
A Familiar Face

Author’s Note:
FONTWINS NATION HOW ARE WE FEELING AFTER THE NEW ARCHON QUESTS!!!

anyway now i want to write about lynette and wriothesley having a tea party together… lynette look what you’ve done to me now i need to make everyone your best friend





They’d only been in Sumeru City for two hours, and Lynette was fairly sure her brother had already gotten himself invited to someone’s wedding.

Why was she here, again? The Traveller had needed a favour from Lyney - as if they didn’t know anyone else with a Pyro Vision from this nation - and Lyney, of course, had insisted she come too. They’d already finished the job, so Lyney had suggested they do a little sight-seeing while they were in the area.

She supposed she liked it better this way. Unlike Freminet, who hated leaving the familiarity of Fontaine’s waters, Lynette could function in any environment as long as her brother was close by. Anyway, an assistant without a magician would be quite listless; as much as she liked being idle, she didn’t like the idea of not at least having an itinerary. She’d do it begrudgingly, but she still needed something to do. So, as long as Lyney continued to keep the spotlight on himself, she was alright with it.

She was used to the stage, of course, but street performances just weren’t her thing - with the audience so close that they could simply reach out and touch them. No, it was best to leave this to her brother, who was much better at keeping attention where he wanted it.

As Lyney started pulling flowers from his hat (to uproarious and enthusiastic cheering), she sidled off and found a quiet spot in the nook behind a notice board. The fur on her tail prickled - she couldn’t comfortably go into standby here, not when her surroundings were so unfamiliar. She found herself observing, instead. As the eyes and ears of the House of the Hearth, it was hard to turn off the instinct to do so.

Her hearing was acute enough that she picked up the sound of footsteps approaching, but she didn’t think much of it - she was next to a notice board, after all. Even if they weren’t looking to consult it, she doubted they’d dare try anything in broad daylight. (Though her sword-hand itched in preparation, anyway.)

“Excuse me,” said a kindly voice she didn’t recognise. “You aren’t lost, are you?”

She turned to the speaker. He had blonde hair and wide red eyes that reminded her of her brother - and, she concluded, a pleasant smile. All objective, though; her first instinct was still to fend him off with an excuse and sneak off.

“I’m waiting for my brother,” She said plainly, indicating Lyney with a simple flash of her eyes. The man turned and ‘ohhed’ in realisation.

“I should’ve seen the resemblance!” He exclaimed, and Lynette inwardly winced a little. How energetic. “I like your costume. Are you a performer, too?”


He’s one of those types. Too friendly. Why’s he talking to me? 


“Yes. I’m his assistance on the stage.”

The man nodded, still smiling. “You know - I think Zubayr Theatre would let you borrow their stage for a night if you wanted. It might be just the thing the Bazaar needs, actually! The performances there have been kind of bland lately…”

Lynette blinked. Her head was already spinning a little - maybe some combination of the unfamiliar words, the man’s breakneck speaking pace, and the sheer energy she could feel radiating from him.

“Ah, who’s this?”

She relaxed. Lyney, while she hadn’t been looking, had clearly noticed her predicament. As was typical of him, he’d managed to disperse his audience in an instant, and was now approaching with a genial smile on his face. (Though, to someone that knew him as well as Lynette did - the expression took on a somewhat threatening quality.)

“Oh, you’re the magician!” The man turned to her brother with an equally friendly grin. “Good show! I liked the blue flowers especially.”

“Lumidouce Bells?” Lyney threw out a hand with a flourish, and conjured a bouquet from his sleeve. “Here - a gift for a new friend. What might your name be?”

“I’m Kaveh,” The man said, accepting the flowers with a obvious delight. “What a gorgeous colour… it reminds me a little of our Kalpalata Lotuses. Well- not really. They’re just both blue…”

Lynette had been slowly edging away as her brother continued to direct the spotlight away from her. Usually, this tactic worked like a charm - Lyney had the sort of magnetising charisma that meant people always focused on him when he wanted them to. But this stranger - Kaveh - was different. He was still glancing at her periodically. By now, most people would be entirely occupied by Lyney’s theatrics…

“Tell you what,” said Kaveh suddenly. “That’s Puspa Cafe, just down the street there - would either of you care for a hot drink? It does wonders for you on these chilly evenings.”

Lynette’s ears pricked up. Cafes normally meant sweets, and when they were out on a trip like this, Lyney was usually happy for her to sample as much as she liked. After all, this sort of of stuff was hard to obtain back home in Fontaine…

So she didn’t object when Lyney accepted the invitation with enthusiasm, and even offered Kaveh one of her rare smiles when he glanced at her as if for approval. He seemed nice, despite his energy.

Though… wasn’t he paying a bit too much attention to her? Perhaps she ought to get Lyney to perform a card trick to distract him once they had their drinks.

Her eyes drifted as they approached the cafe, then paused for just the briefest of moments. At the same time, Kaveh came to a stop entirely, and all three of them stopped in front of a familiar figure sitting on the building’s front porch.

Alhaitham lifted his head. In an unusually strong burst of emotion, Lynette found herself very glad to see him.

“Eh- what are you doing here?” Kaveh asked, in the sort of tone that indicated familiarity. “Thought you’d be holed up at home with a book by now.”

Alhaitham raised an eyebrow at him, then took a leisurely sip of his coffee. “…I wanted a change of scenery. And some coffee. That’s hardly illegal.”

He set down his cup, then moved his gaze sideways. He nodded, his stoic expression taking on a warm undertone for the briefest of moments. “Hello, Lynette.”

“Hello,” Lynette repeated back to him. Her tail swished behind her.

Kaveh was looking between them with raised eyebrows now. He gestured for a moment, then asked a little incredulously, “You know this homebody??”

“Please,” Alhaitham said, in a tone of complete and utter boredom. “I believe I’ve visited more nations than you have.”

“Only because the Traveller keeps inviting you! He’d never go out for anything except work otherwise,” Kaveh added in undertone to Lyney, who laughed.

“Our Lynette’s similar,” He said with a bright smile. “Most days, her favourite thing to do is lounge.”

Lynette nodded seriously. Kaveh hovered for a moment, apparently unsure of whether or not to laugh, then settled on a polite chuckle.

“Well, seeing as you’re acquainted, you can sit with Alhaitham,” He suggested. “I’ll go in and order. Do you have any preferences?”

“Ah- I’ll come with you,” interjected Lyney, removing his hat. “I can order for both of us. Now, bear with me, I believe I left my wallet in here somewhere…”

“Oh no, no, no, I’ll foot the bill,” Kaveh hurriedly attempted to stop him. “You’re my guests, after all… oh!”

Lyney had pulled his Mora pouch from his hat. The trick seemed to distract Kaveh from thoughts of chivalry - he let Lyney follow him inside quite happily after that.

Lynette sat down beside Alhaitham, both silent. He glanced sidelong at her, then wordlessly angled his book in her direction.

She leaned forward to read it. She didn’t recognise the script.

Alhaitham only seemed to realise this after her ears swivelled back a little in confusion. Clearing his throat quietly, he turned to a section a few pages back, then began to translate.

It was a storybook of the sort of calibre she hadn’t expected of him. This was the sort of literature Freminet tended to enjoy; fantastical tales without moral quandaries, and no short supply of whimsy. Somehow, it didn’t seem like a serious scholar’s style.

But it was nice of Alhaitham to read it to her. She supposed she could see why he’d picked it; it was about a travelling troupe of magical performers, which included a pair of human magicians.

She wasn’t quite familiar with all the archetypes, the sort of folklore she supposed would be common knowledge to a Sumeru native. Alhaitham didn’t need prompting to explain such terms when they came up; she wrapped her head around it all soon enough.

About two chapters later, she finally realised that Kaveh and Lyney had returned. As silently promised, Lyney had ordered her two desserts to try - one pastry, and one… custard of some kind?

“That’s Baklava,” Alhaitham told her. “And that’s Padisarah Pudding. The Baklava crumbles quite a bit, but it’s lighter than the pudding. It’s very creamy.”

Lynette nodded slowly in consideration. She tended to avoid anything with heavy creams in it - it wasn’t good for her stomach, for one thing, and it usually just made her feel like she was gluing her mouth shut. She glanced around the table at Lyney, who was listening raptly as Kaveh explained something to do with a building nearby.

Without so much as looking, Lyney reached over and pulled the Padisarah Pudding over to himself. Lynette nodded in approval (the corner of his eye twitched upwards), and turned to the Baklava.

“…ah,” She noted after a moment. “There isn’t a fork.”

“Enteka usually forgets it. People tend to eat it with their hands.” Alhaitham was getting up. “…hold on.”

Kaveh paused in his enthusiastic line of conversation to blink after Alhaitham in bewilderment as he stepped into the cafe. He only turned back to Lyney once he’d returned to the table, and Kaveh had gotten a good look at what he’d left for.

He set the fork on the table, then carefully slid it over. She nodded. “Thank you.”

“Don’t mention it. I should’ve reimbursed you for the cake, anyway.” His eyes moved briefly to Kaveh. “…it’s always funny to watch him drain his wallet, though.”

“He’s very…”

“Over-welcoming?” supplied Alhaitham, then nodded. “He tends to be. But at least you don’t get the same side of him I do.”

The conversation petered out after that; Lynette found it hard to concentrate when she was eating, and navigating the Baklava was a more difficult task than she’d anticipated. It was good, though.

Rather than returning to his book, Alhaitham had set it down on the table, and was now staring blankly into the road in an uncannily good impression of what Lyney called ‘Lynette’s little reveries’. He hadn’t been doing that last time Lynette met him, but she approved. He had the technique down just right.

Kaveh and Lyney were still going in the mean time. She tuned in briefly to overhear a story about one of Lady Furina’s escapades at the Opera Epiclese - which Kaveh seemed to enjoy greatly - then tuned back out again. The Baklava was gone, but she had to let it settle for a while…

Entering standby mode, she thought to herself, and decided to copy Alhaitham’s choice of staring subject. As her field of vision completely went out of focus, she saw several blurs of colour begin to pause in her peripherals, as if wondering if they’d noticed something in the street.

Meanwhile, Kaveh finally tore his attention away from his conversation to look at them with bewilderment. What a sight they made - the Grand Scribe and a cat-eared magician’s assistant, both aiming identical thousand-yard stares at the pavement for no apparent reason. Lynette’s eyes, at least, were half closed, but Alhaitham was glaring as if those bricks had personally offended him.

Lyney didn’t seem concerned in the slightest. Laughing, he twirled his hat around his finger and reassured Kaveh that this was “just the way these two play”.

To be fair, three hours ago, Kaveh wouldn’t even have believed that his grumpy roommate had made a friend in another nation. It seemed this was a side of Alhaitham he hadn’t seem before - so he supposed he’d take Lyney’s word for it.

 


Notes for the Chapter:i feel the need to clarify that kaveh’s not interested in lynette in that way or anything, he was being overly friendly because he spotted her and immediately saw a Lost Cat that he instinctively had to help





