
Our Names, In the Silence

Author’s Note:
(unstoppable force vs immovable object. hot and cold. polar opposites. let’s gooooo!)





Without the comfort of silence, the noise of the surface becomes unbearable.

 

This is why he dives; to get away from the tumult that continues to plague him above. It lets him escape from the world he hates, and confide in his most trusted of friends: the Tigdala and Romaritime Flowers. 

 

They let him vent his frustrations out without needing to reply. It gives him comfort, knowing he will never be judged by them. This is also the reason why he refrains from exchanging words with other people. Freminet fears the replies, their true intentions hidden beneath a blanket of politeness, and the mind games they play with him as he makes a fool of himself. 

 

Why other people couldn’t express their intentions on the outside is his question. Freminet will never know the answer.

 

He wades in the silence of the depths. Swimming from the near surface to the bottom of the reef has never been an easier task. He’s been diving near the city’s bottom platform lately, searching for Romaritime Flowers on Lyney’s behalf, though so far he hasn’t had much luck, if anything.

 

A splash of water ripples from above.

 

The noise is loud in Freminet’s ears. It vibrates in an uncomfortable pitch, and leads him to turn his head towards the incident point.

 

There was a gust, a flurry—

 

—then, a breath.

 

Freminet is unable to look away.

 

How could he? The fairytales were right. Look, an angel just fell from the sky.

 

… and into the sea. 

 

Fairytales aside, Freminet panics. It must’ve hurt, considering the sheer force it took to make a splash big enough for Freminet to sense from far away, he’d guess that this person (?) had just fallen very,  very  far. If this part of the sea was any shallower, they would have hit the seafloor upon impact. 

 

Freminet swerves away from his original position now. He propels himself on overdrive, desperately trying to catch the person before they get any lower. By the looks of it, the impact has probably made them pass out. 

 

Freminet worries if he’ll be too late.

 

He couldn’t possibly leave someone to drown.

 

His eyes can make out the shapes, now. Hints of red and black hues lead him towards where he needs to go. Freminet grabs onto the first thing he could reach, which just so happens to be their hood. His eyes dart towards the surface, uncaring for any details until he reaches the platform up above. 

 

He leads the unconscious person by the grip of their clothes. Surprisingly, in the waters, they are quite light. This makes it easy for him to position one arm underneath their legs and another supporting their back. 

 

The diver sees it now—the concreted surface, in which he slides this poor victim of the sky, from the water, and up onto the platform. He keeps himself afloat in the water as he does so. 

 

Freminet hopes they haven’t inhaled any water, he’s not all too good with chest compressions. 

 

Surprisingly, his worries are quelled when the person ends up coughing the seawater from their lungs. Freminet can only sigh with relief, though the worries come back as others in the distance begin to look in their direction. Their stares are grating, an imminent curiosity that can only grow in intensity. 

 

Bystanders begin to form around the person with great interest. Some eyeing the person in blanched horror, and others wondering if they are truly alive. Freminet backs out of their foregoing conversation by positioning himself further away from the crowd, though keeping a safe distance between him and the person he left.

 

He looks intently at them, now, and notices the finer details on their person.

 

The first thing he sees is the shock of red hair on brown, otherwise mangled from the splash, the intricate fabrics sewn onto his garb, and … the blaze of a Pyro Vision hanging near his belt.

 

This detail makes Freminet blanch. If he were a Vision holder, too, then he would’ve survived Fontaine’s waters all the same. Freminet turns a slight shade of pink, embarrassed that he lent his hand when the boy would’ve survived all the same. No wonder he survived the fall, any normal person would’ve died on impact.

 

He hears the heaving from the boy once more and the surrounding citizens’ unrest. 

 

“Should we take him to a doctor? I mean, he did fall from a pretty high distance.” Freminet hears, wondering if they acknowledge his presence in the waters. 

 

The person beside replies in a hushed tone, “No, he looks Liyuean. Surely he only wants Liyuean doctors?” Freminet inwardly frowns at that remark. 

 

Some leave the spot to find a doctor, and the rest disperse once their curiosity is satiated. The diver is glad he doesn’t have to find help by himself. Moments later, Freminet and the boy are completely alone. 

 

The diver isn’t sure of what to do anymore but to keep watch.

 

He proceeds to take another look at the boy, again. The Liyuean clothing he donned was bright and vibrant—though terribly wet—and the intricate ornaments sewn onto the fabric stays embedded despite the wear and tear. Freminet wonders why he came such a far way to Fontaine. He’s sure a trip such as this would cost tens of thousands of Mora, and the boy does not look like one to travel so leisurely.

 

Freminet cannot help but stare a little longer. 

 

Oh—that’s embarrassing. 

 

He is beautiful, though.

 

But,

 

He can’t just admit that, right?

 

That’s weird.

 

Definitely an odd thought.

 

… and to a stranger—

 

“… ming! Gaming!” The water could do nothing to save his surprise, and his legs try to balance him once more. Heavy footsteps pummel the platform as the shouting becomes clearer, and to Freminet’s surprise, it stirs the boy awake from his heavy sleep. 

 

“Gaming! Why, I oughtta…” Now Freminet launches himself out of the commotion. 

 

Luckily, from a distance, this person knows the boy. He looks safe, despite being shaken by the perpetrator multiple times to confirm he’s not dead. Freminet hides behind a pillar in the water, and deems this a matter that doesn’t concern him anymore.

 

The diver sinks below the water’s surface, stealing one last look before he continues on with his previous duties. He wonders if they’ll ever meet again, which will—probably—never happen. 

 

For a second there, Freminet thought they met eyes for a split second.

 

His face is flushed for the rest of the day.

 

∘₊✧──────✧₊∘
 

“Freminet, help out with the deliveries, will you?” A familiar voice calls from outside his room. 

 

Freminet tries to make haste. Early packages were a common occurrence in the Hotel Bouffes d’ete, though he’s confused as to how many parcels there are, if they are in need of  his  help. When he makes his way down the stairs, he is met with the abundance of crates pouring out from the entrance. 

 

Surely, much of this could’ve been left outside?

 

Freminet finds none of his other family members in the house. Lyney is left by himself, stacking the crates near the wall. Even Lynette has gone, which is eerie considering the time of day.

 

Perhaps most of them knew about the big delivery today, and made plans in order to package duty. Freminet is hurt that Lynette, of all people, would abandon him, too. They must still look down on him, then. He knows he doesn’t have any other skills besides diving and mechanics, perhaps this is another way of saying he’s not good for anything else.

 

Of course, Freminet would be willing to help Lyney right at this moment.

 

However,

 

The presence of the delivery men startle him.

 

Freminet has made it a point to hide behind a tall stack of crates, peering into Lyney’s conversation. 

 

He’ll join Lyney later, but the unfamiliar people, though …

 

It’s the boy. 

 

Freminet tries not to squirm behind the crates.

 

“I duly thank you for being so swift, monsieurs,” Lyney picks up the conversation once more, although struggling due to the sheer weight of each crate. Another crate is stacked upon another, until there are only a few left strewn across the floor. “If I had known you would be here so early, I wouldn’t have shooed the rest of my family members out of the house today.”

 

Oh, the packages must be the decorations they ordered. The orphanage’s Foundation Day is coming up soon, after all.

 

A middle-aged man waves him off. “It’s really no problem, at all. In fact, we would’ve gotten here yesterday if not for  this guy .” 

 

“Hey! When I fell from the Aquabus—” Aquabus?  A fall that grand is a  death sentence. “I passed out mid-air, and when I woke up again, I was quite alright.”

 

He wonders if the boy saw him before he left. Freminet hears a smack—then, a yell—in his periphery. A funny chuckle rings in Freminet’s ears. It’s a sweet one, and reminds him of Lyney in a sense. 

 

“Look, you even saw me after! The package is alright, too. Isn’t that all that matters?” Not really. You could’ve died. 

 

“I saw you on the platform passed out and sopping wet!” 

 

“I wasn’t passed out when you violently shook me  awake .”

 

“Do you even know what happened to you after you fell?”

 

Now, the boy is silent. 

 

Lyney’s the first to laugh hysterically. Everyone else follows suit.

 

Freminet looks closer at the men, now, whilst keeping his place behind the crates. He can’t help but be glad that the boy is alright. Despite the boy being a vision holder, there was nothing stopping him from dying from the sheer velocity of that fall. 

 

Freminet looks pointedly at him, and notices the boy’s unique hairstyle and amber eyes. His clothes don’t look mangled at all, though worn through wear and tear, and the boy doesn’t seem to be limping. Good, nothing’s broken.

 

Freminet sighs in relief. 

 

Lyney notices, and shoots Freminet a knowing look. 

 

Oh, no. 

 

Lyney, don’t….

 

“ Well,  gentlemen, if you were wanting to find the identity of your saviour,” Freminet wants to strangle him. “Look no further than my little brother, Freminet.”

 

Lyney points towards his general direction. He tries not to make himself visible again but fails nonetheless, his brother attempting to pull on his arm behind the crates.

 

“He’s … excellent at diving, and—Freminet, come on—has extensive contacts with other skilled divers in the area.”

 

With a huff, Lyney eventually succeeds, forcing Freminet to stand outside of his hiding place and meeting the gazes of everyone else.

 

“Perhaps he might know a thing or two about your saviour, monsieur.”

 

Honeyed eyes meet silver.

 

Freminet wants to die. He didn’t want to meet him like this. 

 

There was an awkward pause that came between them. Lyney ends up starting a conversation with the other guard in the room. Freminet is shell-shocked, embarrassment hitting him at full force.

 

Surely, something needs to be said?

 

Oh, he’s useless. He can’t think of anything to say.

 

In the silence, the boy beams a friendly grin. He, too, is waiting for Freminet to say something.

 

The boy’s positive demeanour fries his brain. Oh no, he’s positively short-circuiting.

 

Think, Freminet. Say something, Freminet. 

 

His legs react before his head does. It takes him backwards and up the stairs at full speed. He doesn’t realise he’s one shade from beet-red until his bedroom door is slammed shut and the reflection in this mirror makes it obvious—and, and…

 

He messed up. 

 

That boy hates him now, for sure. 

 

∘₊✧──────✧₊∘
 

The sun has always been unkind to him. It’s another reason why he dives deep below shallow waters. 

 

If he were diving right now, perhaps his mind would be at ease. 

 

Though, no one has heard his door open, or close, since this morning. Others have tried, but to no avail.

 

What can Freminet do beyond sulking in his room? He’s embarrassed his brother, and probably disrespected the boy, too. That boy only smiled to be polite. Lyney was only trying to make conversation. He really had to throw it all away. 

 

A shuffling of footsteps nearby shakes Freminet awake from his moping session. He knows the footsteps all too well, but waits for them to knock before answering. 

 

Knock—knock— knock —

 

“Please leave me alone,” The knocking gets louder as he readjusts his duvet on his shoulders—rapping endlessly, making it increasingly uncomfortable for Freminet to ignore without answering again. “I’m not hungry.”

 

Muffled whispers are exchanged behind the door. If Freminet were to listen in, he would understand, though today he doesn’t really care.

 

His brother’s voice sings his words in a melodious tune. Freminet can almost make out Lynette’s soft smirk in his head, “But have you asked Pers if  he was hungry?” 

 

Now his duvet is on the floor as he frantically searches for Pers in his room. Where did he leave him last? He can’t find him on his nightstand or his desk, anywhere else would be …

 

The clatter makes it too obvious for his siblings, and he hears his siblings snorting from behind, mostly the other one, though.

 

“Lyney, please…” A mechanical whirl makes clinking noises behind the door. Now, he’s absolutely fuming—how did they turn Pers’ cogs without activating his mechanism?

 

The door opens with a loud thud.

 

Lyney has his claws inside Pers’ keyhole, turning the cogs manually.

 

His hands end up snatching Pers away before breaking down in tears at the sight. There is a scratch under his wing, and some within his golden casing … the paint is chipped, too … and … 

 

Freminet tries to wipe away his tears in fear of spilling it all over his precious penguin. Though, there’s an oddity in his shape … 

 

Oh. This isn’t Pers.

 

“Ta-da!” Lyney throws confetti in front of the sobbing sight and spreads it in the corridor. Pers lands in the middle of his jazz-hands, sitting perfectly atop his palms. Freminet places the scrapped penguin on the floor before stealing Pers away from the sight once more. “A perfect switcheroo! What did you think of my outstanding performance, Freminet?”

 

It doesn’t take Lyney long to notice his trembling disposition. Lynette is the first to smack Lyney on the shoulder as he yells in pain.

 

“Don’t feel the need to reply, he just wanted you out of your room,” She conjures another teacup from her card and offers it to Freminet, in which he declines. The eldest makes it a point to huff loudly in offence. “We were worried. What made you stay here for so long?”

 

His face flushes once again and his cheeks get hotter in recollection. It would be embarrassing to say that he really wasn’t sure  why he ran away, or what happened yesterday. 

 

A few seconds pass by until Lyney fills the silence with a cough. The twins look at each other for a second before Lyney eventually decides to comfort him. “It’s okay, Freminet. I’m sorry, I know you’re upset at me. I didn’t mean—well … I thought it’d be nice for you to meet someone your age.”

 

Memories of what had transpired earlier in the morning makes Freminet cringe, retreating into Pers instinctively. He sighs in guilt, “ I’m the one that should be sorry, Lyney. If I was a little more competent … perhaps I could’ve done what you wanted me to do. There really is no excuse for me to be so useless. If only I had your people skills, Lyney—then I could’ve … ”

 

His brother gently pats him on the shoulder. “Don’t say that, mon cher . Your strengths are what makes you unique, after all.”

 

“Still … I’ve never been good at talking, unlike you guys.” He’d be a terrible friend. He’s been a terrible brother, after all, so why would it be any different?

 

“It has never been what you lack, Freminet, but what you give,” Lynette adds, placing herself beside Freminet in a half-hug. “You have plenty to offer. Like how Lyney enjoys talking endlessly and how I listen, everything that makes you unique is more than enough.”

 

Lyney interjects, “Besides, the boy you met was friendly. If you meet him again, I’m sure you two can start off on the right foot.”

 

Freminet is crushed in a hug, and tries not to let them see his tears fall. He whispers in a quiet voice, “… Thank you, you guys.”

 

When the warmth is gone, Freminet cannot help but want it once more. Though, he knows he cannot keep them forever. Deep down, he has always longed for the comfort of his siblings by his side.

 

The twins say their good nights to Freminet, letting him know he doesn’t have to go out if he’s not ready. But if he wants, his other siblings are downstairs waiting for him.

 

“I left you a slice of cake on the counter.”

 

“And  I left you a portion of tonight’s steak!”

 

They wave goodnight, and Freminet walks back into his room much lighter than before.

 

∘₊✧──────✧₊∘
 

In his dreams, he hears Lady Furina call him into the sea. 

 

Or, well—it was actually her trying to pry his helmet out of his head. It reminded him of his calling, anyways.

 

So, diving he went.

 

In the middle of the night.

 

The breeze of the underwater kingdom comforts him in a sense unlike any other. No matter the cause of his miseries, the sea always lent him a comforting shoulder. 

 

Here, he is free. In the waters, no one can see him cry, he can laugh his heart out, share his embarrassing secrets …

 

The sea is his freedom, free from his prison above the surface. 

 

And the surface Freminet looks. Under the moonlight’s glow, he admires the stars which reflect beams of light in the water. It makes different Tigdalas glow in different hues, and lights up surfaces on the seafloor that are hidden in daylight. 

 

Tonight, the stars’ beams lead him directly to the platform he’s been launching off and on from. Though, it’s interesting. Freminet can point out a weird red hue on the surface of the water. It’s new. For the few hours he’s been here, he’s never seen that before.

 

In curiosity, the diver inches closer towards the platform, taking care to place his arms upon the concrete surface before poking his head out of the water.

 

Freminet nearly jumps and hits his head.

 

“I knew you’d be here.”

 

Under the moonlight, the boy looks even more radiant in its illumination. He pulls his hood down, revealing his messy hair and exposes his amber eyes. He stares at him, brightly, as if he was expecting Freminet to say something once more. In the silence, however, the boy eventually decides to lean himself upon a pillar, waiting patiently for a reply.

 

Freminet feels as if he’s making the boy wait forever.

 

“… Sorry. You probably saw my pullover folded around here, and …”

 

The other boy falters for a second at the sound of his reply. Perhaps he also thought Freminet’s voice was grating, by the look on his face. Though the opposite is written on his face. A bright grin is revealed, and it lets his eyes form into honeyed crescents. If Freminet had all the time in the world, perhaps he’d get lost in it forever.

 

“No—not at all! That isn’t what I meant. I didn’t even notice them—”

 

“I can leave, if you’d like.”

 

“Please don’t,” He sighs, crouching down near Freminet’s level. His amber eyes stare right at him, and Freminet feels a blush creeping up at his neck. “I’ve been looking for you for … forever! When you suddenly ran away, I didn’t know what else to do but wait here all day.”

 


 All day?  


 

“Sorry. I’ve caused you enough trouble.”

 

“Please don’t apologize.”

 

“Sorry.” There he goes again. 

 

The other can only shake his head while smiling softly.

 

“Still, that isn’t good for you … you shouldn’t do that,”  Not for me , he loses his voice at the end. Freminet tries not to cringe at his choice of words. 

 

“I need to thank my saviour somehow,” A hand is outstretched to him now, attempting to help Freminet out of the water and onto the platform. “Besides, since you’re here now, let me return the favour ten-fold, okay?”

 

Freminet takes a few seconds to consider his offer once more. The other looks used to this by now, keeping his hand out and waiting patiently for a response.

 

“I don’t really deserve any thanks. Other strangers got you help. I only brought you out of the water.”

 

He grins brightly again, rivalling the moonlight in its luminosity. The boy retracts his hand (to Freminet’s subconscious dismay) and instead offers a mischievous expression.

 

“Did you know I can’t swim?”

 

“What do you mean by that—?”

 

He launches himself off the platform and dives straight into the water. 

 

The professional diver of the duo forgets how to swim and ends up narrowly missing the boy in time. Surprisingly, he launched himself further than Freminet expected, having to swim a fair distance to catch him. 

 

He panics once more, not enjoying how the boy is laughing throughout the entire process. Freminet grabs the boy’s hood and tries to position him in a more suitable position, sliding his arm underneath his legs and supporting his back with his other arm. 

 

He slid him back onto the platform again, just before he climbed onto the surface himself. 

 

Immediately Freminet begins to shake the boy awake again. He tries his best not to yell and attract the Gardes, “Wh—what did you do that for?!”

 

It doesn’t take long for him to reply while coughing out all the seawater he’s inhaled, “Don’t you see it? You saved me again!”

 

“You could’ve drowned.”

 

“But I didn’t, because  you  saved  me. ” He fails to see how that has to do with anything. Freminet sighs again as the other flashes a cheeky grin. “Do you see anyone else helping me, now? I’d say you deserve a bit of thanks.”

 

Oh, so that’s what that was. Despite its terrible logic, Freminet starts to laugh at how silly it was. 

 

Now the boy starts smiling from ear to ear. Was his laugh really all that great? 

 

He guesses it was for the other, as he starts pumping his fist into the air, his mouth mouthing the words  ‘VICTORY!’ in the silence, though Freminet can clearly read it. A blush creeps up on the base of his neck again, and he can’t help but get nervous once more.

 

A frigid breeze from above leaves the boy shivering. In a panic, Freminet reaches for the towel he had put away earlier and places it around the other’s neck. Heat begins to form around his face now, and he hopes it isn’t obvious. The other tries to protest, attempting to hand it back despite Freminet’s refusal.

 

“Don’t worry … I’m used to the cold. You can use it,” Freminet tries to pat himself down with his pullover before putting it on himself. He doesn’t put on his hat yet, waiting for the other boy to dry himself off before saying anything else. 

 

“Gaming.” It takes Freminet a while to process what he just said. “My name, I mean.”

 

He can only reply quietly, “Freminet.”

 

 Gaming suddenly latches his hands onto Freminet’s, which startles the other, yanking his hand before thinking about the repercussions. “Ah, sorry. I didn’t mean to do that to you so suddenly.” 

 

He tries again, holding one hand out for Freminet to hold, in which Freminet only hesitates to fill for a second.

 

An abrupt surge of Pyro engulfs Freminet’s periphery. It envelops the two in a sense, offering a kind warmth around them instead of a blazing inferno. It’s unlike Freminet’s Cryo Vision at all. 

 

“It’s kind of lacking compared to what an Anemo Vision could do, but it’ll keep us warm for now.” Freminet can only smile while nodding.

 

Gaming is simply beaming at this rate, his face a softer smile that rivalled before.

 

“Freminet, thank you.”

 

The words exchanged are swift, but Freminet feels as if this moment could last forever. He hesitates, attempting to piece together the words he wants to say. Gaming doesn’t mind, its as if he could wait forever for his response.

 

“You’re welcome, Gaming.”

 

-

 

Eventually, they parted ways only a few hours after, with Gaming walking Freminet home and bidding their goodbyes. 

 

Freminet might have held onto Gaming’s pinky finger for way too long.

 

Gaming might’ve started at Freminet’s face for way too long.

 

They both don’t regret it, though.

 

-

 

The moment Freminet closes the door, he sees Lynette in the kitchen sneaking another slice of cake onto a plate. 

 

She threatens him with a finger on her lips, “If you don’t tell Lyney, then I won’t, either.”

 

Freminet can only tiredly nod.

 

∘₊✧──────✧₊∘
 

A mishap at Lyney’s workstation leads Freminet to scour the Court of Fontaine, looking for replacements to Lyney’s otherwise mangled-up equipment. Though, most of it is custom-made, so Freminet is not all too sure what he should be looking for. Lynette gave him a list, though it looks more like a grocery list than anything. 

 

Walking past different shops leads Freminet to view his reflection  in the windows once every while. He sees his terrible disposition, and understands why they sent him out here in the first place. He’s not all too useful with anything else. Perhaps they sent him out here to get rid of him for the day.

 

Peering through the tinted windows Freminet sees a curious object on the shelves. It’s in the scrapped section of the pawn shop, though Freminet knows in his heart that the brass outline of the compass will surely aid in upgrading Pers. The one next to it, too, if reshaped correctly, would do absolute wonders for his companion. 

 

Freminet sighs once more.  If he only had money  …  then he could upgrade Pers to his heart’s content. 

 

“I could buy them for you, if you want..”

 

“… I would like that.”

 

Wait.

 

Freminet spins his head towards the voice’s direction and tries not to make his surprise obvious. Gaming raises his hands in a sweat, chuckling in a guilty manner. 

 

“Mornin’, Freminet! You ate breakfast yet?” Freminet feels his face becoming warm again, and tries hiding it beneath Pers, although he can only shake his head in response. “Great! I mean—not  great . You haven’t eaten yet, and that’s not good—but it’s good that you’re hungry, ‘cause … I thought I’d invite you for lunch. My treat of course, if you’re willing!”

 

This time it’s Freminet’s turn to smile. Gaming’s nervousness cooled an awkward part of his morning, though he feels immediately guilty by Gaming’s awestruck expression. He clears his throat again before placing Pers in front of him once more. 

 

“You really want me with you?” Freminet lowers Pers towards the other and looks at Gaming with a fonder expression. “I’d love to … but only if Pers is invited, too …”

 

Gaming beams another bright grin, taking great care to handle him in good hands. “The great Pers of Fontaine, please do me the honour of joining us for lunch!” 

 

Freminet laughs at the display of grandiose, Gaming turns towards him and immediately asks if Pers has said ‘yes,’ yet. In which Freminet nods. Gaming jumps in excitement—luckily for them, there aren’t any other bystanders witnessing their exchange.

 

When he hands Pers back to Freminet, he brings up his offer once more, “I was being serious, though, about buying those parts. I have people I know that can make good machinery, cogs, and other things—so if you want it, it can definitely happen.” 

 

Freminet feels his heart leap out of his throat. 

 

“… It would be too much trouble for you.”

 

“ I  was a trouble to you. Twice, actually! This is the least I can do.”

 

“But…”

 

“Come on, Fremi,” The nickname makes Freminet flush. Gaming ends up slapping his two hands together in a pleading manner. “I should’ve known you made your own machinery, considering Pers looks so unique. Please let me do this for you!”

 

“I’m nothing good. I only tinker, and,” Freminet takes a deep breath. He doesn’t usually take gifts in fear of having to pay things back, but since  he’s  the one being owed, then he supposes… and Gaming’s about to fall from him continuously rocking on his feet, so… “I suppose … if you want.”

 

Gaming dons a triumphant grin, letting go of his pleading pose, “Woohoo! I promise you won’t regret this. Don’t worry about spending a dime for new parts.”

 

“… Thank you, Gaming,” Freminet smiles. His cheeks hurt from having them automatically up for so long, but Gaming looks like he views this as a win. “It won’t be much. I’ll write you a list.”

 

A trickle of rain starts to pour upon the streets just as Gaming was about to reply. It begins to rain down even harder, scattering the rest of Fontaine’s citizens into different buildings. Freminet tugs on Gaming’s sleeve  in an attempt to lead him somewhere drier, but Gaming instead summons his own cover for them to run under.

 

“Come with me!” Gaming grabs his hand under the cover and starts running in a different direction. When Freminet looks upwards at the contraption, he notices the bright detailing along with its metallic ornaments. Its cape flourishes in red hues, contrasting itself from its large golden interior. It’s beautiful, and enchants Freminet for longer than he could admit. 

 

“Try to keep up!” Freminet nods.

 

He doesn’t mind the handholding anymore, despite Freminet’s flushed face arguing against it. He tries to ask where they were going, but Gaming stills his worries with a finger on his lips. 

 

Eventually they reach the outskirts of the city, stopping at a drier place underneath a tarp. Freminet can see the landscape from this view, and wonders how they ran here in the first place. He’s never seen this place before.

 

Petrichor fills his nose as the rain patters on heavily. Freminet realizes he’s leaning onto him uncomfortably close as Gaming keeps the cover up for safety. Should he stand back? He tries to, but Gaming notices his discomfort and ends up placing the cover on the ground. 

 

Freminet inspects it now, the lion shape upon its surface, its gilded edges spanning the circumference of the head and its shape forming itself into blazing flames. For all Freminet’s mechanical prowess, he can’t seem to figure out how intrinsically light it feels when Freminet lifts it for a second. 

 

Gaming notices his interest as he checks the rain under the tarp. 

 

“It’s my Lion Head. I keep it with me at all times, even while guarding things,” He grabs it in a purposeful manner, taking lithe steps in rhythm, demonstrating an unfamiliar dance that perfectly encapsulates his personality. It’s captivating. He can’t look away. “I’m the best Wushou Dancer in my transport agency, so I keep it in top shape.”

 

“It’s beautiful,” Freminet musters, trying to ignore the shine in Gaming’s eyes as he makes out the words. He’s not sure what a typical Wushou Dance looks like, but if anything, he’d like to watch Gaming perform it all day. “The dance and the head, I mean.”

 

Gaming’s eyes turn dark for a second, perhaps reminiscing of other things, as he sits on the floor and turns his attention towards the rain. “It’s precious to me. My mother made it for me, before …”

 

He doesn’t have to continue his sentence for Freminet to understand. The blonde takes Pers into his arms once more, sitting down near Gaming and reminiscing as well. “My mother .. she used to give me broken appliances to tinker with. I would break things apart and create new things out of it. That was how I made Pers … he’s family. He’s the only thing I have left of her.”

 

Gaming looks at him with a knowing gaze, placing a hand on top of Freminet’s. “The lion head was the only thing I could grab when I ran away from my father. He sold every other piece of my equipment except my head, you know. I’m the same, my mother lives on through this … and my dances.”

 

The two watch the rain under the tarp, one holding his Wushou Head, and the other holding onto Pers. Perhaps they know a bit more about each other than what they let on, after all. 

 

Freminet breaks the silence, “She—my mother … she taught me a fairytale a long time ago.”

 

Gaming encourages him to go on. 

 

“There was once a Dragon of Water that resided in Fontaine. Every time it weeps, the skies will cloud up and pour out rain.”

 

“Where did the dragon go?”

 

“No one is sure … my mother once told me if I wanted to go outside and play, I should yell at the top of my lungs towards the sky…” Silver eyes look towards the clouded skies, his throat clambering up before preparing himself. “Hydro Dragon, Hydro Dragon, don’t cry!” 

 

He stops himself now, embarrassed by his own childish demeanour. Lyney has told him it was merely a legend, after all. Perhaps Gaming will think of him weirdly after this.

 

“Hydro Dragon, Hydro Dragon, don’t cry!” Gaming’s yell could be heard from miles away.

 

To Freminet’s surprise, Gaming enjoys the endeavour and stands up, still keeping a grip on Freminet’s raised arm. When he realizes this, Freminet stands up as well, while the other yells the chant repeatedly in the process.

 

“Hydro Dragon, Hydro Dragon…” Freminet takes a breath.

 

Gaming practically swallows the air, “… Don’t cry!” 

 

Their pleading is heard all throughout the city, some even peeking their heads out of their windows, wondering what the commotion was all about. To this, the two boys can only laugh. 

 

“You laughed!” Gaming points out in between breaths. The blonde tries not to let his flushing become obvious, attempting to steel his face in embarrassment. “No, Freminet, don’t stop it now. You’re beautiful.”

 

What?

 

“I—I mean…! Your laugh, it’s beautiful. I like it. Not in a weird way. I swear. I mean, you  are  beautiful, that’s a fact—what I’m saying is that I rarely see your laugh, so I’d rather you don’t stop… I mean … okay, I’m making it worse.”

 

Freminet holds back his smile, but not before breaking and expressing his laughter once more. Was his voice really all that good to Gaming? He doubts it, but he lets himself believe it, just this once. The other’s shoulders relax in relief, and can only retreat back into Pers once more, smiling at the absurdity.

 

“No, it’s okay … I get what you mean,” Freminet whispers to him behind Pers.

 

Suddenly, sunlight beams down on the two once more. With the sky no longer pouring, the day’s regular programming can commence once more. When Gaming puts his Lion Head away, Freminet is tugged by the hand once more. He believes he should get used to this by now.

 

“Try to keep up, okay?” And Freminet does.

 

-

 

The table outside of Gaming’s inn is quaint, hosting a circular glass table and folded chairs beside it. It’s quite comforting in a sense, with them spending time together outdoors. 

 

They call it ‘Dim Sum’ in Chenyu Vale. Freminet tries to ask about the customs needed to be acknowledged in Liyue, in which Gaming can only beam a smile at him. 

 

“There’s only one rule: eat to your heart’s content!” Gaming grins, placing the last dish on the table for the two of them.

 

And Freminet tries, hoping his subpar chopstick skills will be of use to him. When he addresses his lack of proper Liyuean etiquette to Gaming, the boy tries to show him how the utensils work. Unfortunately, that meant being in close proximity to each other once more. Freminet tries to ignore the creeping blush on his neck as Gaming positions his fingers. 

 

When Gaming is back on his respective chair, he introduces Freminet to the many local specialties of his hometown. The warmth escapes each dish in steam, and Freminet cannot help but listen to Gaming talk, fondly. He didn’t imagine he would enjoy someone talking, but Gaming was different. His voice was warm like honey, and the way he spoke to him was just so gentle.

 

The tea is delicious. So are the egg tarts on the side, and everything else—though his favourite has to be the Honey Char Siu, which he devours after taking half of the plate. Gaming doesn’t seem to mind, making sure that Freminet knows how happy he is that he likes it.

 

Freminet apologizes when he realizes he’s forgotten his regular table manners. Though Gaming only waves him off, letting him know that it’s actually a compliment to him.

 

“That reminds me …” The blonde makes sure to clear his mouth before speaking. “ … Did you make all of this yourself?”

 

When Gaming nods in affirmative, Freminet continues again. “It’s amazing, simply put. I can tell how much effort you put into this. You shouldn’t have … I mean, Fontaine’s cuisine can’t really compare …”

 

Now his honeyed eyes become crescents as he smiles from ear to ear. “Next time, when I’m off work and you come to my hometown, I’ll make a thousand more dishes for you to try, okay?”

 

Freminet steels his heart. 

 

“And Pers is always welcome, too.”

 

Freminet really doesn’t know if he’s good enough for Gaming. He got him out of the water merely once—twice, Gaming’s voice in his head rings—yet he doesn’t know why he’s so nice to him. Gaming could’ve just said his thanks and left, but he didn’t. His sunny demeanour confuses him and he doesn’t know what to do with it.

 

Why does he smile at  him ? Freminet doesn’t deserve anything he’s been given.

 

His silver eyes give way to salty tears, and he doesn’t notice it until Gaming’s smile falls and he’s much closer to Freminet than before. 

 

He tries to say something through hiccups, but fails to form any words until minutes later.

 

Gaming waits.

 

Nobody has ever been this patient with him before.

 

Freminet wipes the last of his tears in shame. His Father wouldn’t like him seeing this. 

 

“I’m sorry … I don’t know what became of me, I just—

 

“Hey, no need to apologize. What I said was a promise, though. You’re always welcome, wherever it might be for you. We’re friends now, aren’t we?”

 

 Friends.  Freminet hasn’t heard that word in a long time. He tries to hold back his remaining tears before hiccuping out a few words. “… I don’t think I deserve to be friends with you.”

 

Now Gaming is the one to wipe away his tears. In the daylight, Freminet’s silver eyes can make out his silhouette under the shadow of the light. His amber eyes can rival even the sun.

 

“Freminet, Freminet, don’t cry.” 

 

He repeated it once more, making sure the other had heard it. Is he placing a spell on him? “It’s okay. After all, who’s stopping us from becoming friends, anyways?”

 

Now Freminet calms down a little. He’s right, who is stopping them? Perhaps he, himself, was an even greater obstacle, after all. 

 

The blonde can only spare a few words, however. “Maybe my brother … if he doesn’t like you.”

 

Now Gaming is seen smiling brighter towards Freminet, kneeling to Freminet’s level. “I’ll have to fight him for your hand, then.”

 

Gaming doesn’t even try to hide his pained expression after saying that. Before he can try to correct himself once more, Freminet rests his head on Gaming’s shoulder, interrupting his train of thought before continuing.

 

“… you’re bad for my heart, Gaming.” Now the other’s shoulder is  extremely  tense. None of them know what to say next.

 

They lay there for what felt like a few hours, before a middle-aged man yells out to Gaming from near the Inn’s entryway. 

 

“Gaming! Lunch break’s over. Grab the rest of the crates from Romaritime Harbour, will you?” Now the two of them are standing up and into position, to Freminet’s dismay. Gaming furiously apologizes to him for leaving so soon, promising him he’ll make it up to him later. Freminet can only offer a smile, letting him know that it’s okay. He has work, after all.

 

Before Gaming has to run to catch the Clementine Line, Freminet takes him back with a hold of his pinky finger.

 

“When will you be leaving Fontaine?” The blonde hesitates to ask.

 

“The morning after tomorrow,” Gaming says, apologetically. “Meet with me tomorrow, early morning?”

 

He doesn’t have to ask where. 

 

Now it’s Freminet’s turn to frown, hitting himself in his mind for being so naive and keeping the other for so long. 

 

He nods, “I’m sorry for keeping you for so long.”

 

“Don’t apologize. Honestly, you keep me for too little. See you tomorrow, yeah?”

 

Freminet lets go of his finger, and Gaming waves him goodbye as he runs off into the Aquabus’ station.

 

In the silence, Freminet wishes time didn’t matter for them.

 

∘₊✧──────✧₊∘
 

The day passes as a blur to Freminet, with him trying to cherish the lasting hours he has with Gaming until his eventual departure. He doesn’t know how he could ever deserve to be friends with someone like Gaming, but with the other constantly reassuring him, Freminet feels a bit better as the time goes on.

 

His morning starts when Gaming gives him a Rainbow Rose on the platform. 

 

Freminet was confused.  Does he not know the meaning of this flower? Or does he think it’s just a nice rose?

 

Gaming’s eyes were pleading for him to take it, though. Freminet eventually relents and places the flower in between Pers’ beak. Freminet tries not to laugh at his mechanical companion’s silly demeanour. Gaming pretty much has his amusement written on his face.

 

He finds out that Gaming was bad at lying when Freminet asks if he knew what the flower meant, and Gaming hesitated before telling him that he didn’t.

 

Freminet asks if he knows the flower’s meaning. Gaming hesitates, fidgeting with the seams of his hood, and tells Freminet that he—yes, the Liyuean who has never been to Fontaine before—knows the true meaning.

 

He realizes Gaming is exceptionally bad at lying when Gaming refuses to tell him what he knows about the flower. 

 

Even then, though, Freminet also can’t make out the meaning properly, either. So he puts his thoughts into his subconscious for him to overthink later. Perhaps Lyney, or Lynette, might know a thing or two. 

 

-

 

Gaming eventually comes around to talking about his work while they browse at a shop. 

 

“You could say that I’m the best Wushou Dancer in the Secure Transport Agency, and the busiest guard in the Wushou Dancing  community,” Gaming ends up tinkering with some of the pieces in the pawn shop. “But that’s what I say to  everyone .”

 

Gaming lets go of the trinket he’s holding, and hands Freminet another piece that he finds ‘dope’.

 

“I’ve actually never been to Fontaine before. Hanqian told me I’d be transporting crates of Silk to some businesses for a couple of days, but we’re practically done most of that.”

 

Oh, no wonder why Gaming spent a lot of time with him, then. He continues, “Practically, I’m just here to carry things to-and-fro! Though… I think that’s also because I fell down the Aquabus. They must’ve thought I was near-death when I came back …”

 

Freminet listens to Gaming ramble on about his work as he finds suitable pieces for Pers’ upgrade. Upon careful consideration, Freminet believes scrapped goods would more than suffice Pers’ upgrade. When he brings this up with Gaming, he offers to pay for what the other buys, instead of commissioning custom parts from someone else. He smiles at Gaming, making the brunette pause for a few seconds before he returns back to normal.

 

“… So, when Hanqian was like, ‘Are you stupid? Dip Yeuk caught the crate you were trying to grab, but we couldn’t grab  you !’ and then I was like, ‘You nag too much!’ That didn’t do so well for the old man, though, so I got crate-grabbing duty.”

 

Freminet hums, finding a piece of brass that would do great for Pers’ interior. Gaming grabs Freminet’s left hand while distracted. Freminet doesn’t point it out, awkwardly, but squeezes it instead. 

 

They leave the shop with a bag full of parts. Freminet hums in satisfaction at his haul, though keenly listens in on Gaming ramble on about his co-workers’ training. He didn’t know his transportation agency was that colourful. 

 

Unlike Freminet’s solo expeditions, Gaming had a whole head full of stories. He loves listening to it.

 

It takes them about an hour of talking before they realize they’ve held hands for that long. Gaming coughs and apologizes, excusing it by telling him he does it on instinct. A greedy part of Freminet wished that it was only him, though he wouldn’t let himself admit that. 

 

-

 

A melodic tune plays in the city square over lunch. The players are phenomenal, taking one tune and playing harmonies on their instruments, perfectly in sync. A crowd begins to form around the band, and they end up being drawn to it as well. 

 

High notes play upon low melodies, and vice versa, creating music with a rhythm so ever dynamic. 

 

It was then that a familiar lion head started dancing in the middle of the crowd.

 

Freminet doesn’t realize Gaming is gone from his side until he sees him.

 

The sight captivates the audience, but especially Freminet. Perhaps this was the enchanting allure of a Wushou Dance. Even without the usual traditional music he’d assume they’d use, he still makes a wonderful show by incorporating the quick movements of his usual dance with the swift change of notes by the band.

 

Gaming eventually finishes his dance, but not before taking Freminet by the arm and spinning him around. Then, it turns into one big dance, with everyone dancing festively with one another.

 

Freminet hesitates for a second before being led into different dances by Gaming. Surprisingly, he doesn’t feel uncomfortable at all. In fact, he gets into it, making up his own dances with the other as the time passes. 

 

When Freminet gives Gaming a look, the blonde is eventually led away by the hand out of the festivities. 

 

“Sorry, I shouldn’t have forced you to dance with me like that,” Gaming apologizes near the fountain, bowing down slightly in shame.

 

Freminet feels guilty that he ended Gaming’s fun just like that. No, he should have fun with the others, Freminet was just holding him back. “No. Please, don’t apologize. It was fun … but, I was tired, so you don’t have to stop just for me. I can watch.”

 

Gaming shakes his head, “It’s not fun without you, Fremi.”

 

Freminet’s still not used to the nickname. Though, he wouldn’t mind if he kept using it. “Still, though … you were amazing out there. Your dance was beautiful. That must have taken a lot of skill. I saw you adjusting your dance to the beat of the music, is that how other Wushou Dancers do it?”

 

Now it’s Gaming’s turn to flush at the compliments. “I don’t think so. Other Wushou Dancers adjust their tempo, but they don’t make up new routines on the spot. It’s my own thing, actually.”

 

“… Wow. No wonder why you’re the best.”  You’re amazing, Gaming . Freminet mutters that last part. Gaming heard it perfectly fine.

 

It takes a while for Gaming to ease his way out of his starstruck state. Freminet doesn’t notice, though, worrying instead if he said anything wrong. Because he  always  does. (Gaming vehemently rejects the notion later.)

 

Lunch is fun when they’re with each other, Freminet finds.

 

-

 

A fiery lion appears and ends up attacking Gaming—at least, Freminet thinks it is. In a panic, he readies himself in preparation to protect Gaming, but stops when the other lets out a joyous laugh.

 

“Man Chai!” Gaming yells, elated to see the lion. He talks to him like an old friend. “How’d you get out of there? Don’t tell me … Dip Yeuk left the door open and you let yourself out?”

 

 Man Chai  ends up circling the two of them at once, his flames fiery and cheerful. Freminet cannot help but smile at their interaction. 

 

“No way! He did, didn’t he?” Man Chai presses his face against Gaming’s, making him laugh in the middle of the street. “Of course, of course! I’ll introduce you.”

 

The two turn to face Freminet once more. It brings him a nervous sweat, though he does his best to smile at Man Chai, regretting the fact that he ever thought of the animal badly. 

 

“Freminet, this is Man Chai, my companion! I never leave my place without him, but since I was  technically  on probation, my co-workers had Man Chai work with someone else for a while,” That makes Freminet frown a little. If anyone made him go anywhere without Pers by his side, he wouldn’t know how to deal with it. “Man Chai, this is Freminet! He’s saved me twice! Freminet’s a pro diver, mechanic—he can make things from  scratch , did you know? Much cooler than us.”

 

 It’s the only few things he’s ever been good for , Freminet thinks. He tries to repress the thoughts in favour of looking at Man Chai. The little creature is outright beaming at him, much like Gaming on his left, and Freminet can’t help but smile, too, at the resemblance. 

 

Man Chai ends up licking his face—in what he can only surmise as happiness—and it takes Freminet by surprise. Gaming tries to pry him off, but to no avail. 

 

The blonde laughs, softly, at the display of affection, and holds his paws. “Nice to meet you, Man Chai.”

 

His fiery fur brightens up in response, backing away to Gaming’s side once more. Freminet summons Pers and introduces the companion to him. 

 

“… This is Pers, he’s been with me for as long as I can remember,” Freminet holds his mechanical companion up for Man Chai to inspect. His flaming mane ends up burning brighter and takes Pers by the nose. He tries not to let his surprise show as Man Chai flings Pers up and down with his snout. 

 

 Ah, please don’t … you might break him, is what Freminet wants to say, but Man Chai looks like he’s taking great care not to. 

 

“Man Chai!” Gaming yells. It does the job pretty well, leaving the lion-like companion to retreat and hover back over Gaming’s shoulder. Pers is tossed back to Freminet. The diver sighs in relief. “Sorry, Fremi—he’s not used to having other companions around him.”

 

Freminet inspects Pers once more and finds that nothing has been done to him.  Did you enjoy your time, Pers?  “No… It’s okay. I think Pers doesn’t mind, either.”

 

With the sound of his Cryo infusion, Pers awakens. He follows the others on the ground with the whirl of his cogs in tow. Man Chai circles Pers in interest. 

 

“Woah,” Gaming mutters. “I didn’t know you could do that.”

 

“I only do this when I really need to,” now Man Chai is walking, trailing behind Pers like it’s a conga line. “… And maybe Man Chai needs a friend to hang out with, too.”

 

Gaming beams, intertwining his pinky finger with Freminet’s.

 

-

 

“Gaming!” A voice yells out across the street. It’s Gaming’s coworker, again. “Do you mind grabbing the last of the crates at the harbour?”

 

The brunette yells in affirmative. Then, he looks towards Freminet in sombre.  You’ve been keeping him for too long. Look at him, you’ve made him behind on his work and now— 

 

“Do you want to come with me?” Gaming offers his hand. “I could do this much faster with an extra hand.”

 

Freminet doesn’t know why he accepts the offer in a heartbeat.

 

-

 

The last of their hours together are spent on the Aquabus. 

 

A broken Aquabus, actually. 

 

Freminet is glad Gaming hasn’t jumped ship in the middle of it.

 

“I’m so, so, so, sooo sorry!” The little Melusine, Aeval, begs for their forgiveness.

 

Luckily it’s only them on the boat, Freminet thinks, fearing that others may look down on her stress.

 

Comforting her is Gaming’s job as Freminet tinkers with the control panel. “I—I don’t know what happened. Suddenly, my panel started malfunctioning, and …”

 

“Shh, don’t worry, don’t worry,” Gaming reassures her, holding her hand as she trembles. “See? Freminet is fixing it up right away. You’re not in trouble. We’re here to help.”

 

Freminet hums in agreement, and pulls out the panel, only to find a… 

 

A crab?

 

“Cheval!” Aeval yells in joy, reuniting with the crab in an embrace. “I thought I lost you forever!”

 

Gaming inches closer at the creature. Freminet can see him mouth a  ‘cool!’ under his breath with stars in his eyes. “Is that your pet crab?” 

 

Aeval nods, innocently taking  Cheval  by its shell and placing him on her palms. “Mhm! He’s been my best buddy ever since I got this job. I thought I lost him… thank you, you two.”

 

Gaming shoots Aeval a wide grin as Freminet gives her a soft smile. Looking back at the control panel, Freminet sees that the cogs and wires are alright, as if the only thing wrong with the contraption was the literal  crab  walking through it.

 

“It should work now, I think.” Freminet lets Aeval control the Aquabus once more. Although, he thinks she doesn’t need to operate it as much as he had thought. Instead, she’s playing with her pet crab and has completely forgotten the purpose of the tour.

 

In the half hour they’re there, the two boys sit side by side on the bench. Brilliant hues of golds and pinks shine through the clouds.

 

It makes Freminet sleepy at the sight, rocking his head from the movement of the open Aquabus. Eventually, Gaming leans Freminet’s head onto his shoulder, letting the blonde have a bit of rest before coming home.

 

… And if nobody saw Gaming play with Freminet’s hair during the ride, or the soft looks he gave the blonde,  or the tight squeezes of his hand, then did it really happen?

 

-

 

Gaming offers to walk Freminet home after dropping off the crates at a boutique. Freminet looks very,  very  tired as he nervously attempts to talk to the assistant at the front. Gaming finds it cute. He enjoyed it when Freminet said he’d take care of talking to the assistant for him—though he never really got around to asking  why. 

 

“I didn’t want to owe you…” Freminet breaks the silence while they walk under the starry sky.  I owe you so much, actually,  he wants to say, too. He’s too much of a coward to say what he truly means, though Gaming is doing pretty well filling in the blanks. “Besides, you should take a rest. You’ve worked too hard recently.”

 

Many words are left unspoken as they take the scenic route around the city.

 

“You are … you’re really leaving tomorrow?” That wasn’t how Freminet wanted to say that. He hesitates, and then gives up on forming those words altogether.  Even now, I still am useless with words. 

 

Gaming seems to catch on and squeezes Freminet’s hand, slowing down to Freminet’s walking speed as he does so. 

 

Tears began to well in Freminet’s eyes. “It just seems so sudden. I mean, it’s only been a few days, but…”

 

“I know, Fremi, I know.” Gaming tries to wipe away some of his tears. In doing so, he brushes Freminet’s bangs out of his face for a few seconds. 

 

Looking at Gaming clearly with both eyes makes it even harder for him to hold back his emotions.  He’ll never see me again. Does he hate me like this? Why is he leaving? Please don’t leave me. 

 

“I don’t want you to leave, not when we’ve just gotten to know each other,” Freminet chokes out in between hiccups instead. Gaming pulls Freminet in a tight embrace. Freminet is unwilling to let go of him. “Please don’t go.”

 

It’s a selfish request. It’s something Freminet has been harbouring for a long time. He doesn’t want him to leave. If he does, then a busy guy like Gaming will never have time for someone like Freminet. 

 

What if Gaming never liked him in the first place? What if he only felt bad for him, forcing himself to spend time with him to pass the time? Freminet deserves it—he deserves to feel terrible, after all. 

 

Freminet cries out in frustration. He’s losing the only friend he’s ever made by himself—not Lyney’s, or Lynette’s, or even the Traveler’s, but his, and  his alone.

 

Gaming can only let him cry his heart out in front of him. Now Freminet feels embarrassed letting himself be vulnerable like this. Though Gaming is unrelenting, letting Freminet face him and his watery eyes.

 

Honeyed eyes meet silver. 

 

“Why are you crying?” Freminet places his finger onto Gaming’s cheek, smearing the forming tears from his face. Freminet feels guilty now. He should have known. Perhaps Gaming was feeling the same, too.

 

“You’re not the only one, too, you know,”  I’m sorry  , Freminet wants to say,  I don’t want you to feel sad, either.  “I want to spend more time with you and do whatever  you  want to do—because it makes me happy to see you, and …”

 

Gaming rests his head on Freminet’s shoulder. Freminet fills in the silence. “I’ll write to you. Every single day, I’ll tell you what I’m up to.” 

 

Now Gaming ends up laughing in between tears, “You don’t have to write  every day . Keep me updated. I’ll tell you all about how Man Chai and I are doing.”

 

“My siblings may want to hear about your performances, too.”

 

“Then I’ll include that. You like trinkets, don’t you? I’ll buy you some of those.”

 

Freminet can only let himself nod.

 

“You should tell me about your day, too. And Pers, and your siblings, and what you find when you go diving…”

 

“Okay,” Freminet replies. “As long as you visit me. I’d rather not be penpals forever.”

 

“Of course I will. I’m not leaving forever, Fremi.” 

 

Now that puts him more at ease than before. If he’s leaving now, he’ll come back later.  He’s coming back. He’s not leaving forever. 

 

“You’ll have to visit me in my hometown, too—and in Liyue Harbor. You haven’t seen me perform at my best, yet!” Freminet can only nod along, wanting to know more about Gaming through his culture. 

 

“I will,” is the only thing Freminet can muster up at that moment. “… You, your hometown, everything. I want to experience what you see every day.”

 

Gaming lets go and beams a genuine smile. Freminet misses the warmth again, and dreads the space between them. 

 

Slowly, they reach the entrance to the Hotel Bouffes d’ete.

 

When Gaming tries to wave Freminet goodbye, Freminet catches Gaming’s sleeve, unwilling to let go.

 

Gaming tilts his head, waiting for him to say something. 

 

He wants to say everything all at once. A confession, maybe. Or another reason as to why he shouldn’t leave—which wouldn’t do well for either of them. Eventually, he decides on something simple.

 

“Thank you, Gaming, for everything.” It’s as simple as it gets, but it encapsulates everything he’s wanted to say. “Goodnight.”

 

Again, Gaming smiles even brighter. 

 

He takes Freminet’s palm in his, and kisses the knuckles on his hand. 

 

His cheeks are stained beet-red now. Freminet’s head is too tired to think, but his heart seems to skip several beats all at once.

 

“Goodnight, Freminet.”

 

-

 

When Freminet closes the front door, he sees Lynette steal a portion of Lyney’s macarons on the counter. 

 

Freminet wants to say something, but both siblings know how to keep quiet when they need to.

 

This time, it was vital for both each other, and the House of the Hearth’s well-being.

 

If Lyney finds out … well.

 

“Goodnight,” And Lynette disappears with her plate of sweets. 

 

If anything boils between the twins, Freminet is sworn to absolute secrecy.

 

∘₊✧──────✧₊∘
 

Freminet dreads the light of the morning sun upon his eyes. 

 

There, in the waiting area, Freminet almost launches himself to where Gaming stood.

 

“Oh—!” Gaming yells in surprise, nearly falling towards the water again—which is a common theme around him—but smiles fondly when he realizes who the perpetrator was. “Mornin’, Fremi. Did you eat yet?”

 

“No…” Freminet’s stomach says it without him realizing. Gaming chuckles a little, taking something out of his pocket and passes it to Freminet’s direction. Freminet catches it just in time.

 

“There’s Jade Parcels and Char Siu in there, eat it before it gets cold,” Freminet feels guilty for taking it. Gaming catches on, shaking his head when Freminet tries to refuse.

 

“This must be your lunch, though.”

 

Gaming coughs, making sure his co-workers wouldn’t hear what he said next. “Actually, I made it for you. Just as a—you know, a parting gift.”

 

Freminet smiles, which makes Gaming pause for a second, again. He motions for Gaming to lean in closer, taking a minute to grab something behind the brunette’s ear. 

 

Luckily for Freminet, he’s come prepared with a parting gift, too. 

 

He’s glad his siblings made it a point for him to learn a magic trick or two.

 

“A—a silk flower?” Gaming is entranced by the sight of it. He inspects it for a minute, wondering, pondering  something. “Wait. Hold on, do know what this means?”

 

Freminet blushes, avoiding eye contact when he tells Gaming that, yes, he definitely does. 

 

(Lyney gave it to him with a wink. Freminet feels like an idiot for trusting that guy.)

 

Gaming laughs in delight, clearly not believing him. “I’ll let you know, next time, when you actually mean it.”

 

Freminet isn’t sure what that means, but he’ll do his best anyways.

 

“All aboard!” Aeval yells from the top of the Aquabus. Other passengers form a line to get on, and Gaming looks back at Freminet, attempting to say goodbye under the loud chatter.

 

This time, Freminet is the one to not hesitate. He walks—faster than normal—and closer to Gaming. 

 

Freminet closes the distance. 

 

The kiss is chaste on Gaming’s cheek. 

 

It probably lasted for half a second, but in their eyes, the world has stopped for what seemed like an eternity.

 

Now the two are absolutely flushed. 

 

Oh, no.

 

No, no, no,  no.  

 

What did he just do? 

 

“I’m sor…”

 

“Last call for boarders!” Aeval yells once more. It breaks the moment, and Gaming is left rushing for time.

 

He hugs Freminet tightly once more. Gaming whispers in his ear, “Don’t apologize, Fremi. Your feelings are mine, too.”

 

He feels his heart leap out of his throat. Instead if responding, Freminet tries to hold on to Gaming’s promise. “… you promise to write, right?”

 

“You bet I will,” Gaming lets go now, flashing him with the warmest smile he’s ever seen on him. Freminet cherishes it in his memory, forever etched onto his heart. “See you soon, Fremi!”

 

That last part is a promise.  He’s not leaving you. He’s coming back .

 

Freminet watches as the Aquabus gets smaller and smaller in the distance, but not before he sees Gaming form hearts with his hands at him in the crowd. He watches warmly, watching the transportation device disappear into the horizon.

 

Perhaps the comfort of another may rival silence.

 

The fairytales were right. 

 

An angel fell from the sky, and it changed his life.


Notes for the Chapter:OH MY GOD I FINISHED IT. I love them so much guys. i did NOT expect this to be over 5k words but here we are…. twice the length…

sorry if this was unbearable/extremely cheesy/weirdly paced to read I haven’t written in ages. 👍 might not be good but hey at least it’s something …! i hope this fed your brainrot still hahaha





