
underneath the bloodred sand

Author’s Note:
      IT’S FINALLY DONE! sorry for disappearing for 5 months lol, it is completely and absolutely this fic’s fault! i wrote  five  drafts for this fic all with different situations and openings that cost me months of head scratching and pain and suffering before i finally settled on this version. hey- quality over quantity, right?

disclaimer: i tried to make this at least somewhat compliant to canon, but between my spotty memory of the archon quests and the fact that this entire series was completely planned before 3.2, it’s just impossible. please treat this like a very incoherent AU of some kind and don’t get confused if something obviously didn’t happen in canon lol

    


    
    
  Former General Mahamatra (or is it the General Mahamatra again?),


 


  This is Anemo-based elemental cleanser from the Bimarstan. Because of the massive changes in leadership at the Akademiya, the Bimarstan was also in a general state of disarray, so much so that we had to wait in line for several hours for just one bottle. They could really use some of Tighnari’s medical and leadership advice right now, eh?



  You can apply this on the scars left by the lighting or feed it to him orally once he’s awake. It’s supposed to be able to remove Electro presence from the human body, and all traces of Electro should be gone from him within half the bottle. However, if the scars have not disappeared by the time you reach the halfway point, please feel free to use more.



  We heard you nearly lost him while transporting him from Pardis Dhyai to Gandharva Ville. We hope he’s fine now, and we hope you know we all love him dearly. This “we” includes all of us who were in on the plot to overthrow the Sages, too. Yes, even that brick wall, Alhaitham. We all send our regards and our prayers.



  (By the way, Alhaitham is somehow the Acting Grand Sage now. They really wanted to make him the actual Grand Sage, but he refused. Thought you’d might want to know.)



  If you need anything else, please contact us like you did before. I’ll let you know I personally hate fetch quests, with the amount I am made to do on the daily, but I’ve made an exception for this. I’ll even make Paimon do the waiting at the Bimarstan if you need more medicine.


 


  Signed,


The Traveler

 


 

Cyno notices the moment Tighnari returns from the realm of unconsciousness. It’s a subtle change in the way he rests on the bed— a flick of the ears, and a slight tensing of his arms, which are resting on either side of him, for fear of disturbing his wound— but Cyno notices it all the same. He’s always been observant when it comes to things about Tighnari.

Cyno silently sets aside the files he had been reading and turns his full attention to Tighnari, whose eyes still haven’t opened. It’s been a quiet three days in Gandharva Ville, which has been good for Cyno’s mind after all the panic and anxiety around the plot to overthrow the Sages and Tighnari’s injury. However, that quiet will definitely evaporate when the others realize that Tighnari has awoken. It would be better to go alert someone and have them tell the others at a steady pace, reducing the possible incoming chaos.

Cyno was just about to get up to call for Collei when Tighnari’s face scrunches up, his ears following suit. He must be feeling the pain from his wounds now— Cyno’s heart twists uncomfortably.

“Tighnari?” he says, quietly, softly, not wanting to startle his lover. It doesn’t seem to have done much, because Tighnari still jolts a little, however tiny the movement was.

And then he opens his eyes. Oh, oh. Cyno’s really missed him.

Cyno watches, watches, watches for the moment Tighnari recognizes him and gains that little twinkle in his eyes that are only reserved for those he loves. And when it comes, Cyno couldn’t help the big dopey grin that spreads across his face.

“Cyno,” Tighnari says, voice a little raspy from sleep. It’s Cyno’s favorite version of his voice. “You’re back.”

“I’m back,” Cyno echoes, hand automatically reaching out to Tighnari’s. “So. Danger-seeking little Cyno, always getting injured, eh?”

Tighnari’s lips curl up a little. “Poor little danger-seeking Cyno. Looks like we might be even, now.”

They’re nowhere close near even.

Cyno has had his fair share of bad injuries before, but that doesn’t make Tighnari’s close call this time any less terrifying. His heart had stopped three times— three times during his transport to Gandharva Ville and the ensuing chaos. Cyno had to be called in to revive him using his Electro powers several times, and it had definitely made the presence of Electro inside his body worse, because Tighnari didn’t open his eyes even after he had been completely stabilized. Cyno remembers fearing that he may kneel over from a heart attack himself as he waited outside the medical tent in Gandharva.

Despite the last three days being so calm in Gandharva Ville, it had been some of the worst days in Cyno’s life. He had just grown used to the presence of Tighnari in his life, only for him to be ripped away and turned into a corpse right in front of his eyes— a living, breathing corpse, but a corpse all the same.

But Tighnari is back now, and he’s looking at Cyno with such a warm look that it makes Cyno feel burned. He could get used to this.

Tighnari pushes himself into a sitting position with a grunt of pain. Cyno helps prop him up with a couple of pillows.

“That lightning strike really did a number on me, didn’t it?” Tighnari huffs, a hand clutched around his midriff. “It’s funny. We were fighting an entire horde of Fatui, and the thing that ended up bringing me down was nature itself. It’s almost ironic.”

“You’d never let yourself be brought down by the Fatui,” Cyno says. “It’s only fitting that it was a lightning strike.”

“That’s true,” Tighnari laughs a little, before wincing. “I’d pick dying to a lightning strike over the Fatui any day.”

It’s Cyno’s turn to wince. Right. He doesn’t know. “Tighnari… you did die to the lightning strike.”

Tighnari’s entire body freezes, even his tail, which had been amicably swishing around moments prior. “I… died?”

“You died,” Cyno repeats, hating how his voice begins to shake. “You died, Tighnari. Your heart stopped three times. I had to revive you with Electro. We didn’t know if you would even survive having that much Electro in you.”

Tighnari is uncharacteristically still, his eyes having gone as wide as saucers. “I didn’t…”

“You were out for three days,” Cyno continues over him. “You’ve never been hurt this seriously before. I wanted to stay by your side the whole time, but I couldn’t… I couldn’t bear to see you so still.”

Cyno’s eyes are burning. He’s never cried in front of anyone before. The General Mahamatra, former or not, does not cry in front of others. He doesn’t really cry in general.

But then Tighnari draws in a breath and looks at him with that warm sun of a look and whispers in that raspy-from-sleep voice of his that Cyno adores so much, “Oh, Cyno,” and Cyno starts to cry. Cyno starts to cry in front of Tighnari.

Through the haze of his tears, Cyno vaguely processes that Tighnari was gathering Cyno into his arms. The moment he was tucked snugly into the crook of Tighnari’s neck, he decides to throw whatever dignity he had to the wind and wraps his own arms around Tighnari (taking care not to disturb his wounds).

Cyno can feel Tighnari’s heartbeat in Tighnari’s arms, with how closely they’re pressed together. It’s a steady reminder that Tighnari is here and alive.

Tighnari draws back, slightly, when Cyno’s tears have started to slow. Cyno finds himself mourning the loss of his warmth for all of two seconds before Tighnari firmly plants his hands onto Cyno’s cheeks.

“I’m sorry,” Tighnari says, quietly, softly, in a tone Cyno’s never heard from him before. “I’m sorry I worried you like that.”

“Don’t do that to me, Tighnari,” Cyno says. “I can’t lose you. Not after I only just got you.”

Tighnari’s eyes widen. His hands are impossibly warm on Cyno’s face. He opens his mouth to speak. “Cyno—”

But Cyno just lowers his head and lets it rest on Tighnari’s chest, cutting Tighnari short.

Cyno can hear that steady heartbeat here. It’s strong and vibrates, more than ever, with life.

“You didn’t have to apologize,” Cyno says, after a while. “You never chose to get injured. It wasn’t your fault.”

“But I died,” Tighnari says.

“But you’re alive.”

Tighnari huffs out a laugh. “That’s true.”

Both his arms and his tail snakes around Cyno once again, almost possessively, almost protectively. It’s warm and sharp in the way Tighnari always is. It’s familiar. It’s comforting.

Tighnari is here. Tighnari is awake. Tighnari is alive.

 


 


  Traveler,


 


  Tighnari has woken up. I cannot begin to thank you enough for bringing us that elemental cleanser. His scars have already begun to fade. Without you, I sincerely doubt he would be recovering as well as he is now. 



  He is still bedridden and has slight trouble moving his limbs, but we think it will go away with time and more elemental cleanser. (Again, I cannot thank you enough for bringing it to us.) Overall, he’s in good spirits and is on his way to a speedy recovery.



  Please pass on the news to the others. I’m sure they would like to know that he’s doing fine. 



  Please also give Alhaitham my congratulations. I know he wouldn’t appreciate it, which is precisely why I am congratulating him.


 


  Cyno


 


  P.S. I am still not the General Mahamatra. Please simply refer to me as Cyno for the time being.


 


 

“Out of everyone in the Akademiya, they choose to make Alhaitham, the biggest asshole in Teyvat and my roommate the Acting Grand Sage,” Kaveh grumbled, pausing to take a large swig from his glass. “Now everyone is using me as a messenger boy between them and the oh so great and brave hero Alhaitham. As if being roommates with him wasn’t bad enough, now I have to listen everyone wax poetic about him!”

Tighnari is trying his best to keep his face neutral, but he’s pretty sure he’s failing. Collei has her hand pressed firmly over her mouth, though her eyes give away everything. Kaveh is the spitting image of malding, and Cyno is the only one in the group who isn’t showing any kind of noticeable emotion.

“What did he even do to overthrow all the Sages? Probably showed up and had a hissy academic debate with that old geezer Azar, I bet. He’s too proud for anything less dramatic,” Kaveh continues, huffing. “I ran into the Traveler a couple of times and tried to get her to tell me what really happened, but she just gave me this look and ran away giggling with her little floating fairy friend! Absolutely zero respect from anyone these days, I tell you!”

Tighnari takes a bite from his pita pocket with some difficulty. His limbs are still shaky from all the Electro remaining in his body— he’d probably have to go through physical therapy to regain full use of them, and he really wasn’t relishing that. “Well, you can’t blame them. Alhaitham and the others were the ones who saved Sumeru and Lesser Lord Kusanali from the Sages. You just simply weren’t there for the action.”

“That doesn’t mean everyone gets a free pass to treat me like Alhaitham’s own personal manservant,” Kaveh spits. A giggle slips from Collei. “It’s true! Everyone seems to have been some kind of slave of the Akasha System, and now that it’s gone, everyone’s coming up to me and going all, ‘Ohh, Kaveh, could you ask the great, noble, amazing, handsome and muscular Alhaitham about where I can buy some fresh peaches?’ It’s like nobody has free thought without the damn Akasha!”

“You think Alhaitham is handsome and muscular?” Tighnari teases.

Kaveh’s ears visibly turn slightly red as he begins to sputter. “I- That’s not what I meant! I-I was talking about what other people say.”

“Kaveh, you’re the only person who manages to see enough of that man to really get a feel for what he looks like. He barely shows his face in public.”

“W-Well, maybe he is handsome and muscular, but only objectively!”

And this is the point where Collei gives up, uncovering her mouth and beginning to giggle in earnest, doing nothing to help Kaveh’s gradually reddening face. Even Cyno gives out a snort through his poker face.

Tighnari leans back against his pillows, content. Kaveh and Alhaitham have been doing this kind of weird song and dance around each other for nearly two years now, and it had all come to a head when Alhaitham offered Kaveh to come and stay with him. Really, it gives one a headache to watch all the blatant pining the two of them do for each other these days (even if all the blatancy is mostly Kaveh).

However, that’s not to say it isn’t entertaining. Tighnari will both celebrate and mourn the day they get together.

Eventually, Kaveh manages to get ahold of himself and stop the sputtering, though his cheeks are still faintly red. Collei is still giggling when he speaks again: “So, Tighnari, how’s the wound? It must be pretty bad for you to still be in bed. You’re usually always up and running around doing work around the village and the forest.”

“The amount of Electro in my body seems to have short-circuited my nervous system a little,” Tighnari replies. “It’s difficult for me to move my limbs the way I want them to. We think it will go away once we’ve removed all the Electro, but there is concern for permanent damage.”

“If the elemental cleanser the Traveler brought for us works as intended, all the Electro should be gone before permanent damage occurs,” Cyno says. “She said that all the Electro should be gone by the time we’ve gone through half of it.”

They all glance at the bottle of elemental cleanser on Tighnari’s nightstand. About a quarter of its aqua-green contents has been used.

“In any case, you shouldn’t worry need about me before anything comes up,” Tighnari says. “I’ll be fine.”

Neither Kaveh and Collei look convinced. Looks like Cyno isn’t the only one who people don’t believe when he talks about his injuries.

“As long as you get ample rest and drink plenty of fluids, I’ll believe you,” Collei says. “But you’re not doing any of those, Master Tighnari! You were staying up to do work last night!”

“You can’t trust those with medical training to nurse themselves,” Cyno sighs. “Tighnari, am I going to have to stay in Gandharva Ville to help oversee your recovery?”

“No,” Tighnari says, at the same time Collei says, “Please.”

Cyno sighs, although he doesn’t seem bothered by the idea at all. “Alright.”

 


 


  Former General Mahamatra Cyno,


 


  We are all very glad that Tighnari is recovering well! Is the medicine working fine? Do you need any more?



  Alhaitham told me that he is working with the Matra to try and restore your position. It has been a very hectic week in the Akademiya and it would be great if they could have the help of the General Mahamatra to speed things along— that’s what a Matra told me to say to you.



  I’ve been helping out at the Akademiya for the past couple of days, mostly because it’s annoying even me to see the Akademiya in such a state of disarray without the Akasha and the Sages. We’re currently working on restoring your position, but it’s been all annoyingly complicated because the remaining scholars at the Akademiya have no idea how to do things without the Akasha. Alhaitham is trying his best, but even he seems a little tired. I feel sorry for Kaveh.



  It’s horrible at the Akademiya without you to intimidate people around. We miss you, even though nobody will admit it.


 


  Signed,


The Traveler

 


  P.S. Attached to this note is Paimon’s specialty- Special Cryo Slime Condensate. 



  If you find it disgusting, don’t come at me. Paimon was the one who wanted you to have some. She gives some to everyone she’s scared of.


 

 


 

The moment Tighnari regains enough control over his legs for him to get out of bed is the moment that nearly everyone has been dreading. Everybody in Gandharva Ville knows about Tighnari’s infamous workaholic streak. Letting him walk around on both legs, while he’s injured, is about as productive to his recovery as studying the growth of a Nilotpala Lotus in a pot without water.

So Collei and Cyno have come to a sort of unspoken, mutual agreement that at least one of them follow Tighnari around at all times. Collei follows Tighnari for half the day until she goes on patrol, and for the rest of the day, Cyno will accompany Tighnari on wherever he’s going or whatever he’s doing.

It’s almost amusing how much this annoys Tighnari, but Cyno somehow knows he doesn’t mind it as much as his face tries to show.

“You two are like two annoyingly loyal puppies,” Tighnari grumbles one day, after Cyno had caught up to him after Collei left for patrol. He points the cane that he’s using to support himself at Cyno accusationally. “I’m not going to just kneel over if you don’t follow me around every second of the day, you know.”

“There’s a high chance you won’t, but that doesn’t mean there isn’t a chance,” Cyno quips, drawing an annoyed groan from Tighnari— even as the edges of his lips quirk up a little.

“I can’t wait until we get through that bottle of elemental cleanser,” Tighnari says, smiling. “Then you two can stop trailing me like my own personal guard dogs.”

“No, we’ll only stop trailing you when you learn how to take care of yourself.”

“Rich coming from you, General Mahamatra.”

“Former General Mahamatra.”

“For now.”

“Exactly.”

“You’re insufferable.” Tighnari looks around for a moment, making sure they’re alone, before giving Cyno a peck on the cheek.

He knows that Cyno isn’t comfortable with affection in front of other people and just wordlessly takes it into account. Something about that makes a happy balloon in Cyno swell.

“If the medicine really works as it says it should, you really will be fine in a couple more days,” Cyno says. “I’ll stop trailing you by then, but Collei might be a different story.”

“True. Trying to stop Collei from doing something she really wants to do is like trying to stop a rainstorm. It’s best to let her do it.”

Tighnari’s cane catches on a rock, and he nearly goes tumbling to the ground. Cyno has to help Tighnari stand back up properly, because his body seems to have frozen on him.

“I suppose we ought to head back. It’s almost time to apply the cleanser,” Tighnari says, then sighs. “I really do hope the medicine works as intended. I really did not need to experience old age this early in my life.”

“Easy,” Cyno says, as Tighnari turns himself 180 degrees and trips over his own cane. Cyno, of course, catches him immediately.

“Really, out of the two of us, you’d think you were the old man, not me,” Tighnari complains, prodding Cyno with his cane.

 


 


  General Mahamatra,


 


  Congratulations. After nearly four days of chaos at the Akademiya, your position has finally been restored.



  All the Matra at the Akademiya are practically begging for you. There’s no official pressure on you, but I fear that people may start quitting if all this chaos goes on for too long. It would be quite essential for the health and sanity of everyone in the Akademiya if you could return as fast as you can.



  Whatever’s keeping you, I hope it can be resolved as speedily as possible. 


 


  Alhaitham


 


  P.S. Your congratulations was not appreciated, but I think you already knew that. You are— excuse my unprofessionalism in a work letter— a very infuriating man sometimes, General Mahamatra. I’d suggest that you and Kaveh enter a contest of some sort that ranks you based on how disagreeable you are, but Teyvat might fall due to how frustrating that contest would be.


 


 


  Dear Traveler,


 


  This is Nilou! I don’t think we’ve corresponded with letter yet, so I thought I’d put my name down at the beginning lest you become confused.



  We heard of Cyno’s reinstatement as the General Mahamatra and we are all very happy for him! We’re thinking of arranging a celebration feast at the theater. I’m already writing invitations for everyone that has helped us overthrow the sages! 



  Would it be too much to ask if you could go make sure the invitations were actually sent to their recipients in a few days? I’d like everyone to be present— this is as much of a victory feast for everyone else as it is a celebration feast for Cyno!


 


  P.S. Don’t tell Cyno about this before I finish the invitations, okay?


 


 

“Useless bastards,” was Tighnari’s deadpan response to Alhaitham’s note. 

“They’re trying their best to reorganize the Akademiya,” Cyno says, not looking convinced of his own statement.

“Their ‘best’ is almost akin to doing nothing,” Tighnari scoffs. “They’re a bunch of scholars that study stars and plants, not books of law. The Akasha System was the only reason why they were able to survive— and now that the Akasha System is deactivated, we all can see the true face of the Akademiya underneath all of that scholarly ego.”

“Our only governing body is still the Akademiya as of now, and it would throw Sumeru into quite a bit of chaos if we were to change it again.”

“As of now, Cyno. I do not trust the Akademiya to keep making good decisions in the future. Who’s to say another Azar won’t rise to power again and try to build a new god?”

Cyno opens his mouth to answer, but at that moment, the door to Tighnari’s hut swings open and Collei saunters in, precariously balancing a plate of pita pockets and a bowl of steaming soup on a slightly too small tray.

“Are you two talking about politics again?” Collei asks upon reading their expressions, face contorting into a frown. “That’s all everyone’s been talking about these days. It’s the Akademiya this and the Akademiya that. You’d think that nothing’s changed at all!”

Cyno reaches out to coax the tray of food onto Tighnari’s desk. “It’s been a confusing few days for the majority of Sumeru, Collei. One second they were following the Sages they were taught to obey for the entirety of their lives, the next they were being told that those same Sages were corrupt masterminds secretly plotting to overthrow a god by creating a new one. It’s a lot to process.”

Collei huffs. “Alright, fine. It’s just that it’s been getting really annoying to listen to, you know.” She picks up the bowl of soup and offers it to Tighnari. “Here, Master Tighnari, you can drink the soup directly from the bowl— I know you’ve been having trouble using eating utensils lately. And if you’re still hungry, these Pita Pockets only need your hands!”

Tighnari accepts the bowl, silently proud of her. It’s astounding how lively she’s gotten after the mysterious disappearance of her Eleazar. “Thank you, Collei.”

“You would make an extremely good nurse,” Cyno says to Collei. “I’m proud of how far you’ve come since you first arrived here.”

Collei flushes. “T-Thank you, General Mahamatra!”

Tighnari smiles. “When Cyno compliments you, take what he says and multiply it by two— that’s what he really means. You really would be an amazing nurse, Collei.”

Collei’s face becomes so red, even Cyno gives out a snort (which does not help things at all) and Tighnari has to give her more than a few pats on the head to return her back to the realm of the living.

She doesn’t stay for much longer after that— she bolted out of the door the first chance she got under the pretense of a patrol. She’d already finished her last patrol three hours ago, but Tighnari doesn’t have the heart to call her out on it.

They finish the rest of the meal in silence.

Tighnari grits his teeth, trying not to look too frustrated. He hates the way his own hands shake every time he brings the bowl of soup to his lips. He should be glad he was not permanently paralyzed from the amount of Electro that ended up in his body that day, but all he can feel is annoyance and… resentment.

Resentment towards what? The lightning bolt that struck him? His current situation?

Sweet, sweet Cyno, for putting more Electro into his body while trying to save him?

Cyno must notice something with his facial expression, because he reaches out and rests a hand over one of Tighnari’s— hey, since when were his hands shaking?

Their eyes meet, for a moment, a silent invitation. Cyno covers Tighnari’s other hand with his too, and slowly, his hands encircle Tighnari’s in a gentle grip. 

“Just a few more days,” Cyno says, steely conviction in those fiery eyes of his.

“Right,” Tighnari replies, feeling slightly less unsure about it than before.

 


 


  Dear General Mahamatra,


 


  Congratulations on gaining back your title. It didn’t feel right without you introducing yourself as the General Mahamatra.



  There are quite a lot of us in Aaru Village who would love to speak to you. If you have the time, please come around for lunch. Setaria and Rahman in particularly have been practically begging to talk to you. I know you have been busy in Gandharva Ville for the past week, so we won’t put it against you if you can’t make it.



  Setaria might die from anticipation though, if you don’t reply. At least send us a note and don’t leave us hanging. Please.


 


  Candace


 


 

Collei catches Cyno right before he steps outside of Gandharva Ville. Her face is red and she’s panting heavily, but energy is in her every step, unlike when she was still suffering from Eleazar.

“Where are you going, Master Cyno?” Collei pants, frowning. “I thought you were going to stay with Master Tighnari until he recovers.”

Cyno shifts uncomfortably, drawing the hood of his cloak further down over his face. “Ah… I need to meet up with some people at Aaru Village. I haven’t spoken to anyone involved in the plot at the Akademiya since Tighnari was brought here, and I’ve been drowning in letters from them in the past few days. Since Tighnari’s been doing a lot better now, I thought it wise to go meet up with them now.”

Collei doesn’t look convinced. “You’re not going to be gone for long?”

“No. It shouldn’t take more than half a day, if I hurry.” Cyno pauses to glance at the sun, still barely rising from the horizon. “I’ll be back before sundown.”

“Promise?”

“I promise, Collei.”

“Okay…” Collei is silent for a moment, before her face lights up, completely contrasting her expression from before. She holds out a basket of dark pink peaches. “Oh! I forgot! Take these Zaytun Peaches. Master Tighnari told me to give them to you— he says you love them.”

Cyno accepts the basket of peaches more gently than he expected himself to. “Thank you, Collei. Tell Tighnari the same.”

“It’s no problem! Have a safe trip, Master Cyno!” Collei smiles so brightly that Cyno fears he may get permanent eye damage.

Just as Cyno was turning around to leave again, Collei’s hand shoots out and grabs his wrist. She looks more shocked than Cyno.

“Um, Master Cyno?” She looks flustered. “I just wanted you to know, um… Master Tighnari and I love you lots, okay? Don’t get yourself hurt too. I can’t take care of both you and Master Tighnari at once!”

Collei seems terrified of herself for saying all of that. Something in Cyno’s heart melts, just a little. 

“I won’t get hurt, Collei,” Cyno says firmly. “I love you and Tighnari too.”

“Okay,” Collei says, as she starts to beam. “I’ll take care of Master Tighnari until you come back. You can count on me!”

“I don’t have to count on you to know that you’ll do a phenomenal job, Collei.”

And so Cyno left Gandharva Ville and a sputtering, red-faced Collei at its edge, with a basket of Dendro-preserved Zaytun Peaches and a small yet genuine smile.

It’s a long way from Gandharva Ville to Aaru Village, but Cyno knows all the secret shortcuts of the route like the back of his hand. Tighnari often admonishes him for rushing back and forth between Aaru Village and Gandharva Ville so quickly and so frequently, and Cyno mutters a silent apology to him as he speeds through the land.

He reaches Caravan Ribat halfway before midday. The chill of the morning forest air stings less this close to the desert. 

Collei should be heading out to patrol by now, which means Tighnari will be left with nobody to supervise him. In theory, he should be fine— physical therapy has been going great for him and he’s already dropped the cane— but there’s a small, gnawing part inside of Cyno that still worries.

Cyno stamps on that part of him with both his feet. Worrying does nothing good for anyone.

After picking up some supplies for his return trip, Cyno starts on the sandy path towards Aaru Village. Familiar sand begins to replace the soil underneath his feet, and soon enough, Cyno was trudging in a sea of hot, dry sand, so different from the dew-covered soil of the rainforest.

Has Tighnari eaten his breakfast today? He needs the nutrition to recover. Has he already thrown himself back into his work? What if he collapses? He won’t do that to himself for half a day without supervision, right?

Cyno shakes himself out of it.

The light from the Statue of the Seven at Aaru Village becomes visible just as the sun moves out from behind a cloud. Almost immediately, it begins to burn at Cyno’s skin. The climate difference between the desert and the rainforest is really something else.

Candace meets him at the entrance to the village with a large flask of water and an unimpressed smile. “General Mahamatra. It’s about time.”

Cyno accepts the flask of water. “Apologies for the lack of responses over the last few days. I had some… business to attend to in Gandharva Ville.”

“Ah, that makes more sense, I heard that most of the Akademiya’s former Sages had been relocated to Avidya Forest. Why didn’t you simply say so with a letter? We wouldn’t have bothered you as much.”

Cyno pauses, choosing his words carefully. “I… did not want the messenger bird to be caught in the desert’s heat.” It was only partly a lie.

“I didn’t know the General Mahamatra was a secret animal lover,” Candace says, voice hinting on teasing.

“Let’s go meet the ones who wish to speak to me,” Cyno deflects, hoping that it would come off like he was embarrassed rather than hiding something.

Candace was right, there really was a lot of people who wanted to talk to him. They all wanted to know about what exactly had happened at the Akademiya from the mouth of someone who had right in the middle of it. 

Cyno does his best to answer with as little detail as possible. It’s always good to be careful.

Eventually, the crowd that amassed around him thins, and through the crowd pushes a familiar researcher that Cyno feels like he should know.

She introduces herself as Setaria, and ah, that’s why she seemed familiar. She was once part of Azar’s entourage, if Cyno remembers correctly, and has also apparently been a part of the plan to overthrow the Sages.

“Lord Cyno,” Setaria says, looking a bit breathless. Cyno did tend to have that kind of effect on people. “We might’ve crossed paths once or twice, but I think this is our first time talking face-to-face, no?”

“Yes, to my memory. What’s your point?”

Setaria fumbles with her pockets for a moment, before pulling out a scroll of paper and nearly dropping it in her attempt to present it to Cyno, who, to his credit, does his best not to cringe. “I, um… I was wondering if you could… help me obtain permission to leave the Akademiya?”

Oh? That was new. “You want to leave the Akademiya?”

Setaria flushes. “Yes. I realized after a meeting with Lesser Lord Kusanali herself that my true calling was still in the desert, where I belong. I’ve decided that I will become a teacher and spread knowledge with my people. I was originally going to send this form to the Acting Grand Sage himself, but his, er… roommate said that I should go to someone else high up at the Akademiya instead, because the Acting Grand Sage was very busy. Candace told me you often come around Aaru Village to check up on things, so I thought I’d…”

“Understandable. If you’ve already filled out the form, I can send it to the Akademiya and get something back to you in a few days,” Cyno interrupts.

Setaria balks. “R-Really? You’ll help me? Just like that?”

“Just like that. I heard that you were also in on the plot to overthrow the Sages. You are an ally, and unlike what the rumors say, I do like to help out my allies. Have you finished the form?”

“Um, yes!” Setaria practically throws the scroll into Cyno’s hands. “Thank you so much, General Mahamatra!”

Cyno ends up talking to the crowd for at least another hour or so, until Candace pushes her way through, waves back the crowd, and offers him a flask of water and some honeyed dates.

(Cyno pockets the dates to add to his ever-amassing collection to send to a certain Forest Ranger and his trainee. It’s great— he always asks for dates, so people think he likes dates and gifts it to him, and then he’ll never run out of dates to accompany his letters with.)

“It’s best to stay hydrated in the desert,” Candaces says, and then adds, “not that you didn’t know that already. I was just fearing you’d forget, with the crowd and all.”

“Thanks, Candace,” Cyno says sincerely. “Their questions were getting a little too difficult to answer anyway.”

Candace smiles warmly, before glancing towards the sun. “It’s near noon. Are you hungry? Lunch is almost ready to be served, I believe—”

And then the Traveler and Paimon were barreling towards them at the speed of sound, with Paimon calling out Cyno’s name like a loud and squeaky alarm.

“Cyno! Cyno! Um, General Mahamatra! We have a letter for you from Gandharva Ville—”

The Traveler slaps the letter into Cyno’s hand before she trips and nearly faceplants into the sand, if not for Candace catching her. She looks dehydrated. She must’ve run from Caravan Ribat to Aaru Village in the midday heat of the desert.

Cyno would’ve been more worried about the Traveler’s state if not for the fact that the letter was unwrapped and unsigned. It’s written in an urgent scrawl that Cyno only barely manages to recognize as Collei’s.

Almost immediately, his heart rate begins to pick up.

Cyno barely manages to finish the first two sentences of the letter before he was breaking off into a sprint, heading straight for the entrance of Aaru Village, barely acknowledging the worried shouts of Candace and Paimon behind him.

 


 


  Master Cyno,


 


  Please return to Gandharva Ville! Master Tighnari is unwell. He was studying some lotuses by the river when he fell into the water and didn’t get back up. I had to carry him back to the village doctor and he still hasn’t woken up!



  The village doctor said that it’s because the Electro in his body flared up when he came into contact with Hydro and overloaded his nervous system. We applied a lot of the elemental cleanser on him, but he’s still unconscious.



  In theory, he should be fine… but I think you really needed to know! I mean, you’re his boyfriend, right? I just think it would really sad if Master Tighnari woke up and you weren’t there, Master Cyno! Please come back quickly? He needs you. We need you!



  



 

Tighnari looks like he could’ve just been taking a nap, if one ignores the aqua-green left behind by the elemental cleanser all over his body. His ears are in a peaceful position, and a strand of bright green hair is falling into his still-breathing face. Cyno had already reached out to brush it from his face before he could stop himself.

The Traveler runs into the hut moments later, having somehow managed to catch up to Cyno despite Cyno having gained a massive head start. (She can be terrifying sometimes.) Paimon is right behind her, squealing her head off about whether Tighnari is alive or not.

Cyno carefully wipes his face blank of any strong emotions, trying not to think about Paimon’s loud screams and Tighnari’s sensitive ears.

“He’s going to be okay,” Collei says before the Traveler could say a word. “It was just the elements in his body acting up.”

“So he’s not dead?” Paimon says, and she cringes at Cyno’s stare. “I mean, sorry! I’m glad Tighnari will be okay!”

Collei catches Cyno’s eye for a split second before turning back to the Traveler and Paimon. “I think we should give Master Tighnari some quiet time to rest. His ears are very sensitive, you know? Loud noises could disturb him.”

The indirect shade at Paimon is caught by everyone but Paimon.

“Oh, okay,” Paimon says. “Let’s go then, Traveler! We haven’t looked around Gandharva Ville since the incident at the Akademiya yet anyways!”

Before the Traveler is completely ushered out of the hut by Paimon, she turns her head and throws Cyno a knowing look.

Cyno hopes his face is still blank. Judging by the held-back smile on Collei’s face, he may or may not have failed.

A silence settles over the hut as soon as Paimon leaves the vicinity. “Um,” Collei says.

Cyno gestures towards the bottle of elemental cleanser as a conversation starter. “It’s less than half full now.”

“Huh?” Collei blinks. “Oh. Oh! Yes, because we smeared a lot of it on him. Um, do you think the elements in his body are going to disappear completely now?”

Cyno, ironically, has little to no knowledge in this field of medicine, so he covers it up with a cryptic, “Only time will tell.”

Cyno settles into the chair next to Tighnari’s bed, which has grown quite familiar to him throughout his stays in Gandharva Ville. It even has a couple of quilts wrapped around it in Tighnari’s attempts to save Cyno’s back— a couple more and you almost could pass it for an armchair.

The potted Sumeru Rose on Tighnari’s desk still looks as well cared for as ever. Its soil looks damp— Tighnari must’ve just watered it this morning. Something about the sight of that flower always makes Cyno’s chest feel warm inside, like he’d just swallowed a bowl of Tighnari’s warmest stew.

Tighnari shifts in his sleep, making Collei jump. His hair falls over his face again (one of the pains that come with Tighnari’s ears being on top of his head), but Cyno brushes it aside before it could even settle. 

“He… will be okay, right?” Cyno finds himself asking involuntarily, hands still in Tighnari’s hair.

Tighnari is breathing steadily and looks alive and warm but… he’s not conscious. And that scares Cyno, just a little.

“He looks fine, Master Cyno,” Collei says. “I think he already is okay. He’s just sleeping.”

That does make sense. He needs the rest, really.

Cyno’s fingers move from Tighnari’s hair to his ears, stroking them carefully. Tighnari has always been very particular about the condition of the fur on his ears and on his tail, and the reward for his efforts is soft, exceptionally silky fur that feels like heaven to run your fingers through.

(Collei looks on with jealousy. Cyno is the only one that gets to touch Tighnari’s fur without asking. It’s sweet how much they trust each other, but that doesn’t mean Collei can’t be jealous that Cyno gets to have Tighnari’s tail as a pillow every night.)

Cyno wonders if Tighnari has gotten a chance to groom his tail today. His tail is hidden underneath the bedcovers. It would be a shame if Tighnari spent the rest of the day sleeping without reapplying his essential oils.

“Master Cyno?” Collei’s voice jolts Cyno out of his trance. “Um, I think Paimon wants something?”

She gestures towards the window on the door, where a small hand, probably belonging to Paimon, was waving.

“They probably wish to speak to me,” Cyno says, suddenly feeling the exhaustion from his race back to Gandharva Ville. Dammit, at the worst time too. “I haven’t been responding to a lot of the letters people have been sending me. I’ll talk to them outside.”

The Traveler is holding an envelope Cyno doesn’t recognize. Paimon talks first, as always. “Nilou is throwing a party to celebrate you gaining back your position! She wanted us to deliver the invitation to you. We almost forgot about it, what with Tighnari and all.”

The Traveler nods as she hands the invitation to Cyno. “We stopped by Gandharva Ville first, but Tighnari had collapsed and Collei didn’t know how to deliver her note to you, so we offered to deliver it to you.”

Cyno unfolds the letter. Nilou seems to have put a lot of effort into this invitation, even going as far as to decorate the margins.

But that wasn’t what was catching his eye now. He feels his mouth curl into a steady frown as he looks at his own name at the top of the invitation, the sole receiver.

“Did she not invite Tighnari to the celebration?” Cyno asks.

The Traveler and Paimon definitely was not expecting that to come out of his mouth. They look at each other, though they remain silent, and that is all Cyno needs.

He folds the letter and places it back into the envelope, holding it out to the Traveler. “Tighnari was the only one in on the plan that ended up severely injured. He has as much of a right to attend the celebration as the rest of us. Tell Nilou that I will not be attending if Tighnari is not.”

“Wait, you’re not going?” Paimon squeaks, but the Traveler silences her with a hand. 

“Will do, Cyno,” the Traveler says, ever the amicable mediator. “Tell Tighnari I said hi. Hope he gets well soon.”

Cyno watches them leave. He leans against Tighnari’s door and huffs out a breath.

He should go back inside. He doesn’t really want to. He should make sure Tighnari is alright. He’s stalling.

Tighnari will be fine. Tighnari is fine. Tighnari is fine without him to watch over him every second of the day. This was just an unfortunate accident.

Cyno takes a deep breath and runs a hand through his hair. He isn’t used to these… feelings. Worry. Anxiety about another person’s wellbeing. He’d spent the majority of his life worrying about nobody but himself, but now there’s not one, but two people in his life he would give anything to protect. And that… is scary.

People are fragile. People die so easily. Tighnari has already, technically, died. Will he survive if something like that happened to him again?

Before that train of thought could spiral into something worse, Tighnari’s door opens behind him.

“M-Master Cyno! Are you alright?!”

“I’m fine, Collei,” Cyno manages to get out, only barely preventing himself from falling due to the lack of a door to lean against. “How’s Tighnari?”

“He’s fine, Master Cyno, but what about you? You look terrible! What did the Traveler say to you?”

With one hefty push, Cyno is standing again and dusting himself off. “I’m fine, Collei, really, I am. I just got… overwhelmed.” They say partial lies are the best lies there are.

Collei doesn’t look convinced. Perhaps she should consider a career in intelligence instead. “Okay, Master Cyno. Um, is it okay if I leave you with Master Tighnari? Master Tighnari is supposed to be checking up on the former Sages right now, but since he’s not awake, me and the other Forest Rangers have to go…”

“It’s fine,” Cyno says, then pauses. He smiles, which seems to genuinely startle Collei. “Also, it’s ‘the other Forest Rangers and I’, not ‘me and the other Forest Rangers.’”

Collei groans, making it completely worth it. “Okay, okay, I’m going!”

Cyno goes inside the hut this time before he could almost-breakdown against Tighnari’s door again. Tighnari himself is still sleeping peacefully, having turned himself onto his back in his sleep. The motion has once again caused a strand of hair to fall into his face.

The action of brushing it aside is about as useless, in the grand scheme on things, as capturing fireflies in a jar for the meager light they offer. But the light they offer is still as tiny and dazzling as any other natural source of light.

Tighnari shifts a little, just a little, when Cyno makes contact with his skin, just a little. His cheeks are warm to the touch, although Cyno’s hands are cold from the cool air outside, so frigid compared to the sun in the desert.

Cyno settles down next to his bed, on the chair at Tighnari’s desk, yet again. He waits.

 


 


  Dear General Mahamatra,


 


  I’m so sorry! I had meant to invite Forest Watcher Tighnari, but I heard that he had recently suffered a very serious injury and that he was in no shape to leave Gandharva Ville, so I didn’t think he’d be up for the party. I can’t believe I didn’t think of a way to solve that problem instead of just excluding him! Again, I’m very sorry!



  I penned Forest Watcher Tighnari’s invitation last night, and I have attached it to this letter, but you won’t really need to use it, because we’re moving the party straight to Gandharva Ville so that he wouldn’t need to go anywhere!



  The Traveler, Paimon, and Dehya will be coming to the forest tomorrow morning. I hope they can find a spot in Gandharva Ville to host the celebration— but if they can’t, that’s okay! We’ll just put the banquet table outdoors!



  Once again, I’m very sorry!


 


  Nilou


 


 

Someone is grasping Tighnari’s hand, and it’s grasping it hard. Tighnari opens his eyes.

Collei is slumped over in a chair that she pulled close to Tighnari’s bed, looking like she was unsure whether she should lean back or lean forwards on it and instead settled on a strange halfway point of the two. She’s got both her hands wrapped around Tighnari’s left hand, and she’s holding it like she’s afraid he’ll disappear if she held it any looser. She’s snoring softly.

Sitting some ways behind her is Cyno, who’s snoring in the same chair as he was when Tighnari first woke up a few days ago, arms crossed and body rigid even in sleep. The curtains aren’t shut all the way to allow sunlight in for the plants on his desk, and the sunlight consequently also falls onto Cyno. He doesn’t seem to be bothered by the light and sleeps on. He must’ve been exhausted.

For a moment, Tighnari laid there simply admiring the domestic scene. On some days, he still struggles to believe he has this— this little family, this little bubble of happiness that he could always turn to whether or not he needs them. 

Then Cyno begins stirring. Tighnari watches him too, for a moment— the way his firmly-crossed hands seem to loosen as he comes away from sleep instead of tightening further, the way he opens his eyes and immediately seems to regret it and closes them again— before he decides he can’t take it anymore and snorts.

It’s almost comical the way Cyno practically falls all over himself upon hearing Tighnari. He’s wide awake in an instant, those red eyes shining like an alarm in the sunlight.

“Hey,” Tighnari says, and Cyno is on him in an instant.

“You scared me,” Cyno says, muffled, into Tighnari’s shirt. “I was in Aaru Village when I got the note from Collei. The one time I left, Tighnari, and you…”

Someone slams a knife into Tighnari’s heart and twists it around like a doorknob. “Oh, Cyno, I—”

“No,” Cyno says, and he lifts his head to look at Tighnari. “It’s fine. These things happen.” His grip on Tighnari’s shirt tightens. “I just… I was scared.”

“I’m sorry,” Tighnari says, unsure of what to say, and Cyno buries his face in Tighnari’s clothes again.

“It’s not your fault,” Cyno says, but his hands tremble. “You don’t need to apologize.”

Cyno’s right. It’s true. These things happen, and they happen all the time. How unfair does it have to be, though, that these things not only hurt you, it also hurts the people around you. The people who love you.

Tighnari snakes his free arm around Cyno almost unconsciously, pulling him closer. A silent reassurance, a wordless declaration— I’m here, and I’m not going to leave.

Cyno is warm. He’s always carried the warmth of the desert around with him. Tighnari loves his familiar warmth. It encircles its way around him and digs into his skin and settles inside of him and wraps its gentle hands around his heart. 

Soon, they’re both asleep once again, wrapped in the warmth of love, with Cyno on top of Tighnari’s chest and Collei’s hand on Tighnari’s left hand and Tighnari’s right arm wrapped around Cyno.

It’s a scene lovely enough to make even the most stoic of scholars smile a little.

 


 


  Dear Kaveh,


 

Hey, this is Tighnari. I know what you must be thinking. What? Tighnari, that stoic and cold forest watcher Tighnari, is writing a letter to a friend? Preposterous. Unbelievable, really. Who’s ever seen that guy write anything for someone, much less a letter? Does he even have friends? Who would want to be friends with him?


  Well, you’re thinking right. I’d never write a letter to you, Kaveh. What you’re holding right now is simply a figment of the imagination. The words you’re reading aren’t real and don’t exist. And they definitely, 100%, were not penned by me.



  See you tonight at five P.M. Nilou has really outdone herself. It would be a real shame if you missed this. Even if you didn’t play a major role in the operation to rescue the Dendro Archon, just treat it as a gathering between friends.


 

[Attached to the letter is an invitation letter to the feast for Kaveh. Judging by the smirk on Tighnari’s face as he penned this little note, he definitely didn’t invite Kaveh simply for the reason he listed.]

 


 

“You’re a rude, smug, condescending, and utterly unbearable human being, and I can’t believe I’m friends with you,” Kaveh declares that night upon his arrival, slamming his invitation letter down onto the dinner table.

Ignoring the stares of the others present at the party, Tighnari only pretends to blink innocently and smile. “Why, Kaveh, I’m hurt. I simply invited you to a nice gathering of friends, and this is what I get in return?”

“You know exactly what you did, you bastard,” Kaveh sniffs, casting his head in the direction of a certain Acting Grand Sage, who was currently talking to Cyno. “Why didn’t you tell me he’d be here?!”

“I thought you knew that he had a part to play in this whole operation,” Tighnari says, continuing to feign innocence. He even taps his nails on his walking stick, as if to say, you wouldn’t do anything to an injured person, would you?

“I— I thought that maybe he wasn’t invited or something! You know, with his annoying personality and his humongous ego!” Kaveh groans, and plops himself down on the chair across from Tighnari. “You know what, fine. I’m here now, I might as well get this evening over with. You’re not going to get away with this though, Tighnari!”

With the sweet taste of victory in his mouth, Tighnari leans back in his chair, content with the euphoria of yet another game won against Kaveh. Barely a few seconds later, a familiar presence settles down in the chair next to him.

“Having fun?” Cyno asks, grabbing something from the pile of appetizers the Traveler has somehow managed to cook up on such short notice.

“Very,” Tighnari says, smiling. “How’s Alhaitham holding up? Hasn’t collapsed yet from the stress of Akademiya duties, has he?”

“Oh, believe me, he came very close,” calls Kaveh from the other side of the table. “I had to physically drag him away from his work. He’s a stubborn, bullheaded idiot, but I have to admit that he’s quite good at the work he does.”

Right on cue, Alhaitham appears out of nowhere, and takes the seat directly next to Kaveh. “Oh? What’s this? Do I hear compliments for me from the great Kaveh, Light of Kshahrewar, my oh-so accomplished senior?”

Kaveh immediately flushes redder than the berry juice he’s sipping from. “It was nothing.”

“It definitely was something, Kaveh,” Cyno says, the corners of his lips quirking up.

“Could you repeat what you just said, Kaveh? It seems like Alhaitham didn’t hear you,” Tighnari adds, smirking.

“Shut up! I didn’t say anything, and he’s not going to hear anything. Let’s just eat already.”

Alhaitham raises an eyebrow at that, but miraculously does shut his mouth and begins to eat. Everyone else is starting to settle in at the table as well, and the festive mood of a fun night is beginning to take form.

The night goes on. The sun sets, and after quite the beautiful sunset, the lanterns in the village begin to flicker on. Everyone watched in awe as a swarm of fireflies flew over their party and stayed there, hovering around them like little suspended stars.

“I don’t believe I’ve thanked you yet for moving all of this here for me, Nilou,” Tighnari says at one point, as Nilou was leaving the table to throw something away.

“Oh, it was nothing,” Nilou says, blushing. “We’d only barely gotten started with the party planning when Cyno said he wasn’t coming without you. It was quite easy to move it somewhere else. If anything, I should be apologizing to you for almost leaving you out.”

“It’s fine,” Tighnari says, waving a hand. “I had but a minor role in the movement anyway.”

“Don’t say that,” Cyno says, overhearing their conversation. “You kept Setaria safe, and helped the Traveler keep the Fatui away. It was unfair that you were the only one that was seriously hurt, Tighnari.”

“Yeah!” Nilou nods enthusiastically. “Don’t downplay your own contributions! I’m very glad you could participate in these feast— moving it here was the least I could do for you!”

“Do you really think so low of your contributions to the plan?” Cyno says after she left, softly, so that only the two of them could hear. “You were amazing, Tighnari.”

“You weren’t even there to see what I had done,” Tighnari huffs.

“I just knew that you were.” He’s quite close now, with a small smile on his face. 

Tighnari can’t help but smile back. “Alright, I believe you. I love you.”

“I… I love you too.”

Cyno leans in even closer, his hands creeping up to find themselves a place on Tighnari’s cheeks. And Tighnari draws in a breath when he realizes what he’s doing, and then Cyno kisses him. He’s warm, ever so warm, and Tighnari drops his walking stick to wrap his arms around his back, and—

And then Kaveh’s voice cuts through the moment, because he’s Kaveh. “Woah woah woah! Did I miss something? Since when were you two doing that?”

They almost leap apart, Cyno’s face particularly red.

“Since a couple months ago,” Tighnari replies, pretending that his face wasn’t just as red as Cyno’s. “You never noticed?”

“Of course not!” Kaveh’s gawking at the two of them now. He turns to Alhaitham for some kind of support. “You— tell me you never realized, either!”

Alhaitham shrugs. “I’d assumed something was up with them for much longer than ‘a couple months’ by this point. I’d be surprised if you two weren’t dating already. Congratulations, by the way, Cyno. I never thought you would be up for a relationship.”

“We were quite private with it,” Tighnari says, seeing as Cyno seemed to be in no state to talk. “Well, up until now, I suppose.”

“It just felt like the perfect moment, you looked so kissable,” Cyno murmurs quietly, for only Tighnari to hear.

Tighnari snorts. “Don’t look so much like a kicked puppy, Kaveh, you’re not a detective. It’s okay if you never noticed.”

“I never noticed that you were dating the General Mahamatra, and I come around all the time for dinner!” Kaveh cries. “I’m such an idiot.”

“At least you acknowledge it,” Alhaitham quips, and Kaveh’s distracted again with arguing with Alhaitham until Alhaitham says something too witty for him to retaliate. Those two will never stop being amusing idiots.

“I’m still surprised you’d do something like that in public,” Tighnari says, leaning against Cyno until his head was resting on his shoulders. “You know I’m fine with open affection, right?”

“I know,” Cyno says, his face still a bit warm. “I… I don’t know what came over me.”

“It’s alright. You don’t have to keep openly displaying affection towards me just because I’m okay with it.”

“No, I…” Tighnari could see the frown on his face even though he couldn’t physically do so. “I think… it’s something I’d like to try more. Kissing and… holding hands with you, in public, those sorts of things.”

“Oh? Are you finally coming out of your shell, General Mahamatra? Those tabloid editors would have a field day with you.”

Cyno groans. “Don’t remind me.”

He leans into Tighnari, and Tighnari’s ears flick against him in happiness, which makes Cyno chuckle— a low, rumbling thing that Tighnari can feel.

Fireflies drift across the dinner table lazily, Alhaitham and Kaveh continue bickering, and the forest is full of life.

The night goes on. Tighnari sighs, content.

  
Notes for the Chapter:fun fact! an injury/recovery situation for tighnari has been planned for this specific fic in the series since the beginning of 3.1, before any story leaks from 3.2 were shared. imagine my surprise when tighnari actually got injured in canon and gave me an injury to write about!

this is the last fic in the series that will have angst. the next fic in particular is my favorite!! i couldn’t wait to start writing it as i was working on this!





