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    Gorou catches her in the middle of reading Sara’s latest correspondence, which is a brief and painfully blunt and belated notification of her engagement with the Yashiro Commissioner, who unto this very point in time, Kokomi had regarded with nothing but distant, but mostly indifferent, respect. It’s not the first time Gorou’s caught her pouring over Sara’s letters and it certainly wont be the last.

She knows that he has a copy of his own somewhere; she had seen that he had gotten his own letter from the general. She knows that he’s probably read it through already.

Their eyes meet and Kokomi waits, shoulder tense. 

As the days after the war turned to months, and then years, the relationship between the three of them has slowly shifted. Gorou and Sara had never truly held anything against each other aside from the fact that they stood on opposite sides of a war. But she knows that they carry deep mutual respect for each other’s talent and strength of character. They get along well, even if it is mostly in silence.

And as for Kokomi and Sara —

If this is the reason why the Raiden Shogun felt that ambition and desire would be the destruction of them all, Kokomi can almost understand. Kujou Sara is a marvel to behold. Kokomi doesn’t think she could ever get tired of talking to her. So many people describe her as strict, utilitarian, almost overbearing in her adherence to the shogunate’s established traditions and laws. During the war, Kokomi had only ever really known her at a distance — at first as this representation of everything in Inazuma slowly crushing, descending, squeezing and looming. She was the Raiden Shogun’s hand, her sword. Kujou Sara was master duelist who’s victories meant another would fall before the throne in a flash of lightning and a clap of thunder. If Kujou Sara was at the other end of a weapon pointed in your direction, you might as well consider it over already. That arrow didn’t need to leave the quiver to land a crippling hit to morale.

Kokomi still remembers the first time she ever saw Kujou Sara in the flesh. It was early still, in the war. It was not the first clash of the slowly forming resistance against the shogunate. But it was the first time that Kokomi had left Watatsumi. It was her first time on the battlefield itself, not at the back, not in one of the several hidden bases they had begun to establish. She had known that Kujou Sara was in the area. She had known there was a chance for them to cross paths.

Can Kokomi even consider that the first time they met? Kokomi had been several kilometers down the muddy slurry embankments, mud splattered all the way up her legs as she used her Vision to hold back shogunate forces to buy time for her people to escape; carrying their wounded and the Vision bearers who were trying to escape the island.

An arrow, metal tip glowing hot like a star, burst through one of Kokomi’s barriers and struck true to the calf of a retreating resistance soldier. 

It was not an impossible shot. It was just an improbable one.

Kokomi turned, and knew that there could only be one hand who could have launched that attack. And far across the field, across the roiling waves crashing against the shore, across the burning fires, across the continuing clashes of blades and limbs was General Kujou Sara. There she stood, the white front panel and sleeves of her Tenryou Commission uniform stark against the grey backdrop of the fight, a new arrow already glowing with electricity, metal heating to a blinding white. Kokomi threw a wave up as the arrow launched, whistling with heat and electricity, to explode in a gout of steam against the heavy wave Kokomi threw at it.

And just as that wave crashed under its weight, blocked from view by both wave and initial arrow, a second one skimmed just over the top of the crashing water. It was that barest glance of wooden arrow shaft against roiling sandy wave that caused the arrow’s trajectory to change, saving another soldier from the same fate as the other. The arrow still hit, but it didn’t lodge itself in his leg, it grazed past — still wounding, but not crippling.

What a shot. Kokomi turned again to see the archer, but Kujou Sara had already descended into the fray herself.

Marvelous, Kokomi couldn’t help but admit. Isn’t this a little much? Isn’t this a little unfair? Is this not unlike setting a fully grown wolf among newborn lambs? Or unleashing a typhoon against a pleasure cruiser? 

But did Kokomi not learn? Did she not slowly learn how to implement the strategies she had studied in theory in real time against the most worthy opponent anyone could ever ask for?

During the war Sara was her rival, her teacher, her partner — for all that every battle seemed to scrape itself against Kokomi’s nerves and confidence like the graze of some deep sea creature rising from the depths to tease your legs in unfamiliar waters, they were also, in an incredibly odd way, the beginnings of a conversation.

Every time they clashed Kokomi came away with a new lesson, and some new insight into the infamous right hand of the Raiden Shogun. And, if Kokomi is being particularly vain about it, she thinks Sara learned from her, too.

Kokomi would pour over maps of battlefields, she would scour reports and intercepted messages. What would Kujou Sara do? As though the war was no longer between Resistance and Shogunate, but Kokomi and Sara. As though it was not a thousand and more moving parts, but Kokomi and Sara sitting across from each other and trading blows.

What would Kujou Sara do? Kokomi would think as she arranged troops over the map. What would Kujou Sara do, after thinking what would Sangonomiya Kokomi do? And Kokomi would go hours through that ever looping process of who would do what. In Kokomi’s mind, she complied strategies and tactics, tricks and misdirections. She drew together a simulacra of the mind that’s been fighting hers and she would run through months worth of wars all in her head. She created a Kujou Sara in her mind that she would consult and reference and bounce ideas off of. That Kujou Sara was ever growing, ever changing, becoming alive.

Once, Kokomi remembers, there was a situation where they had pinned and isolated a shogunate squadron. The Resistance was not normally in the method of taking prisoners of war. Prisoners of war were expensive. They had to be kept alive and relatively well treated. Prisoners of war were only useful if they could be leveraged. You had to pick them carefully. You needed someone high up in rank enough that the other side would take notice and would want them back, would be willing to concede to have them returned. Ideally, you would also want someone with military intelligence. You wanted someone with prestige, with weight and reputation. These persons, as anyone could imagine were hard to come by. And harder to capture.

That was what made this particular situation so delicate. Did Kokomi dare to risk capturing this squadron? It was a good area, if the Resistance could gain ground here and take prisoners, it would be a good boost for both morale and their future strategic moves. Kokomi ordered her forces to wait. Confirm the identities of the pinned down squadron first. 

And then scouts in the area reported back just who, exactly, was among the squadron members.

General Kujou Sara.

Kokomi had to see that with her own eyes. Kujou Sara? Pinned down? Cut off? In the disadvantageous position? Impossible. What would Kujou Sara be doing so far away from possible support? Where was the rest of the platoon the squadron belonged to? It must be a mistake, or perhaps a trap.

So Kokomi went. She went to the closest Resistance base camp in the area and she went to the edge of the divide between the warring factions, took up a spyglass and looked. And there was Kujou Sara. Sitting right out front the abandoned, make-shift shogunate camp. The woman sat right in front of the barricades and just back past the trenches, sword at her side and bow at her back, arms crossed, eyes forward: the very picture of command and authority.

Kokomi and her advisors argued for hours after that. Half of them wanted to rush in and capture her. Kujou Sara would be invaluable as a bargaining asset. It didn’t even matter who else was over there with her. They could be seizing a squad of no-named infantry and it wouldn’t matter because they would have Kujou Sara. Capturing the general would be a huge blow to the shogunate. It could possibly even turn the entire tide of the war. They could win.

Kokomi and Gorou, and a few others with more restrained natures and some lick of caution, argued back — that’s General Kujou Sara. Do you think she would be sitting there, waiting, if she did not have some trap or back up plan? And even if she didn’t have one — it was still Kujou Sara. The woman was a master of the blade, of the bow. She was the Shogun’s ultimate soldier, the undefeated sword and the unfailing arrow. Could they actually win? If they did — what would the cost be of such victory? How many would fall before she could be subdued? Could they hold her after? Where could they even hold her? Where do you put a prisoner like Kujou Sara? How do you transport one? 

And the Kujou Sara in Kokomi’s mind answered: You cannot.

In the end Kokomi overruled even the most stubborn of voices. They would let Kujou Sara go. Kokomi ordered the retreat path to be unblocked, and that the general should be left unaccosted as she left. Do not engage. If even so much as a warning arrow was shot, Kokomi would have the shooter kicked back to the most menial of tasks digging latrines and cutting bandages.

Kokomi would rather let this war go on and lose this — in all likelihood — bluff than risk it. Frankly, Kokomi wasn’t even sure if it was a bluff. Could you consider Kujou Sara a bluff? What would she be bluffing? Kujou Sara was, and is, not a soldier to underestimate. 

Overnight, the woman disappeared. And when the Resistance soldiers slowly crept up on the now fully abandoned camp, they found nothing. No signs of traps set up. No sign of anyone else. Not even the cooling ashes of a fire. Everything had been left behind, not that there was much. The rations were in terrible shape — grains soaked in water and riddled with bugs, root vegetables that were soft and worm eaten, and tough meat that was liberally fuzzed by mold and dotted with squirming maggots. The cache of weapons was even worse off. Most of them were damaged in some way, despite the obvious signs of attempts to repair them. Calling this a shogunate camp was generous in hindsight. It was little more than some crudely fashioned wooden barricades, a few leaking tents, and crooked torches. The squad that had been based here was holding out on little more than sheer stubborn determination and maybe a sliver of hope.

Or at least. They were. Some distance off, but still close to the wooden barricades, they found signs of freshly turned soil — six long mounds, with a single red dendronium over each of them.

Kujou Sara had been fully prepared to hold this camp alone, with no support, no food, no equipment, and no exit strategy. And they let her go. 

Kokomi, then, threw her head back and laughed; she saluted the sky with respect and awe.

What a marvel.

When they sat across from each other for that first time, at the peace negotiations, it felt oddly like meeting a friend she had only known through letters and messages passed along through other mouths. It felt like the conclusion of a long game of cat and mouse, although Kokomi to this day cannot tell who would be the cat and who would be the mouse. 

Kokomi sat in front of the general, at last seeing her up close — healthy, bearing no visible injuries, and clean — and thought, finally, a face to the tactical genius I’ve been throwing myself against for years. Finally, I know the shape of the eyes that have watched me, over me, for me. Finally, I know the slope of the mouth that has issued the orders that I’ve been countering and anticipating. Finally, I know the person who’s thoughts I’ve been training myself to guess and work around as if they were my own.

It felt strange to introduce herself. Had they not conducted months upon months of introductions and expositions in much more intimate terms?

Slowly, piece by piece, letter by letter, meeting by meeting, the Kujou Sara in Kokomi’s head gained new voice, new depths, new perspectives. She gained body, she gained sound, she gained color. 

To this index and compendium that Kokomi had become the most devoted scholar and author of, she added the callouses of Sara’s hands that were shaped by both sword and bow. Kokomi, in the figurative margins, noted the remarkable and seemingly out of character ease to which Kujou Sara adapted to the unexpected. Out of character — but only until you remembered that this woman had spent the past several months and years of her life on a battlefield where nothing was constant and you could never expect anything to adhere to any sort of rule. And of course, when you realized that outside of a fight, Kujou Sara’s main opinion on anything was based on the two questions “is this feasible” and “is this illegal”. 

So if Kokomi would jokingly suggest, half as a joke and half to see how far she could push things, that perhaps they should add some sort of stipulation that there should be some sort of exchange between islands to further culture, and wouldn’t it be nice if Watatsumi received some sort of temporary discount from the Yae Publishing house to assist in the edification of the island’s poorer population — 

Then Kujou Sara would shrug when eyes would turn to her and she would say, “You can attempt bargaining with the fox on your own.” And then add. “You may want to bring something expensive.”

And if Kokomi were to ask Sara to come summer at Watatsumi, to take some time to learn more about the island so she could have a better vantage at the table during further negotiations as mediator, Sara would answer — “when and for how long”. And if Kokomi were to ask the woman — “Have you ever had an oyster” —

And if Kokomi were to present an oyster to the general, whilst bare from the dive, breathless from resurfacing —

Kujou Sara would bend the knee and part her lips.

But if Kokomi were to dare to ask — what then? What then?

It feels like it’s Kokomi’s turn to ask that of herself. 

What now?

Or maybe Gorou will ask her. What now?

He’s had ringside seats to this circus that they’ve made of themselves. It’s admirable how he’s held his tongue so far. She’s seen it in his face, in the small glances he would send her and the faint frowns that bring his brows together. This entire situation isn’t one that he’s particularly thrilled to see unfolding. He’s been civil about it to her and Sara’s faces. But Kokomi suspects that won’t be the case after this.

Sara is getting married. To Kamisato Ayato. It’s a little strange. They’ve both met the man a few times. As Yashiro Commissioner, it’s his duty to handle ceremonies and religious matters within the shogunate. They’ve consulted on different rituals and customs before. He’s a smart man with a silver tongue. She finds that she’s actually quite fond of him. But the man couldn’t be more clear in his…lack of interest in finding a wife if he actively wore a sign.

This entire set up screams of politics and work once again.

Kokomi folds Sara’s letter, setting it aside as Gorou watches her waiting for him.

“I need to review the next shipment of pearls to Ritou,” Gorou says. “It’s the shipment meant to be sent on further to Liyue for processing. Are you sure you want to send off those yellow seed pearls?”

“Tianquan Ningguang expressed specific interest in them,” Kokomi answers. “I’m sure. Even if it’s not quite the best cost, having the Tianquan of Liyue use our pearls is a richer boon than flat mora.”

Gorou nods, “Alright. I should be done with the final checks by noon for you to sign off on. You have a divination appointment later, right?”

“I do.”

“Don’t forget to air out the room after. The incense will seep into the wood otherwise. Takes forever to get rid of.” And then he turns around and leaves. Just like that.

Kokomi frowns at the empty space.

If Kokomi were in Gorou’s position, she would not be holding her tongue. In fact, Kokomi does not have to imagine this because she has been in Gorou’s position of watching two people dance around each other, seemingly with fruitless results. No, that’s not quite true. Kaedehara and Gorou have results, their particular courtship did not end without some reward for all of the back and forth that went between them. Kokomi isn’t sure if she even understands the current status quo of their relationship, but Gorou is quite happy so she supposes that’s all that matters.

But Kokomi did speak her piece about that. At length. At volume. And Gorou listened and he calmly refuted her with logical, sound, and frankly surprisingly mature counter-arguments that had Kokomi sitting dumbstruck at how eerily Gorou’s geo Vision suited his temperament.

“No one deserves you,” Kokomi said to him when he finished speaking.

“Is it about deserving?” Gorou countered. And then, unspoken between them, was the follow up: then is this what you deserve?

Since Kokomi had already fired the first shot in this, she doesn’t see why Gorou would hold back. Especially now with such a drastic change in the current situation.

-

“Oh, just come out and say it,” Kokomi sighs, skin practically crawling like she’d walked out of the surf and then rolled about in the sand and let it crust with the salt of the sea and the sweat of her skin. “Don’t hold back on me now, Gorou. It’s not healthy.”

Gorou just grunts, sweat gleaming off of his bared shoulders as he bends down to gather the cut wood into a neat pile. 

Archers and their shoulders. What ridiculous figures they make, Kokomi thinks, mind dragging her away to a different general, a different soldier, a different archer. Sara had never disrobed in front of her completely — always prudently adhering to some code of modesty that to Kokomi seemed perfectly in character and perfectly silly, considering how little those thin white undergarments actually hid when soaked by water. The thin, translucent layers, sticking close to the ridges of bone and corded muscle on the woman’s tall, broad frame seemed all the more tantalizing and alluring. Kokomi knows she’s made an absolute fool of herself dozens of times over, staring and gawping at the other woman when her back was turned and flexing like some kind of marble masterwork come to life.

“Gorou,” Kokomi doesn’t quite whine at him, but his tail flicks in that particularly annoyed, yet indulgent way it does whenever she’s being particularly spoilt. He loves it when she is, she knows. Moments when Kokomi is simply Kokomi and not anything else are the ones he cherishes with her now that they have the luxury of sharing them freely like this.

Years of moments like this exchanged like sand upon the shore with every wash of the sea have brought them to this point in their, admittedly, short lives. Once she was a High Priestess, standing above all of them, challenging a god, daring to turn her face towards the thunder. Once he was a soldier, baring his teeth against gods, armies, and spitting in the face of all chances and reason. 

As waves and winds can batter and erode mountains, so too can time devour a distance.

Gorou is not her general, her right hand — not like how Sara is to the Raiden Shogun. He might have been like that, once. But there’s something inherently intimate about fighting a battle one would think should conclude with certain death and certain loss, knowing that you have someone’s life in your hands and you are choosing to throw them against their own possible demise. There is something powerfully intimate about such a situation. Powerfully humbling.

Kokomi tries to be an optimist, and Gorou does too, but they’ve gone through too much, or perhaps just enough, to come out the other end pragmatists instead. There will always be a part of them, that when faced with injustice and a bitter reality, will demand that they stand and rise and face the challenge like the slap to the face that it is and fight against it. They will always be those people. But they also learned. They learned when to turn their faces to take a blow to survive to strike back another day. They learned when to bite their tongues and hunker down and endure. They learned their lessons so the rest of Inazuma wouldn’t have to.

During that terrible war, Gorou put his life into her hands over and over again, knowing full well she could be sending him to his violent, painful, and ultimately noteless to history death. And he still did it. She still did it. There was unspoken and mutual agreement between them — for the greater good. One for all.

This helped keep her humble. This reminder would pull her head back from the imaginary clashes between herself and the Kujou Sara she had assembled and the heady exchanges of wit and force that she played out over theoretical terrain and imagined conditions.

And she, in turn, reminded him over and over and over again, as much as she was able to — you are not insignificant. You, Gorou, matter. You are not a faceless soldier among many, no small fish among a school, no pebble against a river. I need you. I need you. Fight to come back to me. I can’t win this without you. Watatsumi may go on but I cannot. Not without you. 

The Watatsumi of today would not exist without Sangonomiya Kokomi to herald it, marshal its forces, and broker every step of its semi-independence. But there would be no Sangonomiya Kokomi to do any of this without Gorou.

He probably doesn’t think of it that way, but Kokomi does. Kokomi always will. 

Because Gorou found her, during one of the worst points during that war. Kokomi, holed up in what has now become an open secret of her private sanctuary, back when it was just a rough hewn, damp and empty scrape of rock and coral — smelling of stagnant water and festering mold. He found her there, passed out, blood sluggishly dripping from her nose, and ready to give up. And Gorou — gods, this gift of a man, this blessing of a soul — threw aside all reservation and got right down in that stinking hole with her. He pulled her onto his back against her feeble protests, and carried her back to his own, small little house which was barely more than a couple of scrapped boards and a tarp. He snuck her past every single Resistance guard and hid her from prying eyes and waited with her.

“How did you find me?” Kokomi asked when she woke up — not really having remembered falling asleep, or much of anything really aside from being tired and objectively awful all around — and managed to compose herself while wiping dried blood off of her upper lip. She remembered that she had gone to her little hiding space, overwhelmed and furious at her own self-pity, and guilty about her bone-deep weariness. She remembered she got the nosebleed and she wanted to cry because sure, that might as well happen too. And she remembered tipping her head back to avoid getting blood on her clothes — even though she knew that wasn’t what one was supposed to do during a nosebleed.

Gorou shifted in place looking uncomfortable before he tapped the side of his nose.

“I — well. No one had seen you for a while,” he explained to her, “And I knew you hung around that area. I was just going to check in on you, but I saw you passed out. So I brought you back here. I couldn’t leave you there — the rain was starting to come in and there was already about a centimeter or so of standing water building up on that cave floor. But I figured you wouldn’t want anyone to see you like this. So.” He gestured around their cramped surroundings. 

Kokomi stared at him. And then said, without really thinking, “I always thought that when I went there I was escaping from everything. But that’s not possible, is it?”

Gorou, then, looked guilty. And terribly sad.

“No,” he answered. “No, it isn’t.”

She didn’t cry in front of him — not on that day — but she came ridiculously close. And Gorou didn’t reach out to hold her hand or comfort her, not like he would now, but she could tell he wanted to.

Maybe to Gorou that was the first step to bridge and halve the distance between Priestess, Face of a Rebellion, Challenger of Gods and Eternity, and himself. When Kokomi first looked back on that moment, in the weeks and months afterwards, she thought so too. What foolish oversight on her part.

No.

Gorou had been there for her long before that and she didn’t even realize it. Gorou kept silent about her little sanctuary. He actively led people away from it. When she wasn’t there, he used his Vision to carefully shape and adjust the stone to be more stable, to be more comfortable. She didn’t learn any of this until later — when he would accidentally let it slip in bits and pieces, unaware of how she was putting all of this together in her mind under a list of reasons why she owes this man her life.

Sangonomiya Kokomi protected Watatsumi and the people who fled for sanctuary there, but it was Gorou who protected Kokomi.

“How are you so good at this?” Kokomi asked him once, during the period after the war where negotiations were still fraught and ongoing and no one on either side was quite ready to lay down arms and agree to talking peacefully. He had taken one look at her, trying not to scowl at her latest stack of documents to review and the half-finished letter she was composing to the Kanjou Commission representative who was supposed to be assisting in reopening trade routes. And without her even looking at him or even acknowledging him, he bodily picked her up, slung her over his shoulder, and carried her out of the room against her stunned protests until they were at some secluded beach.

“Scream,” he told her, pointing out towards the afternoon sea — glistening bright under the clear sky like an ocean of melted silver. “Don’t think about it, just scream. Curse if you want to. I’ll be over there. Scream, specifically, my name if you need me.”

And then he’d walked off some distance away, and flopped down on a rock. As if this was quite a normal thing to do.

Stunned into compliance, Kokomi did what he said. She stood, ankle deep, in the lapping shore, and screamed. The first scream was unsure, embarrassed, hesitant. She felt foolish. The second was a little louder. By the fifth scream she was cursing out the entire Hiiragi line all the way up to the founding of the commission.

When she was done she croaked out Gorou’s name, sheepish and out of breath. But he heard her and he ambled over, arms clasped behind his head as he kicked at the sand.

“Better?” He asked, already knowing.

“But how did you know?” Kokomi asked him. “How are you so good at this?”

“I’ve got four siblings,” Gorou shrugged. “You learn stress management. So. Do you want to head back?” He turned and squinted towards the sky. “It’ll be a nice night out. If you don’t mind the bugs, I could probably catch something and we could eat it right here.”

To which Kokomi said, “Gorou. We’ve lived on this island all our damn lives. Of course I mind bugs, but I didn’t go through a whole war to not enjoy what we won. I’ll get the fish, you start a fire and do some foraging.”

Gorou has been with Kokomi through the worst parts of her life. He’s been a comfort when she needed it, but also a firm kick in the ass, and a listening ear. He’s been a silent observer to her worst spirals when what she needed wasn’t someone to talk her out of it but someone to just bear witness to all of it and not judge her for it. Kokomi likes to think she’s done much the same for him, when he let her. And even at times when he didn’t want her to and she chose to stick around anyway and stubborn him out. 

Best friend seems like such a casual word for what Gorou is to her, strangely shallow and not nearly close to encompassing the many depths they have carved into each other with their bare hands. Brother seems like something closer, but fails to account for the strange mixture of  darkness and bitter truths they’ve lived through together. They’ve seen each other at their worst and chosen to remain down in that bitter dark together until they could both gather the strength to seize bare flames with their fists to rise and face the daylight again. 

If Kokomi were the sort to say such things, she would say that Gorou is possibly, in a strange way, the love of her life. She wouldn’t marry the man, gods no. She wouldn’t want to sleep with him, either. But the thought of losing him, the thought that someday he might not be around anymore, makes her physically ill. A world without Gorou in it is not one Kokomi is sure she’ll be able to recognize.

So when Gorou just shrugs, giving her little more than a monosyllabic grunt of acknowledgement before shouldering the pile of firewood and walking past her, Kokomi knows. She realizes why he’s held back, is holding back.

Gorou is mad. He’s not just mad, he’s moved beyond such simple terms and into something that threatens on incandescence and immolation. If he had a pyro Vision the heat would be rolling off of him in waves. If he had a cryo Vision the air around him would be razor sharp. 

The thing about Gorou is — despite what many people may think, and what he has allowed people to think — that he isn’t an instinct driven, heart-on-the-sleeve type of man. He can seem that way. But that’s only because he’s very kind and extremely sincere in everything he does. But underneath that soft soil, there’s a harder, harsher bedrock. It takes a lot to drill down to get to that point, but it can be done.

He’s her right hand man, the most efficient and terrifyingly brave soldier in the entire Watatsumi Resistance coalition. This is the man who threw himself against entire platoons, who clawed his way through ambushes, who orchestrated them in turn. This is the man who, when Kokomi could not, rallied the soldiers under his banner and gave them the courage to not just face but run into their deaths with swords in their hands and defiance on their lips.

“Gorou,” Kokomi trails after him, “Just say it. I know you’ve wanted to for weeks now.”

At first they thought it’s as just a strange rumor. They crop up sometimes. The Raiden Shogun was killed in the civil war and replaced by a puppet, leaving Inazuma is godless. There’s some kind of strange ghost island to the south that’s covered by fog. There’s a whole underground city beneath one of Inazuma’s islands — not Enkonomiya, which was a rumor that Kokomi and Gorou put a lot of effort into sourcing. All sorts of strange rumors that stir the minds and imaginations of Inazuma’s citizens, stirring their mind’s appetites in place of their stomachs.

Kujou Sara and Kamisato Ayato are getting married.

A strange rumor, made stranger for the specific people mentioned. Curious, but not something necessarily worrisome.

But it didn’t grow and spread like a rumor did. No. There were no varying details, no strange and conflicting information or contrary sources. No single source, either. This simple sentence spread like fact. Like fire over parched earth. Like wind over a flat sea. It didn’t spread like a rumor. It spread like commonplace knowledge.

Kujou Sara and Kamisato Ayato are getting married.

And then the official announcements rolled out, village to village, island to island, distant shore to distant shore.

Not a single letter from Kujou Sara. But several letters from various merchants, officials, and various contacts that Watatsumi has built up over the years. Requests to purchase pearls, coral, precious stones — requests to come and gather blessings to offer as gifts to the future couple. Questions about Kujou and Kamisato’s preferences, as both were known to be on amiable terms with Sangonomiya.

Kokomi turned her mind to strategy, silencing her heart in the cold depths of her logic. Gorou, silenced himself by simply keeping his mouth shut.

And now, today, with the arrival of Sara’s letters —

Kokomi, herself, finds that she can understand this. After weeks of thinking on the subject, the rumor now confirmed, and with the rest of the day letting her mind idle over it in spare moments, Kokomi has found understanding.

Does it hurt? Somewhat. But most of the hurt comes from how sudden it is, and how long it took Sara to personally say something to Kokomi about it. It hurt that she heard it through rumor first, rather than Sara herself.

Is it something she can get over? Absolutely. Especially considering all of the benefits this marriage entails. Of course, she needs to find out more specific details to make a final judgement call. But this could provide several great boons to Inazuma as a whole if played out right. Now, she’s certain that Kamisato Ayato has something else going on in the background to this whole marriage. There’s no way he would just put this offer out there out of the goodness of his heart. He may be a dedicated servant to the Tri-Commission and the Raiden Shogun. But no one just throws out marriage for that. Not unprompted.

She’ll have to figure out how to pull that truth out of the depths as carefully as possible. It’s unlikely that Sara would be willing to divulge that information herself. Oh, Kokomi knows that Sara knows what it is. There’s no way Sara would agree to this without knowing, no matter how much it would benefit her. There’s something else happening behind the scenes, something that digs into something personal, something vulnerable. Kokomi can taste that blood in the air from here. But Sara would never risk that sort of weighty thing — something that Kamisato is trusting her with — through letter. Possibly not even if Kokomi were to show up at her door tomorrow. Sara takes her honor seriously. It’s going to kill her one day, Kokomi knows. 

And while Kokomi can parse all of this out, and she’s sure Gorou can too, she’s entirely certain that his overall ability to make peace with the situation is trending towards the opposite of hers.

Kokomi follows Gorou all the way back to his house at the edge of Bourou village in complete silence. Her own nerves seem to be building in anticipation. When Gorou’s temper snaps, it truly snaps. It’s incredibly rare — he may occasionally raise his voice and he may be remarkably easy to fluster under the right conditions, but Gorou actually losing his temper is a momentous occasion in all the wrong ways. The few times he’s lost his temper around people are horror stories that soldiers exchange with each other like ghost stories and parables. Legend of his fury is near on par with that of Kujou Sara’s martial prowess and the Raiden Shogun’s omniscience.

Gorou sets the firewood down on the side of his house — now a quite respectable two room affair with a decently thatched roof and an actual hand to god door— before walking in through the back entrance. He leaves the door open for her, so Kokomi figures that he’s at least open to discussions. The possibility of talking him down exists. 

Or so she thinks, until she’s inside of his home and she’s watching his turned back to her as he squats down to rake the ashes around in the irori. She walks around him to see that he’s left a pot in the ashes, surrounded by banked coals. He uncovers it to reveal braised vegetables. He wafts the steam away with his hand. He points her towards his storage cabinets.

“Bowls.”

Kokomi purses her lips but goes to collect bowls and other eating utensils, stopping to fill the bowls partway from the pot of rice Gorou has set aside. She also collects Gorou’s salt.

The doorway to Gorou’s bedroom is cracked open, Kokomi shamelessly peers in and sees Sara’s letter on Gorou’s writing desk. She recognizes it by the color of the paper, distinct from the sort circulated around Watatsumi. Just a shade lighter, a touch stiffer in composition.

Kokomi returns to Gorou’s side, handing him bowls as he ladles the vegetables and their stock out over the rice. He then pokes around the ashes to reveal that he had been keeping yams roasting in the hot ashes near the coals. He picks the up, gingerly tossing her one as he settles down to eat.

“Gorou,” Kokomi prompts, frowning at him. “Please.”

“I love mountain climbing,” Gorou says. People call her enigmatic with a penchant for long, winding stories. They haven’t met Gorou when he’s in a mood. “Do you know what’s important in mountain climbing?”

You’re about to tell me, Kokomi doesn’t say, slowly mixing her rice and vegetables together to give her hands something to do.

“Conserving energy,” Gorou says, setting his bowl and chopsticks down to carefully dust ashes off of one of the yams, picking at the skin with a clawed finger. “Knowing how to pick battles. You can imagine how well this translates to other facets of life.”

“Please just get to it.”

Gorou shoots her a cold, flat look. “What’s the point in me telling you — or Kujou Sara, for that matter — what I think? What I feel? I told her this before, once. I’m telling you now. You won’t hear a single word about this from me. You can ask me all you want. I won’t tell you.”

“I already know you’re mad.” Kokomi puts her own bowl aside, shifting on her knees to shuffle in place so she’s facing him fully. “Just tell me the details.”

“No.”

Kokomi slaps her palm down on the ground. “Gorou. Don’t be stubborn. I’m asking you — “

“What for?” Gorou cuts her off, General of Watatsumi in full force, present and accounted for. His blue eyes cut a cold line straight to her heart, silencing her as well as any arrow he’s ever shot at an opponent. Gorou’s voice is sharp, hard, cool like he’s about to dress down a reckless soldier who’s bark is fiercer than their bite and everyone knows it.

“What do you mean what for?” Kokomi asks, hurt and off put. “Why do you think I’m asking?”

Gorou’s head cocks to the side, ears at attention. His tail slowly sweeps from one side to the other, curling up over his hip and onto his thigh.

“Kokomi,” he calls out to her, voice low and quiet, lingering at the very edge of a threat, “You do not want to push this.”

Kokomi raises her chin, just the wrong side of masochistic from today’s events to acknowledge her smarting pride and her own folly.

“Are we doing this?” Gorou asks, incredulity raising his brows over his face. And when Kokomi just continues to stare at him, head on, he shrugs his shoulders. “Alright. Fine. We’re doing this.

“You’re asking me because you want it to hurt. You want me to say all the things you’re thinking and be unbiased about them. You want me to lay it all out for you. But I’m not going to. Because it doesn’t matter. And I’m not going to waste my time or efforts on things that can’t be changed, that don’t matter. You know this about me already. In this specific matter, my opinion doesn’t count for anything. You don’t care. Kujou-san doesn’t care. I’ll just be wasting air. And I don’t particularly enjoy being being ignored or disregarded. So I’d rather not. We can just skip to the part where you two do what you’ve decided to do, as always.”

Kokomi swallows against the lump of hurt in her throat, refusing to look away from him.

“Just because I don’t act on your opinion doesn’t mean it doesn’t matter. It doesn’t mean I don’t care.”

“You’d just be using me to hurt yourself,” Gorou counters, voice flat with plain truth. Kokomi doesn’t physically flinch, but Gorou’s eyes sharpen on her anyway like he could see it. “You can hurt each other all you want. I can’t stop you. I don’t think you can even stop each other at this point. But you will not bring me into it. I refuse. So no. I’m not going to say anything about this. I’m not going to give my opinions on the politics at play, at what’s going on or not going on between the two of you. Let it all fall as it will. My hands are clean of this.”

“Neutrality is its own stance,” Kokomi murmurs, hands clenching, cold and furious shock and shame making her skin feel damp.

Gorou’s lips pull up into a wan smile and he returns to eating, leaving Kokomi to the taste of bile and ash in her mouth, a roiling heat in the pit of her stomach.

She raises a hand to her eyes, pressing the back of her wrist to the rapid wetness gathering there, willing the stinging to die down and leave her be.

The thing about loving and knowing someone so well is that you know how to hurt them. And Kokomi can’t even be mad at Gorou for this cruel reaction because it is a reaction. It’s a reaction to her. To Sara. To all of this. They hurt him first and he endured it and endured it and endured it for longer than they had any right to expect from him.

Because Kokomi has always known how Gorou felt about this, about them, about everything. She’d known without him saying anything. She didn’t need to ask, not when he’d already declared his stance with every comment she knew he held back, with every action he pointedly chose not to take. And she had known that he would keep his silence until she approached him about it. And she had known, as he had already surmised, that she and Sara would continue on this path they had not-not-chosen regardless of his input. 

It’s a cold, mean thing, to approach someone for their opinion as though it could change something — knowing that this person truly did care, passionately and from a place of noble intentions, and then cast that opinion aside as though it were never heard. And she was, is, ready to do that to Gorou. Just so she could hear it from a mouth that was not her own reason’s. So she could hear it in a voice that was not from within her own heart. She would make Gorou that villain so she could shift it all onto him when she didn’t act, when Sara didn’t act. 

The thing about loving someone like she and Gorou love each other, is that sometimes you take advantage. Because you’re used to your boundaries being so liquid and permeable that they might as well not be there. Gorou has held her in his arms as she screamed and raged against the world and he’s offered her his hands to ruin whatever called down her fury. Kokomi has, in turn, taken Gorou’s own heart into her hands and used every single ounce of the ocean’s boundless fury at her beck and call to wash away all that would dare try to touch it. 

When that boundary is suddenly enforced, when you’re suddenly reminded that it’s there after so long crossing over it without thinking, it’s like slamming into a cliff at maximum velocity. Kokomi’s mind and heart oscillate between shock and betrayal, knowing she has no rights to either.

Gorou, cutting himself out of the situation entirely, removing himself from her and Sara as an obstacle or an ally, was a blow she should have already seen coming. And in a way she did, but somehow she still thought she’d get away with it. That at the last moment, Gorou would cave and he would let her in and indulge her. Kokomi should have known better than that. Gorou could stand being a pawn, a tool, a piece — but he could never stand being used as an instrument of hurt against her. Even if that was by her own hand. The man is kind, but he’s no martyr.

“Couldn’t you pity me just once?” Kokomi asks futilely, sniffling and hating herself for it. She reaches out and snatches the peeled yam from Gorou’s hand, taking a vicious bite out of it. It tastes terrible and salty as she chokes back on furious tears. “She’s getting married. And all I can think about is how I’ve got to get spies over there and possibly reconsider some of our supply negotiations. Call me a cold, relentless politician. Call me a heartless manipulator. Tell me I’m an indecisive coward and to stop being pathetic and pick a path and stick to it.”

“If I pitied you, you’d hate it even more,” Gorou points out, sighing as he reaches out for the second yam to peel it for himself. “And you aren’t any of those things. Cry or eat, don’t do both, you’ll make yourself sick.”

Kokomi chooses to eat. Gorou’s cooking has always been her favorite. He cooks with actual flavors and animal fats.

“Sometimes, I wish you still thought of me as your High Priestess,” Kokomi mutters when he comes back from clearing away the dishes. “You were nicer to me then. You’d let me get away with anything.”

She’s crawled into his futon, wrapping his blankets around her shoulders despite the heat. She can feel miserable today, if she wants. The woman she loves is getting married to a man for political gains. And Kokomi isn’t going to even try to stop it because, honestly, the gains are rather good and Watatsumi could definitely benefit from some of them if she plays her own cards right. And her mind is already spinning this way and that, thinking up new strategies and letters she’s going to have to write and people she’s going to have to subtly try to draw closer and all sorts of things she’s going to have to work on starting tomorrow once she’s composed herself a little bit more. 

Gorou settles down next to her on the futon, a familiar and welcome gravity at her side. Always at her side, even when he’s not on it. She turns to look at him. Gorou smiles at her, a gentle thing that makes her heart ache as he holds his arms out to her. He’s still mad, she knows. She can still feel it, underneath the warmth in his smile. There’s still a certain, keen sharpness to his eyes. 

And he’s going to be mad for however long he wants to. But in this specific instance, he’s uninvited her from that particular viewing party. Kokomi is not allowed to participate any further in that anger, just like how Kokomi has not allowed Gorou room in this arena.

“No,” he says as she shuffles herself, blankets and all, onto his lap, arms wiggling out from the layers of fabric to wind about his shoulders, sticking her face and tired, tear- hot eyes into the crook of his neck, as he holds her, resting a feather light kiss to her hair, “No, you don’t.”

“No,” Kokomi sighs in agreement, focusing on the sound of his steady heartbeat. “No, I don’t.”

Gorou runs his hand up and down her back, a firm and soothing pressure that halfway lulls her to sleep.

“Gorou?” 

“Mm?”

“I love you.” As always, it hurts to say. Three simple words that leave her feeling raw and vulnerable and foolish. But if she doesn’t say them, how would he know? She certainly isn’t treating him like she does at the moment.

“I know.”

“I’m sorry.” Except if she was really sorry she wouldn’t have put either of them in this situation. She would actively be trying to get them out of it. Herself out of it, and Gorou by proxy.

“I know that, too.”

“You don’t have to forgive me.”

“And I know that, too. I will. Eventually. Probably.”

“It’s alright if you don’t.”

“I’ll think about it.”

“Gorou?”

“Mm?”

“If they invite us to the wedding — can we not go?”

Gorou’s arms tighten around her. He feels a little like he’s laughing, or maybe trying to muffle a growl. It’s hard to tell sometimes, especially without visual cues.

“We aren’t going,” Gorou says. “But we’ll send a gift. To be polite.”

-

They stay that way until Juuga comes wandering in for the night. Kokomi rolls off of Gorou and Gorou gets up to scoop the dog up into his arms and carry him outside to wash his paws off of whatever trouble the dog has or hasn’t gotten into today and won’t admit to one way or another.

Kokomi uses her Vision to fill a basin with water, washing her face and neck, pressing the cool water to her heated, swollen face and eyes to mild relief. She washes her arms and her feet before tossing the water out and refilling it again for Gorou to use. She rummages around his drawers for one of the plainer, thinner yukatas she has stored here for when she stays over, changing and returning to the futon to wait.

Gorou returns, Juuga trotting along merrily at his side. Juuga immediately attempts to climb over Kokomi and keeps her busy as Gorou uses the water to quickly wipe himself down of sweat. Gorou drops himself down in front of her. She firmly but gently shoves Juuga off to one side and she helps Gorou wipe down the spots on his back he can’t reach.

He then changes into his own sleeping clothes, stretching and moving to lower the netting by the windows and sliding door to the main area of his house.

Kokomi lies back on the futon, Juuga flopping down on her left and Gorou lying down on her right. He’s on his side, facing away from her, tail curled up over his hip to give her room.

The heat is oppressive and tangible in the air along with Kokomi’s weary grief. Grief over the strange situation her life has found itself in — this tangle of relationships and politics. Grief over the fact that even she can’t put her heart above all. Grief over the situation she attempted to drag Gorou into it with her, just so she could have someone down there to watch her be miserable.

Kokomi, daughter of Watatsumi, is the sea and the creatures that live beneath. She is a wave. She is a leviathan that fights against gravity to surge against the water. 

Sara, daughter of the mountains, is the wind that skims over the ocean’s surface. She is the bird buffeted by the drafts and gales, soaring ever higher, gliding above the spray of waves.

There’s Kokomi, trying to break past a barrier that shouldn’t be crossed and knowing it, but still trying anyway because despite her better reasoning, Kokomi wants. She wants and she doesn’t know how to cut this specific want off. It would be something like cutting off a limb, a sense, an entire portion of her mind. Kujou Sara has sunk in too deep for removal. It costs her so much to keep her in this strange limbo they’ve established between themselves. But it would cost Kokomi just as much to remove her.

And if Kokomi is the sea and Sara is the sky, locked in a stormy clash for some outcome neither of them are quite certain they want — then Gorou is the fisherman’s boat stuck between. Except Gorou chose not to sail into those waters, brave those winds. Gorou chose to moor his boat and leave the situation entirely for it to blow over one way or another.

Kokomi rolls onto her side.

“Gorou?”

The man exhales a tired groan, breathing in slow and deep, “Hm?”

She looks at the back of his head. The room is lit up by the faint glow of their Visions, blue and gold. Both of them are still unbalanced from earlier, she knows. Tomorrow they’ll put this behind themselves and move forward. Tomorrow they won’t talk about this again, their stances being made clear on the matter. But right now Kokomi’s mind and heart are unsettled — unused to being in the line of fire for Gorou’s particular brand of anger, even though she knows she’s quite deserving of it.

The only thing she can apologize for is the fact that she’s put him in this situation — but she wouldn’t take it back or do it over. And Gorou already knows that.

Gorou lets out a quiet groan, reaching back and fumbling for her arm, her wrist, dragging it over his side and pulling her close. Her nose bumps against his back.

“We’ll be okay,” He mutters, yawning. “Let this go, if nothing else.”

Kokomi closes her eyes, listening to Gorou’s breathing drop off and pulling calm over her like a soft wave. She slips her arm out from under his limp one and rolls over so they’re back to back. She wiggles over the futon towards the edge where Juuga is and puts her hand on the dog’s sleeping side.

Kokomi sleeps.

-

“Safe travels,” Kokomi says, moving close enough to nudge his back with her shoulder as he watches the trade goods from Watatsumi being loaded onto the trade ship. Gorou grunts, eyes particularly watchful over the crate containing the latest harvest of Sango Pearls.

“If you don’t hear from me, Yae Miko is holding me hostage,” Gorou says.

Kokomi doesn’t say that the woman will probably be too busy for that, what with the wedding going on. She also doesn’t ask Gorou to pass on any messages, not to Sara or Kamisato. Gorou doesn’t offer.

Once the boat is loaded, Gorou puts his arm around her, pressing their sides together briefly before stepping away.

“I’ll pay a god’s ransom for you,” Kokomi replies, “So long as it doesn’t require me to actually show up. Don’t let her get under your skin too much. You know she only does it because you make it so easy for her.”

“Well, what am I supposed to do when she talks about how cute I am? Say nothing?” Gorou wrinkles his nose. “I’m not cute. I’m a man. Can’t I be handsome instead? Don’t answer that. Please don’t answer that. If you answer that I’m going to want to go back home. You won’t be getting me on this ship.” Gorou sighs, shaking his head. “Take care of yourself. I’ll be back soon.”

“Are you telling me that, or yourself?”

“Both.” Gorou starts to step away from her to walk up the planks to the ship deck. Kokomi’s hand, without her conscious input, reaches out and grabs his arm, holding him back. Gorou turns over his shoulder. “What, did you forget something?”

When Kokomi doesn’t answer right away, in truth Kokomi doesn’t even know why she reached out to grab him, his expression grows worried. He starts to turn back to her. Kokomi feels the swarm shift of his arm underneath her palm as he turns to gently put a hand over hers, calloused thumb stroking over the back of her knuckles.

“I don’t have to go,” Gorou says quietly, taking her hand in both of his when she lets him go. “I’m sure someone else can handle it. You know I’m more than happy to have someone else talk to Yae Miko than me.”

Kokomi stands there, silent and unsure. The pier underneath them is flimsy support over a drop. Kokomi looks down at their feet and imagines the clear water underneath.

“One moment,” Kokomi says, closing her eyes as she tries to figure out where the impulse came from. She pulls her hand from Gorou’s, folding her fingers together and bringing the bent knuckles up to her forehead as she thinks.

Was there something she had forgotten? No. They’d gone over the details of the trip just last night. Kokomi had reviewed the ship’s inventory of goods twice. They had just personally watched everything get loaded now. Kokomi has handed off all the deeds of sale, the merchant contract copies, and other various types of correspondence to Gorou after running him through them front and back to make sure even without them in front of him he knew what he was getting into. This is not their first trade visit to Narukami. Gorou’s had enough experience over the years as well. They are no longer the wet-behind-the-ears people they once were.

What caused her to reach out, to pull him back?

Gorou wouldn’t even be gone very long. The sailing this time of year is good. None of the business he’s going off to conduct is particularly urgent or stressful. It’s all very routine. The only thing different is the fact that Narukami will be busy with the marriage preparations for Sara and Kamisato. Gorou’s not expected to arrive at Narukami until the day before, but the ports will most certainly be crowded with visitors. The ceremony and celebrations afterwards don’t boast much in terms of a guest list, but celebrations are going to be held all over Narukami for the joining of houses. Any excuse for a party, she supposes.

Is it really the wedding? Gorou’s not attending. They prepared a respectable gift that he’ll be leaving at the Yae Publishing house to be forwarded on. They had both written their own private congratulatory letters as well as sent official ones.

But Kokomi feels the irritant of a grain against the soft folds of her heart. 

“I don’t want you to go,” Kokomi admits. Bitterly, Kokomi realizes that as the days count down towards the date of Sara’s wedding, she’ll be feeling miserable and all the more alone without Gorou by her. While Gorou has made his stance clear on the matter in that he refuses to interfere one way or the other, that wouldn’t stop Gorou from being there for her. Just like on the night when they hashed it out, Gorou could be angry and he could be distant, but he would still be there.

Kokomi draws in a breath, lowering her hands to look at him.

“I don’t want you to go,” she repeats. 

“And I don’t want to go,” Gorou says. “But?”

Kokomi’s lips curl up against her will as she shakes her head, rueful. “But needs over wants.”

“And so?”

“I might want you to stay, but I need you to go to oversee this trade and make sure things go well. I need you to handle this as my representative.” Kokomi sighs. “Just go before I say something that makes me want to drown myself to escape looking pathetic.”

One for all. Needs over wants. Watatsumi over Kokomi and Gorou.

Someday they will both get to choose based on want. But today, as is most days, is about need.

And so Kokomi takes a pointed step backwards and Gorou turns to resume boarding the ship. Kokomi turns her back on ship and man alike, and goes to walk back to the main shrine. Today she will review the restoration progress of old documents. And then she will check in on the training of new shrine attendants. Later she will have a quiet, lonely dinner, bathe, and go to sleep. She will continue to be the High Priestess of Watatsumi, its custodian and lord one one. As she has been for the past several years, as she will continue to be for several more.

There can only ever be this: Kujou Sara, the unreachable and distant star that Kokomi has been grasping to reach and falling just short of. But Kokomi continuing to reach and grasp anyway.

For now, at least.

Once, Kokomi didn’t think she would find peace in her lifetime, only to find herself sitting at the table with the hand of the Raiden Shogun, herself, bartering for independence. 

Situations change. People change. The world changes.

There can only ever be this: hope.

And for Kujou Sara, the woman Kokomi has been chasing across years, she can wait. 

Because here is the thing that Gorou knows and cannot argue against. The thing that keeps Kokomi in this vortex of waiting and wanting, the cycle of despair and determination.

If there was no hope, no chance, they would not be where they are today. 

Kujou Sara would never have entertained Kokomi’s letters. She would not have spent weeks of travel to come to Watatsumi under those flimsy excuses for cultural exchange and peace talks. Kujou Sara would not have left and come back over and over again over the years. She would not say Kokomi’s name with eyes and body in that powerfully condensed way she has, where she would be saying the syllables for Kokomi but meaning entire lifetimes of things. Kujou Sara would not have come into the water with her, and put that body of hers — that body of wind and cloud and thunder and sky — into Kokomi’s hands and trusted Kokomi not to let her sink.

If there was no hope, no chance, Kokomi would never have been allowed to get this far. 

They would have sat there, that very first time, at that table across from each other — the war fresh, wounds on both sides not yet scabbed over, and tempers high — and drawn the line. They would only ever be rivals, enemies, opposing forces.

Kujou Sara has had every chance to say — stop, no more than this. 

But she has not.

Even when Kokomi has pushed, even when Kokomi has purposefully stepped over the line, even when Sara has reprimanded her for sedition and traitorous thoughts, she has never once told Kokomi to stop. Kokomi’s advances have never been clearly rebuffed.

Gorou might see this as false hope, as both of them leading each other on. But Kokomi likes to believe she knows better. Knows Sara better. Knows herself better.

Once, Kokomi could only dream of a Watatsumi at peace, a Watatsumi that thrives and stands proudly as the jewel of its own crown. And now she lives that world.

So if, for now, Kokomi can only ever dream of snatching a bird out of the stall — well. Has she not already fought an island out from a god? Is she not Sangonomiya Kokomi, daughter of Watatsumi, descendant of those who rose from the deep upon the serpent’s back? Is it not in her blood to endure and strive and hope? Does the sea not, in time, erode and carve its way inwards?

She can wait for one bird.

  
Author’s Note:Kokomi and Gorou are the top tier besties once they get past the wall of respect/idolization which I think would probably happen during the war because — listen, when you see someone covered in blood and dirt and trying very hard not to dissociate it does something to your relationship and it isn’t make you more distant. I have so many feelings for their relationship as public Lord/Right Hand and private companions of the soul. If I had enough energy and brain capacity and an extra set of arms I would do an entire damn series about them. The tag “Character study” and I look at each other across a crowded room and immediately vault over tables and chairs to slug each other in the face. I’ve become that author now.





