
fix me, i’m feeling sober


    
    
  It’s a night no different from any other when Yoimiya slips out of the city, the moon above bearing witness to her acts. Inazuma is asleep, the lights of the city slowly blinking out as the stars take its place. She can already imagine the flashing lights of the fireworks in the darkness of night as she experiments with them, viewing them as they’re meant to be seen- against the backdrop of the blue-black sky. But even with the prospect of fireworks, her mind is wandering elsewhere, tugged halfway across the island.


 


  As she reaches the tall grass that marks the beginning of Byakko Plains, she hears a rustling that causes her head to shoot up, footsteps coming to a stop as she stands on the dirt path that leads to the rest of Narukami Island. It’s not unusual for things to come alive at night- in fact, she’s both heard and told stories of yokai that come out to play at night.


 


  “Hello?” she calls out, stepping into the field to seek out the source of the sound. Immediately, the rustling stops, leaving Yoimiya lost amidst the tall grass, wandering blindly in hopes of finding something… or 
  
    someone
  
  . The swish of the grass picks up again, and she turns around to face the potential threat too late. With a blink of an eye, an impossibly cold edge of a blade is pushed into her skin, threatening to pierce through and deliver a quick end to her life. Turning her head slowly, she finds herself staring at a familiar face: Kamisato Ayaka. By her feet, a lifeless body is slumped on the ground, blood seeping into the earth. Yoimiya has never seen her eyes be so 
  
    cold
  
   before, frigid like winter frost that stole the life from anything it touched.


 


  The first time she caught her in the act, Ayaka had panicked, eyes darting wildly as if she was ambushed.


 


  
    “It’s just a one-time thing,” Ayaka had begged, her eyes fearful and desperate. Her hands were stained red.  “I just- I only wanted to practice my swordsmanship. I just needed an outlet away from the Kamisato Clan. This- as the Shirasagi Himegimi, I can’t- no one can know.”
  


 


  
    Yoimiya had stared at her, faintly thinking that red suited her well.
  


 


  
    “I’ll help you hide the body.”
  


 


  
    By the fifth time, Ayaka’s reasons had shifted. “I like the control it gives me,” she admitted, her movements looking far too experienced for someone of her status. “If I can’t have control of my own life, what better way to remedy that than by holding the life of another in the palm of my hand?”
  


 


  Now, she’s experienced, more than ready to eliminate any witnesses that stand in her way. Fear sinks its teeth into Yoimiya’s bones, and she’s never been more frightened of the Shirasagi Himegimi until now. 


 


  “Wait- stop- Ayaka! It’s me, Yoimiya,” she splutters, holding her arms up in surrender. The other woman only stares at her further, gaze hardened into lethal shards of ice. Yoimiya’s heart pounds against her ribs, her breathing picking up as her body pumps adrenaline through her to prepare for “flight”. Yet for some reason, she doesn’t mind it too much- not if it’s Ayaka.


 


  Finally, recognition flashes across her face, and she pulls the blade away from where it rested against the crook of Yoimiya’s neck. Instinctively, she presses her hand to where it used to be, relieved to find no blood when she pulls it away.


 


  “It’s you,” Ayaka repeats, as if confirming it to herself in reassurance.


 


  Yoimiya can’t do anything but nod meekly, finding her words escaping her for once. She can only watch as Ayaka steps back, shoulders relaxing as she sheaths her sword. “Why are you out so late?” the noblewoman inquires, eyes searching for any hints that Yoimiya isn’t good enough to hide. It isn’t hard- the pyrotechnician has always worn her heart on her sleeve, her thoughts and emotions like an open book. For Ayaka, who reads between the lines as easily as breathing, Yoimiya is like a treasure trove of information. Moreover, the fireworks maker’s affections for her are as clear as day, which only lowers her defenses towards Ayaka further.


 


  Yoimiya takes a moment to respond, shoulders tense as she tries to flush the adrenaline out of her body. “I was going to experiment with some fireworks,” she manages, holding out a firework rocket to prove her point. “I usually do it in the plains since it’s far enough from the city…” she rambles on, but this isn’t her first time telling this tale to Ayaka. Admittedly, she’s been heading to the outskirts of the city more frequently at night now, hoping to stumble across the lady of the Kamisato clan.


 


  Ayaka simply hums in response, as if she’s found all the answers she’s been looking for. Yoimiya has no idea what she was seeking in the first place; she would have told Ayaka anything she wanted to know if she asked.


 


  The pyrotechnician’s geta sandal comes into contact with the body as she shifts, reminding her of their current circumstances. By instinct, she looks down at it, gently nudging its legs to one side. Thank archons it’s face down- she can never get used to the blank eyes when it stares back at her.


 


  “We should probably get rid of it.” Ayaka’s voice cuts through her thoughts, and Yoimiya nods in reply, unable to look at the pale-haired woman as her gaze fixes upon the blood that has stained the victim’s clothes a darker shade. How much force did Ayaka use? What did she do to it? Yoimiya is never present to witness Ayaka’s work as it happens, and part of her wishes that she never will.


 


  The noblewoman’s voice is soft when she speaks, and it pulls at her heartstrings in a way that aches. “Yoimiya?”


 


  “Yeah?”


 


  “You’d help me, right?” A bloodied hand reaches up to caress Yoimiya’s face, gently lifting her chin to look back into her eyes. Those eyes are a pale blue, like a thin sheet of ice that reflects her innermost desires. Staring into them, she finds herself gazing back, with Ayaka’s arms slinging around her shoulders. Her thoughts are always filled with Ayaka, trying everything she can to spend more time with her- even if it means hiding bodies.


 


  How can she say no?
  

  


  Ayaka knows this, and she smiles, thumb brushing against the other girl’s cheek before pulling away. “Thank you, Yoimiya. I knew I could count on you.” At this moment, Yoimiya almost forgets about the situation that they’re in right now, as if there was no corpse on the ground next to them. A kiss is ghosted across her lips, and she can’t help but close her eyes, bracing herself for more, even if she knows it’ll never come. It never has.


 


  “This is the last time,” Ayaka whispers, an unspoken promise that they both know she’ll break. Part of Yoimiya wants her to keep breaking these promises, just so Ayaka will continue to keep her close.


 


  Before any of this happened, Ayaka had always kept her at an arm’s length, no matter how hard she tried to close the gap. It was after these “favours” that the pale-haired woman began to confide in her, entrusting her as the keeper of their little secret. It was only then that those glacial blue eyes ever 
  
    looked
  
   at her so closely, letting her into places more intimate than Yoimiya ever dared to dream.


 


  If all of this ends, will things go back to the way they used to be?


 


  She’s not sure she can handle it if it does.


 


  “The last time,” Yoimiya echoes, eyelids fluttering open in disappointment as the warmth of Ayaka’s body is replaced with the cool night air.


 


  “Ayaka,” she starts, her treacherous mouth opening to spill her heart’s unspoken desires into existence. 
  
    I like you. I love you. Please keep me by your side.
  
   Because what if this really is the last time? What if she never gets to say the words out loud until it’s too late?


 


  Ayaka stops her before she can go any further, placing her finger against Yoimiya’s lips to shush her. “You can tell me later, okay?” Her heart sinks, aware that Ayaka is delaying the inevitable.


 


  The pale-haired woman has always kept her image pristine, even with her… darker hobbies, and it owes itself to Ayaka’s ability to keep her mask on perfectly at any time. Yoimiya has tried countless times to peek at what lies behind it, but she’s only come close a few times before Ayaka quickly shuts her down. And yet now, she finally snags onto the smallest crack of Ayaka’s mask, only to find melancholy behind it.


 


  Ayaka knows what she wants to say. She always does, somehow.


 


  In the brevity of clarity that Yoimiya gains, she realizes the meaning behind Ayaka’s words. 
  
    Tell me later, when I’m the Ayaka you fell for. Not while I’m this Ayaka, with blood on my hands and deaths to my name.
  


 


  Even though they’re the same person, “this” Ayaka feels much more approachable than the Shirasagi Himegimi, a pedestal of virtue among the people. But in her mind, the Shirasagi Himegimi would never let Yoimiya in, much less accept her advances. She dips her head in acceptance, bending at the knees to lift the corpse by its legs.


 


  “Let’s get this done with, shall we?”
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