— thresfourfive— sixl Skips before it sinks back into the water, settling into the
sanhd below.

Behind you, your cousin claps.

You turn to face q perfect transformation, that Full “kid” shape you've watched your
cousin practice for months now.

You should be practicing too.

You don’t want to.

For ohce, you do not want o match. You do not want tolook like that. Hot ever.
And you've khown it For a while, but it’s all 50 scary to say— even to your cousin...

You're hot sure what kinda face you're making, but your cousin’s expression drops inanin—
stant af ter meeting eyes with you.

Your cousin’s mouth opens to speak, but you inter ject.

“C—cah | tellyou something? Secret. You have to promise you woh't tell ahyone.™
Mo hesitation, aninstant nod.

You take q deep breath.
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alls to say; you love your cousin, and you love how close you are. [ ]
B
. . 8
You don’t love it when people say you're like brothers. And you don™t Khow why. I.
B
L]
B
The thought stays with you, it"s aloose thread you pull at and pull ot. You figure it out first, [
whispers of those others slowly becoming Familiar. ..
You've learned something hew. It's the First secret you khow that your cousin doesn’t. -.
[ ]
e
=
You're crouching in the river bed, mihding the edge whetre the water laps wp ohto land. The o
nearest respawner is a few blocks away. and your cousin’s already said if you fallin, that's ..
your owh problem to get back. 5]
You scour out the best rocks, large and Flat and wide. Each time you spot ohe, you concet— ..
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“Unn... lwas. Thinking akowut... mmm. Okay. Okay. Uk, bow would you Feel if we didn™t. e weren’™t
rmatching anyrmore? H-not entirely, but alittle dif ferent—"

Your cousin asks if they've done something wrong. Are you not friends anymore?
“Hal | mean, we are— Imeant!”

Breathe!

You let the air Flow through your ink.

"I meant like.. like this.”

Slowly, you melt yourself upwards. The ink stretches out, the Fform you've bheeh practicing
folds into place. Your shape. The ohe you chose.

This one’s a lot more work, but this one fits better. You like it more. Even if you look hothing
like your cousin.

Your reflection wavers in the river.

You look more like your mom than you look like your cousin,

You look like a girl.

Most of all, you look happy.

“Something like this... do you think that would be okay ™™

There’s a moment where all you hear is your own ink rushing in your ears.

“Could you call me Calliope now™?™ Your mouth makes the shapes, there’s breath behind, but
you're hot certain you've really said it until.

gently, kindly, “Mhm. Okay.™

Then practicing again. You're hot sure what to say. Your cousin has hever beeh as expressive
as you are, but even still..

You're worried, the idea of you drifting apart dances in your mind ho matter how you thy to
will it quaciy.

It"s mayke a half hour later when your cousin speaks up again.

“Hey, —Calliope? Does this mean | can call you Callie? Like, for your nickname™™

Your heart soars all ot once, euphoria relief and anticipation melting together into g new hue.
“Callie, From Calamari County!™ You giggle, *1lowve it!™

And this time, with the wide grins across your faces, the two of you certainly match.

Yk k

Your cousin can do anything she puts her mind to. You're too shy to say it, but you think it’s
one of her best gualities.

You've aluays followed Callie’s lead, and even now that hash™t chahged, not really.
You don’t mind, you like matching. Always have.

So your cousih is a girl now. That s dif ferent. But she’s so happy now, and you love seeing her
smile. You're happy she’s happy.

but you don't match anymore.,
And that bothers you.
(Why should it ? Even to you it seems irrational.)

You promise yourself you won’t ever tell her.
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You're sitting for dinner, minding yourself perfectly. Back straight. Head down, [t easy Lo
hiold chopsticks now, youw've got the hang of fingers guickly.

Your mother is discussing the day’s events, as she always does. You're listening, like you al-
wiays do.. oF you should ke, but gour mind is wandering.

Last week your cousin said she was going to tell her parents. You've been so busy you hoaw—
en’'t seen her since then. Youw're not sure if she’s done it yet, and your mind keeps wandering
bock to kher. How nervous she seemed.

You wanted Lo say something about being there with her, but yet again you got tongue tied.
You simply wished her luck,

“—gre you listening ™

You shap your head Lo attention ot your mother’s vaice, and nod.
“"Recently we learned something new about A— your cousin™
There it is.

You nod along as they tell you everything youw've already khown. You keep your secret to the
very end just as promised.

“OF course,” your Father adds in, "He still love uh—" "Calliope, dear.” "es, that. He lowe her
the same, right?"

Dy you know she’s Callie, You nod again and smile politely. You've been practicing thot too,

“Hewe aluays supported those Kinds of people.” Your Ffather goes on, "l aluways told myself
I'd be ready if you turned out like thot.™

Your mother looks ot you, She smiles.
“But [ assume if you were o girl youw would e told rme by no,”™

It's just q second but the world seems to freeze around you. Vour thoughts all rush through
Wour head.

Are you™ You hoven t— you're not— if you— you're out of time.
You nod your head in agresrment.

You've lived this long as a boy right And it7s been fine, So yow’ll keep being Fine. [F— no, Yol
Just live with it

You're both experienced in sneaking out your windows by now. There was no way you wetre
rissing this festival, no matter what your parents said about studying. So it’s one hop out
of your window, and one into Callie’s, before you're both of F to the streets.

But she’s taking Forever to get ready.
It's just the wait thot's bothering you. The wait and... wellit isn™t Fair, really.

Callie holds up o checkered cherry blossom print in one hand and a striped plurn blossom print
in the other.

“Okay, okay it’s definitely down to these two, This one.. or this one. Yeah. Just one more min—
utel”

You roll your eyes,

“The festival will be owver by the tinme you rmake up your mind. You're so wishy—washy”

a
i

Callie pouts.
“Just becouse you don’'t care about Fashion doesn’t mean | don™t.”

This upsets you more than you expected,
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This upsets You more than you expected,

Y zarel™ You bite back. Hhen Callie whips her head around, and gou see the shock in her eyes, all
the fire legues you,

“All mirne are boring. 1t doesn’™t matter either woay.”
And you won™t match. You don't look alike ot qll.

Callie’s face has grown much softer, much sweeter than yours. And yours still seems like you
hiaven ™t mastered wearing it yet, awkward and out of place. Like it wash™t meant £or you,

Callie blinks for a moment.
“Hear are of mine then.”

You don't say anything for a second. Heithet does she. There is alittle voice echoing in your
eqrs that sing songs, “but that's for girls~", But it doesn™t sound like you, not really.

The festivalis already o Few train stops away. Ho one there khows you, You're aliready going
to sneak out the window,

It doesn’t mean anything if you say it doesn’t. (Do you want it to? You can't Figure that out
noLd.)

And it you did this, you'd match again, Somehow, thot's whot pushes you owver the edge.
“Hear the cherry blossom.” You say decisively, “The plurm one is mine.”™

Callie grins, tossing the beautiful garment toyou,

“Hell get changed then, the Festival will ke over by the time youw're dons!™

Jdokes onher, you're still Feady before she is.

The festival is wonder Ful. You we missed this time with your cousin, just the two of you
rmessing around like this. She takes the lead, dragging you along. You adrmire the detailed poat-
terns of your sleeve as your arm is stretched out ahead of you,

You tell yourself the only real dif ference between your clothes and hers are the details. The
more intricate patterns, the finer embellishrments.

That it’s the only reason you Feel envious.

Here, wandering through the maze of stalls, pushing through the crowd, that's the only ex—
planation that makes sense toyou. But even still, here, you Feel such a surge of excitement.,
you'd rather not waste it all on thinking so hard.

There’s newver one moment you realize it. [t comes the way buds grow in spring. Hewer there,
never there, but once you understand, you realize yow we known For a while now, How could
you not howve seen it before? The leauves hove arrived in Full. Youw've sprouted just like them.

But you're the only one who sees those sprigs., for now.

“Are you o girl too™

Youimmediately choke on the tea Gramps had been so Kind as to make you, coughing it all onto
the porch.

“Hhog, whog— sorry—"
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M Fine—"You wheeze, Take o deep breath, breathe, Don't be scared. Don™t be scared. She
csked. And you're the same, so0it’s okay, she won’t be mod, she won’t hate you, and if she
sees it tooit’s not just in your head, it's real. You can be real. Really, truy—

“Agirl? You echo.
Callie nods., wiaiting.

Hith the weight of the world on your head, you nod. Hhen you look up again, Callie is grinning ear
Loear.

Told you there was nothing toworry akbout,
The tension vanishes.

“Hhat the hell, Callie! You can’™t just say that!™ You shap, but more of youis relieved than ang-
thing else.

Callie’s hands fly up o her rmouth, “8h, ' sorvy, 'mosorey T enow | just— You khow Gramps just
rioLd, he was gonng call you— but then he stopped, and he had this look and—"

Callie sighs, * thought you'd already told hirn, and [was worried you said something and | For-
got oF— or thot— But. Aghihoh ' soregl™

You choss Hour Qrmes.

“Thad g whole heartfelt letter written out and everything. There was g plan in place, but gou
just sprung it onme.”

“I'mreally sorry.”

“LBut ldidn s tell Gramps. Youw're the first.”
Callie reaches for your hand.

“ouw con trust me. | promise.”

You sgueeze hers back.

“O0F course | can. Because we're—" You' ve wanted to say this for solong— “He're sisters,
Fight 7™

Callie lights up brighter than ewvery light in Inkopolis combined.
"WESI™

She leans in for a hug, and you embrace her back. 1t Feels like coming horme For the first time in
o Lihile,

Hhen Callie pulls away, she asks,
0o you hiove a new name picked out 7

“Ahout thot... un.. how would you Feel about matching again™™

Yk

“Ready ™™

“OF course not. 'm going o run away any second now.”
“Ho, you're not.”

“Yeah, I'm not.”

Two girls, neither of whor would look out of place in the city if not Ffor their nervous expres—
sions, ot waiting. The coffee shop, owverly expensive and Fancy, sits proudly on the street in
downtown inkopolis. The chairs are dreadfully uncormnf ortakle,

Berneath an avant—garde table, theyre holding hands, tight.
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“Mayke it was all g scam. He'we been scarmmmed—"

“Mar, no. He're early, remember. You made us get here 28 minutes before the time we talked
ckbout on the phone.™

“Being punctual is essential For all caresr pursuits.”
“l don™t khow where you— THERE!

Right on tirme, a proper looking Ihkling in business cosual enters the cafe, eyes landing on the
dirls imrmediately.

She smiles brightly, honestly, and heads Fight Lo sit with them.

s wonderful to Finally see you ladies in person! 'rn Shy—-Ho-5hy, we spoke on the phone,
s

Callie and Marie, right.?™

The two of therm nod in unison.

s a plecsure tomeet you as well. My nare is Marie,”™

“@&nd I'rn Callis!™

Qe guick smile between them, and o squeeze of their hands is all it takes.

“"Excellent! Let me tellyou, 've been so excited tomeet with youw, You two are Family, yes?"

“Cousins, yes.” Marie says, as Callie Finishes, "But we grew up together, sowe’re more like
sisters.”

Shy—-Ho—-5hy smiles.
“Hence calling yourselves the Squid Sisters, then?”
Both girls grin ot that.

“I'd say it suits you both perfectiy.”

fnd both girls would agree, though they'd already known thiat.,

The twinkling light of a bright future shines ahead. Hand inhond, the selves they'd worked so
ward tolove, to create, Lo enjoy, are taking those next steps Forward. Callie and Marie, the
Squid Sisters then, and now, and aluays.
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Acht hod aluays Found Inkopolis to be almost too expansive, borderline agorapho—
bic. The limitless freedom and opportunity the city promised almost Felt like a shackle
around Acht’s neck. Hhat good was Freedorm when it made you Feel gimless? Hhot good was
openhess when you have nowhere to belong? Just because anything was possible didn't
rnean Yo could actually do anygthing. As far as Acht could tell, Inkopalis had kot a killion
head—spinning social rules akbout whot you couldn’t do and not one of them was in o hand—
book or a lawkbook.

But o train ride later and all of that felt... far more than 26 kilometers auay.

The filthier concrete jungle towered over them, the buildings Feeling only milimeters "m
away and like they were casting shadows onto Acht’s soul. Creatures of all kinds swarmed o
left and right like wawves of choos washing ower the streets. Left felt like up and right
felt like Forward and gravity felt like it was fading in the mayghem of the city. Al the win-
dows and balconies and miscellaneouws details all blurred into amess of colors like o tri—col-
oF turf war while Maring’s directions tangled in Acht’s mind like kelp, Their sense of direc—
tion felt like it had run away as their breath started to do the same, anintense sense of
aching Forming in Acht’s lungs.

o must be Acht.” & sharp voice stabbed through all the chaotic noise as o hand
latched around &cht’s Forearm and the form of an Dctoling emerged from the nonsensical
lurnp of pedestrians.

Blue hair contrasted their drakb beige cloak thot was seemingly blocking the view of
their entire silhouwette from the puklic. The long draping of cloth Flowed and waved in the
wind, providing Acht with a brief glimpse of the bag wrapped around their stomach. Though
it was the pins it held that stole all of Acht’s Ffocus: one had an odd insighia of an upside
down semicircle and o rectangle while the next was a Flag sporting o Famniliar striped pot-
ternin purple, yellow, black and white. The final pin showed the visage of a manta ray hold-
ing o rectangular sign thot read “shesthey™

And despite the sudden mowvernent their legs were being forced tomake, the ground
felt more stakle below Acht’s Feet. The mushy kelp of instructions from Maring untwined
intoa single word. & harme: Shiver. The buildings seemed to stretch away from their prewi-
ously antagonistic shadowing. The disorderly crowd suddenly started to feellike q team
of strangers all playing by the same rules. Meanwhile, the pressure wpon Acht’s chest
didh’'t dissalue, it simply transformed, metamorphosing From the strain of suffocation
to the welcoming grip of o hug. &= this bizarre Octoling pulled therm along, the road before
them seemed clear and welcoming. The path ahead made all the sense in the world,

“Hey, Shiver?” Acht’s voice was louder and rmore stakle thon they ewver could hawe
expectedit to ke,

“eah?™ Her voice was coated in o nonchalance Acht couldn’™t even have achiewved
while sanitized. Acht’s foous was on Shiver, yet their eyes bounced about the city of
Splatsville now thot it didn™t seem to want to collapse on them. The balconies of nearkby |
apartment buildings ranged from having Flags of various colors and identities dangling
from therm to hosting makeshif & concerts Featuring drumn sets and keyboords.

S0, | just wanted to khow exactly how rmuch Further we're running.” The words
burst out of Acht guickly in between heawy breathes.

"Moot ruch longer. Can’t hawve ya Falling owver onme.” Shiver’s harsh red eyes beat
into Acht’s own alongside o downright maniacal smile throudgh her Fanged testh. 1t like—
Iy struck fear into whoever saw and yet, the aura of this mysterious enby was almost..
intoxicating wash't guite the right word, But Acht felt like they were exactiy where they
were supposed to be For the first time since the spire.
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Before much longer, the sprawling heights escoped Acht’s glimpse as their at—
tention turned Lo g small wooden door built into a concrete frame a fewinches of £ the
grround. After taking a pensive glance behind them to check if the cogst was clear, Shiver
khocks on the door Five times to the rhythm of the Calarmari Inkantation.

“He're not ik lnkopolis, For squid’s sake.” They grumbled. Despite this, the door
Flipped open to reveal g crooked wooden staircase that creaked as the pair descended it

fAcht’s eyes took amoment Lo adapt to the relative darkness of the dimnly it oo
thoudgh years of life below the surface meant it Felt more natural than their runin the
sun toget this Far. Shiver of Flogded their cloak to oot rack before rushing of £ to—
wards the source of q sensational sound not like anything Acht hod ever heard before,

Two rmusicians stood Firm ot the front of g small stage that ascended just o Few
centimeters of £ the ground. One had vivid green hiair, grey skin and was locked in with o
guitar thot was colored light blue, pink, and white in alternating stripes. The one to her
right was a fish whose scales alternated between hues of coral pink to seaq blue. She
gripped a mic stand Firmly in his right Fist, the central shaft of the stand adorned in
klack, white, purple, pink, and blue vertical stripes.

“Those two are From Riot Act. Kiki and Hia.™ Shiver explained, aware of the painful-
Iy ckbvious look on Acht’s Face thot told her that Acht had hever heard the song before.
“They're pretty popular, actudly.”™

Acht’s Ffoous shifted back to the song they were playing, an upbeat track with en-
ergetic vocals and violin, They were surprised having not noticed such the latter’s unigue
sound, their eyes suddenly drawn to the back of the stage towards another musician, o
foct that Shiver gquickly picked up on. The violinist in guestion had dark skin and bright red
fins that really ought tohove stood out to Acht by now. Just behind her was o haphoz—
ardly placed violin case with awast multitude of stickers af fixed toit. Various band logos,
VERUEs, MUWsic companies, and of course, pride Flags dotted the metallic case. Acht Frecog-
hnized a pink, red, white, and orange Flag, another with gray, black, and green, as well as o
klue, pink, and white sticker in just the same shades as Kiki's guitar.

“That’ s Finn.™ Shiver had  slight., sort of facetious fFrown. “She’s more on the Inko-
polis side of music, but she performs with Biot Act g lot solguess she can be here.” Their
frown did eventually make way For a smile as Acht’s eyes shifted to the drumrmer of this
Gr oL,

They recognized him instantly as Garris, the Octopus drummer Pearl had scouted
for her side project. She introduced him to Acht when Damp Socks opened during OFF the
Hook s world tour. He was going hard on each drum in the set, the shells of which were
striped with another pride Flag, this time with greens and blues of different shades.
Acht, content with the vikes of each memkber of this crew, closed their eyes and Focused
oh each hote s the song continued.

“That s Garris. He's—"

“I khiow kirn” Acht interrupted as the song’s Final bridge started, g sound that Acht
wos clearly Far rmore interested in hearing. Hot that Shiver blarmed them in the slightest.

After the song wrapped wp, silence moved aocross the venue and audience memkbers
did the same. & group of five made their way towards Shiver and Acht. The first was an
Dotoling with bright blue and orange tentacles. She held o trombone case with the col-
ors of the leshian flag painted across its surface, her eyes locked on Shiver. Hext was an
orange crab whose well-worn jeans had a hon—kinary pride pin of fixed to them and o pair
of drurmnsticks emerding From their pockets, Behind them was o particularly sping urchin
whose jacket sported a black and white Flag with o single green stripe in the middle. Hext
s Garris, followed Finally by Riki who had puot their guitar back intoits case, holding it
Firmly ot her side.

"By cod, if it skt 0 Dedf1sh in the Flesh!™ The vaice carme From the urchin, wkhom
Shiver guietly identified as Murasaki.



“fou.. recoghnize me ™ Acht’s voice held an air of surprise withinit.

four music is... it spoke tome in g way nothing else had. #2 regret helped me confront
my gender dysphoria For the First time whenl first heard it five years ago and then when you
finally put out o new track last month, L7 Murasaki paused, their words needing more time to
form. “Hell, your music changed ry life, if | con be honest.”

Acht mode out the Form of o tear forming in Murasaki’s eye,

“I, wh, don’t really know how Lo respond, but.. thank gou For Finding enjoyrment in my
work.” Acht Fforced the words out, stunned with the opportunity, but also thrilled by knowing
their music touched

“four music actually inspired me to try o new sound with my stuff. It got me out of o
Fut =o' hohored to get tomeet yow” Said the crakb. Shiver whispered From behind that they
were Sid From Chirpy Chips. “50 thank gou, Dedflsh!™

The mention of Acht’s stage name resulted in Shiver rushing up next Lo Acht with o
very guick burst.,

“Bh right. This is Acht! Also known s Dedflsh” She motioned dramatically towards the
much greener Octoling to their left. “Unfortunately, they're from Inko-"

Shiver’s eyes suddenly grew wide upon realizing she'd been interrupted. By Acht.,

“I'm From desp underground and uee been.,” Acht’s words jurmbled up in their mouth until
their clearest emotions finally bubkled into words “Looking For somewhere to belong.™

“Hell, aren’t we all™ Garris chuckled.

“Though to be honest, o few of us hove Ffound our place to belong and...” The blue and
orange Octoling started. Shiver identified her as Tao Blu.

“Splatsville is home in o way nowhere else managed to be.” Kiki concluded.
“Hherewer our paths take us, | suppose we do sorta belong here” Garris smiled.

"It s a special place here, Acht. IF you ever decide you do want to stick around...”™ Sid
paused. "Hell, | shouldn™t get so ahead of myself.”

"Cause, you're just here for a show tonight, yeah™" Kiki asked.

dust g half hour earlier, that was all Acht had cared about, The show, This trip to
Spotsville was supposed to be all business. This forbidden fortress with g task todoand o jok
to Finish. That was all. And now that seemed like an obligation. An obstacle. To something more.
To everything Acht had ever been looking For. To all these people who were more or less.. just
like ther. Corning together in this sort of chaotic syrmphony. But, after this show, they'd be
back in Inkopolis and, for reasons Acht couldn’t describe, thot seemed blatantly incorrect.

Hell, you know Acht..” Garris’s words rushed Acht back into Focus like o Zipocaster.
“ou're welcome here anytime. ' sure we can get you on the schedule anytime.”™

“ou're hot really an Inkopolitan at heart.” Shiver nodded. ¥ can tell thot at o glance.™

50 just khow we’ll aluays be happy to hove gou here!™ Tao Blue said with an energetic
grir.

After a few conflicted hours marinating in a cramped, disorderly green room, acht Felt
their legs mowving on their own, dragging them on stage o g slightly beat up turntable. 4= the
opehing hotes of Acht’s set started, their Fears flew away like o super jump as the audience
carme into Focus. Murasaki, Mia, and Riki were right at the fFront with Shiver, Garris, and Tao
Blu not far behind, all of therm smiling and cheering. &ll of Acht’s dread and sense of isolation
faded auway as they knew without g shadow of o doubt this was not gonng be their Iost tine
playing this vernue,
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I got rid of the pathetic
bitch to date somecne |
better. d

Pfft, I just lied about a
X camping trip and just
I tricked this desperate ghosted their ass.
bitch into making our

Why does it seem like everyone has their el seashipa polycules

shit figured out?

There's something
wrong with me...

If you're straight, unfollow/mess
Are the straights okay?

Cis straights dni.

NObOdY wants me... ..I'm more interested in

dating WOINEIl.

We should ' I ruin everything

break up... e J
reak up : _ [ touch... 7)) | y| Thanks for

understanding.




Pathetic

You'll die alone Nob 1 —
t's your fault
Worthless f ' e
/" & Noone fucking likes you
You're the problem T
; j . . Everyone leaves you

: i FDisapointment .

Failure : Desperate - in the end

..for why [ am this way.

For why everything seems so confusing-
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Tako should be happy—really, she should. Everything was going well For her. She
wias only one promotion away From reaching the coveted Hasaki Unit, lived inone of the
hicer dormes, and had o general who wasn ™t absolutely horrikle, Vet

“IF T hawe to spend one more second standing guard, | think Imight shap,” Tako
bernoaned, her claws tapping on her Octoshot, Her restlessness traveled through her
body as she tapped her metal-plated combat boot s against the floor. The sound didn™t
travel Far; the false Saltspray Rig wasn™t nearly big enough Lo echo rmuch.

“He can’t complain. The general ordered us to be on guard. He must aluays Follow
our duties, without Fail,” The soldier stationed with her replied in o rmonot.one manner.

Tako rolled her eyes, happy to have the cover of her goggles. This chick wash™t
helping either. She was new, <o Tako couldn™t Fully blarme her For her lifeless demeanor,
bt would it Kill her toat least try to hold o conversation™ So many of her comrades
were Flat as metal sheets—it was grating. She sighed, trying to remind herself that
the youngster was excited and had only recently been promoted due to Tako's prewi-
Qus parther’ s encounter with.. the Agents.

Every Octarian khows about the Inkling menace; the story about those Foul
brutes stealing their Zapfish was told to every Octoling From kirth,. Those Inklings were
all viclent souages who knew only barbarity and used that nature to chase the Dotar—
ians to the domes almost o hundred years ago. Howadays, the Inklings don't even have
the decency to send an arrmy. How they just send a Few Inklings., as if this were some
joke.

Hhile the First pair, one clad in pink and the other in green, could hardly pass
their frontlines, these new agents were q dif ferent story. This new enemy was o
monstrous and terrifying beast. She was stronger than any of their troops could
handle. Burnors said that she hod kept the jaws of the Octomaw open without break-
ing & sweat, She was Fast, outrunning all of the Octocormmander’s bullet.s even at Full
charge and defeating him in o single sprint. She was even more horrific than the Inkings
in their stories.

A alarm blared through the earpiece in their gogogles, and both Octolings guickiy
stood to attention.

Hell, speak of the devilfish.

“"The inkling menace is rapidly approaching our Zapfish! He are the last line of
defensel Stop them at all costs!l™ The general’ s voice roared over their earpiece, and ik
response, the army of Octolings super jumped towards the incoming agents.

Tako too reqdied herself to jump before being suddenly khocked of F her feet.
She couldn™t even Formulate a response; her parther launched herself away alongside |
the others, “I'mmore deserving of being in the Hasaki Unit! That promotion is mine!™

Tako, inresponse, could only sigh in annoyance as she stood back up, brushing
of £ her armor. She looked up and saw no one else jumping into battle; it seemed like it
wias oo late, "Glad rmy teann will aluays hawve my back,” she spat sarcastically.

She hardly had o break before a sudden thump behind et her khow of her part.—
her’s return. She sharled and turned around, ready tolay into her, only to be met with
the face of an nkling. Tako jurnped back before realizing... this wasnt the monster

Lh, vight, thers are tiao of them.

O
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Everyone was so distracted by the terrifying Inkling that they newver bothered Lo
rmention her scrawny underling. It was ho wonder, comparatively, this smaller Inkling seenmn-
ingly posed no threat. Many speculated that whotever powerful Inkling ordered the agents
around had sent her tolure the Octariaons into a false sense of security; others said she
s simply sent in as fodder, Mo matter the reasoning, she was still an agent, o threot to be
neutralized.

“Alright, let’s make this guick,” Tako said, brandishing her Octoshot and pointing it ot
the scrawny creature, But the smaller cephalopod hardly reacted, only lifting her brows in
SUFRrise.

“Hhat Y Hever seen someone <o strong before? | know, it"s dif ficult being in the pres-
ence of such greathne—"

Bam!

In the blink of aneye, Tako's weapon had gone From her hond Lo teetering near the
edge of the platform, covered in enerny ink. Her hands, however, were spotless.

“Wha— Hhat.™

The Inkling s expression hadn't changed, only having raised her weapon, She just kept
staring ot Tako with massive red eyes. It was like the Inkling could see through her goggles,
like she could see the Fear growing underneath,

Shes goitig to Kill me. This isk't ke practice, | heed my shot.,

Her body moved before her mind; survivalinstincts took contral, and she ran desper-
ctely for her Octoshot. She didn™t even make it o meter away before she was tackled to the
= [0 g1

Despite how small the Inkling was, she monaged Lo easily take down the Dotoling and pin
her to the ground. Tako could Feel her heart racing. The last thing she saw before she closed
her eyes was those razor—sharp Inkling fangs. This was the end. "Please, don ! I\l do whatew-

et you want! Just please don™t kill me!™

Hhy wigste my breath? She dossit understard g word ' saditg,

The Inkling s expression Finally changed, her Face contorted in confusion, “Rill gow? | do
ot do that!™

Tako opened her eyes, "Hhot.. you're not— Hait! You speak Dotarian ™

The Inkling nodded, “A little. | understand, though! But | promise | do not hurt! Get 2ap—
fizh, then legue!™

“Oh,” Tako let out q sigh. “Hait., then why attack me™

“Heapon,” the Inkling chirped.

“Oh, right.” Tako looked over at her weapon. It was too Far out of Freach, and she would
never win a boattle of strength, so.. "Hell, let’s start over then. My narme is Tako, and | promise
ot Lo attock you it you let e up.”

“Hror... okay, Tako!™ The Inkling didn’t think twice before jurnping of £ of Tako, Finally
letting the Octoling get o better view of her. She had two curly orange tentacles, pulled back
into o ponytail using o small sguid-shaped clip. Horrgingly, the inkling looked very skinny, but
despite that, she had massive red eyes thaot were clearly Full of curiosity and excitement.

Shes.. kinda pretty.. Hhat am | thinkitg 7 5he s my enenl For cruifng out loud 7

“our tentacles move, s that normal?™ The Inkling pointed to Tako's bright Fed ten—
drils, which were swishing around in distress,

“Oh, uh, Ao ' just thinking akbout something.” Tako tried to comb down her tentacles,
bt they had o mind of their own, “They're honestly really big and unwisldy, But they're re-
cuired Lo look like this in the army. Don™t hawve much of o choice.™

Suddenly, the Inkling rmoved closer Lo her, She walked strangely, almost like she wasn't
wsed to walking on her legs.

Even =till, Tako held her hands upin surrender, “Hooh, hey! | said Lwon ™t hurt gouwl Let’s
niot start getting wvialent!”™




“Wiglent? | armn going to put your tentacles upl Here,” the squid tossed her weapon behind
her and let. her tentacles loose touse the clip.

ORI Tako lowered her hands as the sguid sat down behind her and started to sing.
Yo wski rGtei mirskyarakire, JueT WU mirekerason.”

Mow thot Tako had calmed down, she Felt her voice Finally bubkle up, She couldn’t beliewe
she was this close toan inkling. She had never been in such proximity o her mortal enemy. And as
the Inkling tied the obnoxious tendrils into q suitable braid, she happily answered every gquestion
Tako asked.

“Hhiat do you do? Hhere you're From, | mean.”™
Ok well, we dance and sing. He hawve Funl He play turf war Lo make friends.”
“That song Yyou're singing, what is it called? Do you all sing it

“fes, It is the Calarmari Inkantation. All of us know it by heart.™

“fAre all of the Inklings like you? You're very dif ferent From everything we’ve been taught.”

She quickly shook her head, “Ho! | arm very dif ferent. | raised myself. lone. | am still alone,
Marny people think [ am.. strangs.”

“Oh..." Tako couldn™t help the frown thot marked her face. lsn't she the Inklings” hero? How
could they make her Fight their war and then outcast her? She was so nice and guick to trust
her, evenif they were supposed to be enemies. “Hell, | think you're really cool.™

For the first time that day, the Inkling smiled. & big, toothy grin that showed all her
strange Inkling teeth. Her fangs didn™t look scary anyrmore. [t7s q shame that smile was fleeting. it
dirnmned just as the dome’s light s did.

“The Zapfish. The Zapfish! | completely Forgot was supposed to-—"
“Tako, hide,” the Inkling whispered.

Tako didn’'t ewven get to say goodbye before her new Friend took of F running. She was
ckbout tochase after her before she noticed the reason For the Inkling’'s warning. & massive,
hulking sguid covered in the ink of her comrades stepped out; in her hands was the struggling
biody of the Zapfish.

The monster,

Her friend ran up to the monster, only to trip and Fall, landing onto the monster’s arm. But
she didn't get q second to catch herself before the monster Fforcefully pushed her auway, along
with the Zapfish. The little ighthning fish seemed Lo calm down in her Friend’s grasp, even the tiny
creature understanding her Friend wasn’t the threat.

The monster then started to speak, and even though Tako didn't Fully understand what
she was saying, she very clearly heard "Octarian.. eliminated... all of ther?”

The monster wants all of ws dead. But 'm still alive, unless she gives ne auaal.

But she didn't; her friend nodded. The monster seemed satisfied and began walking to-
wards the entrance, her scrawny accomplice in tow, The little nkling took one last look back, her
smile wiped clean, before escaping through the ket tle.

Tako could only watch on, willing ewvery fiker in her not to take of £ after them. "l didn't
even  get your name.”
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“He're gonng ke going up some steps, do you need some help getting up, Sakura ™
“Ha, Miss Callie. Thank you, thouwgh,™

The agent sighed as, even thoudgh she hod declined help, she was sLill guided by her brother,
Agents 1and —right, they're not ot work— Callie and Marie were ghead, acting like bodyguards. A=
much as she appreciated their kindness and concern, it was getting to be o bit grating. She khew
she had torest, the scary nurse shark told her so, but she was the hero of Inkopolis For crying
out loud! Just because she had o Few injuries didn't suddenly make her porcelain.

Sakurcwas pulled out of her thoughts as they stopped in front of o door. Looks to be the
entrance of some sort of of Fice building. “5o, Gramps wants us tomeet with a new agent and
those new hosts. OFF the Hook? | think thot's what they call themselves. Oh, Sakura, the doorwoy
is o bit roised. Hatch your step”™

e, Miss Marie,” Sakura sighed as the two older wormen held the door open For her while
her brother gently guided her inside,

fis expected, waiting for them in the confines of o non—greeh, green room were the two
idals she had corme to khow very well From their continuing news segments, OF F the Hook. But
aside from the color—coordinated duo, there was one other presence, an Octoling.

Sakura’s brother, Pacificus, quickly stood in fFront of her, “An Dotoling soldier? Are we For-
getting what they did Lo Sakura? Hhat is it doing here?”

That was it, that was the Final straw. “Alright, Fwe hod enough! Harm not o baky, aod- aod
You'te being so mean Lo our new Friend. ' going to say hi”™

Sakura practically stomped over to the other cephalopod, but was gquickly met with the
reality thot she was currently half blind with the bandage around her head. She ran knee—Ffirst
into g far too short coffee takle and found herself imminently plurnrmeting towards the ground.
Or rather, thot would hawve been the case if someone hadn't caught her,

“ou're reclly clurnsy, you know that? The Octoling soldier chuckled as she steadied the
Inkling in her armes.

“Huhuh!It"s just.. hord to see” Sakura pouted but still smiled up gratefully ot the purple
Dotopus. Even as she steadied herself, the Octoling took care to make sure she didn’'t Fall over
again. “Thank you, new Friend. 'r Sakural™

“7s nice to mest you, my name is Taka! 'm really excited to-—"

“Hait... Tako! ™™ Sakura suddenly tried to hug the Octoling, but she did not reciprocate, She
looked more confused than angthing.

“I'm sorry. | think you howve me confused with someone else.”

“l definitely remember Yyour pretty tentacles! | put them upin g ponytail af ter all. Even gave
Yo iy clip!™

Tako's face lit up ot the mention of the clip. She reached into the little pouch around her
wiaist. Surrounded by strange—looking erasers, there was the clip, a bit worn but still there, She
held it up and looked the Inkling in the eyes, the one thot wasn't covered by o bandage—hkig, red,
i curious.

“Oh rny cod, it /s yow™

“lzan't beliewve you're herel I've aluays wondered whot hod hoppened to youl™ Dnce again,
Sakura tried for g hug, and this time, the Octoling happily let her. ¥ hever stopped thinking about

-

Lo,
“Thiat's so sweet. He can finally spend some time together, yeah? &nd this time, no weap-
ors.”
“feahl Absolutely! | can show you all the freshest places! Okl There's this store that sells
reclly pretty earrings. Hould you like those? And-" Sakura noticed the Octoling had gone guist. “Am
| talking too much ™

“Hol Mot ot all.” Tako smiled, “It's qlot to take in, but I'd love to experience it with you,
Sakura.”
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“len’t the sunset beautiful, Tako™™

e 8 8 8O0

The Octoling looked up from eating her fFinger sandwich tolook at her Inkling com-—
panion. They had just Finished another day of turfing, and the two decided to take the
rest of the day of f and have alittle pichic ot the top of Moray Tower s, The place was
surprisingly empty save for the two of them.

“eqh, it’s beautiful. Just like the dayl got Lo the surface.”
Eut it’s hot neariy as beautiful as yodd,

It°d been a long time since the two had reunited, and while they had changed dras-
tically, one thing had stayed the same: she was infotuated with Sakura. Tako's change
wias minirmal; she was no longer confined Lo o tight Doctarian uniform and could wear loose
clothing, and her tentacles were q comfortable length now, too, Conversely, Sakura
looked completely dif ferent. The once scrawny Sguid had grown into o beautiful Inkling.
All of her had sof tened up, From her body to her face to her tentacle, Even now that she
hiad only one tentacle, she stil had those radiant red eyes. Their brightness seemed to
Fival the setting sun itself.

Tako had tried Lo lie to herself for awhile, to say she wasn’t attracted Lo an
Inkling. But she could no longer lie to herself; she loved Sakura. Anyone From the domes
wiould hiawe looked ot her with disappointment or disgust, but she was free now. She
could love whoewer she wanted. Maring always said, "There's no time like the present.”

“Sakural™

“es, Tako?™ Sakura looked up From her donut. She stillhad a little bit of frosting
on her cheek.

Tako felt her cheeks Flush, but steadied herself. 7= - | like you!™
Sakura paused, but simply smmiled, “like youw toal™

Mo, wgh. Sakura, | really like yow.™

"l really like you too, Takal™

“Ugh! Mo, Thiat s not what [ mean.™

“l= something wrong?

"Sakura.. Canl please kiss you?™

Sakura’s Face suddenly it up inunderstanding, before she started giggling. “Yes,
Tako. OF course you can.”™

The Octoling s smile glearmed, and she guickly scooched over so she was pressed
against the lnkling. She leaned in, wrapping her arms around the wornan to bring herself
up to her face.

(R AN EEEEEEEESESESEEEE IS D

Ever her lips are sof't.
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Apparently, she was leaning against her too much, as Sakura suddenly Fell onto
her back, with Tako now pinking her to the ground-but all it did was ke the two
laugh. Sorme things never change, AFter what Felt like alifetime, but in reality was
mere seconds, they separated, and Sakura’s eyes were glowing brighter than ever.

“Hoah. So.. | guess we're girlifriends now, huh?™
“Girlfriends.. yeah. I'd really like that.”™
That sounds perfect.
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) Happu Pride Month!?

+ very small summary of some LGBT hlstoru

During the 1980s AIDS crisis
gay men were neglected care
from medical facilities. Lesbians
came together to support the
gay community in their time of
need; They donated blood and
took care of those affected.

“L™ being at the beginning of LCBTQIA+
was an homage to what the lesbian
ommunity did for their gay brothers.

l

" . The solldarltq of both communities M/
. v{ remains strong today, with this as |
a reminder to support our fellow
queers in times of hardship!
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I'VE BEEN HAVING THESE REOCCURRING DREAMS.

THEY AREN'T
REALLY OF
SUBSTANCE...
NOR DO THEY
MAKE MUCH
SENSE.

ALL | KNOW IS

THAT THEY VE
BEEN CROPPING
UP EVER SINCE
WE MADE IT TO
THE SURFACE...

AND EVEN IF | CAN'T
UNDERSTAND THEM,

FOR ONCE, THEY DON'T
FEEL LIKE YET ANOTHER
NIGHTMARE.




I~ NAH, JUST

THAT SAME
STUPID
DREAM AGAIN. O
YOU KNOW 1 pO?
. THE ONE.
YOURE
STILL UP?!
: YEAH, THE
. - ~\ ONE WITH
wd}EESTUP _ \ THAT... GUY?

AH... ANOTHER
ONE OF THOSE
NIGHTHARES?
| THOUGHT THOSE
WERE FINALLY
CALMING DOWN.

5NIFF|I-E

IT'S JUST WEIRD.
STILL DONT REALLY
GET IT, BUT...

| WANT TO. |
REALLY PO.

| THINK IT'S
UH... YEAH, PROBABLY TRYING TO
YOU STILL SORTA? TELL YOU SOMETHING

IF IT'S BEEN NAGGING
YOU LIKE THIS FOR
SO LONG.

REMEMBER WHAT
I SAID LAST TIME,
RIGHT?

. S AND MAYBE THIS TIME

Y'KNOW, ABOUT U IT WON'T BE SO LINEAR.
YOUR OWN / MAYBE THIS TIME YOU'VE

SUBCONSCIOUS K GOTTA TAKE ACTION

AND ALL THAT. YOURSELF TO FIGURE

IT OUT.

IF... THAT MAKES
SENSE? | DUNNO,
| DON'T REALLY

HAVE DREAMS LIKE
YOU po.

GUESS SO.




B
L
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]
ITS THAT
SAME DREAH
AGAIN.

WHAT
IF...

WHAT IF
HE WAS
RIGHT..?




WHAT IF THE ANSWERS WERE HERE THE WHOLE TIME?

WHAT IF | WAS JUST...

2




WHAT IF...

| REALLY WAS
SOMEONE ELSE?

FIN.







0Oh, it's fine.
We won't start for
another hour.

*sigh” Alright.
Bye, Xanh.

Q Dragons Cultural Arts Center

=— ODRAGONS 7% ==

J( Don’t we have |
<\ aspare? S

" Can't you use a ladder
_ like a normal person?




Parking Lot

Riright, just drop off the
gear and leave before
anyone comes to bother
me. Can’t be that hard.

SO\
"

7 Jet and Jade, right?
Who told you to
call me that? Veah, of course
she did.

Hey, while you're here,
why don’t you help me
with the gear?

[ o, it's just
: you two.

How’s practice?

That's Jelemy. He
Great as wanted to tag along.

~ % aﬁ}"




They're here!
Back from retirement!

He's in the
storage room.

Perfect, you're here.
Help me fix the dragon.

Shouldn’t you be overseeing

ractice or something?
P 9 Ivory can handle it.

Hey, what do you think
about rejoining?

Not happening,
sorry.
That's a shame. | thought
you would’ve liked to
perform for this parade.

... What are you
trying to imply?

We're missing
Blister’s tail pants!

Eh? Just get the
ones from Smolder.
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Black, red, and rmagenta.
Those are the only colors youwwe khown,

RPedis what you wear, as do your friends, and your family. [t represents unity
and support to your military. b emergencies with black-outs, redis easy to spot un—
der flashlights. Mo one is alone when their tentacles are red. Only those selected by
the 0J Shogun oy change their hue, so that all can see that they have o special role
abouve in protecting your underground society.

-
o
- -

Black belongs only Lo elites with kelp in their tentacles. It speaks of their
history, talent, and skill to reach a high position of power. Their choices determine
where you go and what you do. Follow every order without guestion. Bow for they
are the ones you must ook up to be. To represent the absence of light that you all
Fight against so that one day, you will see the surface again.

Magentais the color of life in the domes. It is the color you all share so that no
one else is harmed by another. Together as one people, loyal to the great 0 Shogun.

Then it all changed when new colors that yow've never seen before entered
the domes.

You didn™t know their hames at the time, but you knew of green. Green was the
shade of your siblings” eyes. OF the weapons who you helped defend. The spicy taste
of wasaki that you decorated your Food with. [t was the staple of your nation.

This green hurt when it hit you, but it was not the green that sung to you,
That changed when the pink idol came to Octo Canyom.

The pink siren sung, and youw were Filled with joy. There was a hew hope for the
dornes. A light brought to your lifeblood with the stars she encouraged you Lo wear.
Evenin the absence of light, her pink glow made you want more Lo life than red.

Then came the green siren, awvoice o serene that it hit you with g wave of
calmbess. There was sadness init, but also a hope. A hope that grew with every note
as the battle went on.

Hhen they both sung together, you saw a color unirnadginakle,

Mo harne left your tongue as none came Lo mind. The shades armong it made
Your heart soar.

Youleft to the surface after that. Searching ohce again For that nameless
vibrant hue.

Only Lo see it upon the day you arrived on the surface alone armong Fellow de-
serters.

There you saw it high in the sky. a glowing ring armmong a bright object that
burned your eyes.

Just for those few minutes, you watched as the ring disappeared but hot the
okbject. The sun welcomed you with its warmth, and you accepted this new life.

But this new life was not eqsy on your mind. It had overwhelmed gou with the
hew colors it bled. Hhen you only knew of three names, there were hundreds of
shades to just one hue. Each with their own dif Ferent name, meaning, and desire, [t
was an unspoken language of the surface, and you had tolearn it.

To choose what color would speak that is you,




Soyou First started with g pink o hot it was luminous. 1t woas eye—catching, and many
cephalopods rushed to your side to chot after o turf match, Some made you blush with their
compliments, others left you speechless with their own appearances. You wished you khew
the words to describe how you Felt, to tell your new Friend of how his smile made your insides
shake around like a Sgues—G wheh it's Found ink to clean wp. But the attention your new color
brought eventuclly becarme too much, your energy for the days drained. So you switched
your hue tored, hoping people wouldn . assume you to be extroverted,

Red was familiar; it represented home. Hew octolings from the domes wore it, and
squids seemed to catch on, thinking it was a trend. You didn ™t have the heart to tell your new
friends that it meant more than just a stylish Fad. Hhenin reality, red was ot the core of all
of your life. ln the domes, society was rewvolving around the hue, Even on the surface it still
did arnong the weird sguid—-shaped berries you had for breakfast at the farmer’s market. So
ruch FulfFilling food thot youw never could hove imagined tasting back at home.

But then you Found yourself in a stump. You left that home to Ffind a new life. Ped was
your hue then, and now you were wearing it again with a frown onyour face, The past was
then, and as much as you missed the comfort of it, you were motivated to find something
FiELd.

Soyou chose g new color that you took during o turf moat.ch, & color named orange, o
rix of red and yellow, s sweet and sour as the Fruit, and truly o shade of healing. Hhen you
First sprained your leg after tripping on your roller, it was the orange goldfish who provided
you comfort as she placed ice armong your injury. Drange was the color of the frozen mango
drink thot soothed your sore throot. [t was the color of the condles that gave of F o cit-
rus—sweet scent s you cried Lo your therapist about how you missed everyone you Knew
back in the dormes. Hishing you could share in all these experiences with them.

But you found yourself unakle towear orange longer than o Few days. lhyour head,
you didh L deserve towear g color of healers. Soyou let go of the redin your ink and changed
your hue to yellow,

Hith yellow, you Felt like the day could newver end! For youw would motch the sunlight and
ke alight for others when their days were dark. Giving talks Lo other octarians moving onto
the surface. Smiling ot your neighkbors as you planted a new row of yellow hyacinths in gour
piots. A long s you were around, no one had to worry about being sad because you would
cheer up their doy!

Yet, you could not wear the yellow hue Forever just as the smile on your Face eventu-
clly prained you, You told your therapist you wanted toalways be hoppy and shine just like the
s which welcormed you with its golden glow, So positive that you learned it was possible to
ke too positive From your therapist. That you needed Lo let yourself be sad too.

Soyou decide tolet alittle blue into your ink, making the color green.

Green wash't g bad hue, but it reminded youw of the moss growing in the domes. The
first real sense of nature you got thot wasn™t some artificial grass that hurt iF gow lied
down ohit the wrong way, 1t was nature’s connection reaching downinto the earth so that
you all would khow you're not alone,

Mow on the surface, you kKnow you're not as you walk along the trails of ML Hantai's
forest. Listening to the birds chirp as the wind weaues through leawves, Greehn was every-
where, for it was nature, and you Felt youw could blend right in. That if you laid down wpon
bushes and roots, you too would rmatch right along. Vet there was just that lack of connec—
tion thot made you change your hue once you were gifted o paint set,

Turguoise was what your best friend wore, and so youw matched him as you painted the
vibrant blue seqs. He dazzled you with the magic of making his pet pigeons appear out from o
hiat, and you showed your paintings of the ocean inreturn. Your tentacles curled with glee as
crt becames your hobby, bt gou did not Find yourself enjoying just keeping to the light blue
iy longer. So you et your ink darken as the sun descended into another night.
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Indiggo was the color of the night sky. The serenity of khowing that there would be o
ar tificial panels Falling down due to gnother power outage, These stars would shine bright
and never change For they would outlast even your lifespan. The night held stakility that you
learned For, but your indigo tentacles seemed to make others think you did not want to talk.
It lasts g wesk before a change happens without gou knowing.

You don't know why, but gou wake up one day to see your hue has shifted toviolet, &
bright purple hue compared toindigo, but not s red as the magenta pools ot the bottom of
Doto Conyon, Youw're akble to change it, but find yourself coming back toit every so often as
your mood goes sour when someone asks who you are.

Most of the surface world talks with hues, but you cant. Hone of the hues you wear
fit you just as the others around.

Today, you don™t know how Lo explain it to the eyes staring ot youw. They're your
friends, you trust them, but you're afraid to speak up. You lost the conversation long ago

when they talked akbout visiting o parade, but when their gttention came Wpon You, you pan—
icked.

S0 you Fun.

Yourun as Fast as you can, down streets and alleyways. Your coiled tentacles o stark
white, absent of any hue as the air leaues your throot.,

Hhy couldn™t you ke like the others? They could pick o color thot perfectly spoke who
they are. And yet you just could not. Just wearing one for too long evoked g visceral sense
of Lronghess.

Hho are you™?

The lost dome octopus, who con't even stand towear red because it brought forth

too many memories? Hho couldn™t wear yellow on a rainy day because thot's not how you
felt? fAn octoling with jet black tentacles in the mirror thot caoused you to Flinch and hide in
fear thaot the military was going to come back For g deserter Lo wear a color such honor in
disgrace?

Moyke, you aren’t someone™

Jdust a nobody who could never be someone.

You're alone in this world of color becouse you don™t belong—
“Hey!™

You look up tomeet eyes wWith pupils of stars.

“Are you Feeling okay?™

Your head shokes. Hhite tentacles coil ot the edge of your vision,
She crouches down Lo your level, “Hhat's the matter?

Hords leawe your throot before you can properly think of an excuse tomake the in-
kling lecwe you ke, “ think.. 'm lost.”

A hond reaches out, "Ho worries! | can help gou Find your woay.™
Eyes blinking, you take her hand.
“.. Canyouw help e Ffind o parade My friends are there”

The stranger smiles and helps you Lo your Feet, "Thaot's perfect, ‘'cause I'm going oo
prarade tool | got o cousin to meet, but she's aluways late Lo stuff, sol'm ot worried.”™

You tilt your head in confusion. She giggles inresponse.

“Sorryl It s just that you Femind me o lot of my girlFriends. They do the same gesture
when they're curious about whot | said,” she explains, leading youw out From the alleyuway.

You're speechless as you keep pace with her, Her tentacles sparkle from faint sun-
light hitting the glitter on them.




But thot's not whot got your attention.

Mo, it’s the color of her tentacles that make you stare. Yow've never seen someons
wear colors like this before.

Pinik, yellow, and blue, withlittle dots of the three all together.

In e f war, yow've seen people with two hues, but this was dif ferent. This was out-
side of battles in the heart of the city.

You open your mouth to ask the inkling o guestion, but feel the words die ot the back
of your throot as you both step out onto g scene of color,

Flags were raised high in the area as sealife of all types daonced around to music that
shakes your hearts. & pair of 0Js play together on g booth on top of o float. One wears a hat
with yellow, white, purple, and black bands wrapped around it. The other has long tentacles
pulsing to the beats with o cyan, pink, and white,

O arnother Floot, q duc of cephalopods threw o manta ray decorated with blue, red,
cnd black stripes into the ir. In fact, both cephalopods wore the same stripes on their
outfits, but their tentacles were qwhole different set of colors. Instead of just three, the
inkling was wearing Four stripes being; black, gray, white, and purple with yellow rings. Then
there was the octoling with; pink, white, purple, and blue with white rings. 4n entire set of
five thot just blended right together seamlessiy.

It s astonishing!
“Locks like we're in the right place!™

You turn tolook ot her as she lets go of your hand. She gives g small wave, you Freturn

“Good luck Finding your friends! See yol™

fnd of £ she goes into the crowd of seqlife, Following after the float with q trio, Gone
arnongst o sea of colors, but not in your mind.

You look around some more armnongst the parade and see it on top, o Float covered with
flags of the shades you have seen.

Shining with beauty, glory, and all the warmth that you remember that came withit
s the hameless colar.

Mo, thot wash't right.
You khow the waord nod.
& raifnkboL,

Mot o single color, but o spectrum. Hewver truly being just one, instead a Flow with no
Stop.

You Feela shift of ink around your tentacles as your mind gathers mixtures of hues
to Form a rainkbow amongs t them. Moving Fluidly From one end to another with no one color
sticking in place.

This is what you are.,

You are not one hue,

Your life does not hove toresolve of o specific shade or an absence of any color. To
fit into g box made by others, staying forever just for the safetyin numkbers.

Mo, you're a hue ever—changing, vivid, and full of life.

Inthe end, you're you.
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Callie slurps her soda as she keeps reading her hew script. She got the lead in An-
gy Clowns WS Killer Hails and Callie loved those books as aninkkblot. They're planning to put
ir big rusical numkbers, and Callie’s never been more excited. She's already memorized the
song about tracking down killers. She caon™t wait to learn khife—throwing. She’s dreamt
about honking her giant red nose. She was born to play Paddy Hhack.

Sure, they may be making a new story for the movie instead of copying one of
the books, but Callie doesn’t care. This will ke great. Taking the clown car through city
streets with the entire clown precinct crammed in with her. Using acrobatics she
learned from the trapeze artists to break into the inn rooms while her trusty sidekick
Inkzo juggles q distraction...

———They kis=.
Mo
Mo, they do not.

Callie rereads the page, just toseeif she misunderstood. Paddy’s true love is
comedy. She and Inkzo are friends. Inkzo helped Paddy earn her red nose in the first book.
Paddy rescued Inkzo's trusty pet sealfish from becoming sashimi. There’s newver been
even o hint of romantic tension between them.

———They kis=.

Callie throws the script across the room. [t hits the wall with a satisfying thud
ahnd Falls to the ground. Hone of the pages Fall out.

Pity.

Marie knocks—Callie knows it"s Marie, Marie knows she doesn’t have to knock, so
Callie rmust sound particularly angry. “Youw okay ™ Marie calls through the door,

Callie gets out of her comfy script—reading chair, kicking the reclining part closed
kefore yanking her door open. I need something stronger than soda For this.”™

“Milkshakes it is.”
This is why Callie lowves Marie.

Marie leads her into the kitchen, where Callie sits ot the table and sulks while Marie
starts up their blender. Callie makes grabby hands ot the shakes when Marie brings them
over, grakbs hers, and slurps through the straw until she has brain freeze, "0l

“Every time!l™

It s tradition.” Callie clutches her head with both hands and groans.

Marie laughs ot her. “So, what’'s got you so angry you're throwing scriptsT™
Callie closes her eyes, "It's stupid,” she mutters. "l should've expected it.”

“Don’t tell e they made the clown—detective chapter books into o gritty B-rat—
ed mess.” Marie slurps her milkshake. "Thaot'd be like Fresh Fishin Friday the Eighth.™

Callie chuckles. “ou say that like Fresh Fish isn’t already a murderer.” She reaches
into her milkshake with her fingers and pulls out o chunk of strawkerry. “"Ho, they added
o romance between Paddy and Inkzo.™

Marie roises her eyebrows. ' not surprised. They'll use any excuse to add a ro-
mance For mass appeal.”™
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Mot my appeal,” Callie shaps. She shakes her milkshake, "And if | don't like it |
khow others don't. | thought, [ was Ffinally getting o big role without a kiss, and then
they shoshorn Paddy inwith inkzo.™

She sucks down her milkshake, gulp after gulp, until brainfreeze hits and she has
tostop and clutch her head.

Marie watches her. “You spent three months trying to set up Pearl and Maring
without realizing they were already dating, so | know you don't hawve a problem with
romance,” she says. “And you like kissing—"

“like mistletoe,” Callie protests. "There's a dif Ference.” Her head feels hetter,
ahd she leans back in her chair. “Bomance is fine, | guess,” she says. “I'd rather have o
rilkshake. And | really thought | wouldn™t hawe to kiss anyone, it’s part of why | took
the role. But | hate that there can’t be anything without it and | hate that they ruined
perfectly good Found Family to showve Fromance in™

Marie takes a sip of her own milkshake, “So, are you going to complain akout it, or
co something about it

Callie =miles.

“He need to talk akbout the kiss,” Callie says, walking straight into Director Ha—
rill’s of fice with o suitcose.

"Hhat akbout it? he says. "You're q seasoned actress, it goes with the territo—
ry. And this is gimed ot Kids,” he says. "There won’t be any tongue.™

Callie thanks Cod for small favo—wait, she’s getting sidetracked. “The proklem,”
she says, "is you're taking a romance—free franchise aimed at inkblots aged eight-
through—twelve ahd rmade romance the most important Feature, Mot the crime inves—
tigation, not the zany circus antics. Rormance.”™

“Hell, yes,” he says. “The romance market is a huge, dominating force, He'd be
fools not Lo play intoit.”™

"Romance fans,” she says, "are not the ones who want to watch the clown de-
tective series. Children are. And any fans of the series willbe upset to see it ruined like
this.”

He raolls his eyes. "Adding romance ish't ruining angthing, Callie. Youw're being ridic—
ulous.”™

' Fire with romance,” she says. She thinks, “Just not between Paddy and
Inkzo.™

“The two main characters have plenty of chemistry—"

Callie’s used to agent work and dynarmos, but it takes both hands to swing her
suitcase onto his desk, where it makes awvery solid thud and explodes ot least one pen.
She unzips it with a Flourish, revealing books. Many, many books. Mot every book in the
series, but all the ones Callie cwns, “Vou want this to have long-standing appeal, you
wanng stick with the books,” she says. She grakbs one ot Frandorn, hoists it up, The Case
of the Ped Herring. “In this one, Paddy calls Inkzo her brother in make—up.” She grakbs
aniother. “Inkzo refers to Paddy as his sisterinwigs.”

“ldon’t see what this has to do with—"

"l the very First book, and this mowvie’s supposed to smash together the first
ten, the Clown Cakal has them sign o contract of core values.” She opens the book Lo
the appropriate page. "It notes that anyone in the cabal is Family, and should be-
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—treated appropriately.”

The director showves ot the suitcase, but isn’t strong enough to mowve it.,
Callie rolls her eyes and rezips it before swinging it of £. 7You think you know bet-
ter than our script writers? Fine,” he says. "The author didn’t negotiate for right
of rejection on the script, solegally | can’t contact her. He’ll start shooting other
scenes, and youw've got q week to convince me of something else.”

A week. Mot what Callie hoped for, she was hoping to get rid of the kiss en-
tirely, but it’s her best shot.

Callie0Of ficial: Hey fans, weird regquest and | don’t want you to read too much into it.
Calliedf Ficial: Sorme of you have gsked me why | don’t take aduvantage of iy Farme
Calliedf Ficial: Free tickets toWahoo Horld or meals at restaurants or whatever
Calliedf Ficial: Hell, I'mn gonna try to take advantage today

Callie0f ficial: because my ten—year—old self always wanted to meet Beta Sakana
Callie0Ff ficial: her books were my FAVORITE.

Callie0Of ficial: anyone out there who can make that hoppen?

SquidSurfer: Omicod the clown books? [ loved those!

InkEater: | got a signed copy From when | was hine.

LuckyLia: They're part of the reason | learned to juggle.

MarieldfFicial: Seriously, Cal? This is your big plan?

ClownCabal: | think | can help youw out. OM me.

e
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If you'd told Callie that ClownCabal was actually run by her Foworite childhood
author, she would ve laughed ot them. As it is, Callie sighs autographs For each of
her grandsguids and agrees toattend the birthdoy party on Saturday. And only
Fansguids alittle,

“"Honestly, lwas surprised tohave you seek me out,” Beta says. She pours
Callie another mug of tea and puts a plate of fresh baked cookies on the takle
hetween them. "l khow lots of Kids read my stories, but it’s still a surprise to be L
called o Favorite author, and 've been a Fan of your group for years.”™ .

Callie’s ears twitch and she can Feel herself blush. “You hawes™

“Absolutely.” Beta says. “love fresh takes on old things. Calarmari lnkantoa— .
tion’s a song as old as ink, it seems, but [ don™t think I'd ever heard it remixed, just %
wpdated with hewinstruments or changed to a hew key. You and Marie are ewvaluing
it right along with us.”™

Callie takes a sip of her tea to keep her composure. “Thanks.
Nowved your stories as a Kid—still do. The ideas that you can use
the ridiculous to cover wp el jJust as easily Gs You can use nor-
rmal life comes into my mind a lot.” Like whenever she’s with the
HSE.

Beta smiles. "I'm glad.”™

“ldidn’t just come here to get tomeet you, though,™ . §
Callie admits. “It"s stilla secret, but 've been cast as Pad- (on ! . \
dy in the upcoming movie, and they’'re trying to put her in w,
a romance with lnkzo, 'm trying o Figure out how to stop ’
it A B

Beta shorts, "Should wve expectedit, really. Honest-
Iy, they should be thankful For the representation.”



Callie frowns. "Bepresentation™”
“Hhen did you stop reading the books?"
Callie thinks back through all her copies. 7l think | was on Forty—eight or for-

ty-nine whenllearned to shift and became toointerested in turfing. Hot rmuch
time toread between that and a singing career.” And the NS5,

“And children aren’t khown for picking up on subtext,” she agrees. “You
should reread therm ot some point, Inkzo s downright Flirting with the Mirme Maraud—

Ry

er.

The villgin in at least half the books, g key member of the Silent Saboteurs
kehind rmost crimme in Comedy Land, and the averall villain of the mowvie, "0k, that’'s
excellent,” she says. The director can set Inkzo up with the villain and leawe her
alone.

"OFf course, they may still try to set Paddy up with someone,” Beta says.
TAsexualityishn't as easily spotted as other sorts of gqueerness.”

Callie frowns again. “Hait, that’'s in there?”

“Houldn't be surprised if you hadn™t heard of it.” Beta adds sugar to her teaq,
"Most people see it as celibacy, if theywve heard of it at all. She’s aromantic as well,
ook therm both up. There's areason she'd rather watch comedy than romance.”™

Callie takes adeep breath. “Sex is fine, but | prefer cake to kissing,” she
says, and swallows. She’s not out Lo many people.

Betareaches across the tabkle to cover Callie’™s hand with her own, “ou rmay
just be perfect for the role, then™

"It s q big thing,” Callie says.

RS

rou’re making it bigger thanit has tobe, Cal.”™

"I'rn not!™ Callie spins around and paces the other way. Marie hates when she
does this, going up and down the hall like o caged lionfish, but this isn’t o conversa—
tion they could have outside evenif it weren’t raining. “Coming out is huge.”™

"t wasnt huge when it was—"

"l didhn't get halfway through the sentence when you told me you knew al-
ready, rolled your eyes, and said | wasn™t blaming you For the mistletoe” She stops
piacing to Flop on the couch, where she turns sguid and curls upin Marie’s lap like
dudd, “Youwere eqsy. You were safe”

Marie doesn’t say anything, doesn’t mowve, and Callie uncurls enough Lo look
Wp ot Marie and see her staring straight ahead, wide—syed.

Callie =macks her with o tentacle, "Oon’t do thot! OF course you were safe.
Youw're my sister.”

Marie flushes green and runs her hand over Callie’s head. “Thanks,” she
says, coudghs, and clears her throat, 7t means a lot.”

)
ﬁ "t wias also a lot easier than coming out togramps,” Callie ad-
f: rits. "l explainedit, and he just nodded and said he was sure I'd Find
”" the one. | don’t think he got it.”
-
H \9) “"He's been asking me if | prefer chocolate or strawberry ever since |
carne out as bi,” Marie says. "He's kinda behind on that. But he cares.”

She rubs Callie”s head again. "Huit chandging the subject. You ve come
out before.”™

"But it never stops,” Callie says. I'm tired of doing it, every time,
all the time. | don't think Deep Cut even khows, [mean, it's not like |
wialk around going “Hi, 'rn Callie Cuttlefish, singer and actress, and-
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i —by the way if lwas ranking my foavorite activities kissing would be some-—
. | where between hike rides and sky diving ™™

e e Marie snorts. “0h, you should try that., | wanna khow the Full tier list.”

“I'm seriouws,” Callie says. "It s worse because there’s no one to point at. Euv-
e _a eryone khnows Maring and Pearl are gay, like they khew Gentleman Googoo wWas gay,
~ | ondthere’slots of press whenever a trans persohis hired for a trans role. | don'
exactly hove ahyone tolook to For how to be aro, and even gueetr spaces expect
- you toalways be ace along with it!” She covers her face with her tentacles and

e ® presses herself further against Marie.

"Moo, Marie says. "But you could be the example.”
e 8 Callie considers that for o moment. Be the example...

e a "Hundreds of people already look up to you For being an auwesome singer, and

actress, and peppy fun personality,” Marie adds. "Hhy not add something else to
] thot

hill

i

e a “Some people may hate me,” she mutters.

e s "So0Y" She strokes Callie’s head again. “Some people will do thot no matter
whaot. Just like they hate me for stupid sguit. First rule, remember. Don't read the
-~ | comments”

T | Callie knows.

“And if it help, I'll start doing a gueer day onmy podcast,” Marie says. “l do
ten episodes amonth, making one episode about gender issues would give me more
rmaterial.”

Marie’s helping her, again. She takes o deep breath and uncouvers her eyes. |
can do this,” she says.

"Course you can,” Marie says. “ou're Callie.™

Unexpectedly Bueer Clown Cabal!
Callie Cuttlefish’s ARO To The Bullseye!
Hhat s the A in LGETRIAY It Sure Ain™t Ally—Just Ask Callie!

Dpening Hight doesn’t involve the red carpet, but this still Feels big. Callie
takes adeep breath and studies herself in the mirror.

Pink dress with black sequins, the reverse of her Sguid Sister’s outfit but
lohger, with a sheer black cropped sweater covering her arms and back. Marie’s in
a matching outfit beside her, as her “‘date’, because Callie can™t imadgine doing this
wWithout her.

Marie nudges her with one elbow. “ou ready™”

Callie opens the bottom drawer of her jewelry box & humber of earrings,
each just big enough to be noticed, greets her. She pulls out two dif Ferent ones. &
Flag, green jade white gray black. And an arrow, just to drive the point.

Her.

e 8.

Marie reaches past her, grabs her two earrings, and does the same.

“eah,” Callie says. She takes q desp breath and lets it out, loosening her
shoulders. "I'm recdy.”

----------------:__
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GRIM,
DO YOU THINK |

HAVE A CHANCE
WITH SILVER?

MAYBE | SHOULD
GIVE IT SOMETHING. S.‘
OH, BUT WHAT IF IT

DOESN'T LIKE IT?

NAH, IT’S A
GOOD GIFT.
| DIDN'T KNOW
YOU COULD
MAKE THESE.

| THINK,
| WANT TO BE
WITH FISHER.

NO, HE SHOULD
FIND SOMEONE
BETTER. WHAT DO
YOU THINK, GRIM?

ARE YOU AN IDIOT?
HAVE YOU SEEN
THE WAY HE
LOOKS AT YOU?

GO FOR IT!

LIL TIP, ITS ROOM IS
FILLED WITH PLUSHIES.
DO WHAT YOU WILL WITH
THAT INFORMATION.

I HEARD RINGS
ARE SYMBOLS
OF LOVE...

GRIM, THIS
WOULD WEIRD
TERRA OUT,
WOULDN'T IT?



| DON'T THINK YOU
HAD TO GO TO ME
FOR ADVICE.

THEY ALREADY LOVED YOU.

AH...WHATEVER.

I'M GLAD | WAS ABLE
TOHELP,










HEY, DAN?

You ALMoST DONE IN
THERE? | NEED To TAKE
A SHOWER-

REALLY-

UM- | WON'T LoOK IF
YOU'RE NoT DONE-

1< MEAN- [ DON'T
Y REALLY CARE IF |
' / SAW YOou NAKED OR
WHATEVER, NoT THAT
IT WouLD-

-ANYTHING.

rey__ e



No- No! I'M FINE!

Vv
1-I'M SORRY FOR
BARGING IN ON You
ANYWAYS- BUT I'M
REALLY FINE-

SHIT, YOU'RE NoOT
AFRAID oF NEEDLES,
> ARE You?

OH- HEY- I'M S0RRY.

JusT FINISHING up
HERE.

| GUESS I'M SURPRISED
MYSELF THAT Yyou
HAVEN'T WALKED IN ON ME
TAKING T YET, A5 LONG A5
IT's BEEN...

| HOPE You DoN'T
MIND. 1 USED To Do IT

IN THE LOCKER ROOMS,
L BUT | GOoT 50ME WEIRD
Looks...

HAH, WELL, THAT'S GooD...
| HAVE 50ME FRIENDS THAT
HAVE A PHORIA oF THEM.
WOULDN'T WANNA SCARE You
LIKE THAT...

You LOOKED KINDA
SURPRISED WALKING IN...

...WHY WoulD

1?2

IT's PRETTY
NORMAL.

\ N WELL, IT MIGHT

BE To You, BuT
NoT To OTHER

| DUNNoO. MAYEE IT'S PEOPLE.

JusT WEIRD For ME To

BE INTECTING MYSELF

IN A PUBLIC BATHROOM, ==

BUT | DIDN'T REALLY

HAVE MuCH oF A
CHolICE...

OH- YEAH- THE
BUILDING'S GoT A
HAZARD DisPosAL
RIGHT ouTsIDE

UM... Do You HAVE A PLACE
FoR ME To THROW THIS AWAY?
I'VE KINDA JusT BEEN SHOVING

THEM IN A PLASTIC BAG...




DOES THIs CHANGE

ANYTHING For You? POHERERE DEEP

INSIDE, YOU'RE STILL
PROBABLY GOING To RE
CoNsClous oF IT.

NOTHING CoulD EVER BE
THE SAME. PART OF You WILL
ALWAYS KNOW IT, No MATTER
HoW KINDLY You TREAT IT...

=5
Do You CARE THAT I'M NoT
THE GuY You PROBABLY
THOUGHT | WAS? I- | KNoW You'RE NoT THE KIND To
HoLD ANYTHING AGAINST 50MERODY
LIKE ME. IT'S JusT...

...THAT You THINK 1M
DIFFERENT NOW.
TAINTED WITH SOMETHING
STRANGE. THAT PERFECT
IMAGE oF ME THAT |
TRIED To GIVE You 15
NOW RUINED.

you CAN NEVER SEE ME
THE SAME WAY You DID
BEFORE, RIGHT?

I'M SCARED, HONESTLY.

AND | HATE IT. BECAUSE
OF THAT KINDNESS. You'D
TRY To MAKE ME FEEL
LIKE NOTHING CHANGED,
BUT You PON'T TRULY
BELIEVE THAT INSIPE.

YOU EVEN SAID THAT
EARLIER. AND THEN You
LOOKED AT ME WITH
THOSE EYES, TRIED To
AS5URE ME. IT'S PROOF
OF THAT.

I'M RIGHT,

EVEN IF You TRY To ACCEPT [/ ' T 0
IT, You WON'T LoVE ME THE : AREN'T I..%
SAME WAY You USED To. &

| NEVER WANTED To
TELL You. OR Fokr
You To FIND ouT. 1 B
PASS WELL ENOUGH
ANYWAYS-




{= | WOULD BE LYING IF 1

SAID 1T DIDN'T CHANGE

ANYTHING. BUT- BUT IT
NEVER MADE ME LOVE You

ANY LESS. | LOVE You
MORE THAN EVER- | WANT
To KNOW EVERY LAST BIT

of you-

¥ou SHoulD KNow
YOU'RE SAFE WITH ME,
AND | NEVER WANT You
To FEEL LIKE You NEED
To PRETEND To BE
SOMEBODY ELSE IN
FrRONT oF ME.

| WAS SURPRISED- NoT
EECAUSE | THOUGHT IT WAS
STRANGE, OR ANY BULLSHIT
LIKE THAT- BuT BECAUSE You
HADN'T TRUSTED ME WITH IT
EARLIER.

I'M HERE To TALK To You. To
LIGTEN. To ACCEPT ANY FACT
oF You, ANY HARD TRUTH, ANY
SECRET. | WANT You To HAVE
ME AS A SHOULPER To LEAN
ON. A HAND To HolD.

| PROMISE You THAT.

AND | NEVER- EVER- WANT You
To THINK THAT You'LL LOSE MY
LoVE JusT BECAUSE oF WHo You
ARE. | LOVE You. | LOVE THIS You,
THE REAL AND TRUE You. YOU'RE
BEAUTIFUL AS You ARE.

)= Lol
(S fmtru__f—E=
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Trigger Harning for: Implied Suicide Attempt., Implied Child Abuse

Last Edited: 5/24/24 | Collapse?
Hhat don't youw khow about e by now’?

LAlot, Hhat am | even saying?

Today, lunlocked one of those secrets For you. lwatched with crystal tears as my
frame cracked in front of you, shattering into uncountakle pieces. Animage of me de—
stroyed. Vou khnow, Because you walked into the bathroom by aoccident.

And thot s what you wanted. You told me to not keep a single thing From yow. And | trust
you with those fragile facts, that if they slipped from the delicate threads of whispers
between our minds, would lead Lo my Fuin.

Ah. I'rn being poetic. Or whatever, You're better at writing than me, aren’t you™ You're o
Iyricist, after all. | sound really Fucking stupid.

It s been a while since | wrote something. Journaling. One of the many, many secrets Ul
keep locked somewhere with the key tossed away. Youw’ll probably never see this, and
thank Cod you won™t.

[owe you, and that's o truth, But thot feeling isn™t exclusive,

Because what IF | was mad ot youw today For that? So mayke yow made amistake todo
that, and it was my bad For not locking the door or telling you toleave, and it was my
Fault for deciding to doit here, but why am | blaming myselF? Hhy do lbreak rmyself for
you' And why, tellme WHY do you act so nice about it? Hhy should such o kind gesture
ke me want Lo puke? &nd if you don’t bring it up at all, why does that make me nou-
SEousT

| just want to Ffucking be normal and leave this Fact about me somewhere in the trash
where | told you. It matters salittle, yet somuch.

Dirnrmed light s will hopefully conceal his secrets. Phone to the lowest brighthess,
curled up under the covers on the left side of the bed. Hell, mattress on the floor. &
cormmon stance For him since he arrvived ot Hachi’s apartment months prior. The thin
cotton of the pillow casing underneath his head is dampened with tears (and probakly
shot), and it’s gross and slides on his cheek, but why would he care? They're empty bodi-
Iy Fluids with nothing to say anymore, because any of those tears were long since emp—
tied of emotion.

That was.. threes hours ago. Dutside next to the garbage. How Fitting for his ermotions at
the time.

The tips of letters poke out from the bottom of his screen. An “L™, an “E”. Then
fFive numkbers.

Last Edited: 672323, View?
LA distraction would be hice, whatewver the hell this is.

He swipes up on the cracked glass of his screen protector, skin picking up the
Fidges of the cracks.

Tirme is anillusion.

= L = - =" - - = - W W W W W W




Last Edited: 6/23/23 | Collapse™
I'rn hiot really ready to say goodibye, but | don't think anybody ever is.

I'rn gonnG miss the tearm’™s apartment, as much of a pigsty as it was. | liked eating instant
rarmen ot 14N on paper plates that we forgot to even throw away. Chugding ensrgy
drinks (and that one time where we took shots and all threw up) and playing Splat Bros
and yelling at each other that we were cheating (even though none of us khow how to
jgilbreak a console, I anykbody it’d be me from the half o year | took of comp Sci courses,
ldidn t really pay attention though, and if youw're about to say lwasted money, it was
free. Community college.), waking up at 5 AM to go to practice together.. Okay, mayke
hiot that last one. Hirono was aluays the one to wake us all up. He's really the life of the
party— or team— party’s also o synonyrn— | need to stop adding tangents— got us up and
e lallgle

Ill rniss him the most out of everybody. | Feel bad. | didn™t rmean For this toreally be o
“breakup” sort of scenario, and it really wasn't For either of us. He took it really well,
ahdd it was amutual thing. and F'mookay with that,

He's beshn with me For over 8 years by how... But who's to say a friend can™t be as close?
It"s niot qlakel thaot counts. [t7's the bond we howe,

"ve got his hurmber, and 've Kinda been sparnring hin since | got on the shinkansen. The
view is nice, and it looks like we’ll be in touch.

L Etill can't help but miss his warmth, That one thing | had before anygthing.

~Pgllz2]3

Last Edited: B/ 22/18. Yiew?

Last Edited: 5721714 | Collapse?

| Finally rmowved out. I'm really so Ffucking relieved that they lowered the age of emanci-
pation to 16 That s a really long phrase, but | Forgot the shorter version of it, soit’s
whatever,

| dicdn™t really hawe much to bring with me, to be honest? Me and Hirono hawve been dec—
orating our team’s apartment, and | already slept there half of the time angways. |
dicdn™t howe much to bring except my meds, blanket, and pillow. And o couple copies of the
Shonen Super jurnp. 've been collecting them for a while under my bed.

| thinkkk the last thing | hawve to do nowis get my legal narme changed? That s gonng be
o pain in the ass. ' gonna howve to get all of my records reissued, my credit card, ry 10,
but it’s better than hothing.

- That s what they called me before. | don’t khow how they chose the hame.

Supposedly, it means Tstraight and beautiful™? Really Fucking ironic, but wkho am | to
talk? My life’s been one big satire thot I'm actually starting to turn around now. | think,
ot least.,

A wias gender neutral. | checked online. | don't like it either way.

Hhat Thate, more than anything about it is just because it’s a reminder of the prison
of the ald life | was in Sneaking in and out: breaking out, arguing with gy parents: Fights
with the wardens. | guess the one dif ference was the Food.

| wish they liked me more. O aoccepted this. Because then I'd still hawe that warmth it my
stomach to carry with me, and it wouldn™t Feel so rotten.



Hhotewer.

Fuck, and then surgery and HRT. | really hope insurance pays for that, because then Il
ke paying out of pocket, and | dunno if the rest of the team’s gonng be <o happy with me
taking o huge cut just to Ffund my surgery. Big deal, Hirono will prabakly vouch For me. But
thot’'s in two years. 1sh.

-Pgll2]3..

Last Edited: 5/28/12 | Collapse?

| really need to stop trying to tellmy parents. They keep Forgetting (as if they even
cared it the first place) and they always end up yelling. | think it's been like six times now,
and hot q single time has stuck, Even it we had full blown argurments, 'm lucky that they
haven t belted me or some shit like that, but then 'd be able to tell somebody. 1t sucks. |
went to the hospital o couple days later. Hhy do | care so badly about what they think?

B

R R EEERE R EEREE®EREEN:
X y -

"'ve been back for ot least two months now? They always discharge me af ter like q week,
Or =0.l asked Hirono to get me a binder since he already has a debit card (Lucky. His mann
seems pretty chill.) and | ended up trying it out in the schoal bathroom. Painin the ass to
put on, but it’s better than two sports bras together. Breathing sucks either way, but
what can you do? Hothing. | keep it in his room and wash it in the sink, and luckily his mnom
dossh’t care. Even when | sneak in through his window. Climking up to his apartment also
sucks, though, and ry rom allays asks me why my haonds are scroped. | just tellher | Fell
on the sidewalk.

| don't know iF she beliewes me.

-Pg1]2]3..

Last Edited: 5/19/12 | Collapse?

Hirono helped me cut iy hair gesterday. Only an undercut, because my parents would kill
me. It still looks as ugly as usual, but he tried his best and we laughed o bunch akbout it
He'd rmake a better hairdresser than me if anything. | really wannag get a side part with
one side showed- it’s basic, but | kKinda like it to ke honest, 1t°d probably work well with
the hair | already have, anyways. A& dumb bob haircut. lused to wear ponytails because
they were practical, | guess. And rmy rmom liked therm on me. The hair ties with little ao-
cents were cute, The pearls and the thin ribbon bows were my Ffovorites. |hated the
stupid ones with the wooden balls though. | don™t know who thought those were o good
idea, because they were really, really darnn ugly.

They don’t really Fit me anyrmore. Fy rmom was okay with me cutting my haiv shorter, but
I'rn = tillin the same place as lwas before. If not, lower,

Last Edited: 2/18/12 | Collapse?

| don't khow what to tell them, because | don't khow if | even have o reason about why 'm
about Lo do this. | don't khow anymore. Everything feels so wrong. | Feelwrong. There's
something inherently incorrect about me, like anything divided by zero. Undefined. Mot
piossikle.

| hope rmom liked spending those hundreds of dollars on moath courses For me, because
she won't have to spend anything else For me. Il be gone in the blink of an eye.




| don™t care if I'myound. IF I'm “only 127, Take me seriously for once.,
The one person | trust Lo find this, Hirono.,
Hhen the tide rolls over, don't Forget me.

Stay by my side.

“..Hey, Dan?™
The door slightly creaks as it slides open, a sliver of golden light slicing through the
darkhess. It"s blinding.

He’s shaking. The tears are back, the color of his emotions undefined, divided by
Zeto Sunken into the mattress with the weight of the world, lower than swver. Uncakbls
to bregthe Hhois he now, back years and years of progress, heart heawy with his own
wordsT & child s, of all?

Hachi hadn ™t broken him, the guestion hadn't broken hirn, He was already broken
from the start.

“mn really sorry. kot barding in earlier. | didn t— -7

& soft sigh sounds from the other side of the door, and Danjiis just barely keeping
his unsteady breath quist underneath the covers, hose suf focating him with mucus,
face wet and salted tears slipping past the crack in his lips.

=1 think | Forced you to tellme. | Ffeel bad, because the minute | saw those tears,
limmediately knew | did something wrong. Everything | said and say now— | really mean it—
bt | want-="

Hiz waice.

“dwant you to trust me. lwant to khow how you Feel, because those emotions
are real. They're defined, even as messy as they are.

lwant to stay by your side.”™

Last Edited: 5/31/24 | Collapse?
As lam wholwas before, and always willbe, as | change.

Stay by my side, as the tide rolls owver.
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After over six months of hard work from our moderation team and our
contributors: e are so, so happy to present the culmination of our tearm’s
efforts! Our contributors especially poured their whole heart.s into their
pieces, and made such beautiful works that truly spoke to their individual
experiences as members of the gqueer commmunity.

0OFf course, with all of our moderators also being a part of the LGETR+
commuhity—He really appreciate your immense patience, and kKindness as we
worked together on this project. More than anything, we hope you were ghle
tofeel safe and heard as you stood up tomake a say alongside us—whether
through your art., or support.

He understand that the modern day is getting harder, and scarier for
o community— all around the world, with new policies, legislation, and hatred
spreading against the LGETRIA+ community. Howewver, from the start—— we
hiave aluays had o history of fighting for our rights and recognition as o
whale. From the Stonewall riots in Hew York, to the solidarity the gay and les—
hiah communities showed during the AlIDS crisis— even to today, as legislation
grows stricter around our people— we will show resilience, and rmake our voic—
e heard. He hope that this zine is an example of this type of resilience.

The Splatoon community, even inits short—lived presence, has tended
tohe g safe space for gueer people. There's something about the message
of the game itself-The idea of self expression. Letting oneself be who they
waht, with no defined boundaries, even as messy as those expressions can
be- that tends toattract us. As Maring said- “Sometimes when colors clash
abd mix, Yo end wp with mud. But every how and then, you get to see a beau-
tiful rainkbow!™ OF course, the gueer section of the Splatoon community being
ohe of those rainbows. (As well as the flag, no pun intended). le‘ve fostered
o bequtiful, warm, and celebratory space dedicated to our peogple,

However, even in cormrmunities like this, there are always people out
there who don't agree. There's people youw’ll encounter who will push you down
just for being who you are, who will make you beliswve that there’s something
wrong with you, or that you're not valid. Even as deep as these words can
sting, sear into your skin, the resilience you show will always come Lo push up
abd against discrimination. Healing those wounds may be hard, but as we’ue
discovered, it’s always possible with enough time, support, and reflection.
He‘re called a community for a reason— a place to hold others upin times of
hiardshig.

Splatoon—related or not, we are proud to present q project that ampgpli-
fies gueer stories and voices from today. Reep Fighting, no rmatter how hard
it seems. He will, and have aluays, persevered in the face of oppression. Pro-
tect trans kids, and keep showing your pride.

- Sincerely,
The Spectrum Obligato Mod Tearn
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Frorm Kel- the host— | thank everybody who participated in the creation of this zine
tentold. lhour current doy and age, the social and political landscape of our world continues
to change surrounding the LGETRIA+ cormmmunity, and it’s more important now thon ever that
e continue Lo show our strength and resilience as g community. To be completely honest,
"'ve nearly been brought to tears several times reading throuwgh our subrissions. &8s o trans—
masc guy who's been through a lot of discrimination (and even during the creation period of
this zihe specifically), seeing such beautiful work surrounding queer identities has been so,
FsoX heartwarming and truly reminds me that 'rn not alone,

- Kel|Host and Farmatter

Hhat q zine tohost! Truly, Fve met g lot of wonder Ful Faces and learned about <o many
experiences and identities. Here's Lo morel Celebrate who you are, always and forewver, Pro-
tect trans Kids, trans rights, happy pride—and rouch lowel

- Kai| Co—host

The conflict between me and my gender is one if ot the most pivotal parts that make
me wholam as q person. Sesing so many people express this through their art and transform
it into o beautiful experience rather thon a conflict has been a highlight of this zine. Your
whigue dif ferences are whot your pride is based on! Hever let anyone tell you otherwise, and
make yourself be sesh.

- Mag | General Azsistance

Thank you all 2o rmuch for coming together on this project. The chance torepresent
my own experience has meant alot tome. |hope that you Feel that you hove gotten that
chance s well - the space be seen, accepted and celebrated. Trans people, gay people,
intersex people, LGETH+ people hawve aluways been here, and will always ke here. Happy pride
eueryahe!

- Erik: | &t Mod

Given the current state of the world, it’s heartwarming seesing o many people come
together for a project that's so personal For many of us. Thank you all, From the bottom of
my heart, for helping create and foster such a wonder Ful and supportive community. Hhen
things are as scary as they are now, community is the most important thing for us Lo hawe,
Fesp eachother safe, and keep Ffighting for what’s right! <3

- Emcar | Intern Mod

It rakes me so happy to see this many people all coming together toexpress them-—
selves. 've aluways hated hiding rmy true self, but given that live in  part of the US thaot gen-
etally izn’t particularly fond of the gays, being out of the closet in public (especially recent—
Iyl iz basically equivalent to putting a target on my back. Because of this, having this place
where | can openly ke rmyself with so many of my Fellow gqueers has been such a huge help For
me these past several months. | even figured out some new things akbout my own identity
too! Happy Pride, and keep looking out For each other y'all, we're stronger when we’re to-
gether!

- Belle | Organizational Mod
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(Pgs. d-5) (Pg.B) Pg. 7

Hoppu Pride Everyone! G Celebrate with he sakion my maru tili skmr iy cosi—ganda coty
the ones who see you Fully and love you pride rmonth
Qryuay — you don 't owe anyone o lakel X t @Eun‘ll‘ﬂl._pll'l'IE‘"Gl -

oF an explanation to be who you are, and REuUrnrnimelc “ @hDIFHE'I":'-_'I-E

want to be, Stay Strong!

Y 2Erakentrashbsky.social
(@K arenkm.art
X @ErakenTrash

ke = Pearl = YoaurbLoo

[Py, 130 Pgs. 14-15) (Pg. 190
Y all means all Splatoon helped me realize who | was & [lowe GaY IMEFISHI
Finally accept myself. lowve this games ride Flads
W EhozEuul with all iy heart & 'm super happy to B g
be o port of this! ¢ A 2 ourloc
X @kosirenn_
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Cinues € happy

rsky. social

alFerris

Jish thern miany

AfFerris

s Eggtaku
(Pgs.2-9,91)

Hhen life gives you egogs.. Plagiarize
arother popular gquote, and moke egg
juice!

X BEgangotaku
W @eqotakubsky.social

#Wice
(Pgs. 26-21)

There’s alot toalways say about be—
ing queerflgktgt, evenmore Lo just
being o person! Glad to share part

of ruine, and aluways remember to be
strong!

X t @uiyajo

+Lurmi
(Pg. 12)

i hiad =0 ruch Fun drawing For this
zinel much love to both the mods and
contributors, and thank you for the
opportunity to draw my souid kidsN

W © X @luramintz

+ Jurnio
(Pg. 220

Happy Pridell | can’t beliewve raking W H&RE-
Rkl into o butch leskhian is what Finally
got me investedin the Splatoon 23 promo—
tiohal characters.. right ot the end of
the game’s regular updoate cycle. But that
just means more gay cephalopods 1)

X t Y @jzketchlz
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» Parmhay & saltyyy

(Pg. 270 (Pg. 22) (Pgs. 29-3E)
Thank you =o much For giving me the Do thehings outol!oveliake thatgiesling in jouglear cicti oy LRI
a c a to anything! because loving is worth doing, even incorrectly, over
Dppnrtunlt"‘.” to dl"l:-iLnJ gur‘l FDF a F'FDJ_ ahd over again. Be kind, be considerate, be freel & BE YOURSELF! X n “ @ I
E'Dt-! """_""L You're worthit. There is no connection without an open heart, you E' G t' r-l
must be brave! Youmust be honest! You rmust be truel Someday
t “ @ g h o=t h a0 di = zomeohe is gonha be so soft and gentle with your heart, you're

gonng ke so glad you kept it open, you're goning wonder why you
ever thought about guisting it down.

t @Pamhouykyuzo

# kale Chip & palrmer A rnclal™

[Py dE] (Pgy. d7) (Piygs. d2-493)
Haoppy pride month to all my Fellow gay sea we’'re cosmically connected Y Le’re galactically i
creqture enjoyers <3 X @Flﬂh’l’ll"t-i X “ @ghl:ll.
X W @seafoodchip V¢ Zpalmrts bsky.social

t sermisentientseafood
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Fastrallun

(Pg. 370
Always be true toyourself and shine
brightle
yako
X Y¢ t @astrallum
iastrallum_art
@

» Lily Seuillc

(Pgs. SE-53)

Thertiined % He are together in this constant
fight to thrive more each new day.
AIf o Let's help the newer generations

feelmore safe, the same way our
past gensrations did For us today.

@iy, s ewilla
Y Zlilyzevillabsky.social
X @LilySevilla?

N w]alu]
(Pgs. 38-39)

I'mn =0 happy to hove worked on this zine,
so colorful and lowvely, Thope us quesrs
stay strong no matter what.

X t O @oephalocrow

+ BealBuar
(Pg. 550

So honored to hawve been able Lo work
with 2o many wonderful people ] &lso

| put rmiyself and my parther’s sonas
on iy piece S0 if you saw us and you
liked it you're gay now, by prosxy, hap-
py price

t Ricmundonewithoutyou



EontribuEos

R s G

> Moy Bee s [ k= bl » Pogriff

(Pg. 59 (Pys. BA-EZ] (Pgs. Gd-E5)

Hhatever your colours are, they're | %AJGIS o kit nervous to share my u?-un EpE— Heoppy pride!
beautiful YOU'RE beautiful Andihope  |1=Nee. scared of peoples reactions, but | W Enooriff s
thot you get to celebrate your pride BT PR RS e i
however you want. Have fun, smile o O FoyogogodSE beky social

ot and howe a good timne! - Moy,

¥t i@hurirming—bee—art
X @hurarming_bes_art

X @yogogodSE

» Lunc s Tuyet # Mo
(Piy. 790 (Pgs. 2E-23) (Pg. 2d)
Hello!l just waorted to S0y it was o plea— Cormpletely misunderstood pride Be kind to one ano
sure to work on this with everyone! Al of rmobth. Hho wants o buy 15 lion heads little time to chas
yall did so well! X u @tgp-:-tr‘ippr‘r‘ @mnjihnuie
¥ i2Lulumizchef O 2HajihousE

X @BLunarrischief

" 5 U U U0 U S EE S S U W
" e 508000 0E00000




k. social

ther, all we need’s o
= the blues auway ;)

LKL

(Pgs. 72-73)

This wias such o fun project to do and 'm
=0 happy to be able to share o kit of leshi-
an history as aleskian myselfl o~

X i@ikikicton

> aHdDYCAP
(Pg. 85)

Kizz your freelancers goodnight (on
the mouth)

X @Shddycdgp
t @shddycdp

# Bocket
(Pgs. 7d-78)
oh yeah gay ptide

X Y EHormphes

> e
(Pg. 26)

Hil I'rn Dew, o pansexual thoy artist who
hias been obsessed with Splatoon for owver
d years.. 'msolucky toget to be part of
this! <3 Happy Pride, everyone! Hever et
ahnyone tell youw who you arel

X @Oewss0rawings
W Bdewsdrawings bsky.social
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> Potator + Rudou
(Peys. 92-3d) (Piy. 95) (Pgys. 9E-181)
Happy pride month! This hna.heen such an |r'|t,e.rest|r.'|g ExpEri- OUGH this was o gc-_oc
encel This was one of my First zines ewver, about genderuoid id
“ t @Gll"l'Fl"iE'E- and has taught me o lot about working in someone else will rel
. o project with so many people and mowving understand themse
X @Dﬁ'FFIE‘E-dDDmEE- ports!l appreciated the opportunity and
experiencell Also happy pride. <333 X t “ @nuc

t X @dogsmBathie
[@oaninecuspids

= MAFIos
(P, 1)

Feep your faithin low

t Y @rmar

-------------
lllIllllll-lllllll




{ opportunity to talk
=Lty and hopetully
e Loy comic arndd
If better =0 YIPEE

[w1PE] W o

& Hillowkotts
(P, 187)

Thank you so much for letting me
hiawe the opportunity to join this
arnazing Zine!l LETS GO LESEI&HS

X @HilloHatts
¥ Fuillowkotts beky social

(Pgs. 185-183)

The LionFish crumbs in the background.
Mewer go ta Grim For lowve aduvice. [—kel

| agree with lionfishilowve lionfish GR-
GAGRHERA)

@_decentai_
t Y Bdecentai



AZUre
(Pgs. 18-11)

Given Splatoon’s themes of color, art and
punk culture, | Feelit’'s only natural thot
it's drawn o large queer audience. Don't let
aryone stop you From showing of £ your

natural hues, everyone! BOOYAH!

X @fzureMist
t @ortsy-azure
§¢ 2artsyazure bsky.social

; Ccreeperkun
[(Pg=. 16-12)

Hill just really lowe Mr. Grizz

t @zchezopuyopuyo

+ LPSwss
(Pys. BE-71)

They put crystals in the water that
turned the cephalopods gay. Thanks
for reading y'all Hawve o great pride,
ahnid remember to support your Fellow
queerfolk o

¥ ©) 2% @LPSu=S

FnderFl

(Pgs. 23-2E)

This is my first zine, and
out with! Everyone else”
are absolutely armazing,
included here with my ow
SLory.

8¢ @underflore
t @nonepizzal
X% RunderFlare

»Dizzy
(Pgs. 87-9&)

Let’s see how far 1w
el go, and who we’
good Pride and ko,
alone in this wast co

Y EDizzyunivel
X i@eryDizzy
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I Ence + Calour Fulhoid > Penewed Horizon

Pfp by @kakle_is _drawin

(Pgs. 48-45) N - b
G great one to start This fizis really personal to me, and | hope you all (pgi SE_SB:I
= contributions for this enjoy it! Happy pride, and may your joy be shared This has been an unparalleled experiencel Seeing
andd I'mn 20 proud to be wlith all the family in your life, o motter whot eyeryone give their all everydoy these past few
h experimental little shape! maonths has been nothing short of magical so |

q just wanno thank you bequtiful queers one last

B¢ 2% @Colourfulvoid L i g ;

nice bshky.social t @voi 1
= Woids—Colourful-Creations m :
. ehnewedHorizon

=F toir| W <@
Nce

+ EikaPrime

(Pgs. 182-18E)

e'ue come, where Man, | put Callie through so much sguit, but
IImeet. Have o G lohg as she's got friends and Family to
oL re nEuver support her she’ll aluays bounce back. Re-
rrnunity. rmember everyone: the Sguid Sisters lowve

you For who YOU qre!

=l .
t X @EikaPrime




> EerCate
I:F'-:_rs.. 122.122.127)

It wias o real pleasure to work on the Spectrum Obligatol It was my
very first zine and the experience was truly amazing, | hope to
take part inmore in the future !l had to keep my entire pitch and
drawings hidden because my parents aren’t very supportive of
all this. That's why it’'s soimportant for us to stick together and

Together, we can make a dif ference. Be proud of who you are, and
stay safe, everyone! &

Mserc.art
X @appsplat

proudly show the world our true colors. Love should win, not silence.

# Mullafic
(P 123)
“hiappy goy ot o

¥ X @Hullafic

> Zzakbokbzionek
EPgE.. 122,124

It"2 been such an honor to prepare something
for this zine as I'm also q part of the gqueer
comrunity. | had o lot of fun working on all these
icons and bookmarks, and [ hope you find these
usefull Feel free to tay me if you use theicons
oF post photos with these lovely bookmarks
printed out, I'd love to see therm all <3 Live loud,
stand proud and happy pride!

W X t @zabokzionek

(Pg. 1250

+ Hraiths

I had o blast working with everyone on this
zine, thanks for howving rme!

¥ t Fuwrcithsaort

J._.l_- e e e .
2 0 0 0B 00

» Gibbrykry
(Pg. 1250

Live, laugh, splat., happy pride ronth to all
inklings, octolings, urchins, and sea—ke-
ings!!

X (©) i@gibkbrybry
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+ Thirtesn = Mani

Py 1230 Pg.12d)
r you gay and stuf e “Hhat? & kaleidoscope? I'm not Five—" If 1 tell you guys | get my gender from the phone
will yall believe it? (it is very truel) Seriously
“ X @I"IDF:I‘E-t-i}i}{ thou, Mr. Brizz represents my sexuality (Bl and

Tartar represents my identity (Agender) and
that is why lrmust create icon for both of them.
| o you guys can be who youw are For every
pride month!

" 4 t @ronicracar

AU s Perifrog

(Pg. 1260 (Pg. 1280
hiappy pride everynyan wonderhoy Delivered by yours truly...
W @Lcokudrous pics X ¥ & @perifrog

IELaLacaku




Host + Formatter
Page Artist + Hriter (Pgs. M-121)

hachidan zine (pgs. 52, 52, 81,185, 118-113, 121, 1250 i love hachidan propa-
ganda anyways hachidan say gex or something. protect trans kids <3
X igkeru_kel

Y @kerukelbsky.social

» Rl

Co—host
Poge Artist (Pg. 5d)

Blackwhole propoganda in your Face, Once day they’ll take over the
Lokl arnd you'll know their names, Just you wait. Say Gex,

Y X O @K ailerooni

&t Mod

X @rnoyoncllze
Y Zrayonaiise bsky.social

+ Belle

Qrganizational Mod
Merch (Pg. 125)
think Fast! chucks my gay cephalopods directiy at Yot face

| . _ - i
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» Mag
Gereral Assistance

PEARLIMA IS LOVE PEARLIMA IS LIFE LIVE LAUGH LOVE PEARLIMS | LOVE LIOM-
EH AMO THEY THEMS

i@such._mag
X @zuch_mag
W ool beky. social

+ Ermcar

Intern Mod
Merch &rtist (Pg. 124)

lwas crazy once. Until they locked me in g room. & rubber oo, & Fukb—
ker room Filled with goy sguids. And gay sguids make me cra— #shot®

¥ X i@emcarsss

» EFik

Art Mod
Page Artist (Pg. B3]

Splatoon lore and headcanons insanity. Stained and Bleached Spla-
toon Fancomic 2825 new leak real lore unlocked caught in dB. Ugh
something about Pride.

W Boenerikosguid

Hriting Mod

this zine, too, is yuri
O 2= quidkicdnerd
t @uiclestarzd







Thank you o much
For reading!






