
Like A Cat



Lynette enjoyed the Traveler’s company.

Lumine was an adventurous type, but she had been traveling long enough that the energetic adventurer’s spirit she had was tempered by a surprisingly compassionate, quiet appreciation for the lands and the people she encountered. Lynette stood by her side as the Traveler researched, cooked, and listened respectfully to the many people and places she went.

Lyney had asked Lumine to watch his sister while he and Freminet did some undisclosed work for Father— though as far as Lumine knew, they were only doing some traveling of their own. Lynette did not enjoy the idea of being separated from Lyney, but he had taken her aside and asked his sister to help Lumine navigate the still-unfamiliar land of Fontaine.

“Outside of our family,” he said, “There is no one else I would sooner trust to watch my beloved sister than the Traveler.”

Also, he knew full well that if Lynette was left to her own devices, she would spend all of her free time in the Hotel Bouffes d’ete as a shut-in, reading books, drinking tea, and claiming she was merely on standby mode to anyone who asked. And she knew he knew that, since it had happened the last two times. So maybe it was, in fact, better for her to have some company.

They had a good time together, if Lynette was honest. Maybe one day would find them simply taking a stroll near the Fountain of Lucine and picking rainbow roses to press them into books and preserve them, and the next day would find them swimming quickly through currents and fighting dangerous sea creatures. Lynette found that she enjoyed the variety. She couldn’t predict what Lumine would want to do from one day to the next, but she started to look forward to her knocking on the front door of the hotel every morning.

One day they were hiking on the western slopes of Mont Automnequi and picking lumidouce bell blossoms when the Traveler slapped her own forehead.

“Lumine? What’s wrong?” Lynette asked.

“I completely forgot I had my seed dispensary,” Lumine replied. She reached into her pack, and pulled out a little hand-sized box. “This whole time, I could have been collecting seeds from the flowers too. It’s been a while since I’ve had new flower seeds to add to it.”

“What is this?” Lynette’s ears twitched atop her head. “You collect seeds with it?”

“This is a magic device given to me by an adeptus from Liyue. It lets me collect seeds without even needing to open up their fruits.” Lumine showed her how it worked. “And I can plant them in…. actually, it’s been long enough. I should just show you.”

She reached into her pack again, and pulled out a wooden plaque of some kind. And in front of Lynette’s eyes, she somehow duplicated it right in front of her, and handed her a copy of the wooden plaque while keeping the original for herself.

Lynette furrowed her brow, trying to figure out how she’d done it. “And you said you weren’t a magician? That was an excellent trick, Traveler.”

Lumine laughed. “It’s no sleight of hand like Lyney. It’s just adeptal power from Liyue. Here, take it.”

Lynette took it, and she was immediately bathed in a warm light.

In the space of a single confused blink, she was suddenly…. somewhere else. She was at the beach, but this was not like Fontaine’s beaches. The trees were pink, for starters. And the giant mansion behind them on the shoal was distinctively Inazuman in style.

“This is my teapot realm,” Lumine said. “That realm dispatch, the wooden plaque I gave you, allows you to come here whenever you want. Just hold the plaque whenever you want to come in or leave. I have given copies of that plaque to a few people before, but only to people I really trust.”

Lumine introduced her to the idea of teapot realms, which Lynette had previously thought only existed in some of the more bizarre folk tales that storytellers and wandering bards sang about. It was very comfortable here, she thought. It never rained, and there were no hostile animals or treasure hoarders or other enemies here at all. Things did not really rot or go bad here. The temperature was mild and cozy, and perfect for growing plants.

The Traveler showed her where she did exactly that. It was up the hill from the grand Inazuman mansion, on a flat-topped hill. To the side there were some strange mechanical toys dancing and spinning next to a bunch of stone lions arranged with no clear purpose, but Lynette tuned them out while Lumine showed off her garden.

“Here is where I can plant those lumidouce seeds.” Lumine pulled out some seeds from her dispensary and did exactly that, pushing them into the loamy earth. “Thanks to adepti magic they won’t take too long to bloom. I’ll come by in a few days.”

She looked at Lynette. “Please feel free to come by anytime, even if I’m not here. There are some other people who come by on occasion, but I don’t think they’ll bother you. Let me show you inside the mansion.”

“Other people?” Lynette didn’t necessarily get along well with strangers, although she trusted the Traveler’s judgment.

“There’s Albedo. I let him keep a room upstairs so he has some place to go for experiments so he doesn’t have to go to that frozen mountain all the time. And there’s Mona. She used to be my only permanent tenant, but lately she’s been managing her money better so she doesn’t fall short of rent again.” Lumine paused. “I hope. Anyway, you might also run into Nilou, one of my friends, when she comes by to practice her dancing since her parents’ house doesn’t have much floor space. And I pay a housekeeper to come by and keep the mansion clean and feed the cats every three days. He said he’d do that for free, but it’s only fair to pay him for his time and effort. That’s it for my regulars, really. And that room downstairs is my bedroom. I come here to sleep.”

Well, that solved that question Lynette had had about where exactly the Traveler laid her head to rest at night. She looked around the mansion as Lumine described it while sitting on the sofa. None of the other people she mentioned were in at the moment, so she poked her head into their rooms and saw a ton of chemistry equipment in one of them, and astrology equipment, bookshelves, and a bed in the other.

The mansion was certainly cozy. There was a kitchen set up on the ground floor, and in the main space, away from the large wooden dancing stage decorated with six differently colored flags, there sat two sofas closing off a corner in front of a fireplace where Lumine was currently sitting, petting a bunch of happy meowing cats.

Lynette’s ears twitched. She saw how Lumine scratched behind their ears and…

She shook her head. “Thank you, Traveler. I’m not sure when I’ll have occasion to come here, but…. I appreciate the invitation.”

“Of course. You can feel free to come by, or not come by, any time. Oh, let me introduce you to Tubby, while you’re here….”

A few days later, Lyney and Freminet returned, and Lynette forgot about the realm dispatch for a while. Lyney insisted on accompanying the Traveler around Fontaine, and Freminet had some underwater deliveries to make for Father.

But a week later, Lynette found herself bored sitting at her usual table at the Hotel Debord, her cup of tea now empty, and poking through her handbag, she found the wooden plaque again. She paid her bill and went out the door, but as she went through the doorway, her hand closed around the plaque.

A warm light shone. She was once again in the Traveler’s teapot.

It was something of a closed space, naturally. No one could bother her here. She went for a walk, marveling at the cherry blossom bridge that emerged from nowhere to allow her to cross to the nearby island. She tried to peer at the base of the bridge and see how its optical illusion worked, but she couldn’t figure it out. She knew the answer was “adepti magic” but she was still curious how, exactly, that was the case.

She wandered over to the other islands. She found more of those giant lion statues, a herd of cranes and boars for some reason, and on the final island, a hot springs. Her tail flicked as she saw it. She certainly had some cat instincts, but a fear of water wasn’t one of them, and the hot springs looked nice and pleasant…

She’d have to ask later, the next time she saw Lumine, if she would be okay with Lynette taking a dip. For now, she went back to the mansion, wondering what there was in the pantry. She decided that if she took anything from the pantry, the least she could do was replace it later.

Lynette noted the music playing inside the mansion. It came from a device that looked like a vase, but there was a shining golden disc rotating inside of it. How it got there, she had no idea, but it reminded her of a Fontaine phonograph. It was playing very soothing, quiet music.

The vase was sitting on a table set between the two sofas in the corner. She sat down with an apple she’d found in the pantry and ate it while petting the cats that came up to her. They had food bowls there, she noticed, but they were starting to run low. She wondered what they’d like to eat. She couldn’t talk with them; they weren’t quite like normal cats, she realized. That was probably good, if they were left alone here for so long…

She yawned. The music was so soothing, and she was… feeling tired. The sofa was so comfy…

Lynette’s eyes sprang open.

How long had she been asleep? It had been for, uh…. a while? She had no idea. The cats that had curled up next to her jumped away as she sat up.

She blinked, though, when she saw a red-and-black patterned bowl on the tea table in front of her. It sat atop a small bamboo mat, so whoever had left it here had cared about condensation pooling underneath the bowl. It was covered with a lid, which she removed. It was a soup she didn’t recognize, but it sure smelled good.

It was still warm, but not hot. It had been here for a while, perhaps. There was a spoon next to it on the bamboo mat. Along with a handwritten note….

“Hello. You must be a new guest of Lumine’s. I came to take care of the house and pet the cats and I found you asleep, so I made you this. Hope you like it. Thoma.”

Thoma? Was that supposed to be Thomas? She sniffed. The soup smelled good. So good.

She ate it all.

Then she took the bowl to the kitchen and washed and dried it. It was the least she could do as a thank-you.

When she returned to the House of the Hearth, she decided to make something for him in return. Thoma had been kind enough to leave her a meal and even left her alone while she slept, which justified spending a bit of extra energy for his sake.

What had Lumine said? Every three days?

She made several servings of her madeleines, plenty for everyone else in the House of the Hearth. She made some for Father, for Lyney, for Freminet, some for the Traveler… and also for Thoma.

She used the wooden plaque again, and left a plate of them on the table for him next to the sofa, along with a cup of tea. There was more tea in the kitchen if he wanted it, next to the apple she brought to replace the one she’d eaten. He should be coming by soon, if he came at around the same time as the last time. She asked the cats to leave it alone, and she hoped they understood. She left a note underneath the plate.

“Thank you for the soup. I enjoyed it. Please enjoy these madeleines I baked. Lynette.”

Simple and to the point. She departed and went back to her usual work.

She saw Lumine when she went to give her a bag of madeleines. The Traveler immediately lost them to Paimon, who dove in like a bird to steal the bag. Lynette wordlessly gave her the second, backup bag of madeleines.

“Thank you!” Lumine gave her a hug. The cat girl froze up, but it wasn’t an unpleasant sensation to be hugged by Lumine. She was just surprised. If she didn’t like it, she would have wiggled her way out. She decided it was fine.

“Traveler, I have a question.”

“Yes?” she replied as they sat down at a park table to drink the tea Lynette had made to accompany the treats.

“Who is Thomas? The housekeeper in your teapot?”

“You mean Thoma?”

So his name really was that? “Yes. I went in there earlier this week for some peace and quiet. Then I fell asleep. While I was asleep, he came in, fed the cats, and made me a bowl of soup.” She paused. “It was good.”

“Yes, that sounds like him. Thoma is the housekeeper I mentioned. He’s a very nice man, loves animals. He’s great at cooking and cleaning. Ayaka and Ayato are very lucky people.” Lumine sighed. “So jealous! Anyway, he’s one of the other people I gave a realm dispatch to. I very much trust him.”

Lynette nodded. “I see.”

“I’ve adventured with him before! He really had my back on Tsurumi Island. Oh, would you like to hear about it? It was a few months ago, in Inazuma, on an island full of fog…”

How curious, that this Thoma lived in Inazuma, and she lived in Fontaine, but they could both go to the Traveler’s teapot. Lynette wondered about it the next time she came to the teapot.

An unexpected surprise awaited her in the kitchen. Another bowl, but this time a different kind of soup. And a note.

“I’m glad you liked the soup! The madeleines you made were absolutely delicious. I shared some of them with my lady and she loved them too. Is it a Fontainian recipe? I would really appreciate learning it! Please enjoy this rice cake soup I made for you. There’s a big pot of it in the kitchen too, for you and your family.”

Lynette’s eyes widened when she saw how big the pot was. She had the soup, and it was absolutely delicious, again. She finished the bowl, cleaned it, and took the pot.

The House of the Hearth ate well that night. Lynette would have to thank him in some larger way than the last time.

She came to the teapot a few days later with paper and pen. She brought all the supplies she needed to make a large batch of madeleines. But her plan was derailed when she walked into the mansion door.

The cat bowls were full of food. There was a blonde man sitting on the sofa. He was petting the cats. One was asleep on his stomach, another ran around his foot, and he had one fuzzy little grey kitten on his upper chest that he was trying to gently pull off.

“Now, now, Maru, please don’t tear my shirt… ah….”

Lynette froze. She hadn’t run into anyone other than the Traveler here before. But before she could do anything, the blonde man looked up at her.

“Hello! Are you Lynette?” he asked.

She nodded. Alone with a strange man in an empty mansion. She reminded herself of the vision on her hair ribbon. But this was the Traveler’s teapot. Lumine wouldn’t let just anyone have a key…

“I’m Thoma. Nice to meet you,” he said. “Sorry. I can’t move to shake your hand. Suzume here is asleep.” He pointed at the orange cat that was curled up on his stomach.

So this was Thoma, the housekeeper. The one who came to feed the cats and clean the house, and left her nice food. She felt the nervousness in her stomach dissipate. She came over to him.

“That’s okay. I’ll set up in the kitchen. You wanted to learn how to make madeleines, right?”

Thoma’s face lit up. “I do! Did you bring the recipe?”

“I did. I’ll prepare everything and tell you when it’s ready. Maybe by that time the cat will have woken up.”

“Maybe. I might have to gently pick her up and set her aside…”

Lynette was almost done setting up when the tall blonde man came into the kitchen. “All right, I’m ready to learn, Lynette-sensei.”

She looked at him oddly. “Lynette…. sensei?”

“Ah, it’s just an Inazuman way of respectfully referring to a teacher. Sorry.”

“It’s okay.” She shook it off and handed him the pen and paper. “If you’d like to follow along. First, we have a cup of flour, filled up to the top, and two teaspoons of vanilla, and….”

He wrote down everything she said and watched her intently. Lynette was pleasantly surprised to hear his questions about why this process and not that one. He was very detail oriented. Well, that was no surprise to her.

Eventually the madeleines were ready to bake and all there was to do was wait. Lynette set the timer for the oven and they went over to the sofas to play with the cats.

“So can you talk to them?” Thoma asked as Maru jumped up his leg.

“I can’t. They don’t understand me, I think.” Still, that didn’t stop the cats from being affectionate. Lynette sipped tea while she stroked the fur of a beautiful black and white tuxedo cat.

“Huh. Have you met Kageroumaru outside?”

“The guard dog? Unfortunately yes.” Her ears folded back for a moment. “How does a dog hold a sword in his mouth like that, anyway…?”

“Oh, that’s a ninja dog! They work with special forces in Inazuma. They’re trained from birth to….”

Lynette learned a few things that day. First, Inazuma was a deeply strange place. Second, Thoma was a very nice man. And three, he was utterly devoted to the family he served, the Kamisatos. Lynette respected that. She, too, cared about her family, and she liked that he had found one to join after losing his own. It was something she was familiar with.

They both went home with boxes of freshly baked madeleines. Thoma was very pleased.

“I know my lady will love these,” he said, a smile on his face. “She enjoys learning about Fontaine, its culture, its food. You should visit sometime.”

And run into ninja dogs? No thanks. “I’ll think about it,” she responded.

“Um. Can I ask one last question?” he said.

“That is, itself, a question,” she pointed out.

“Um,” Thoma stammered.

Lynette’s mouth twitched briefly. “Go ahead and ask.”

“Are…. are your ears real?”

She blinked. “My ears?”

“The ears on top of your head.” Thoma’s eyes glanced up from meeting her gaze, and she realized he was staring at her cat ears.

“They are,” she replied, a little hesitantly.

He nodded. “I see.”

She turned her head a little. “I don’t think that was your only question.”

The blonde man looked nervous. “I-I, uh…. wanted to ask if I could…. touch them.”

Lynette did not normally let people touch her, much less her ears. She had had…. bad experiences in the past, with people who were a little too interested in her feline characteristics.

But Thoma had been nothing but respectful. She knew for a fact that he had been near her while she had been asleep, and had done nothing to her. And Lumine vouched for him.

While she pondered this, she stared him down and he backed away.

“I’m sorry. I made you uncomfortable.” He looked down. “I apologize, I—”

“You can pet them.”

He looked up. “What?”

She nodded. It was a little impulsive, but she decided she’d give him a chance. “Once.”

He blinked, and nodded. He stepped forward and swallowed nervously. Lynette closed her eyes and leaned forward a little.

He stroked her cat ears. It was…. pleasant. His hands were warm. He even scratched behind them a bit, before letting go.

“S-sorry. I was just really curious.” Thoma backed away. “Again, though, thank you so much for this recipe! I really appreciate it. My lady will love them.”

Lynette waved as he took out his own wooden plaque. “Bye,” was all she said before he left.

Well, there was nothing else for her to do here. She, too, turned and departed.

Two people watched the whole thing from the balcony upstairs.

“I want to pet those ears too…”

“There are plenty of cats downstairs, Mona.”

“That’s not the same thing!”

“I can make you a pair of cat ears with alchemy if you’d prefer that.”

“That is also not the same thing!”

–—

Lyney munched as Lynette sat with her cup of tea in a public park.

“Huh. I feel like you didn’t make this one,” he said.

“I didn’t.” Lynette replied.

He looked at her oddly. “You bought madeleines? I thought you said you pulled them out of the oven yourself.”

“I did. My new friend Thoma made them while I supervised.”

He looked at her. “You made a new friend?”

Lynette continued to sip her tea.

“Who is this Thoma? Wait, I know that name. He’s the one who made the rice cake soup, wasn’t he? I remember you saying that. How much time have you spent together? Is he a cook?”

“He’s a very good housekeeper,” she replied, an idea starting to form in her head. “He likes cleaning, and taking care of animals. And he’s a good baking student.”

“Hmm. I’m starting to think I need to meet him.” Lyney chomped down on a madeleine with more force than was strictly necessary.

Lynette turned away from him while sipping her tea. She made sure to time her next statement for when Lyney picked up his own cup.

“He especially likes cats. I let him pet my ears.”

She walked away while Lyney sputtered into his tea.

“Y-you what? Lynette! We need to talk! Lynette!”

Without a word, but a secret smile on her face, Lynette jumped over a shrub and vaulted away.

Like a cat, only she decided who was allowed to touch her, and if she decided that based on just enjoying someone’s company… then that was her business.


Notes for the Chapter:This fic was inspired by my cat and my disaster of a teapot layout.





