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Author’s Note:
•┈••✦ ❤ ✦••┈•

Hi again~
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Freminet plants his left hand firmly on the column. It’s wide enough to completely conceal his body as he ducks down and peeks around it into the moonlit courtyard.

His eyes find a figure taking slow, pacing steps. She’s clothed in some kind of robe…or nightgown. He can’t tell from the distance.

He moves into the courtyard without making a sound, finding a tall, well-trimmed bush to duck behind. His gaze flicks to the lady again.

She’s still pacing – still oblivious.

He moves again…closer, pressing his back against another column and peering around it.

It’s a nightgown. A silky, lavender nightgown. She’s taller than he was expecting.

He twists around the column, concealing himself before she turns around. He listens to her footsteps. Five, seven, ten, then a pause. He hears a shift, then the footsteps start again, this time moving away from him. He peers around again, listening.

She’s talking to the bushes…no, to herself. He sighs quietly.

He does that too.

Freminet moves again, finding another column to slip behind. As he peeks around again, his right hand moves to his greatsword.

She’s talking about her brother. He’s an up-and-coming detective investigating a hotel, and he’s made a breakthrough. He’s going to report to the Maison Gardiennage in a week, and she’s so excited for him. He’s going to get a promotion. 

Or…he  was, but she doesn’t know that, and soon, she won’t have to.

He moves again and dips behind a railing, his greatsword now in hand. 

She’s stopped talking, but she’s still pacing. He can see it now – the hope that’s in each step she takes.

He’s sorry.

He creeps forward, ducks, and waits.

She starts talking again.

She just knows it’s a blessing from the gods. She’ll do anything to make sure this works out for the family…

But she won’t, and he’s so sorry for that.

He dives forward and takes a perfect swing. Her head is rolling before she can even realize he’s there.

He’s so sorry, but she can’t have this. He has his orders; He must take both of them from their family to defend his own.

He sheathes his greatsword and moves quicker than his eyes can unblur his surroundings – out of the courtyard, across the field, along the stream, through the river, into the sea. He dives deeper, deeper…then stops, turning to face the distorted moon and letting himself sink.

He wants to never emerge.

But he has to, otherwise, he can’t return before twilight, and he’s been strictly ordered to return before twilight.

His limbs are heavy, but he moves them anyway, swimming up to the coast in long, labored strokes. He lifts his body from the water and trudges onto the sand.

He could just collapse here and wait a few days…then it’d all be over…

But if he does that, he can’t report back to the Director, so he ignores the weight in his limbs and stomach and drags himself through the night.







2. Tick, Tick, Tick




Freminet curls his legs up and hugs them, resting his head on his knees. His eyes watch the two figures in the lake in front of him. 

A girl’s eyes dart across the water’s surface, looking for ripples. Eventually, they find them approaching her slowly and widen.

“Sea monster!” she squeals.

The ripples quicken, beginning to chase. She squeaks and turns around, laughing as she wades clumsily to the lake’s shoreline. Just before she reaches it, hands grip her shoulders and pull her back. She screams just before her body crashes into the water.

Eventually, she’s pushed to the surface, another figure emerging. She screams again and points at the woman now in front of her.

“Sea monster!”

The lady – her mother, he guesses – smiles and raises her hands innocently. “But I just wanted to meet the little girl in my lake. I’m a nice sea monster!”

The girl giggles. “Ooh, you’re a nice sea monster?”

“Yes! And I have a treat just for you!” her mother nods.

“Really?!”

Her mother points to the opposite side of the shore. A blanket is spread out, on it an assortment of small snacks. “That’s right!”

In a heartbeat, the girl is scrambling toward the blanket, her mother right behind her.

Freminet’s gaze travels to the ground, settling on a miniature clock in front of him. He uncurls his body and picks it up. He was supposed to be fixing it.

As he traces his finger along the clock’s rusted edge, he wishes he could bound in the lake, watch for ripples, squeal and run, be pulled down then pushed up and then greeted by his own friendly sea monster.

He slips his fingernail beneath the clock’s face. It pops off easily, revealing the puzzle of springs and gears inside. His hands get to work, his small fingers turning here and pushing there.

His mother would be such a good sea monster, but she’s not here. She never is.

He wiggles a chipped gear out of place and sets it down, then carefully sets a fresh one in its place.

How fast can she swim? He doesn’t think he’s ever seen her swim.

He twists the gear. The clock’s hand moves a little, but it doesn’t tick.

Maybe he should work with her. Then she can come home more…and he can see her swim.

He brings the clock closer to his face and peers at it. His eyes then roam the ground, searching for a stick. He finds one and picks it up, using it to scrape at the hardened dirt that coats the clock’s edges.

He can fix things for her. He’s good at fixing things. What do they call people who fix things again?

He pushes on a spring with the stick, snapping it back into place.

Clocksmiths? Or maybe engineers? He should probably be an engineer. Engineers make a lot more mora…he thinks.

He finishes scraping, then twists the fresh gear again. The clock sputters, then it’s hand tick, tick, ticks. He smiles.

His mind is made up. He’ll become an engineer. Then his mother will come home more, and one day, they’ll splash in the lake and she’ll be his friendly sea monster.







3. Pain




The doorknob is ice cold. Freminet’s trembling hand lingers on it, but doesn’t turn it. Not yet.

“I heard you. Come in. Now.”

He doesn’t have a choice.

His hand turns and pushes the door open slowly. He inches inside, his gaze rooted to the floor as he bows.

“Y-Yes, Director?” He wants to hit himself for stuttering.

She hums. “Shut the door.”

He exhales; His chest pounds and tears sting the corners of his eyes, but he obeys. He knows better than to keep her waiting.

When the door clicks, he turns around, his gaze still on the floor. Her voice pricks his ears like a needle.

“When were you ordered to return, Freminet?”

He swallows.

“Before twilight.”

She hums. “Correct. Do you know what time it is?”

He wishes he didn’t, but even that probably won’t save him.

“Dawn.”

She hums again. “That’s correct.”

Her chair creaks, then rolls. She’s standing now.

“Children who don’t do what they’re told need discipline. You know this by now, don’t you?”

He does. The burns remind him every day.

His body shakes. He stifles a sob. He won’t cry; No crying children.

“Yes, Director.”

Her heels clack on the tile. She’s approaching him.

“Then why didn’t you do what you were told?”


 I tried. I tried. I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I’m sorry. 


He doesn’t dare.

“Because…I…um…”

She shushes him, then clicks her tongue. He sees her shadow. She’s only a few steps from him.

“Place your Vision on the floor.”

His stomach collapses, but his hands move anyway. He unclips the Vision on his thigh before lowering it to the floor. When he raises himself, she steps forward, locking the Vision beneath her sole and sliding it away from him.

His eyes are still on the floor. 

Silence.

A footstep.

Another footstep.

Silence.

Warmth.

Heat.

Pain.

Singeing, then scorching  pain. 

He can’t feel his body hit the floor. He can’t hear his screams – his cries – his apologies – his pleas. He can only feel pain as the world around him blurs together, burning and melting like his body.

His skin blisters. His muscles sear. His blood boils. Pain. Pain. Pain.

Make it stop. Please make it stop. He’ll do  anything.

“Anything?”

Release.

The world is solid again. He’s sprawled out on the floor that stings, breathing air that stings, crying tears that sting. 

He can barely breathe the next words. They come out in ragged sobs.

“Yes,  anything, Director…please…I’m so…rry…”

Silence. She’s thinking. 

Another footstep.

“Will you kill one of your siblings?”

He freezes. His lungs deflate.

He messed up again.

She tuts. “I thought not. No, you will not do anything. You will accept your discipline like a good child.”

He whimpers. No…no…no…

 Pain. God, it’s so much worse. He’s dying. She’s going to kill him.

Please kill him. Then it’ll all stop. 

Save him; Kill him. Make it  stop. Just let him die.

But of course, she doesn’t.

When he can hear his voice again, the Director is sitting back in her chair, his Vision is in front of his face, and the door is open.

“From this day forward, you will be the good boy your mother told you to be. Do you understand?”

He nods weakly. It hurts too much to speak.

“Very good. Get up and go back to your room.”

It hurts too much to move.

“Get up. And go back to your room.”

But he does it anyway.

Lift, push, balance, step, step, step.

The air hurts.

Step, step, step.

His clothes hurt.

Step, step, step.

His chest hurts.

Step, step, step.

Everything hurts.

Step, step, step.

But he walks anyway.

Step, step, step.

Why?

Step, step, step.

He would’ve worked so hard. He would’ve been the best engineer.

Step, step, step.

He would’ve fixed everything.

Step, step, step.

Why?

Step.

Why did she let go of him?

Step.

Why did she leave him here?

Step.

Why won’t death just take him?

Step.

So the pain will stop.

Step.

And he can dream of Pers, and Princess Marcotte, and Mr. Fox.

Step.

Forever.







4. Cold




 “Put the pieces together. Your father ditching the two of you to go to heavens-knows-where; Your mother working from sunup till sundown to lower those numbers just a  little. Then…suddenly, she brings you here…” 

It’s cold.


 “Think, Freminet.” 


It’s cold.


 “You really still haven’t figured it out? You were…”


“…sold…to settle a debt… I was…abandoned…”

His body stings. Slowly, the words tear themselves from his mouth.

“This is…the only home I have… If I don’t follow my orders…Mom’s safety…can’t be guaranteed…”

He looks at the tile, reciting the words flatly, though his hands twitch. There’s a beat of silence, then two, then three, then the sound of shifting in front of him.

“Look up at me, child.”

He doesn’t want to. She’ll see that he wants to cry, and she hates it when children cry…

…But he exhales, then raises his head slowly. His eyes meet a pair of darker eyes, the expression in them so sharp that for a second, he’s sure it’ll cut him open.

“Is that really what she told you?”

His body tenses. He swallows, inhales, then nods.

“Yes, Father.”

Somehow, her expression manages to darken. Her lips tighten into a thin, red line. “Hm…”

Father’s eyes are terrifying sometimes. He’d rather look away, but he doesn’t. He keeps his eyes on them…just as he was told.

She blinks, the intensity in her eyes threatening to slice him into pieces…

“She lied.”

…But it’s her voice that does it instead.

“Do you want to know what really happened?”

His chest clenches, but his head nods.

Her eyes narrow. “Are you sure?”

The question isn’t a question. It’s a warning, but he nods again.

First, she’s silent.

Then, she’s stepping forward.

Then, she’s closing the door.

Then, she’s speaking.

And he’s listening.

“…Eventually, the debt reached a point of no return…”

He keeps listening, even though her words crack his bones, crush his lungs, and rip his stomach.

“…She was out of options…and time…”

He keeps listening, even as each word makes the air colder…

“…She entrusted you to the House, and then said her final goodbye…”

And colder…

“…The pendant you’re holding is all I found. As for her…”

Don’t.

Stop.

Please stop.

It’s too cold.

He’s shivering. His fingers squeeze the metal in his hands, then open. He stares at the pendant as he hears the door open, then close.

It was such a pretty music box. 

Mom’s hands made it even prettier.

When the city got dark, she’d press it, and it’d play the sweetest songs. She’d hum along with her soft voice. Mom’s voice was always soft.

Some nights, the heater would smoke, then stop. He’d try to get up and fix it, but she’d tell him it was okay, then curl up with him. He could never feel the cold because she was so warm. Mom was always warm.

But Mom is gone, and now the air is cold.

He breathes out shakily. The sob rumbles in his chest and shakes his body, but the sound doesn’t come out and the tears don’t fall.

Did she scream?

Did she beg?

Did she cry?

Did anyone hear her?

Did anyone try to save her?

Someone should’ve saved her.

He should’ve saved her. 

He should’ve fixed everything. Then the heater would’ve never stopped, and she would’ve been warm too.

He should’ve fixed everything. Then she would’ve come home more.

He should’ve fixed everything. Then she would’ve lived.

But he didn’t.

And now everything is so.

So.

Cold.







5. Horrified




Nimble fingers dance in front of Freminet’s face, attracting his gaze like a magnet attracts metal. 

“Eyes here, [bookmark: return1]little penguin. Try to spot the trick.”

He nods, his eyes locked on his brother’s hands. Lyney smiles, then brings his arms forward, crossing them in front of him. His hands hold two cards, then they flick and hold nothing.

“This is an easy one,” he says.

Freminet’s answer comes quickly. “Back palm vanish. You’re still holding the cards.”

Behind him, he hears an approving hum from his sister. Lyney nods, his smile widening as he flips his hands around and reveals the cards still folded between his fingers. “Good, now…”

He moves forward and slides one of the cards through Freminet’s fingers, then leans back and crosses his legs. “…you try,” he finishes.

Freminet stares at the card in his hand, his fingers twitching. He shakes his head and sets it down on the table in front of them. “I’ll practice later with a different deck. I don’t wanna mess up your cards.”

Lyney waves his hand, shaking his head. “I’ve got hundreds of those. Go on.”

Freminet looks down and swallows. “It’s…kinda a hard trick.”

“It’s not; You’ve seen it a dozen times,” Lyney counters. “Go on and try.”

He can feel his gaze. When he speaks again, his voice carries a hint of disappointment, though it’s still soft. Lyney’s voice is always soft.

“You’ll never get it if you don’t try. Here…”

Freminet’s eyes dart up, then back down as he hears Lyney shift. He feels him move across the sofa…closer to him. His body almost moves back instinctively, but it doesn’t have to. He’s warm. Lyney is always warm.

He watches Lyney close his hands around his and gently pry open his fingers, sliding the card back into his right hand and adjusting his grip.

“Good grip, now bend your fingers and flip it back,” he instructs, releasing his hand.

Freminet stares apprehensively at his extended hand, then focuses. In one motion, he curls his fingers around the card’s edges; In another, he flips the card backward. He exhales, feeling his chest swell with pride as Lyney lights up and Lynette claps.

“Very good for a first try! What were you worried about?” Lyney beams. Freminet’s gaze travels up to his face.

He’s smiling. He’s always smiling.

If he knew what else his little brother’s hand could do – has done, he’d smile less.

He’s frowning now.

“Are you okay?” Lyney asks, his brow furrowed.

Freminet’s chest jumps. He replies with an instant “Mhm.”

Lyney shakes his head. His tone drops. “You aren’t. What’s the matter?”

Thump. Thump. Thump.

If they knew, they’d be horrified.

Breathe. He just needs to stop thinking about it.

“Freminet?”

But the images don’t go away. His hand feels cold - cold and wet.

Breathe.

“Freminet, your hand. Let go of the card. Lynette, he needs gauze.”

There’s warmth on his hand – trying to force itself between his clenched fingers. Then it’s on his shoulders, turning him, shaking him.

“Freminet, you’re hurting yourself.”

Orders. Ice. Steel. Blood. So much blood.

Stop thinking.

“Freminet.”

A crushed neck. A slashed back. A bashed skull. Two split abdomens. A severed head. So much blood.

Just breathe. Just stop.

Warmth shakes him again.

“Freminet.”

The warmth isn’t warm anymore. It’s melting his skin – scorching his organs – turning his bones to ash. He can’t breathe.

“Freminet,  stop.”

He’s trying. He’s trying so hard…

“Freminet, it’s okay. Look at me.”

…to make it stop…

“Freminet!”

Everything burns. Everything blurs. Everything tilts backward.

“Oh god…oh my god… Hurry up, Lynette, damnit!”

Make it stop… Make it stop…

“Freminet…! …minet…emi…”







6. Awful Child




Freminet’s hand grabs, lifts, and squeezes. Bones crack in its grip, but it doesn’t let go until it crushes the seamstress’ neck.

The Director said she knew a little too much.

The hand draws his greatsword and swings at the ferryman’s back, then his leg kicks his body into the river before it can register the pain.

The Director said he didn’t pay what he owed.

His arm smashes downward - right into the pet groomer’s skull. A crack, then he crumbles to the floor, going limp.

The Director said he was a traitor.

Directive after directive; Cleanup after cleanup. He doesn’t need to think too hard. No, he doesn’t need to think at all.

One swing; The botanist is gone. Another; Her husband joins her.

The Director said they talked too much.

He just needs to remember his directives and move. He’s a machine. Machines don’t think. Machines don’t feel.

His eyes are locking onto two figures…

It’s so easy to put on his helmet.

He’s closing in…

Cool his body.

Raising his greatsword…

And not think.

And swinging. Once, then twice. The magician doesn’t even scream. Neither does his sister.

The Director said…they…

Before he can remember, his eyes open.

It’s dark. He’s laying on something soft – a mattress, and covered with a blanket.

His room. He’s in his room.

It takes a while for his eyes to make out the shadowy outlines of his room. Slowly, everything materializes – his dresser in one corner, his desk in another, his lamp on one side of his bed, the Director on the other.

His breath catches, his body turning to ice. He can’t move. Even under the blanket, he’s freezing cold.

She leans over.

He shivers, but he still can’t move. He whimpers, but he can’t make a sound.

She shushes him, then she whispers.


 “You betrayed your brother and sister.” 



 …No… 



 Lynette… 



 “You killed her.” 



 Lyney… 



 “You killed him too.” 


He’s freezing cold.


No…I’m sorry…I wasn’t…thinking…





 “‘Sorry’ won’t undo what you’ve done, Freminet…” 


He isn’t freezing anymore. Heat grips his body, holding him down – pressing his neck – strangling him.

She’s going to kill him… He’s going to die…

But he deserves to die. He killed the only two people who loved him.


 “…Now, accept your punishment, you awful child.” 


It’s the least he can do. A good child always accepts their punishment…even though he isn’t a good child. He’s an awful child…such an awful child.

As his chest squeezes, he doesn’t move - doesn’t cry - doesn’t breathe. He just waits.

And waits.

And waits.

“Thank the archons…you’re awake. Hold on, I’ll go get Lyney.”

He gasps as his body jerks, his eyes darting around.

She’s gone. He can move.







7. Blood




Freminet blinks, then shakily raises his body. He winces at a cold sting in his right hand, looking down to see it wrapped tightly in gauze. He turns over his palm and stares as a shadow moves into the doorway in his periphery, joined after a few seconds by another.

“Hey…” comes Lyney’s voice from the doorway.

Lynette’s shadow shifts. “I’ll go make some tea for you. Just sit tight with Lyney for a bit, okay?”

Freminet nods, his eyes still on the stain on his palm.

Footsteps approach his bedside lamp. A click, then the corner of the room is bathed in amber light, illuminating his wrapped hand as he continues to stare at it. The cotton on his palm is stained with a pool of red.

Blood.

Someone’s blood.

A weight sinks into the bedding next to him, then a warm hand clasps around his wrapped one, closing it slowly and holding it.

“Don’t worry about that; It’s alright now. Had me worried you were about to cut it in half for a second,” Lyney smiles.

Lyney always smiles, even when he’s afraid.

Freminet swallows. “…What…did I do?”

A pause. He hears Lyney hesitate, then take a deep breath. 

“It just…happened. You didn’t do anything.”

Freminet’s hand clenches.

He’s lying. If he did nothing, there wouldn’t be blood.

“We were practicing card tricks. Suddenly, you seized up, then you closed your hand. You were ice-cold, and the card in your hand was frozen solid… It was cutting you, but you wouldn’t let it go…then you just…passed out…”

Freminet stiffens. He tries to uncurl his fingers, but Lyney’s warm grip tightens, keeping them closed. He doesn’t look up as the warmth slowly pulls his hand up.

“Look up at me, Freminet.”

He doesn’t want to.

“Please?”

He doesn’t want to.

A sigh, then warm fingers envelop his chin, gently turning his head to the side, then upward before releasing. When his eyes follow, they meet a pair of violet ones – softer ones.

Lyney and Lynette’s eyes are never sharp – never terrifying. They’re always so soft - so full of care…even when they shouldn’t be.

“Freminet, I’ve noticed things like this happening before. Never this extreme, but…still…” Lyney begins.

He’s still gripping his hand…

“And now it’s happening again.”

His stained hand…

“This is deeper than nerves…and little card tricks…and shyness, isn’t it?  Way deeper…”

His bloody hand…

“…Something’s eating you alive, Freminet.”

Who’s blood is it?

“I know it…and I get it…”

The seamstress’? The ferryman’s? The pet groomer’s?

“You can tell me, and I’ll believe anything you say.”

Who’s…blood…?

“I promise. I promise everything’s alright. You can tell us…”

…Mom’s? Lyney’s? Lynette’s?

“…We’re your family.”


His family’s…?


Freminet jerks his hand back, ripping it from his brother’s grip. Lyney startles, then exhales, inching his hand back toward him. “Sorry, I-”

“Don’t touch me.”

Lyney freezes, his eyes widening in alarm. “Huh?”

“Don’t touch me.”

Lyney blinks, staring at him. He slowly opens his hand and moves it toward his shoulder. “Okay…I pushed too hard. I’m sorry.”

“Don’t…touch me.”

Freminet moves, shifting off the bed and backing toward the wall as Lyney sits still as stone.

“Please…get out. ”

Lyney exhales shakily, finally pulling his hand back. He moves himself off the bed, holding his hands out and slowly stepping back into the darkness. “Okay, okay…”

Freminet’s back presses against the wall. He opens his hand and stares at his palm.

It’s on his wrist now…trickling down his arm…

His hand shakes. His chest tightens as the air becomes harder to breathe.

It smells like steel.

No, like  blood.

He can’t breathe.

He can’t breathe.

He can’t…

“Breathe, Freminet. Just breathe. Don’t look at your hand.”

He gasps and blinks, then slowly lowers his arm. He presses his back into the wall as Lyney’s figure returns to the doorway and Lynette’s moves into it.

Lynette’s voice comes next. “That’s good…very good… It’ll be okay…”

She’s wrong. It won’t…because one day, he’s going to betray them.

Maybe they’ll scream. Maybe they’ll run. He doesn’t know, and he doesn’t want to.

“We won’t come in, but we will stay here. Everything will be fine.”

Freminet shakes his head. His eyes burn, his vision clouding with wetness.

It won’t be fine. It can’t be fine, but they don’t know that.

He opens his mouth, but a lump traps the words in his throat.

Please don’t stay. Please,  please  don’t stay.







8. Safe




Breathe in. Breathe out. In. Out. Steady.

“Good, that’s good. Just keep breathing.” Lyney’s gentle voice comes from the doorway.

His voice is always so gentle. Freminet wants to run to it, but he has to keep his distance, so he keeps his eyes on the floor and his back pressed against the wall.

If they knew, they’d be so horrified.

“Breathe,” Lynette reminds him.

He inhales sharply, then exhales shakily.

“You’re safe, Freminet. I promise. Please let us come in,” Lyney pleads.

He shakes his head.

He’s wrong. It’s not safe.

He hears his brother sigh. “Do you…wanna come out instead?”

He shakes his head again.

He doesn’t want to be near them. He can’t be near them. They’re too warm – too soft – too gentle – too good, while he’s not. He’s awful.

They’re not safe.

“Okay…just keep breathing, then. Everything will be okay,” Lyney responds.

But he’s wrong. It won’t be okay. It can’t be okay…because his quiet little brother is secretly the most awful child.

His body shivers, then sinks. He hears quick footsteps before warmth grips his abdomen and shoulder.

The world blurs. Heat surges through him…then  pain.

His body twitches…

“Fremi-”

…then it cools. His right arm moves, his hand gripping, lifting up, then slamming down.

It’s cold…

A gasp. Gagging. Footsteps. Heat around his wrist, jolting and yanking.

It’s so cold…

His arm pushes. His grip tightens.

So…cold…

Someone screams. “Freminet! Let him go! Please let him go!”

So…so…cold…


“Freminet!”


He jerks. The world clears a little.

Lyney is pinned to the floor, coughing and gasping. His hands grip the wrist of a hand around his neck – one wrapped in stained cloth. Lynette is knelt beside him, pulling on the hand’s arm – trying to force it away.

Freminet blinks. As he looks down, the world clears completely, and his blood freezes.

His arm…his hand. He’s strangling him. He’s strangling his brother.

Freminet’s arm hits the wall behind him as he lurches it away and presses himself back again. He watches Lyney gasp and shoot up, coughing and clutching his throat. Lynette is shaking, her eyes darting between the two of them and her breaths heavy.

Their expressions…

Horror.



They’re horrified.

“I’m fine,” Lyney coughs, “I’m not injured. I’m okay. It’s okay.” He quickly pulls up the collar of his shirt, concealing his red neck…his bruising neck.

He’s lying.

Freminet’s stomach churns. He feels himself shivering again as his eyes sting.

They’re not safe. He needs to get away from them.

He moves against the wall toward the opposite side of the room as Lyney shifts onto his knees. “Freminet, it’s okay. Look, I’m fine. See? You didn’t hurt me.”

Yes he did.

“It’s okay.”

No it’s not.

They’re not safe.

He shakes his head. “This is why…I told you to go… Please just go…” His voice comes out weak. Breathy. Pathetic…like it always is.

Lynette looks him the eyes. “No.”

She stands up slowly and moves away from Lyney…toward him. She holds out her hands, approaching him slowly. Her voice is gentle too. “You’re going to faint again. I don’t want that.”

He shakes his head. “D-Doesn’t…matter… Leave…please leave…I’m not…not…n-n…” his voice breaks and trails off, but he sucks up the welling sob.

No crying. He doesn’t get to cry. Not after what he’s done.

Lyney is up now. “Not what? Say it. It’s okay.”

No. Why do they keep saying that?

As they both move toward him, he moves back.

They have to stop. They’re not safe.

“Stop! Just…go…get out…p-please get out…” he whimpers.

Lyney shakes his head. “We’re not leaving you, Freminet.”

They  should. If they knew, they would. If they see the ugly creature he is, they’ll point at him, they’ll scream, and they’ll run…like they should.

But they won’t.

They’ll come to him. They’ll open their arms. They’ll let him snatch them and drag them beneath the bloody water. They’ll let him crush their necks, slash their backs, bash their skulls, split their abdomens, rip off their heads, and as he mauls them, they’ll tell him that it’s okay.

They’d see the horrific sea monster he is, but they’d never run from him.

So he has to run from them.







9. Quiet




“Freminet!”

“Grab him! Someone please stop him!”

“Wait!”

“Stop!”

He won’t. Not until they’re safe.

He keeps moving even as his brother and sister’s panicked voices echo behind him. Through the doors, down the streets, into the fog…

“Freminet!”

He keeps moving even as his legs and feet puncture and tear. Across the field, over the hill…

“Frem…”

Through the forest, along the coast…

“…ne…”

He stops at the sea.

He heaves. His limbs burn, then give out, sending him to the ground. He coughs, hearing his heart pound in his ears as his chest throbs.

His siblings’ voices are long gone. It’s quiet now – quiet and dark.

They’ll look for him, but they won’t find him. They shouldn’t find him; He’s a monster.

He lays in the sand as his breath returns to him, feeling his eyes begin to sting again. He pulls his legs up, curling his body in the sand.

The wetness returns to his eyes as his eyelids sink over them.

He’ll lay here and wait…far away from them…far away from everyone…

Thump.

Thump.

Thump.


 “Get up.” 


He gasps and jolts. His eyes snap open.

“H-Huh?”


 “Get up.” 


The voice singes his ears. Slowly, he turns his head. 

In front of him, a pair of metal heels digs into the sand.


 “Get up.” 


His eyes travel upward, his body seizing as he stares at the tall, ghostly shadow in front of him.


 “Get. Up.” 


His stomach sinks, but he swallows and nods.

“…Y-Yes, Director…”

Pull…push…balance…


 “The sea. Walk.” 


He nods weakly, dragging his feet through the sand.

“Yes…Director…”

Step…step…step…

It burns.

Step…step…step…

But he moves anyway.

He stops when he feels a wet sting on his feet send a wave of nausea through his body. He inhales and coughs.

The sea smells like blood.


 “This is your punishment. Sink…and never emerge.” 


He exhales.

“…Yes…Director…”

He moves forward, shivering as the icy water slowly covers his ankles, his knees, his stomach, his waist…

“…emin…?!”

He freezes.

They shouldn’t be here.


 “Freminet, sink.” 


He pushes his legs forward, but they don’t move.


 “

Sink

, you awful child.” 


He whimpers. “I’m t-trying…Dir-”

“…inet…?!”

The word catches in his mouth. He’s rooted in place.

They shouldn’t be here.

But he wants to run to them.

“…ne…remi…?!”

He wants so badly to run to them.

But he won’t. He can’t. He’s a monster.

His body shakes with a sob as wetness spills down his cheeks…


 “Be a good boy, Freminet.” 


…then freezes.

She’s not the Director. Her voice is too soft.


 “Go on, sweetie. Be good.” 


He whimpers. His body starts to sway in the water.

“…Mom…?”


 “Be good, Freminet.” 


He wants to run to her – to hug her and tell her how sorry he is, but if he does that, he’ll probably just kill her all over again.

He doesn’t run to her. He doesn’t apologize. He just nods.

“…Okay…”

This time, he’ll be good. 

This time, he’ll save her.

“…remi…inet…?!”

He’ll save them too.

He moves into the water and dives…deeper…deeper…deeper…then he stops, turning to face the black sky and letting himself sink.

It’s quieter now.

He won’t emerge.







10. Disappear




Thump.

Thump.

Thump.


 “You’re brilliant, sweetie. You know that?” 


She smiled at him when he lifted the ticking clock up to her. Mom never smiled…except for when she looked at him.

The heater had gone out again, but it didn’t matter to her. That night, she was somehow warmer. When she sang to him, her voice was a little brighter. She didn’t even shiver, even though the air was freezing cold.

When he looked up at her, her features weren’t so worn – so solemn.

Mom was happy that night.

Was it because of him?

Thump.

Thump.

Thump.

Can she see him?

Can she see what he is?

He hopes she can’t.

He hopes that the last sight she remembers of him is the night he brought her the clock.

That was the last night she would feel happy, and he was none the wiser about it…even though every clue imaginable had been right in front of him for years.

He didn’t figure it out, and she died for it. She died to save her stupid son.

Thump. 

Thump.

Thump.

He’ll fix it.

He’ll fix it by being good.

He’ll fix it by staying under the cold, pitch-black water…where creatures like him belong.

He’ll be cold so that she can be warm.

And so that maybe one day, she can sing to another child…one who isn’t so blind. 

So stupid. 

So awful.

Thump.

Thump.

Thump.

Lyney probably prefers a little brother who’s more talkative…and one who doesn’t take so long to learn simple card tricks. Lynette probably prefers a little brother who doesn’t forget his chores all the time.

They both probably prefer a little brother who can do what he’s told faster – more efficiently – and one who doesn’t forget what to say or even how to talk sometimes…

…and one who won’t butcher them one day because he’s forgotten who they are.

One who isn’t hiding so much cruelty behind his “pretty beryl eyes”.

That’s what Lyney always calls them, but he only says that because he has no idea what kind of eyes they really are.

Eyes that’ll stare coldly at his bloody corpse.

Icy eyes.

Dead eyes.

Monstrous eyes.

He has no idea.

Thump. 

Thump.

Thump.

Why do they love him so much?

He knows why; It’s because they have no idea. Even so, he’s never had anything to offer them. 

He can fix machines, but so can Lyney if he tries. He’ll be good at it, too. Lyney is good at everything.

He knows his nation’s waters, but Lynette would learn in sixteen months what he learned in sixteen years. She’ll be good at it, too. Lynette is good at everything. 

He exists solely to drag behind them, yet they hold onto him anyway and refuse to let him go.

He’s nothing…nothing but a heavy sack of cold skin hiding a heartless beast, yet they’d still cry if he disappeared.

Thump.

Thump.

Thump.

They’d never be the same if he disappeared.

Thump. Thump.

Thump. Thump.

Thump. Thump.

They’d be  destroyed if he disappeared.

Thump. Thump.

Thump. Thump.

Thump. Thump.

He can’t do this.

Freminet’s eyes snap open. He clutches his stabbing chest, fighting his body to keep himself from gasping. His heart hammers in his ears as he peers up, searching for the surface.

He can’t do this to them. He has to emerge.

He kicks his body upright, then pushes his arms into a painful rhythm of strained strokes.

Lynette would fall apart in silence. Lyney would be right next to her, blaming himself like he always does.

He has to emerge.

He forces himself further and further up, his eyes barely making out the distant surface of the sea. His legs and ankles sear and his lungs constrict, but he keeps moving.

Their eyes would never be soft again. They’d never be able to love the same.

He has to emerge.

His vision blurs as the rippling surface phases into view. His strokes start to lose their rhythm, panic seizing his chest.

He has to emerge…

He grits his teeth and thrashes frantically.

He has…to emerge…

The world spots. He can’t move; His arms are too weak.

He has…to…emerge…

His chest caves in. He gasps, then coughs as his lungs are flooded with fire.

He…has…

Warmth grasps his abdomen. The world fades to black.







11. Cursed




A weight presses into Freminet’s chest. He jolts.

It hurts.

Another press. His stomach roils.

Stop.

Another. He gags.

Please. It hurts.

Another.

Freminet spasms, feeling acid rise to his throat before it spews from his mouth in a fit of agonizing coughs. He feels a push, then he’s on his side, sputtering water and vomit into the sand. He gasps and heaves when it finally stops, his shivering body laying limp.

It’s so cold.

Warmth shakes him softly. “…Can you hear me?”

He twitches.

He knows the voice. It’s soft. 

How did they find him?

“It’s me, Lyney. Lynette’s here too. Can you hear me?”

He nods frailly, wincing as the movement sends a needle of fire through his spine. 

“Okay, that’s good…that…that’s good,” Lyney sighs. The tremor in his breath is faint, but Freminet still hears it.

A pair of wet knees shifts into the sand in front of him. He blinks and exhales as a warm hand covers his cheek, then moves under his chin.

“Your feet are in rough shape. Lynette’s gonna wrap them. It’ll hurt, so just…”

The hand moves into his left palm, wrapping its fingers around his.

“…squeeze my hand when it does…and keep breathing, okay?”

He blinks again and nods slowly, flinching at a burning tap on his left ankle.

“I’m starting with your left foot,” Lynette’s voice comes from behind him. “Just try to hang in there. Deep breaths.” 

He swallows and nods.

Taking the pain is the least he can do for them now, so he’ll take the pain. He’ll be good.

He inhales and waits. A second, then another. His left foot raises…then prickles…then  stings. 

He gasps and coughs, his body jerking as the sting coils through his foot.

Another warm hand grips his shoulder, steadying his shaking body. “You’re fine, you’re fine. Squeeze my hand,” Lyney says.

He twitches and clenches his left hand, causing Lyney to wince and emit a pained grunt. “That’s it…okay. Um…just…try to hold still,” Lyney strains, his hand squeezing his shoulder.

Freminet exhales, breathing heavily as he feels his left foot lower to the ground. Tears prick at his eyes, but he forces them back.

“Okay…one more time,” Lynette says. “I’m sorry. This one will probably be a lot worse. It’s injured pretty badly…”

He whimpers, but nods.

He can take it. He will. He ought to take it after nearly breaking them both.

He closes his eyes as he feels his right foot raise, sucking in a shaky breath.

“Alright. One…two…three…”


 Pain. 


Scorching knives twist through his foot, cutting a shriek out of his throat. He jolts his foot back, heaving as the burn makes him nauseous.

He can’t.

“Squeeze my hand. Breathe and squeeze my hand. She just has to tie it. You’re almost done.”

He whimpers, tugging on Lyney’s hand.

“Okay…” Lynette starts. “One…two…three…”

Hot coals crushing – claws ripping…


 Pain. 


He has to take it…but he can’t. The cry leaves his mouth before he can suck it in.

Make it stop. Make it stop. Make it stop. Make it…

“Huh?”

“…stop…please…make it…stop…” Freminet whimpers.

It stops.

“Okay…okay, I’m done. Breathe,” Lynette says.

“Just…make it stop…please…make…everything stop…”

Silence.

He feels Lynette move up behind him, then he’s slowly rolling onto his back. He opens his eyes, and when he sees theirs, his heart sinks.

They’re frantic. Panicked.

Terrified.

They’re terrified…because of him.

They should leave him in the sand and run. 

They should find a better little brother – one who isn’t always scaring them – one who isn’t always lurking beneath them, one lapse in thought from taking their lives.

But they’d never. They’d never leave him and find a brother they deserve…because they love him…even though they shouldn’t.

His cheeks are wet.

He’s crying.

Why is he the one crying?  They should be crying. They should be scolding him – disciplining him – making him a better child, but they aren’t. They’re rubbing his shoulder, and telling him…

“It’s okay…”

“No…it’s  not!” Freminet wails. His body trembles as one sob escapes him, then another.

Lyney flinches, his eyes widening. Lynette lets out a shaky breath.

He scared them again.

He quickly forces the sobs down, freezing the tears on his cheeks as Lynette’s hand strokes his arm.

“I’m…I’m sorry…I’m s-sorry…” he snivels.

Lyney’s eyes soften. “Freminet-”

“No…I’m…please just…leave…”

Lyney shakes his head. “You know that’s not gonna happen. You’re our brother.”

Freminet whimpers. “I w-wish…I wasn’t…”

Lyney freezes, exchanging a long glance with Lynette. 

He takes a breath. “Why?”


 Because you’re too good for me.  



 Because I’m awful. 



 Because one day, I’ll kill you…and feel nothing about it. 



 Because I’m a monster. 


He opens his mouth, but the words freeze. The only thing that escapes is a painful cough.

He can’t even say it. He’s too weak to say the words that would save them.

Lyney closes his eyes and sighs…

 “Freminet…just…”

…then presses a finger to his mouth, smiling at him gently.

“Shh.”

Lyney moves over his head and slides his arms beneath his shoulders. He nods to Lynette and she follows suit, moving down and holding his knees. Slowly, they raise themselves from the ground, lifting him along with them.

Freminet’s head slumps. He stares at the sand, his body tensing as his eyes pass over his socks.

They’re bloody.

Lyney shifts his arm, moving his gaze to the opposite side. “Just close your eyes and breathe. We’re going home.”

Home…

He’d almost forgotten he has one.

Freminet closes his eyes, exhaling as his body loosens. He hangs in his siblings’ gentle grip, listening to their footsteps in the sand, then the grass.

They only love him because they don’t see him.

But even if they see him, they’ll still love him, and they’ll die for it…just like the first person who loved him.

He can’t warn them. Even if he does, they’ll still cling to him.

He can’t run from them. Even if he does, they’ll chase him and find him.

They’re cursed – cursed with their affection for a sea monster, and there’s nothing he can do to save them.




Notes for the Chapter:
•┈••✦ ❤ ✦••┈•

I didn’t expect this to get as long as it did, but once the ideas started coming, they didn’t stop. I was also a little surprised by the comments I got, haha. I put a lot of my soul into this, so they mean way more than you know.

I’m not going to leave my baby depressed. Freminet will get his comfort eventually; He’s just in a very dark place right now.

I’m looking forward to finishing the other things I have in the works for the siblings, especially the Fremi comfort fic.

Thank you so much for reading this. Until next time. 💖

•┈••✦ ❤ ✦••┈•





