
The Curtain has fallen, Now for the Backstage.

Author’s Note:
Before you are reading this fanfic, I would like to thank you for checking in, but to give a fair warning:

This fanfic WILL spoil Fontaine’s Archon Quest and Furina’s story quest, I heavily recommend finishing ALL of them before reading this!

This story will go nowhere, play the quests first, trust me~

P.S.

I am indeed not dead~





The schedule of a true Archon always starts in the morning, right when the sun rises. A god must be prepared to guide and inspire their people right away, dealing with their plights and leading them towards the true meaning of justice.

Which is why a pair of eyes opened themselves right when the first lights of the day have made themselves comfortable in the room.

One was light blue, the color of peaceful lake water, that is used to nourish both the plant-life and wildlife near it, and as a notable landmark to the humans that explore in the area.

The other was dark blue, the color of the mysterious hidden depths of the sea, places where few Visionless humans were ever in, but hosts a world full of life, mysteries, and for the determined enough, even ancient treasures.

The god of Hydro and justice, Focalors, will start the day by looking at the shining golden white celling of the Palais Memronia, in her private chambers on her comfortable and large bed, covered with light blue sheets that match her right eye, with a brown and sturdy frame, with no hint of any dirt or dust.


But… The celling is brown.



And wooden.



And dusty.



A bit worn down, even. 


Did the servants try a new look without letting her know? She will have to inform someone about this later…

No matter, the true Archon of justice’s schedule must still continue as planned. No exceptions allowed. 


The show must go on, after all, its the only way to save ever-


Next, the god shall bath and cleanse all of yesterday’s issues from her body and soul, appearing as refreshed and prepared as possible for her people.

The god got out of the bed, and found the bathing chambers. 

How strange, the Palais Memronia feels quite different today, the chambers were not where she remembers them being.


This delay already took precious time that she could have spent on ways to investigate the proph-


It is of no importance, they were still found quickly.

The true Archon of Hydro turned on the water, an act that one might say that is unbefitting to a being who can conjure their own water, but the kind and fair goddess of Hydro wants to feel close to her people even in her most private of times.

The water started to fill the small bath.

And started to rise.

And rise.

.

And rise.


.



And rise.



.



It doesn’t stop.



.



Why can’t she stop it?!



.



The Archon of Hydro should have no issues stopping a small leak of water like this.



.



The water keeps rising.



.



It starts covering the floor.



.



It starts covering the land.



.



She’s doing everything she can, why won’t it stop?!



.



 Her people are drowning. 



.



 STOP! PLEASE! 



.



 Nothing remains. 



.



 Everything is claimed by the water. 



 . 



 She can feel the water  



 on 



  her 



  face. 


 

With a shout from the depth of her lungs and her whole body weight, the water faucet was closed, leaving the small and cracked bath around three quarters full.

Breathing heavily, she used one hand to wipe her face, discovering its wet, although not from the relaxing morning shower.


Or the inevitable depths belo-


It’s wet from her tears.

…Her schedule. What is her schedule for today? 

The true Hydro Archon usually makes public appearances in the Opera Epiclese, baring witness and guiding her people through dramatic and exciting trials.

Then, she will make a short stop in her office to address official concerns.

Then, meet her citizens and fans, offering them words of wisdom and encouragement.


Nothing but empty wor-


Afterwards, she will make to the library, to expand her cultural knowledge and be best prepared to continue and lead her people with elegance and grace.


And to continue the fruitless endeavor of investigating and stopping the prophec-


No time for pointless worries, check your schedule, the worries that matter are the worries of the people who must be wondering where are you.

The true Archon of Hydro took a look around the small bathroom, looking for the exit, until her eyes fell on a small mirror with a wooden frame that is hanged on the wall above a small sink.

A small and brightly colored face was looking back at her, one that had probably seen better days. White, curly and messy stripes of hair adorned her head, covering two differently blue shaking eyes. The face is tainted from sweat and tears, and the weak eyes are holding sleeping bags beneath. Even so, her frame was straight and elegant, muscles working according to their memory to try and preserve some dignity and elegance befitting the true Archon of Hydro. 

Some dignity that is immediately crushed by looking at the clothes laying over her body, A long black shirt, acting as a makeshift skirt, is set loosely on her frame, the same one she was wearing since the first time she arrived here.

Wait, here? Where is…

…Of course. She’s in her apartment. 

She’s not in the Palais Memronia. She forgot again.

Hands moving on their own, her vision of the figure in the mirror was cut off by the hands covering her face, allowing her muscles and body to relax and lean forward, and for a deep sigh to be released from the depths of her lunges.

Maybe she should take a shower this time.

Furina turned her head from her hands, and glanced towards the faucet.

A musky feeling started to form in her abdomen.

 

…Maybe not. She’s quite tired.

 

|

 

The schedule of a true Archon should call for public appearances at the Opera Epiclese at that time, to witness and guide her citizens throughout a number of exciting and wonderous trials.

However, unlike the well known and expected excitement befitting the goddess of Hydro, when Furina is thinking about the Opera Epiclese…

The Opera Epiclese is large, one can imagine it can host the whole population of Fontaine.

The only feeling that is filling her body is…

The Opera Epiclese is huge, and it can serve as a great hall for performances, from all over the region.

 The only felling that is filling her body is…

The Opera Epiclese is menacing, it serves as the main trial grounds for Fontaine’s affairs, and is used to set justice according to the rules established by the great Hydro Archon.

The only feeling that is filling her body is…

.

.

.


 Dread. 



 Spotlights, so many spotlights, everyone’s eyes aren’t truly on the trials, but are on her. 



 On their assertive, wise, and all powerful god. 



 Watching her every move, listening to her every word, taking her performance without giving her any time to breath. 



 Waiting to catch her slip up, dooming the whole region to the waters belo- 


Laying on her bed, Furina’s focus shifted to the celling in front of her eyes.

It is brown, wooden, dusty, and worn down. Made out of wooden planks that are only somewhat coherent and weaved together to create somewhat of a barrier protecting the ones living inside from the outside forces.

In fact, looking more closely, there’s a bunch of errors in the design, leading to a few small holes that reveal the interior of the blue rooftop from below.

…And a few small holes due to the wood’s age and lack of proper maintenance.

Before, issues such as this wouldn’t even have to grace her eyes, her servants and workers would have made sure they’d disappear before she had even known they existed.

Although if by some miracle she did discover something and let someone know, she’s sure it would have been fixed before she could even wave her right hand and say “don’t concern yourself with that right away, dear wonderous worker”.

The people really did love their Archon.


To the point the number of eyes that were following her every move and ears receptive to her every word was larger than the number of the people of Fontaine.



And yet she could not truly talk to a single one of the-


Sharply shifting her head to the right, the celling left her field of vision and the rest of her small room had entered instead.

It was as she remembered it. A fairly small white room. Other than the celling, the walls were a combination of white except for the wall that tied the room to the house, which was made out of yellow bricks instead. A dark green and blue closet is in the corner of the room, and a matching wooden door sits in the other corner instead, leading to the small hallway containing the bathroom she was visiting earlier and her small kitchen.

The apartment was not maintained with love and care, only the basic maintenance was done and sights such as bits of peeled color in bits and pieces of the apartment’s belongings is not what would one call a rare sight.

At least the one in charge of her rental cleaned it a bit when she was coming in for the first time, but considering she did not bother maintaining the place herself, dust started to slowly settle back in the rooms of the building.

Yes… She didn’t really do anything to help to the state of the apartment either. 

She didn’t bother to clean up.

She didn’t bother to move anything in the building that would suit more to her liking.

She didn’t bother to properly move in. The bags containing all of her belongings are still sitting near the entrance door after all.

She didn’t even bother to put sheets on her bed, she is laying down on a naked small mattress on a low frame with a similarly naked pillow to give company to her head.

She didn’t help this apartment either.


Just like she did not help her people.



The only things she had done were to lie to them and convince them that everything is fine.



Only playing a character on the stage, a part of a never-ending performance of nightmares.



A performance with real consequences. 



Consequences such as making her unable to ever get close to anyone.



Consequences such as letting a crazed serial killer kidnap and dissolve the people of Fontaine for years.



Consequences such as allowing the people of Poisson to drown in the depths below. 



 Only being able to mutter worthless apologies. 



 And being powerless to stop i- 


Last time she was checking, the celling had eight holes. Three of them were due to the design, and five due to the old wood.

Perhaps she should check again.

 

|

 

Around this hour, the schedule of the true Hydro Archon demands her attention in her office to give matters and opinions on official matters, trials, and the general state of the region.

…Which mainly meant sending them along to Neuvillette, using some elaborate speech and excuse.

Neuvillette… She really did cause a lot of troubles for him, hasn’t she?

Neuvillette’s presence is something Furina is still thankful for even now, his involvement in Fontaine’s affairs meant she had much less official problems to worry about.

She has no idea what would have happened if she had to take care of everything he was doing herself, Not to mention his authority and serious attitude that helped her with more… Worrisome matters…

Such as meeting with Fatui Harbingers and would be assassins.

Maybe she would have gone insane and declared a war against fate itself.

Maybe she already had gone insane. She knows in the depths of her heart that she already went way beyond her limit.


And even so, she couldn’t even be straight and truthful with hi-


She’s out of his hair now. Considering his actual job served only as a stage for her, it should be a good thing, she can only hope he does not spite her.

Officially at least, he seems to not be interested in judging her further for her criminal performance, and he did seem considerate as usual, but she did not hear from him ever since she learned the full situation from him last…


“Lady Furina, come with me, we need to talk.”



“Would you like something to drink? Perhaps it will make this conversation easier… No? Very well.”



“I am now fully understanding the situation we were in for the last five hundred years, Lady Focalors, the god, gave me a concise explanation.”



“The Archon Lady Focalors devised a plan to deal with the prophecy, a complicated plan that required to deceive the heavenly principles…”



“…I was called here as a iudex to be in position to regain my authority…”



“…You were here as… A decoy… To convince the heavenly principles the prophecy was developing as they planned and leave eyes away from Lady Focalors…”



“…You are now no longer cursed, because Lady Focalors is dead…”



“…Lady Focalors sends her apologies to you, and her hopes that you will be able to live a happy life in the future…”


“I am tired, Neuvillette, I need to rest.”

Furina suddenly realized that she was actually hearing her response, because her vocal cords formed it directly.


“Very well. Due to the situation and nature of everything that have happened, I will take care of duties from here. Consider yourself freed from your duties.”



“I… Please let me know once you are finished packing your things, I will make sure your transition will go smoothly to whichever place you would prefer.”



“Are you sure this is the place you would like to stay in?”


Furina found herself nodding in front of the celling.


“Miss Furina, I’m… Very well, I will arrange the payment details, please have a good rest.”


She still remembers that it started to rain after she had finished moving in to the small apartment. Thankfully, she was already inside once it started.

The rain had lasted for a few days, although she could not remember the number.

It’s not like she was in the mood for the weather.

Neuvillette was as efficient and straightforward as usual, and yet it was clear there was more he wanted to say.

He probably does spite her, although it seems his polite side had won in their interactions. He really will make for a great ruler.

He can get in line, she supposes, her little performance has failed enough people already.


‘Failed’… A bit more than just ‘Failed’…



It lead to their deaths. 


Although, who’s more fitting to open that line than him? The one who had to tolerate her for five hundred years.

Then again…

“The prophecy was not wrong. Lady Focalors’ plan worked, you… performed your role… flawlessly, Lady Furina, with all of the costs that this role dragged along with it.”


“Consider yourself freed from your duties.”



“Please have a good rest.”


Maybe… Maybe he doesn’t spite her at all?

Maybe… he actually wishes for her well?

No matter, and no point in more wishful thinking that leads nowhere. Either way, they are no longer working in tandem, and she did not visit the Palais Mermonia ever since she moved to her apartment. It should be a good thing for them both.

Right?

 

|

 

Following the beat of time, the schedule of the true Hydro Archon should lead her to meet her people at this hour, who are waiting in line and setting up meetings months in advance just to get some words of wisdom and encouragement from their beloved god.

And here is Furina now, refusing to even meet the knocks of the newspaper deliveries.

They sure did try, at the start, knocking politely but relentlessly. They would stick around for five minutes and when they’ll still get no response, they will leave the newspaper outside and be on their way.

Eventually, to her relief, they stopped knocking and would just leave the paper near the door and be on their way.

There was one exception, around three days ago the knocking did not stop after five minutes. 

In fact, even calls were made to the door, asking if anyone was home with a high pitched and young voice.

A Melusine. 

Probably one that was new to the job, she was even asking about last day’s paper that stayed exactly where the last paper-person left it yesterday.

Its obvious she means well, just like every other Melusine, but…

She would just…

Not.

Let.

Go.

The knocking continued for more than ten minutes already, with a few calls every so often, which just made Furina even more tired.

Melusines are adorable and they mean well, but they cannot read social cues at all.

Or make sure the rest of the newspaper is delivered, apparently.

That’s a bit weird, actually. Melusines are usually very good at their jobs.

Seeing that she has no other option after twenty minutes of this had passed, Furina sighed, managed to force her limbs away from the mildly comfortable naked bed and to drag herself to the door, not bothering herself with looking presentable, maybe that will give the paper-Melusine the idea.

Rubbing her eyes with her left hand and opening the door with the right, she found exactly what she expected. A pink and furry humanoid creature, with two thin but round ears in the front of her head, and lacking any fingers other than a thumb. On her head, a small and red beret and her fur was covered with a basic but oversized red coat. In one hand, she was holding the newspaper of today, while the other hand was clutched and lifted towards the door, most likely to knock again.

Bright pink and curious eyes met Furina’s different shades of blue, then to her surprise, turned her head to scan her body from the bottom of her feet right back up to her face.

Furina coughed into her hand, forcing an overly cheerful smile into her lips.

“Can I help you, dear hard worker?”

The Melusine shifted her look to the floor, and with a mumble of “That should be good” she turned to look directly at Furina again, smiling widely.

“Hello La- Miss! I am here to deliver the newspaper of today!”

The Melusine held the newspaper towards her, keeping her smile intact.

Furina took the newspaper from her hand, placing it below her arm, then, exactly like she was used to, she forced her smile to become wider.

“Ah, why of course! Thank you very much, and apologies for keeping you waiting! I am quite busy recently and tend to not being able to receive guests properly, as you can see…”

Furina pointed to her attire, consisting only of the black long shirt.

“I would hate to trouble you again, so just leave the newspaper next to my door next time and you won’t have to wait for me.”

The Melusine giggled, and shook her head.

“No worries, it was no trouble at all!”

Then suddenly her eyes widened, and her mouth turned into a round circle.

Clapping her hands together, the Melusine continued:

“Oh! I almost forgot! Sigewinne told me that humans with black circles under their eyes should always rest well and and eat well! Please make sure you eat three varied meals a day and have a good rest every night, it’s important to take care of yourself!”

…Sigewinne? The nurse?

Well, its not like its unheard of the Melusines to know each other… Especially Sigewinne, who is one of their main sources for learning about humans…

…Did she just comment about her health?

Furina nodded, widening her smile even more and placing one hand on the door.

“Of course, of course! Don’t you worry yourself good worker! Thank you, and have a nice day!”

The Melusine placed her hand on her chin, and once again looked at Furina from the bottom to the the top.

Furina was prepared to close the door and go back to lay in bed, however, the weird Melusine still had a surprise in store.

And the thing she did next managed to shock Furina to her core.

With furrowed brows, the Melusine lifted her arm and pointed it towards her, almost like a finger.

“I really mean it La- Miss! Take care of yourself!”

Furina dropped the hand that was laid on the door, prepared to close it, and matched it by dropping her smile. 

She could only look at the Melusine with wide eyes.

They stayed like that for a short while, staring at each other without saying another word, and just as Furina wanted to open her mouth to say something, the Melusine smiled again, and with an exclamation of “Have a good day miss!”, she turned and skipped ahead.

…And skipped over the other houses and buildings on her merry way.

To say this meeting was weird is an understatement.

However, at the time, Furina was tired, her head hurt, and the Melusine did Furina’s stomach a favor by giving a reminder that food is in fact, a thing that is pretty important, which only added to her headache.

‘Three Meals’. It’s a good day if Furina manages to drag herself to boil one meal of bland Macaroni. Learning how to make more food is too tiring.


…And eating outside is out of the question.


And so that day ended with Furina boiling some Macaroni, forcing herself to eat it due to the demands of her stomach, and then returning to her habit of laying in bed and staring at the celling, counting the holes.

.

Exactly like she’s doing right now.

…And now her stomach hurts again, must the Melusine’s words torture her for the rest of her days?

Whatever, she’s been through worse. 

Considering her situation, she decided that she’s too tired, her stomach will have to deal with it just like it had until now.


“…Humans… should always rest well and eat well!”



“…Consider yourself freed from your duties.”



“…I need you to ‘play’ a role - that of the new Archon.”


A role. She was playing a roll, and now she’s finished playing it.

What is she even supposed to do now? She’s so called “free” but has nothing. 


Everything is too painful.



Everywhere is too loaded.



The spotlights are looking at her no matter where she goes. 



The people who are suffering the consequences of her actions are everywhere.



Everything and everywhere is better off without her. Neuvillette being the prime and shining example.



She’s ‘free’, she’s not needed anymore, she served her purpose and cannot go anywhere.



Perhaps she should just accept it.



She has no room in this world.



.



She used to be afraid of death, mainly because it meant that would doom the people of Fontaine, and to be honest, she’s still scared of it.



.



But… She’s so tired.



.



So, so tired…



.



 Maybe she should just allow herself to waste awa- 


A string of two fierce knocks have entered her eardrums.

…Seriously? Now? The newspaper was already delivered today…


It doesn’t matter.


 It’s the best for everyone to continue to waste   awa-

Once again, two fierce knocks on her door interrupted her train of thought. The knocks were fierce, but were precise and quick.

Furina yanked her naked pillow from below her head and placed it on top of it instead, sighing into it.


She will ignore them, they will go away, and she will be able to go to sleep and hopefully never wake u-


Two fierce knocks made themselves known to her again.

Furina sighed again, and tried her best to go to sleep with a pillow over her face.

The string of knocks continued, at the start, every thirty seconds, and then after exactly six strings, it changed to be every minute instead.

This whole ordeal lasted…


For HALF AN HOUR.



THIRTY MINUTES.


She wanted to scream.

Finally having enough of this persistent visitor, Furina dragged herself from her bed and stomped towards the door, once again not bothering to make herself presentable in any shape or form.

Rubbing her eyes and taking a deep breath to at least try and calm herself to be able ask the person to leave her be like a somewhat functioning person, she opened her door with her left hand while her right hand was still busy rubbing her eyes.

“What do you want? I’m sorry, but I’m quite bus-”

Furina did not manage to finish the rest of her sentence.

Because when she opened her eyes, she could see who her visitor was.

Standing there, with her full uniform and recognizable bycocket purple hat…

Was Clorinde, Fontaine’s strongest Champion Duelist, who was using her purple eyes to stare so intensely Furina was sure she is looking at every single sin she has ever committed.

Furina slammed the door shut.
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The true Archon of Hydro, the great Focalors, naturally, involved herself with the official affairs of Fontaine plenty of times, and while most of the time Neuvillette was the one who faced those issues, she still knew plenty of faces in Fontaine, especially the important ones who she have met plenty, and was respected by them.

The Champion Duelist, Clorinde, was a curious case.

She was not very talkative, and did not wish for any superficial meetings with her, unlike most of the other officials, even though she was around her plenty of times.

However, that does not mean she was not loyal.

Clorinde is the most well known Champion Duelist for a reason. She always fulfilled her duties to the letter, and was involved in both the catching of numerous criminals and the protection of countless citizens.

Including the Hydro Archon herself, who she worked as a bodyguard for plenty of times.

Indeed, Clorinde is a determined, loyal and efficient worker that has served both the Hydro Archon and the people of Fontaine for years, who is quite the busy person.


SO WHY IS SHE HERE NOW?!


Furina was on a mad dash throughout her small apartment, throwing around her belongings senselessly, looking for ways to make herself at least somewhat presentable.

A blue wrinkly coat that was not ironed in weeks was half-heartily thrown over her shirt, and a similar pair of short white pants is now covering her legs, a brush over her hair on one hand and a makeup kit in another to attempt and cover up the wear on her face.

The smell of perfume has filled the air, considering the time Furina does not remember when was the last time she was able to take a shower.

The direct but persistent knocking thankfully stopped for now, but she knows its only a matter of time.

Why is she here?!

Why is she here?!


WHY?! WHY IS SHE HERE?! Did she completely miss the memo?! Furina is retired!


No, that’s impossible. She was there at the trial. She was even used to pressure Furina to agree to that trial and seal her fate.

She drew her blade against her.

Furina, now standing inside her bathroom in front of the wooden mirror, brushing her teeth with her right hand and applying eyeliner with the other, started to slow down.

Actually, why is she here?

Clorinde knows Furina no longer serves as the ruler of Fontaine.

Clorinde also knows that Furina was charged of being a fraud, even though there was never an actual official conclusion to the trial.

Clorinde also knows that the Hydro Archon was judged to death by the Oratrice, and yet Furina is alive and retired.

.

.

.


Is she here…



 to



 execute



 her?


The toothbrush fell from her hand.

The mascara fell from the other, coloring the floor with black.

Furina could only stare at the mirror.

Staring back was a figure with brushed white curves of hair, that still missed a few strands.

A figure with makeup that covered the wear and tear of her face to the untrained eye, but would be recognized right away by an expert.

A figure that smelled like fancy perfume, that only somewhat covered the stench of despair.

A figure with one eye that is light blue, the color of peaceful lake water, and another that is dark blue, the color of the mysterious hidden depths of the sea.

That reflect nothing but acceptance. 

Two knocks. Fierce and quick.

It’s time.

Furina walked through the hallway, and reached the green and blue door.

Furina took a deep breath.

Furina opened the door.

In front of her, a tall girl with long blue hair with a purple bycocket hat located comfortably at the top, wearing a white shirt covered by a black half dress shirt over her abdomen and a purple cape, black garter over her legs, and white gloves and shoes to cover her limbs, who was standing there with crossed hands.

Clorinde.

Her executioner.

Furina stood in front of her, facing the same fierce stare from before, that she could only return with a blank stare of her own.

They were staring at each other, each not even daring to blink.

.

.

.

And… They continued to stand there.

.

.

.

And… Still were still standing there.

No matter, Furina is in no rush.

.

.

.

Clorinde coughed into her hand.

“Good afternoon, Miss Furina, I am here to…”

Clorinde then suddenly took a look behind Furina, taking a look at the small hallway.

“Even though Neuvillette told me you chose this place yourself, Miss Furina, I am more than willing to help you move to some more… Fitting accommodations.”

Furina allowed herself to blink once as a response.

“I do not mean to offend your sense of style, but I know quite a number of places that are both… Bigger, and… May suit your living needs in more convenient locations for the needs of traveling to a number of the more successful attractions and restaurants in Fontaine.”

“…What?”

“I’m… Sorry if I offended you, Miss Furina, but I know of a lovely and spacious house right near the Navia Aquabus line, which will give you both a comfortable place to live and an easy way to reach the Opera Epiclese. Please do not worry about the costs, I will co-”

“Are you not here to…”

Furina shook her head.

“Clorinde… Why are you here?”

Clorinde’s thin purple eyes widened, then closed, allowing her arms to shift to a resting position from their crossed formation.

“Of course… Good afternoon Miss Furina, officially, I am here to give you a welfare check according to Neuvillette’s recommendation. However, I am also here on personal business.”

…Welfare check? 


From Neuvillette?


Is Furina already dead, perhaps, and her brain is once again imagining scenarios that cannot happen?

Neuvillette should spite her!

Also, what kind of personal busin-

“Miss Furina, may I come in?”

That caused Furina to realize she was now looking at the floor instead of on her guest.

“I… I’m…”

Furina did not know what to say.

So she did what she did best for the last five hundred years.

“Hahahaha! A welfare check? On me? How sweet, and yet hilarious! Of course I am fine, I might be retired, but I am still the Furina De Fontaine, you know?”

Lifting her right hand hand and positioning it below her chin, and putting the other on her hip in a quick and practiced motion, Furina gave a big smile and closed her eyes.

With a wave of her left hand, she continued her words.

“Worry yourself not, dear Clorinde, and tell that big serious guy to not worry either! I am living a lovely life and will find my time to rise again and shine! Hahaha! Hehehe…”

Clorinde raised an eyebrow at that statement, her stare piercing into Furina once again, then gave her answer.

“Alright then, that’s good. May I come in then? If you’re doing great, I’m sure that will be no problem.”

Come in. Now.

…In the state her apartment is in?

…In the state she is in?

“I… Uh, Ahem, you caught me at a bad time, I was just really busy with…”

Wait, she can’t say she was busy with matters above mortal understandings anymore.

Furina scanned her general area, then her eyes fell to the daily newspaper, which she lifted quickly with a sharp action.

“Uh… The daily puzzle! It’s quite challenging today, you know? Very interesting indeed!”

Clorinde raised her other eyebrow on that, and crossed her hands again, only staring at her.

“Ahahaha! And also with the… Ah, yes! Thinking of how to improve yesterday’s performance in the Opera Epiclese! It was pretty good, but I was thinking of recommending a few ways to make it a truly stunning play! Ohohoho!”

Clorinde decided to comment on Furina’s words this time.

“Miss Furina, there was no play at the Opera Epiclese yesterday, the magicians Lyney and Lynette performed a magic show there.”

Furina’s smile became wider and her light blue eye decided to twitched.

“Oh silly me, did I say yesterday? Ahahaha! Time surely flies when you’re thinking of a good show! Ahahahahahaha!”

“Miss Furina, may I please come in?”

Furina started to deflate, her strong and confident pose started to slowly change to a resting one, her hands were clutched, and her eyebrows burrowed. 

However, she kept the same uncomfortable smile on her face.

“Look, dear Clorinde, I assure you I am fine, do not be worried, and tell Neuvillette to not be such a worrywart either, pretty please?”

Clorinde did not change her pose, staring at Furina with the same sharp look.

“Even if I wanted to, I can’t, I’m still supposed to do a welfare check which involves seeing you in your home, as you already know.”

She then coughed into her right hand again.

“Besides, there’s still a personal matter I would like to discuss with you, and I would prefer to do this inside where our privacy will be protected.”

Privacy… 

Furina can’t breach a request like this. This isn’t right.

Furina was defeated.

Her face shifted to match the deflation of the rest of her body, eyes opening and looking to the ground, and the smile leaving her body, allowing her to sigh.

“Okay, but… Just know that I did not expect guests today, so my house might be a… Little bit messy.”

Clorinde gave a nod of approval.

“Don’t worry, it’s fine.”
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The true Hydro Archon, the great Focalors, usually did not concern herself with superficial matters such as the looks of the locations she was residing in. It was always left to her servants and workers, who loved her to no end and always wanted to make sure things like that will not even exist in her presence. Her schedule was too packed to be concerned with such things.

The only things she was concerned about when it came to appearances were her own, her meeting tables, and the performances she was watching.

Of course, she was thankful for her wonderful workers, and made sure to thank them personally more than once, when she had the time.

And now here Furina was, working with the best Champion Duelist in Fontaine…

To clean her apartment.

It appears Clorinde did not realize exactly what she was into, because while her words were ‘It’s fine’…

It was not fine.

“Miss Furina, are you sure you do not want to at least see the house I was mentioning? I assure you, I will cover the costs, you have nothing to worry about.”

Furina heard the voice of Clorinde coming from her small bathroom, while she was slowly organizing her clothes inside the blue and green closet in her bedroom.

And sighed.

“Yes, Clorinde, it’s fine, there’s no need for any reimbursements and donations, I chose this location myself.”

Clorinde popped out of the bathroom, dual wilding dirty wipes and armed with a bucket over her shoulder.

“The bathroom is clean Miss Furina, I will join to help you out here.”

Clorinde threw the wipes in her hand directly towards a filled trash bag, scoring a direct hit without looking, took down her bucket and equipped herself with a puffy dusting tool instead.

“I also know of a lovely place right in front of the-”

“Clorinde, that’s enough, really, you don’t need to do this.”

“But Miss Furina I-”

“Please Clorinde, it’s okay, this apartment is good for me.”

The Champion Duelist turned her head from the wall she was dusting, narrowed her eyes and looked directly towards Furina, who was finishing putting her clothes in the closet.

“Are you absolutely sure?”

Furina matched her challenge, and focused directly back, her hands finishing to put the clothes in place.

“I am.”

After ten seconds, Clorinde nodded, and with a call of “Okay”, she returned to dusting the wall.

“Good, now can you also drop the ‘Miss’? Just ‘Furina’ is more than fine… At least it’s not ‘Lady’ anymore…”

“Miss Furina, with all due respect, I am still here on official duty.”

“Please?”

“No.”

“Pretty please?”

“No.”

“A welfare check is supposed to help the person you’re checking, you know?”

“Miss Furina, you know very well that…”

Eventually, they were done.

The apartment is still worn down, but is now sparkling clean. Dust does not longer linger in the halls, everything was washed and cleaned, and Furina’s belongings are finally organized inside the furniture instead of staying aimlessly near the entrance door.

However, the apartment is still not exactly fitting to have guests, even putting aside the lack of refreshments or appetizers.

Clorinde is sitting on a blue and green wooden chair, as part of their well deserved break.

The only chair.

Furina is sitting on her bed, that is now finally properly made, and is looking down to her knees.

“I’m sorry I have nothing to offer, especially after all of the help you’ve given me. I… really didn’t expect guests.”

Ever.

“It’s fine, it’s all part of my duty. Besides, It actually works out well.”

That made Furina curious, lifting her eyes to look at Clorinde.

“Works out well… How?”

Clorinde closed her eyes and burrowed her eyebrows, focusing intensely on the unknown.

…Until Furina heard her mumble “Navia told me to be more honest and laid-back with friends…”

…Friend?

Her?

She really has to be imagining things n-

“As I said earlier, I am also here on personal business. I am here to invite you to a gathering.”


Clorinde willingly going to a gathering?


“This is a gathering of old friends of mine who so happen to also know you, so I’ve figured I’ll use this opportunity to extend an invitation to you as well.”

Clorinde, the Champion Duelist, is inviting her to a gathering of friends. If anyone told her this is going to happen even a month ago, she would have laughed in their face.

But still, she has to refuse.

She can’t afford to get close to anyone, because she has to keep her-

Secret? There’s no secret to keep anymore. 

Maybe… 

Clorinde even said her friends also know her… But…

No, they don’t.

They know the Hydro Archon.

They don’t know Furina.

They don’t know that Furina is…

That Furina is…

That…

…Who is Furina?

Furina… Likes the Opera?


But… the Archon also likes the Opera.



 Does she even like the Opera? 



 There’s too many spotlights there. 


Furina… Knows a lot about performances?


But… So does the Archon.


A tea party expert?


So is the Archon.


Has a good sense of style?


So does the Archon.


But… Furina isn’t the Archon ‘Furina De Fontaine’. That was an exaggerated mask that caused her suffering for the past five hundred yea-

“I should probably also mention that there will be a dinner present, which is why this works out well.”

Ah, Clorinde is still here.

Wait, Clorinde is still here!

Jumping in her bed-seat, Furina nervously looked at Clorinde.

“I…”

She can’t go, she has to refuse.

She doesn’t know how to be someone she does not know.

“I…‘ve already eaten earlier! Yes! I’m very sorry but I will have to refuse, a second meal so soon will probably not agree with me! Hahahaha!”

Oh no, Furina’s stomach isn’t letting her off the hook this time. There is finally someone present that is actually talking about a way of getting concrete food.

It sent its cry of help to them directly with all of the power is has left, echoing throughout the small apartment.

Furina suddenly discovered that the washed floor of the room is quite interesting. Perhaps even more interesting than the celling!

While her face became more fitting of a Pyro Archon than a Hydro one, quite red.

“I… I’m… That’s… You see…”

Clorinde actually smiled towards her, which just made her newfound color even worse, and raised her next question.

“I don’t suppose you have any reason to refuse now, do you?”

Furina slowly lifted her eyes towards the smiling Champion Duelist, hands clutched together.

Maybe… Maybe it will be fine? But…

“Well… I’m not very good at this sort of thing, so, um… Don’t you think I’d, you know, be a bit of a ‘wet blanket’?”

The grand Champion Duelist of Fontaine exhaled air from her nose.

“If anyone would have told me I would hear ‘Furina De Fontaine’ calling herself a ‘Wet Blanket’, I would have sent them to Sigewinne.”

Furina allowed herself to exhale air from her mouth in return.

“…I guess you have a point.”

She might not know who she is yet, but she may find out.

“Good, we’ll be out in an hour then, I will stay here in the meantime to help you prepare.”

“But, don’t you need to prepare for the meeting as well?”

“I’m still on duty hours. Leaving this place will not give me any extra time.”

Furina released a sigh and shook her head.

“Always on duty with you… Okay then, make yourself comfortable, Um, as much as you can, at least, I’m heading to prepare.”

Clorinde raised from her seat, and nodded with a smile.

“Duty noted, Miss Furina.”

An eyeroll, a closed bathroom door, and a call of “Didn’t we already go over this fifteen minutes ago?!” were the answers she had gotten back.

This Clorinde, who knew she could be such a prick…

No matter, Furina, you need to prepare now. Put make up, put actually decent looking clothes, fix your hair…

But before everything else…


Shower.



.



.



.


Furina turned on the water.

The water started to fill the small bath.

And started to rise.

And rise.

.

And rise.


.



And rise.



.



It doesn’t stop.



.



Why can’t she stop it?!



.



Of course she can’t stop it. She is a fraud.



.



The water keeps rising.



.



It starts covering the floor.



.



It starts covering the land.



.



She’s doing everything she can, why won’t it stop?!



.



 Her people are drowning. 



 . 



Her people…



.



Clorinde.



.


“Clorinde!”

.

“Yes Furina? Is something the matter?”

.

“H-how is it outside?”

.

“It is the same as usual.”

.

“You’re still here, right?”

.

“Yes Furina, I am sitting on the chair in your bedroom.”

.

Of course. Yes. That’s good. 

.


But what about the oth-


.

“The weather outside is also quite pleasant, the sun just finished setting, so the streets are now filled with lights and people that are returning to their homes.”

.

“The clouds are clear, and there is not a single raindrop in sight.”

.

Dry.

.

It’s dry outside.

.

There is no water outside. 

.

Furina turned the water off.

Furina got out of the shower.

And finished the rest of her preparations.

Stepping out of the bathroom, Furina was wearing her old outfit. Her old dark blue suit, with the same blue sash, tied into a bow right around her waist. The same leather shoes she was used to covered her feet, with the usual ruff collars at their tops. And of course, her old blue top hat, was positioned in the familiar spot on her frilly and now brushed white hair, leaned just a little bit towards the left. A black glove was resting on right hand, while a white one was on her left.

However, unlike the usual white vest and the short white pants that she was usually wearing with this outfit, she swapped them all to black variants.

A very simple change, but one she was doing nevertheless.

Her outfit is also quite wrinkly, considering it did not receive proper care for a while, but it will do.

Clorinde was reading a newspaper when Furina found her, the same newspaper Furina picked up in her rush to find excuses, and nodded when she noticed her.

Just before they were off however, walking towards the door, Clorinde had one more thing to say.

“I have advice for you, if you don’t mind.”

“Um, sure thing, what is it?”

“I helped Navia plenty of times to… Deal with the situation for a while now. Since fear of showers is, understandably, something the both of you share, I will tell you about something that helped her.”

Furina froze in her step.

“Take showers in the day, when you can hear the busy streets outside, and focus only on hearing them. I guess this apartment is actually quite useful for something after all…”

Furina could only look at Clorinde’s turned head in shock.

“H-How… I’m… I-”

Clorinde opened the door, and turned to look at Furina.

“Let’s go. You’re the one with the keys, after all.”

Shaking her head, Furina was released from her daze.

“O-of course!”

And then lowered it, a solemn expression showed up on her face.

“And… Thank you. For everything.”

Clorinde smiled towards her.

“Don’t mention it, it’s part of my job.”
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The schedule of a true Archon always starts in the morning, right when the sun rises. A god must be prepared to guide and inspire their people right away, dealing with their plights and leading them towards the true meaning of justice.

Which is why a pair of eyes opened themselves right when the first lights of the day have made themselves comfortable in the room.

One was light blue, the color of peaceful lake water, that is used to nourish both the plant-life and wildlife near it, and as a notable landmark to the humans that explore in the area.

The other was dark blue, the color of the mysterious hidden depths of the sea, places where few Visionless humans were ever in, but hosts a world full of life, mysteries, and for the determined enough, even ancient treasures.

The god of Hydro and justice, Focalors, will start the day by-

“Ow… My head…”

Furina found herself awake in front of a brown and wooden celling once again, except that this time, it was not dusty.

Also, in the name of every delicious cake ever made, her head is killing her.

Furina rubbed her head with her left hand while removing her blue actually done blanket with her right, something that made her realize she’s actually wearing her full suit.

…Weird. Furina didn’t wear this outfit ever since yesterday evening…

Wait, what even happened yesterday…? Ugh, and why does her head hurt so much…?

Slowly bringing herself to sit on her bed, she suddenly noticed that her one chair in the apartment is standing right in the middle of the bedroom, except with a few small changes.

The chair had her hat hanging from its side, a water glass that is standing still on the middle of it, only somewhat balancing, and…

A note?

Ugh, moving her body feels like moving through a blueberry jelly…

After a mild struggle and fluctuating headaches, Furina dragged herself from the bed to the chair, downed the glass of water in one go, and brought the note to her face.

‘Good morning, Miss Furina.

We were out drinking with my friends last night.

I brought you back here after learning you don’t have high alcohol tolerance.

You should also have your hat on this chair and a glass of water.

Please drink it, it will help you feel better after you wake up.

Until next time.

Clorinde.’

Out… Drinking…?

That’s right, Clorinde visited her yesterday, helped her clean up and even invited her to a gathering of her friends…

She remembers walking in silence with Clorinde, meeting up with everyone, and sitting down, not really making much of a chat with anyone…

They ordered, then drank. She drank a cup, it was delicious.

Then she drank another.

Then…


‘OHOHOHOHO! OF COURSE I am entertaining! I am still THE Furina De Fontaine, you know?’



‘Macaroni might be one of the most genius foods ever invented, so easy to make!’ Ahahahaha!’



‘Oh, have you never heard that song before? It’s from a wonderous opera! Here, allow me to demonstrate!’


Furina stood, note in her right hand…

And her left hand gripping her face in horror.

Clorinde took all of this effort to help her and invite her yesterday, and this is what she did in return?

She wanted to bury herself under her sheets and never see anyone ever again.

All of them must hate her now, she cannot believe she allowed herself to act like that, so boastful and exaggerated.

So full of herself for no reason.

So much…

Like the Archon.

Again. 

…Is that all Furina is?

Just a shadow of a fake god?

Not even that, a shadow of a fake persona of a god.

Their interests are the same.

Their knowledge is the same.

Even when Furina is drunk, she acts like her.


Except that Furina is the one that remains with the pain.



Furina is the one that remains with the memories.



Furina is the one that is left with the regrets.



 Her role is finished. 



 She has nothing left. 



 She is nothing. 



 . 



 . 



 . 


Furina scanned the note again, allowing the weight of the words to set in.

‘Out drinking’

‘I brought you back here’


She made trouble, hadn’t she?


Sighing, she lowered the note, holding it horizontally in her hand.


 She should just stay alone. 



 It’s the one thing she is good at. 


Wait, there’s something at the back of the note…

More words?

‘P.S.

It was fun. I would like to dine with you again, if you have the time.

P.S.S.

Please however, make sure you are not leaping on tables again.’

…Fun?

‘It will help you feel better.’

‘Until next time.’


‘Navia told me to be more honest and laid-back with friends…’


.

.

.

They had fun? With her?

She clearly made trouble though, especially considering the table comment.

But Clorinde had enough fun to request more meetings, she can’t argue with that.


But, with who did she have fun?



Who is Clorinde considering her friend?



Who is Furina?


Now she’s even more confused…

Maybe she should make herself some Macaroni while she has the energy, it will help her think.

Wait a minute, that’s it! Macaroni!

She remembers, yesterday while she was rambling about Macaroni, they gave her some sauce recipes!

Checking her pants’ right pocket, she found another crumpled note, this one with three recipes, exactly where she remembered it.

The Archon never made anything herself, except for one measly dessert.

Furina shot up, and started to march towards her kitchen.

Furina will prevail!

She will prevail!

She…!

…Needs ingredients. 

Of course. She never bothered to get anything other than the Macaroni itself.

Filled with vigor, Furina set her sights towards her target, the grocery shop.
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The meals the true Archon eats are always of the highest caliber, made by the best of the best in Fontaine in restaurants that are hand picked by the Lady herself.

She had eaten plenty throughout the years, from the best and juiciest Steak Tartares to the most creamy and delicious La lettre a Focalors, made personally to her name.

Right now, Furina is eating Macaroni with Tomato Sauce.

The sauce itself is quite overcooked. Its too dry, and its missing the extra flavor that the garlic was supposed to bring. She tried adding it in, but only added one clove after the last time when she added a full head and could not even eat the result.

She is getting better though, can’t argue with that. After all, she learned that even though the choice of this apartment was only based on finding a place to keep away from people, it was quite good.

Since the kitchen of this apartment is very resilient, it survived at least five accidents so far!

Such is her genius, even when not being able to think, her intuition chose the perfect resident for herself.

Soon, she will be able to master the Tomato Sauce, then the Bolognese, and eventually… Desserts!

It will be easy, and take no time at all!

…Well, no, she shouldn’t lie to herself, she was doing this for long enough.

Cooking is hard. It will probably take her a while until she will move to the next step, especially since she needs to clean after herself too…


And because that in some days, Furina sometimes finds herself still being unable to do anything but looking at the celli-


But… Cooking is useful.

Cooking is productive.

Cooking is something the Archon does not do.

And most importantly, cooking is fun.

Finishing her blue bowl of Macaroni, Furina turned her attention towards the newspaper, something else she started doing recently.

…And skipped everything until she reached the puzzle section.

She does not care for what people think that happened to her.


And the last thing she needs is to get reminders about both her performance and her failu-


Furina started to take a liking to the puzzle sections.

She supposes her excuse to Clorinde stuck in some shape.

…She is not good at them though, usually only barely being able to do the maze and only getting a few words in the crossword puzzles.

Okay but seriously, who would even know that ‘Surreptitious’ means sneaky?! 

Those crosswords are not fair.

After struggling with the maze for ten minutes, and deciding the crossword does not deserve her time today, Furina took her bowl to the sink to wash it.

Furina placed the bowl in the sink.

Furina took a deep breath.

Furina closed her eyes.

She could hear the busy streets of Fontaine. People walking, Children playing, Estelle the Blacksmith’s machine working, even a bird, quite a rare sound today.

Furina opened her eyes.

Furina turned on the water.

Furina watched the bowl fill with water.

And fill.


And fill.



And fill.


“You’re washing the bowl Furina, you’re using water to clean up the remainder of sauce on the bowl Furina.”

Furina took some soap, and used it on the bowl, creating bubbles.

“You’re washing the bowl Furina, You’re washing the bowl Furina, the bubbles are because of the soap Furina, because of the soap Furina!”

The bubbles were spreading all over the bowl.


The bubbles were spreading over her hands.


Her eyes started to become wet, and her vision became somewhat blur.

“The bubbles are from the soap Furina! From the soap Furina! From the soap and nothing else Furina!”

The bowl was clean.

She was done.

Furina turned off the water with more force than necessary. 

Placing the bowl upside down on the counter to let it dry, she started to focus on the sounds of the outside again.


Inhale.


People were still walking.


Exhale.


Children were still playing.


Inhale.


Estelle’s machine was still hard at work.


Exhale.


The bird seems to be gone, they are quite rare, so it makes sense.

Furina stayed like this for a while, standing in front of the sink, breathing, and hearing what is happening outside.

Clorinde’s advice turned out to be pretty useful, but even so…

Furina hates washing the dishes.

Her shower will be tomorrow, she showered yesterday and she does not need to get out today.

Yes. Tomorrow is good.
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The stage is part of the true Archon’s identity.

She watched countless performances, plays and operas, and judged them as well. Her words and reviews sealing the fate of their success.

She also starred in a countless number of them as well, always causing the tickets to be sold out. She was considered the pinnacle of players in Fontaine, and had brought the audience to both howling laughter and violent tears time and time again.

Furina’s most recent exposure to the stage is the advertisements she sees every so often in either the newspaper or on her way to the grocery store and back.

Just like this one, a paper for a new musical has caught her attention on her way back. Hanging on one of the golden street lights.

The trope preforming is one Furina had seen before, they were pretty good, but nothing special.

They usually did already existing performances though, perhaps something original will allow themselves to show their true passio-

“Ah yes, I’ve heard this trope has potential, and is planning to make this performance their big break.”

With a call resembling “ACK!”, Furina was sent towards the sky with the speed rivaling users of Anemo Visions, causing her bags of Macaroni to hit the rocky white floor.

After her feet met the ground, she turned to the source of the sound. It’s funny, she could have sworn he sounded like…

Furina had to restrain her feet from sending her towards the sky again.

“My apologies for startling you Miss Furina, here are your groceries.”

Neuvillette.


Here?


What’s he doing here?

“Is everything alright Miss Furina?”

He’s holding your groceries. Get them back.

“Ah! Yes. Um, thank you.”

Getting her bags back from the Chief Justice, Furina had to take a deep breath. Meanwhile, Neuvillette directed his right hand to his chin.

“I was wondering if you’re going to see this performance, or perhaps even participate in it. As I’ve said, the rumor is that this trope has potential, and I was wondering what is your opinion about it.”

Furina stared at Neuvillette like he has suddenly grown a second head.

“You’ve also seemed quite invested in the paper, do you think it will be enjoyable?”

“…Why are you asking me?”

Why are you even here?

“Because you are well versed in the subject, and I was curious to see how are you doing.”

Years of being the center of attention have taught Furina exactly when she is starting to catch the attention of people.

A skill that with all of his wisdom, Neuvillette seems to still not know, considering he does not recognize they are standing out like a sore thumb.


A skill more akin to a curse.



Furina can feel the spotlights on her once more.



 Everyone is looking at her every  move. 


“Miss Furina?”


 Everyone is watching her on the stage. 


“Is everything alright?”


 She needs to leave. 


“Neuvillette, can we have this conversation somewhere else? Please?”

Desperation was reflecting in her eyes, the hands clutching her bags were shaking.

Neuvillette seemed confused for just a split second, but even though he has no self awareness, he does have awareness when it comes to others.

His eyes narrowed in realization.

“Of course.”

The Chief Justice turned around and started walking.

Furina considered not following him, running back to her apartment and doing them both a favor by staying out of his hair for good.

But…

Clorinde mentioned he was the one who officially sent her.

He still does not seem to be interested in judging her further.

And there’s still this weird meeting that bothers her…

Glancing between his form that was becoming smaller, attracting the crowd’s looks towards it, and back to the direction of her apartment, she made her choice.

She followed him.

They were walking in silence. Neuvillette leading the way and attracting attention, and Furina, keeping a far distance away from him both due to his head start, and due to attempting and using him as a cover.

She could sense that some bystanders have connected the dots that she is following him, but there’s not much to do about that.

Eventually, they reached a place Furina did not think she will ever step foot near again.

The Palais Mermonia.

Her old living quarters.

Her old office.


Her old stag-


Neuvillette took a sharp turn right, towards the outskirts and balcony of the building. A location that was void of people.

Furina followed.

Eventually, he stopped near a wooden and golden bench, supported by green cushions, and took a seat on its left side.

Furina followed suit, and took a sit in the right, leaving space between them in the middle, leaving her bags leaning on the side of the bench.

She looked down, glancing at the square patterns of the white rocky tiles below her.

“I’m glad you joined me, Miss Furina.”

Furina only slightly nodded, still looking at the floor.

“The truth is that I was around by happenstance. I happened to get a rare break and decided to change my scenery, because I decided to take the advice someone used to give me plenty of times.”

Furina continued to look at the floor, not saying a word.

“It just so happens that this exact someone was looking at an advertisement in the middle of where I was traveling, so I wanted to check in on them.”

Furina closed her eyes.

“I am sorry I attracted too much attention, in truth, I am still not used to this fact, even after seeing it for myself multiple times, I still need to remind myself just how much attention I can get. I truly only am concerned for your well being and wanted to see if you are doing well.”

“That Melusine… It was you, wasn’t it?”

“Ah, so you remember Kiara? It was a bit difficult to find an outfit to her size, but yes, I sent her to check in on you.”

“…But… Why?”

“I’m afraid I do not understand the question Miss Furina, why would I not be concerned?”

Furina turned her head towards Neuvillette. Fierce two shades of blue looking directly into a pair of concerned dark blue eyes.

“Are you serious?”

Then Furina shook her head.

“Who am I kidding, of course you, out of everyone, are serious.”

She released a sigh, and planted her face into her hands.

“Do we really have to do this now?”

Neuvillette only looked at her, his hands resting on his knees.

Furina removed her hands from her face, and shifted her attention back to the floor.

And decided to talk.

“I lied to you. For five hundred years.”

Furina closed her eyes tightly, opening them again.

“I lied to you, piled work on you, and only caused problems, mismanagement, waste of time, and games.”

Her eyes narrowed.

“It was all just a stage for me. A play I had to do with no choice while having no stage direction. A play with actual consequences. You should never want to see me ever again.”

Neuvillette was silent, and with a small “hm”, he turned his face to the sky.

After seven seconds, he stated his answer clearly.

“Its not your fault.”

“What do you mean ‘it’s no-”

“You were born as a key part of Lady Focalors’ plan, Miss Furina.”

Neuvillette turned his face back towards her, a deadly serious expression on his eyes.

“You, as you defined it, had to do a play with no stage direction for five hundred years, having to play as an all knowing god as a mere human, while being under the stress of the prophecy, not being able to do anything about it, and not being able to even confide in me about it, because it will ruin a plan that even you were not even given the full details of until our conversation to make you fit to your role perfectly.”

Furina’s vision started to become blurry.

“I killed people Neuvillette, I failed them. They trusted me to do something, anything to save them, and I couldn’t.”

Neuvillette’s eyes became even more narrowed.

“You did everything you could have. You already know that I know about your previous and multiple secret investigations towards the prophecy. You tried to do everything in your power to save them, I can make an estimated guess for how many nights you spent to find anything that could have helped.”

Furina’s breathing became hitched.

“Not only that. I can only imagine what kind of mental torture you had to endure for the past five hundred years, having to live like that. And yet you never once faltered. All of us owe you our lives, and yet we pressured you at the time, betrayed you, and brought your worst nightmare upon you, not knowing all of that.”

“But… I couldn’t tell you… You couldn’t have known…”

“Not to mention that you helped me personally as well. I have already mentioned I decided to take your advice now. You were right, the human world isn’t so bad after all.”

Furina was reaching her limit.

“You are kind, some may argue that you are too kind. The way you are feeling right now is showing that clearly.”

Furina could not tell at what she was looking anymore, everything being distorted by water.

“You wanted to know why I am concerned, I hope that answer is satisfactory for you, Miss Furina.”

.

.

.

Furina broke.

With a piercing wail, her body released the weight of the stress and pain that was consuming her from within, releasing itself in any way it could have.

Her hands, clutching the bench for dear life.

Her eyes, dropping a nonending river of tears.

Her nose, releasing snot that ruined her make up.

Her legs, shaking in agony.

And her mouth, only being able to scream.

.

Neuvillette watched her silently as she was releasing it all, keeping watch on the area to see if anyone will happen to wander by.

.

It appears fate took mercy on them today, as they remained alone, only birds keeping them some company, although the darkening clouds sent even them away.

.

He considered comforting her, saying anything, perhaps even rubbing her shoulder, but decided to give her the space she needs.

.

After around fifteen minutes of them staying like this, Furina managed to compose herself. Wet and lifeless eyes looked towards the sky.

“I’m so tired of crying… I’m sorry you had to see me like this.”

“There’s nothing to apologize for, Miss Furina, would you like a tissue?”

Taking the white piece of tissue from him, she managed to somewhat clean her face from her misery.

“It will be good.”

“Pardon me, Miss Furina?”

“The Musical. It will be good. I think that having an original work is exactly what the trope needs for their morale.”

Neuvillette allowed a small smile to enter his face, clutching his hands together.

“That is excellent news, are you planning to see it, then?”

Furina thought about it.

She’s rarely been wrong before about her predictions when it comes to the theater arts.

The Archon had rarely been wrong.

It will most likely be an enjoyable performance.

But…

“No.”

“Are you sure? I can arrange tickets for the both of us.”

“I can’t, Neuvillette. The stage, the Opera House, the lights, its too painful.”

The clouds became darker.

“I realized it, today, when you attracted the attention towards us. I can’t go back to the stage. Not as I am right now.”

“Are you absolutely sure? The way you were looking at the advertisement showed you are interested.”

He’s right.

She can feel it, a part of her still loves the stage.

But, who is that, really?

Furina?

Or the Archon?

Closing her eyes, and leaning against her knees, she answered.

“Yes. I now decide to retire from the stage. I will not act or perform in any roll ever again, with no exceptions. Perhaps one day I will be able to watch plays again, but for now I wish to stay away.”

Raindrops started to fall.

“Very well. Please know that if there’s anything you need, anything at all, you can come to speak with me. Just like I’ve arranged your move into your apartment, I will help with anything and everything else.”

Furina got up from the bench, and picked up her bags.

“Thank you, Monsieur Neuvillette.”

“Of course, Miss Furina.”

Only when Furina reached back to her apartment, the rain finally decided to fall.

.

Keeping true to her word, Furina stayed away from anything related to performances for a while, she busied herself with her newfound hobbies of cooking and newspaper puzzles.

She improved, now she’s able to make both edible Tomato Sauce, and Bolognese. 

She will reach the desserts eventually, she’s sure of it. 

She also went out with Clorinde one more time, this time alone, and found herself with another note and a glass of water in her apartment a day later, asking for another meeting.

She even made some progress with her… Issues… With water, now being able to wash the dishes every day.

Progress is slow, but maybe she is starting to heal.

She can’t help but sometimes to feel the interest in the theater pop up again every so often, something that is usually shut down fairly quickly either by her self imposed boundary, or just a quick thinking about what a spotlight looks like.

However, a meeting with a certain golden haired Traveler and their trusty silver haired companion with a unique request, may suddenly help to bring a few things to light…

 

|

 

The true Archon of Hydro has a full control and mastery over the flowing depths of it, being able to manipulate Hydro and water with ease, just like the rest of the Archons.

Which is why, in a way, it is quite ironic that Furina got a Vision.

And quite a unique one at that, Furina has lived for five hundred years, and had never seen a Vision with four little fangs before.

They’re quite cute.

“The Little Oceanid” was a marvelous performance, that proved to her that, even though she already knew and was afraid, Neuvillette was right. 

The stage is still calling for her, but this time, as a support to all of those who wish to chase and bring their dreams to life on it.

She will work as an advisor for all and any performances that will catch her attention.

She now has a gift from the gods on her side, an actual one, and she will honor it.

And now, when the Vision gives her full control over the element of Hydro…

Furina can have her vengeance.

That’s right, this so called “Local Legend” of a Phantasm who blasted her straight into the lake just because she dared to drop her hat on it by accident while having a short trip, will be the perfect target dummy for her newfound mastery over Hydro.

After all, what can a Hydro creature do to you, if you control Hydro yourself? Ahahahaha!

And so Furina found herself blasted into the lake for the second time in her long life.

It was a sad display, Furina throwing water on the Phantasm and realizing the weight of her error exactly three seconds later.

Dejected, but not defeated, she tinkered with the Vision all the way back home, trying to figure out what it can do.

And then she got an idea.

Water is flexible, right? Then maybe, just maybe…

Focusing with all of her might with hands pointing towards the floor of her apartment, she opened them to see…

A water crab, with a mobcap adorning the top of her shell.

IT WORKED!

“MADEMOISELLE CRABALETTA! THE HERO MAID!” 

Furina rushed to pick the crab up and hug her, something that didn’t last long because she pinched Furina’s nose, forcing her to release her.

“And now, for your partners!”

Focusing once again, Furina opened her eyes to see…

A Hydro octopus, wearing a fitting blue top hat.

“GENTILHOMME USHER! THE ETIQUETTE EXPERT!”

Furina shook his hand, and both of them bowed to each other.

And now, for the final one…

Using one-hundred and ten percent, Furina focused once again, and after allowing her whole body to shake, she opened her eyes to see…

A Seahorse, with a blue bow on its head, and a cape on its body.

“TADA! THE RELIABLE SURINTENDANTE CHEVALMARIN!”

Sweet cakes, he’s so cute!

Furina picked him up and gave him a big hug.

That caused the Seahorse to spread bubbles everywhere.

Bubbles that Furina had seen once she finished hugging the Seahorse.


Bubbles everywhere.



Bubbles like foam.



Like the remains o-


Furina felt a tap on her leg, and turned down to look at Mademoiselle Crabaletta.

Then she smiled.

“Thank you, I’m fine. Now, let us continue!”

 This trio were created from a book Furina read once, a book that left a lasting impression on her.

After all, the trio worked to solve an ancient curse, Crabaletta in particular tried to release everyone else from a time-loop that leads to a disaster.

So, naturally, Furina, who was stuck between the clutches of an ancient inevitable prophecy herself, grew to like it a lot.

But… Did Furina like it?

Or was it the Archon?

There isn’t really a difference.

So much time has passed that the separation has crumbled years ago.

And Furina now accepts it.

Best to go with whatever feels right and good for her, rather than to worry what she should feel.

After all, if something makes her uncomfortable, she can actually refuse to do it now.

That is the true freedom she had gained.

“Wait, no, no, no, NO!”

However, it seems that with her experiments on the Vision, Furina managed to…

Flood.

Her.

Whole.

Apartment.


Everything was covered in water.



…What… What is she supposed to do now?



 She failed everyone aga- 


Another tap on her leg.

And a squeeze on her back.

And a bubble floating in front of her eyes.

Good thing she isn’t alone.

With the help of her newfound friends and Solitaire, they all managed to finish to clean and fix the apartment throughout the rest of the night. 

However, it appears her landlord was quite aware of the events of last night, because she got a missive from them at the morning:

“No pets allowed in these apartments — not even if they are a Gentilhomme or Surintendante.”

She supposes she will need to ask Neuvillette for another favor, perhaps he will know of a good place to let her keep them around while she isn’t in her home.

Maybe Clorinde knows of a spare office.

But first, she will need a bigger mailbox, because the rumors of her giving theatrical consultations now are going to spread like wildfire…


Notes for the Chapter:I was wondering how Fontaine’s quests are going to ruin me, and they did not disappoint, to say the least.

It was inevitable as soon as I’ve seen it, I knew I’ll have to try and make a character study about Furina~

I really hope I managed to do the cast of the land of justice, well, justice, they are amazing.

And, as usual, I hope you enjoyed the fic <3





