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“So,” Furina mumbles, Neuvillette’s large coat draped around her as the man sits opposite her, soaked through and sopping wet—truly a testament to how the events of the day have shaken him. He could be dry with a wave of his hand, Furina thinks absently. Instead, he’s just sitting here like an otter out of water. “It’s over.” 

“It’s over,” Neuvillette agrees. 

“No more prophecy? No more Foçalors? No more Hydro Archon?” 

“None of that,” Neuvillette murmurs, quiet as a bubbling brook. “It’s what Foçalors wanted. You’re free.”

“Does that mean I’m no longer needed?” 

“Y-” 

Neuvillette’s eyes widen when he properly processes the question. 

“No. You only no longer need to keep up the act, Furina. But there are still people who want you to stay.” 

Furina nods blankly, rationalising it to herself. In all honesty, at the news, she just feels tired. A bone-deep kind of tiredness that wells up in her like water from a spring after a long winter, bringing with it the tiniest shred of…regret. 

(But no. She is not allowed to feel this way. If she looks back and regrets it then is that not tantamount to regretting saving the people of Fontaine, her long, melancholy performance all for nothing? There is no other way it could have gone. There is no other path she could have chosen. She has played heroes and villains and dragons and oceanids and gods most of all, and in the end she is simply the tragic, fallible, human star of her own, centuries-long play.) 

Like Neuvillette has picked up on her inner turmoil, he shifts forward in his chair and reaches out, taking one of her hands in his larger own. 

“You performed flawlessly, Furina. I am sorry I could not help.” 

Furina takes the corners of her mouth and pulls upwards, mustering up some facsimile of a smile if only so Neuvillette will stop worrying about her. She has caused so much strife and trouble and now, at the end of it all, she just wants to lie down and sleep. Neuvillette has more important things to worry about, like his new nation—Furina should be an afterthought, a footnote, happy to fade away into the annals of time like footprints on a beach. 

“It’s alright, Neuvillette. It’s best that I carried the burden alone. I don’t think we would have succeeded otherwise, and I would have just dragged you down with me.” 

“I can swim,” he replies, literal as always. Some things never change, and for once, Furina is grateful for this, huffing a quiet laugh. “I would have carried the two of us.” 

“That’s…nice,” Furina whispers, a small smile on her face as she entertains the thought of not having had to be alone for so, so unbearably long. “That sounds like it would have been nice.” 

The silence between them stretches taut like a ship’s sail, like the surface of a lake before something takes too much and something gives too far and everything falls apart. 

“Are you alright?” Neuvillette finally ventures, not quite sure how to comfort her—he has never seen her so down, so quiet and so tired, and he finds that perhaps he never really knew Furina for who she really was until now. 

“Of course,” Furina answers, despite the way the answer seems ripped out of her, purely instinctual. Neuvillette frowns. 

 “You don’t have to pretend around me, Furina. Not for this.” 

Furina grins at that, a shadow of her old self seeping through in the expression. “I don’t remember what it’s like to not pretend anymore, Neuvillette. But that’s okay! I’ve always liked the thought of being an actor, anyway!” 

“…Forgive me, my lady, for I have failed you.” 

Furina’s expression falls, pulling her hand out of Neuvillette’s gentle grip to shake her head, twisting her fingers together in her lap. “No, Neuvillette. You succeeded. We succeeded. So how I feel about it doesn’t matter. Isn’t that really what’s important?” 

“It’s important,” Neuvillette agrees. “But you are, too.” 

For a moment, all is quiet. Outside, the rain has stopped, Neuvillette notes absent-mindedly. If he had a human heart, surely it would have broken and bled dry by now, the expression on Furina’s face so painfully wooden like a shipwreck—all jagged wood without a purpose, unable to return to the sea. Unable to serve its only purpose. 

(He has a dragon’s heart. So why does he still feel grief, which is so indubitably human?) 

“You did well, Furina,” Neuvillette says, feeling lost—adrift, like a boat in a storm, not sure when he’ll dock on dry land again. “You can rest now.” 

At that, Furina tears up, sniffling and rubbing at her cheeks with her sleeves. Still not quite sure what to do, Neuvillette opens his arms awkwardly, and lets Furina collapse into his embrace, sobbing. 

Silently, feeling her shake and heave for breath as he holds her tightly, trying to offer some modicum of comfort, he wonders how he never realised just how young his Archon was. He has always been her closest confidante, and yet here, crying into his chest as she holds onto his sleeves like she’ll drown if she lets go, she has never felt further from him. 


When she runs out of tears and Neuvillette is somehow more soaked than he was when they stepped into his office out of the rain, she gets a life-sized otter stuffed toy from Neuvillette (“to remember me by”, the man had stated, matter of factly), along with an invitation—if she is ever interested in returning to the stage, he will be there to help. 

She thinks Neuvillette expected more of a reaction. The Iudex of Fontaine is anything but soft and caring, and yet here he is, a dragon out of his depth, trying to make a little ex-god feel better with a gift of a stuffed toy—and yet, the human is unstirred, placid as a stagnant body of water, as a dry lakebed. She just nods emptily, tucks it under her arm, and trudges back to her bedroom—for the last time—and she doesn’t notice Neuvillette’s expression fall the smallest bit, unsure how to deal with this new side of Furina. 

At least, until she turns around to fix him with a blankly amused gaze. 

“Are you coming?” 

With a wave of his hand as he hurries to close the distance between them, his shirt is dry and so are Furina’s cheeks, water peeling off of her skin to float into the sky, bubbling and dissolving into nothing as she watches in cool interest, still unused to such displays of power—at how easily Neuvillette wields what she never had. 

(Watching her, Neuvillette wishes he could solve her sadness just as easily. It’s strange that he has all this power at his fingertips, and yet there is nothing he can do.) 

He can’t find it in himself to ask where she wants him to follow her to or why she wants him to follow, and finds himself staring out through a window in her room at the Palais Mermonia, down at Fontaine below, streets still glimmering with puddles and buildings gilded with the silver of rainwater, as she brushes her teeth in her bathroom. Fontaine almost looks brand new, like the flood has cleansed the city and washed the people of Fontaine’s sins away with it. 

(Perhaps the reason he looks out the window instead of at the interior of Furina’s room is because there is nothing there to see. Her room is so empty—perhaps unbearably so—that it seems more like a prison cell than anything else, nothing except a mattress and a blanket and a pillow with an indent in it to show that anyone lives here at all. And if Neuvillette keeps looking, he thinks his heart will hurt too much to let Furina go.) 

“What?” 

Furina’s voice is tinged with the slightest hint of what might be teasing, and he turns around to see her sliding into bed and pulling the blankets over herself, before patting the side of her bed, and Neuvillette indulges her, sitting down. 

“A plant would have livened this place up,” Neuvillette replies, smoothing a hand over her covers. “Or perhaps an otter stuffed toy.” 

Furina shrugs, a flippant little movement of her shoulder. “Well, I have one now, And I have you. So it’s enough.” 

Too little, too late, Neuvillette wants to say. He is too little, too late. 

“I am not an otter,” is what he says instead, and Furina giggles, the sound like water in a desert—so rare, so relieving, and so impossibly precious. At how Neuvillette continues to sit upright, Furina huffs in mild discontent, patting her pillow and shifting over to make more space, before proceeding to stare at Neuvillette until he picks up on what she wants him to do. 

“You…?”

“Otter stuffed toy,” Furina repeats. “You. Otter stuffed toy. Stuffed toys don’t sit.” 

Obediently, Neuvillette kicks his slippers off and lies down atop her sheets in his day clothes, stiff until Furina huffs what might be a laugh or a sigh, finally letting her eyes fall shut as she presses her forehead against his shoulder. Neuvillette folds his hands over his stomach, looks up at the ceiling, and tries his best not to move, lest he disturbs Furina. 

(If she notices him flick a finger towards the sky before it starts raining, a soothing rhythm that taps against the window gently and fills the silence between them, she doesn’t mention it.) 

And all through that night, still lying next to her as he watches over Furina curled around the otter stuffed toy, her gentle breathing in time with the quiet patter of rain outside her window, Neuvillette hopes her sleep is dreamless and restful. 


Neuvillette sees her in passing only once after that. He had woken up to an empty bed, a familiar stuffed otter set atop his chest so it could stare at him with beady black eyes, and the news that Furina had gone out to look for different properties in the Court of Fontaine—and then the reconstruction efforts, the city planning and budget work and the administrative burden of running a nation had compounded, leaving him with no time to consider anything else. 

(He still worries about her, sometimes. A lot of the time, if he’s being honest. But Furina needs space to grow and learn and branch out now, most of all, and the least he can do is give her that space.) 

So he calls for someone with more free time than he does—a certain Champion Duellist—and tasks her with looking after Furina. 

The Duellist returns with news that Furina has found a new residence. Neuvillette nods, pushes the regret in his heart out of mind, and then puts his head down and works. 


Furina is still learning to be “Furina”, with all this time on her hands and nothing to occupy herself with. Sometimes, she lies in bed and stares out the window until the sun rises. Sometimes, she forgets to eat, forgets to breathe until she feels like drowning all over again, light fizzling out of hand’s reach and out of existence. And sometimes, she tries to cook. Macaroni is shaping up to be one of her favourites. 

Perhaps it would be more apt to say Furina is still learning to be human—how to exist outside of being an Archon. On good days, she is just Furina, and nothing else matters. On bad days, she doesn’t know who she is, or if Furina even exists. Sometimes, she wonders if it really is masks all the way down, any real trace of Furina having long been washed out and diluted beyond recognition. She has had to be someone else for so many years, both on and off the stage. At least, in the spotlight, she is seen and acknowledged—and loved—for her performance. 

But now, her story has finally come to an end. Her character no longer has a part to play, and there is no longer a spot left for her on the stage. The performances that the Opera Epiclese always plays host to are brilliant, blinding magic—the hero wins, the dragon is slain, and the world is saved. But what happens to the hero when there is no longer anything to go on for, when the dragon regains his power and becomes a friend, after the curtains close and there is no one left to save except herself? When there is no one left to slay except herself? 

So, as all things have to do, she takes her leave, and ends her story. It’s been a long time coming, and she should be relieved, but all she really feels is…empty. 

When Furina finally steps out of the spotlight, moves out of the Palais Mermonia without telling Neuvillette or letting anyone know where she plans to go next, she doesn’t expect anyone to come looking for her—or more accurately, she doesn’t expect anyone to come looking for Furina. She expects people to look for the Hydro Archon, certainly, but no one really cares about Furina now that the people of Fontaine no longer have an Archon. She’s sure Neuvillette can do a better job at presiding over justice, anyway. 

For the first week after the people of Fontaine lose their Archon, she is correct. No one comes looking for her. Upon further consideration, this may very well be because someone’s pulling the strings behind the scenes to ensure this, but it’s not like she has the energy or the heart to care, lying flat on her bed and staring at the ceiling. Several days and nights pass like this, and she’s not sure if she’ll ever find the energy and heart to care about things like who’s ensuring she gets her peace and quiet, so long as she gets it. It’s just so much effort. Wasting away seems like such a tempting idea. She’s clearly outlived her usefulness, and so she doesn’t matter anymore. No one needs to care about her any longer, if they even spared a thought for who she was off the stage in the first place. 

She is eventually proved wrong. 

On one of her grocery shopping trips—she still needs to eat, unfortunately—she runs into the Traveller and Paimon, who invite her along to take part in a play, and she finds herself working with actors and acting—but by her own volition, this time. She throws herself into it headlong, relishing the feeling of finally having something to do, of having something that gives her time meaning. 

And then it all goes sideways. She finds herself thrust back into the spotlight, and finds that maybe she doesn’t hate it after all—just what it represents, just the thought of being trapped within the fragile confines of light. Maybe she just hates her past, hates how she doesn’t know who she is without an audience and the spotlight. But she has time to learn, now. 

And against all odds, she finds a little part of herself on that stage, and walks into the wings to the sound of applause, feeling seen and a little more whole than she was before. Still broken and searching for her missing pieces, but it’s a small step towards recovery, a bit of glue and a careful, shaky hand as she tries to piece something together from what’s left. 

(Her Vision is clutched in her hand when she returns to the wings like she can’t quite believe it’s real, its golden casing digging into her hand. But Neuvillette had been in the audience, his white hair and blue antenna—she thinks Neuvillette would frown at her for calling them his ‘antenna’—obvious even from her spot under the lights, sticking out like an otter in a crowd of humans. At the thought of Neuvillette—of him, standing up at the end of her performance and the curtain call to applaud like he’s trying to make up for five hundred years of silence—something that might or might not be homesickness tugs at her heartstrings. Neuvillette always was more fond of actions than words, after all.) 

She promptly decides to go challenge Ninianne of the Lake and avenge herself, and is subsequently beaten soundly, performing a tactical retreat with her metaphorical tail between her legs. Hydro against Hydro is, surprisingly, ineffective, and her mostly-performative prowess with a sword only goes so far. 


On the first day of the second week the people of Fontaine lose their Archon, and the first day after her brief return to the stage—Clorinde, Champion Duellist, shows up at her door one early afternoon, with a box of…something in hand, a radio under one arm, and an unimpressed expression on her face. 

“Iudex Neuvillette made sure no one would come near this area,” the taller woman says, peering inquisitively around Furina’s small frame in the doorway to cast an assessing eye over the interior of her new residence. “For at least a week. Anyone who wished to see you had to submit applications, which are all full for the immediate future, for your perusal when you feel more up to it. Unsurprisingly, Miss Furina, you are very popular.” 

“I’m not surprised,” Furina sings, donning her mask of forced brightness at the sight of someone unexpected —she slips into it easily, easy as breathing—easy as giving up, as drowning all over again. “I am Fontaine’s ex-Archon, after all! The people love me for me instead of for my godhood, as they should!” 

“And Iudex Neuvillette…told me everything,” Clorinde adds, with the air of someone trying to find a secure path over thin ice that won’t splinter one of them beyond restoration and drown the other. “He said…you would need someone familiar.” 

Oh, so it was Neuvillette. She drops the mask and sidles sideways to admit Clorinde, a foot on the door to keep it open, blinking briefly at the influx of bright sunlight. 

“Come in, then,” Furina sighs, and the tiniest uptick of Clorinde’s eyebrow is the only sign of surprise that the girl picks up on. “It would be rude of me to turn you away now.” 

When the door closes, she turns around to see Clorinde’s severely unimpressed expression, withering in its worry and disappointment. 

“Miss Furina,” she says, bland as white bread, as Neuvillette’s cooking, as a slow day in court. “Why does it look like you haven’t lived here at all?” 

Furina doesn’t have anything to say in defence of herself to that—she’s becoming more familiar than she wants to be with that sensation. To the ordinary person, it looks completely unlived in with nothing on the tables or shelves, and a plant that looks like it’s barely clinging on to life—but to Furina, it looks similar to her old room, a nest of blankets and an unmade bed the only signs that anyone lives here at all. 

Perhaps it’s inaccurate to say anyone ‘lives’ here. ‘Surviving’ would be more apt. At the lack of a response, Clorinde’s expression falls the tiniest bit, and then she’s setting her radio down on a countertop decisively, immediately wincing when Furina flinches at the sudden sound. 

“Pick a radio station,” she says clumsily, gracelessly, just as unused to giving care as Furina is to receiving it. “Then we can unpack. Once we’re done, I brought sweets. Mi—Navia has been teaching me to bake.” 

“We?” Furina repeats, not quite sure where this is going. In response, Clorinde removes her coat and sets her hat down, and sinks into a cross-legged seat on Furina’s—probably very dusty—floor, a letter opener flicking into existence between her fingers. 

“Hand me the first box, if you will, Miss Furina.” 

“Only for the sweets,” the girl gripes, not entirely meaning it, but she toes one of the larger boxes over to the woman, who pulls another letter opener out of thin air—where is she getting these from? Furina wonders—and hands it to the girl, tilting her head in the direction of one of the smaller cardboard boxes. 

“Mhm,” Clorinde agrees, looking soft and affectionate and regretful all at once as she looks at Furina in the muted sunlight that seeps through the blinds of Furina’s living room. “Just for the sweets.” 


Furina nearly cuts herself twice, entirely too distracted by the radio drama that she herself had selected—one of her favourite stations, Clorinde had agreed—and then the Duellist is retrieving her knife from the girl and replacing it with a porcelain plate, a neat slice of chocolate cake set atop it, along with a delicate silver fork. 

“I’ll take care of the rest,” Clorinde states, eyeing Furina’s hands worriedly. “It would not be conducive to your wellbeing if you end up bleeding out a week after retirement due to self-inflicted injuries. Where should I put this?” 

Furina looks up from her cake to see Clorinde with a familiar life-sized otter-shaped stuffed toy in her arms, looking as out of place as she can possibly be. Unbidden, a small smile tugs at Furina’s lips at the thought of Clorinde taking a stuffed toy to a duel (and probably winning nonetheless), and Clorinde brightens like the sun at the sight. 

“Just on the bed, please.” 

Clorinde obeys, and Furina watches as she stands up (and grimaces as her knees crack) to walk over to the bedside, pulling the blue blanket aside to set the otter down, before tucking the duvet in around it. 

“I used to have stuffed toys,” Clorinde says absently, like she can feel Furina’s inquisitive gaze on the back of her head, opening the box of pastries and retrieving a slice of Earl Grey loaf cake, before sitting on the bed next to Furina, the mattress sinking under her weight. Unconsciously, Furina leans into her. “It’s been a long time since. It was a gift from Sir Callas when he took me into the Spina di Rosula.” 

“What was it?” Furina asks, humming in delight at the way the chocolate melts on her tongue. 

“Don’t laugh,” Clorinde warns, an underlying current of affection running through her tone. “It was a Bluethunder Weasel. Sir Callas said it suited me.” 

“I wonder why,” Furina teases, feeling her heart lighten just momentarily, and Clorinde gasps in good-natured affection, though she doesn’t move away, letting Furina’s head rest on her shoulder—it’s the most emotion Furina’s seen her display in a long time. Maybe Navia really is a good influence on her. 

“Are you calling me a weasel, Miss Furina?” 

“You would be a cute weasel, Clorinde,” the girl replies. Clorinde opens her mouth like she wants to defend herself before finally huffing a sigh, cutting what’s left of her cake in half and setting it on Furina’s plate. 

“Well, if you say so. I hope that wasn’t what Sir Callas was trying to get at.”

The cake is sweet and light, crumbly and smooth with just the faintest hint of bitterness in her mouth. Clorinde has good taste in sweets, Furina thinks to herself. 


The bags and boxes are eventually unpacked thanks to Clorinde’s unyielding efficiency and Furina’s eventual acquiescence and agreement to be more helpful than a sunbathing Blubberbeast, and eagerly points a place out for every item that the Duellist retrieves from the boxes—not that there were that many, anyway. The sun is setting by the time they finish, Clorinde busying herself with updating Furina on the petty gossip, on which young lady from which rich family ran away with which duellist, who insulted Wriothesley in passing and got sent to the hospital with three broken bones and a concussion, and how the repair efforts are proceeding in Poisson, what flowers Navia likes the most, how much sugar Navia likes in her tea, and how Navia looks so pretty when she’s focused. Navia, Navia, Navia. 

It’s always about Navia with Clorinde, now. Furina thinks she doesn’t quite mind, so long as the Duellist is happy—and loath to say goodbye to Clorinde, hating the thought of staying in an empty and quiet apartment (with no pets/attendants, the landlord had been very firm on that), of being left alone again—Furina ends up getting invited along to a small gathering with just a couple of Clorinde’s friends. 

Well, it’s less so a ‘gathering’ and more so a ‘massacre’ with how Sigewinne cross-examines Wriothesley on his eating habits while Clorinde watches like this is all the entertainment she needs, and Furina watches with her in a sort of morbid interest, in the way one cannot look away from a tragic car crash. It was supposed to be a gathering to celebrate Jurieu and Lourvine’s hard work, getting the massive ship done in time.

Emphasis on was. Now the two people of the hour are sitting side-by-side and steadfastly refusing to look at each other, while Sigewinne sits on one side of them to yell at Wriothesley, who sits on their other side. Across the table, Furina stares at her empty plate and tries not to laugh. 

(The tension between the two really is palpable. She’s seen romantic leads in plays with less chemistry.)

“You guys did an amazing job!” Sigewinne beams disconcertingly at the pair, before snapping her focus back to Wriothesley, and even Clorinde flinches at the killing intent that floods the room. “Now, Wriothesley, a word, if you will.” 

The man simply drains his teacup and stands up, looking strangely like the prisoner instead of the warden for once as Sigewinne slides out of her seat and takes his hand, dragging him around the corner, the sound of admonishment slowly fading out of earshot. 

“We’ll go get some air,” Clorinde adds, a hand on Furina’s shoulder, and the girl takes the hint, standing up to follow after her as she grins at the two who have managed to save more people than she ever has, who have done more for the people of Fontaine than she has—“You two should talk it out.” 

“I have nothing to talk about with him,” Lourvine snorts, at the same time Jurieu says something along the lines of that, the two meeting glances briefly to glare at each other, though the tips of Lourvine’s ears redden and Jurieu looks away first. 

“The fact that you guys talk in sync now implies otherwise,” Furina smirks, inhibitions lowered by the small amount of alcohol she’s consumed, and then Clorinde’s sweeping her out onto the terrace and closing the glass doors behind them to the sound of identical squawks of indignation. A quick glance to the corner directly behind their table in the Hotel Debord reveals Sigewinne’s head under Wriothesley’s chin as they peek out at Jurieu and Lourvine (who have now started talking), Wriothesley flashing Clorinde a thumbs-up. Clorinde nods, before turning around to rest her elbows on the bannister of the balcony, and not quite sure what to do, Furina follows suit. 

“I talked to your landlord,” Clorinde says stiffly, and Furina hums in acknowledgement, bobbing her head from side to side gently. “You can keep pets now, as long as you’re careful not to cause any disruption for any other tenants.” 

“Oh,” Furina says dumbly, before processing that last part of her sentence again, brightening up—and Clorinde smiles back at her, muted and quiet but no less comforting. “Oh, thank you, Clorinde!” 

“I know what it’s like to come home to an empty house,” the Duellist murmurs, turning to look at the night sky, and Furina looks at her, watching as the new yellow ribbon in her hair flutters in the breeze. “And you’ve been so lonely for so long, so I just thought…” 

For a moment, the silence between them is deafening, Clorinde having seemingly taken the first step towards acknowledging whatever it is that hangs over them like a dark cloud. Finally, she sighs, and puts a hand over Furina’s, calloused and weary and warm. 

“I wouldn’t really have killed you, if you’d taken up the offer to defend yourself by a duel.” 

“I wouldn’t have minded if you did,” Furina laughs, bitter and broken, and the warmth brought on by Clorinde’s presence and the alcohol recedes to leave cold reality behind. “But it’s okay, Clorinde. You’re not Champion Duellist for nothing. You don’t have to lie.” 

“I do not lie,” Clorinde insists, and Furina looks over at her. “I would not have killed you, though I may have fought you nonetheless.” 

“You say it like there’s a difference in that, Clorinde.” 

The Duellist is silent at that—and then, all of a sudden, she drops to a knee and unsheathes her sword, placing it over her heart. 

“I failed you once, Miss Furina, but it won’t happen again.”

“You—“

“Lady Furina, I hereby pledge my loyalty to you. I swear to be your sword to cut through the darkness, and your shield to protect you. I will shed blood and sweat and tears on your behalf so you do not have to, and I swear to always be there to protect or support you. I am yours to treat as you wish, and I swear to devote my life to serving your beloved nation and yourself.” 

“You treat me like an Archon,” Furina sighs, feeling something in her wilt at the thought that Clorinde is only doing this out of respect for the person she sees Furina as, and not the person Furina actually is. There are so many expectations placed on her shoulders, and she feels herself crumble under the weight of them—to her, Clorinde’s loyalty is just another burden she feels the need to prove herself as worthy of. “And I am anything but.” 

Clorinde’s eyes flash as she looks up, and Furina closes her mouth. “I am swearing my loyalty to you, Furina. Not to the ex-Archon of Fontaine. You do not have to be anything other than Furina for me to protect you, to carry out my oath; you just have to be you.” 

Clorinde’s hand is warm even through her glove, cutting through the cold of the night like the sword she promises to be, and Furina feels tears prick at her eyes, looking away briefly to compose herself—and through it all, Clorinde kneels there, waiting patiently for Furina to say something. Furina doesn’t know how to tell her that just because the Archon is gone doesn’t mean Furina takes her place. She doesn’t even know who Furina is—is Clorinde swearing her loyalty to an empty figure, just someone to take the old Archon’s place in her life? But Furina’s been alone for so long. Surely she doesn’t have to be, any longer. Surely she deserves to be selfish, just this once. Surely she deserves to be loved for who she is, even if she doesn’t quite know who she is just yet. 

“For your first task,” Furina starts, feeling lost, fallen like new snow. “Can you accompany me home?” 


So of course, like any good knight, Clorinde walks her back after they say their goodbyes, though not before Furina looks back one last time to see Jurieu take Lourvine’s hand and kiss it, and hears Clorinde hiss at how hard Furina grips her hand to prevent herself from laughing out loud. The woman looks back in confused interest before snorting, breaking into a slight jog and ducking into Furina’s flat so they can break down into laughter without being heard. 

“Wriothesley’s going to be overjoyed,” Clorinde mutters when she finally settles down at Furina’s bedside, having been invited in, and Furina giggles, letting Clorinde pull the blankets over her small form. “He’s not going to shut up for weeks. He’ll follow them around to tease them all the way from his office to the canteen if he has to.” 

“At least then maybe he’ll remember to eat,” Furina yawns, and Clorinde props her head up with an elbow on Furina’s mattress, watching the girl try valiantly to stay awake. Finally, Clorinde huffs a laugh, and brushes a strand of white hair out of Furina’s face, the girl’s eyes focusing faintly on her. 

“Go to sleep, Furina. I’ll be here until you do.” 

“Promise?” Furina asks quietly, balling a hand up in her blankets—but Clorinde’s face softens even further in the silver moonlight. She nods, gesturing for Furina to move over so she can take a seat at her bedside and stroking Furina’s hair lightly, the gentle caress of her hand on Furina’s skin a brush of warmth that sends comfort rippling through the girl, like the first waves on a lake that’s been frozen all winter. 

“Yeah. Promise.” 

So Furina closes her eyes, and lets the gentle sound of Clorinde’s humming lull her to sleep. 


She wakes up sometime during the night to an empty but still slightly-warm bedside and the sound of the door closing quietly, the otter plush having taken Clorinde’s place sometime during her sleep, as well as a strange squarish implement on her nightstand. A quick brush over the top switches it on, casting a projection of a breathtaking starry sky across her ceiling, lights sparkling and glittering like ten thousand lighthouses, all lit solely to guide her. 

There is also a note, she notices, stuck to the side—and out of curiosity, she picks it up, still half-distracted by the enchanting sight.

For you, Furina, the slip reads. After so long with your face to your people on the ground, you deserve to see the stars as well. 

Ah, Clorinde has always cared more than she lets on, like a warm ocean current under the cold and still surface of the ocean. Unbidden, she feels the tiniest flicker light in her heart, a spark of affection so warm and foreign she almost surprises herself with it. She watches the stars dance on her ceiling, and picks out made-up constellations—one of Jurieu and Lourvine. One of Wriothesley. One of Sigewinne, one of Clorinde, and maybe, if she squints hard enough, one of her, too. 

Curling up around the otter and watching as the ceiling ripples like an infinite starry sea, she finds herself drifting back to sleep. 


“Furina!” 

Navia’s voice is bright, cutting through the clamour as she threads her way between two people carrying boxes and jogs over to meet the girl, who worries at the hem of her sleeve anxiously, eyes darting everywhere like she’s worried people still resent her for failing her people—the bitterness being warranted and deserved doesn’t make it hurt any less when it does happen, after all. Surprisingly, no one seems to pay her any mind—if anything, they seem more occupied than usual, looking away as soon as her gaze lands on them to busy themselves. 

“I was wondering if there was anything I could do to help,” the girl mumbles, half-feeling like she’s about to be chased out for even daring to show her face here again. Fortunately (or unfortunately), Navia brightens like the sun, and gestures for her to follow. 

“You’ve got perfect timing, actually! We’re in need of some extra hands to work on the rebuilding efforts, and things have to be thrown out or dealt with after being contaminated or ruined by the rise of Primordial Seawater. It won’t dissolve us anymore, but prolonged exposure will still make us sick—so the more people we have to spread the labour out among, the less of the effects we have to suffer on our own.” 

“Sounds good,” Furina shrugs, pushing the jolt of panic that shoots through her at the mention of the Primordial Sea—distantly, her hand twinges, and she laughs it off, ignoring how the sound seems sharpened with panic, sharp and abrasive. “Where do I start?” 

Navia’s eyes narrow briefly, and then she huffs a quick breath and the shadow over her face is gone as fast as it came, replaced by a bright smile. 

“Right over there! If you ask Melus, he’ll—”

The blonde woman cuts herself off at the mention of that name, turning around first to her left, then to her right like she’s checking on something—and a brief pause ensues, Furina unsure if there is anything to say, feeling like she’s been shoved on stage without time to learn her lines. And then finally, finally, Navia shakes her head and laughs, and Furina tries to remember how to smile at a joke in a way that doesn’t feel like falling apart. 

…the silence was so loud. Deafening, crushing, like sitting at the bottom of the ocean waiting to drown. 

“Sorry. I haven’t slept well for a while now. Anyways, just grab a pair of boots, and follow me, yeah?” 

Furina nods mutely, dutifully trotting after Navia as they trail downwards, deeper into the depths of Poisson. They pass by a conspicuously empty spot where a house should be, and Furina ignores the ache in her chest. She lingers there for a moment, trying to sort through the tangle of emotions in her chest at the sight—loss—familiarity—betrayal—and above it all, heart-crushing despair and gut-wrenching fear—five hundred years, all for nothing, nothing, nothing—

And then she wrenches her gaze away, and runs after Navia, who’s come to a stop near a giant shark on its side, reeking of salt and rot. 

“You can talk to Archenoul if you need anything, alright?” 

A woman in a dive suit turns at the sound of her name, waving brightly at the pair—until she realises who the figure in blue is, and her hand quickly drops while she pretends to be adjusting the faceplate of her helmet. 

“Sure,” Furina lies, and then she’s left there to wriggle into the boots that are several sizes too big for someone as small as her while the diver hums a song and looks away awkwardly, letting her pull the thick rubber gloves on and snap the suspenders over her shoulders. 

“You can start from that end,” she says, nodding in the direction of where a smaller waterfall sits, off to the left of where they’re standing. “And then work your way back. Anything you find, you can toss into—er—” 

She turns around, looking for something, before finally selecting a basket with ramshackle straps tied to it, handing it to Furina and flinching away when Furina’s hand grazes against her glove. 

“J-just into that. When it gets full, you can come back and put it down. Boss’ll take care of the rest.” 

Furina has always prided herself on being able to take a cue—she knows where she’s not wanted. So she hefts the basket onto her back, and makes herself scarce. A dog trots over the bridge to meet her, and she kneels down to pat it, ruffling its fluffy ears as its tongue flops out to look at her adoringly. 

(At least there’s one thing that loves her for who she is in this place, even if it’s not human.) 

With her new friend whom she’s lovingly dubbed ‘Homard’ for the colour of his fur, she continues traipsing in the direction that Archenoul nodded in, ignoring the new added weight of both the basket and the diver’s stare on her back, carefully picking her way through weeds and rocks and rotting fish—and then she catches a glimpse of gold, and she spends the next two hours, hunched over like a prawn as she pulls item after item out of the mud, shaking it out in the nearby waterfall’s plunge pool. Homard looks on curiously, occasionally sniffing at the objects she holds out in his direction—a grimy necklace, a drenched oilskin coat, a blue and white canvas striped shirt. More odds and ends, and without realising, her basket’s full before she realises. She’s just about to heave it onto her back and return when Homard trots up to her with a stick. 

“You want me to throw it?” 

Homard drops it into her hand and drops onto his hind legs, his tail wagging so furiously that he almost splashes Furina—and the girl laughs, relishing this brief moment where she can act her age and play with someone else for once, pulling her rubber gloves off. 

“Oh, alright!” 

She throws the stick with all her strength, and watches Homard bolt after it, kicking up water and mud alike in his mad dash for the flimsy piece of wood that probably won’t hold up much longer. He comes back, and she throws it a second time. A third time. 

The fourth time, Homard comes back with something that decidedly isn’t a stick in his mouth. He drops it in front of Furina, who bends down to pick it up. A black fedora, with a yellow ribbon that’s really more brown than yellow, a stained silver brooch pinned to it. How strange. 

“Where’d you find this?” 

Like he understands, Homard cocks his head at her, before turning and trotting off—and Furina follows, to see a little pile of assorted objects, half-sticking out of the dirt, having been dropped here by the constant flow and accumulation of water. A woven wicker vase, a small wooden box. Furina attempts to fit all of these knick-knacks into the basket on her back, doing a bit of reshuffling—and finally sees what she’s looking for at the very bottom—strangely enough, it’s a second fedora, in similar condition. Absently, she reaches down into the divot in the ground to retrieve it, and—

—end up running for your life. Well, it’s not her life, but the way your heart pounds in your chest and your legs ache and the clang of metal under your feet feels deafening would have her believe otherwise. You’re being chased. Faster. In the ground below, something rumbles, like something prehistoric is coming back to life. There’s a silver-haired man next to you, and three civilians just ahead. 


“Just a little more, Silver!” He shouts, and you nod, pushing yourself harder. “We’re still missing two people from the headcount, and—” 



Abovehead, metal groans like it’s about to give—and then it shrieks as something breaks, and something comes crashing down, cutting their route to escape off. Archons, of all times, why now? There’s no time to think. You shout, and feel your throat crack with the effort, like you’ve breathed in too much saltwater air that your body seems to be drying from the inside out. 



“Kosel! Take Rege and Cava with you, and take the shortcut out, alright?” 



The man nods, splitting off from the two of you to head for the lift. If your calculations are right, by the time you and Melus finish checking the rest of the houses on the way, the lift that gets the three of them out will be back down in time to get you two to safety, out of reach. You push yourself harder, skidding past the metal huts and banging on the doors. Empty. Empty. Empty. There’s nothing you can do. If you turn back now, you will die. Water bubbles at the bottom of the metal gangplank, shimmering with an otherworldly sheen that both calls to you and tells you to RUN. 



So you run. 



You’re so close. You can see your route out of here, the lift coming back down just in time as you see Cava’s back to you, Kosel’s hand on his shoulder as they heave for breath at the mouth of the cave. It’s thirty paces away—twenty—fifteen—



And like Master Callas always warned you, you forget to look down. You trip, go sprawling on metal, and you know it’s the end. The water bears down on you. 



And like Master Callas always warned him, Melus’ compassion is the end of him. He hesitates, skidding on metal, and runs back to try and pull you out of the path of the rising tide—



And then there is nothing. Or perhaps everything? It’s strangely warm, and…though it feels like coming home, you feel nothing but regret—ah, you swore an oath not to make Demoiselle sad, to always protect that bright smile of hers until she was ready to let go and soar. But oaths have always been so flimsy in the face of something as cruel as death and loss, the ties that bind you to the Spina di Rosula having long been buried at one end. 



You and Melus, Silver and Melus, a pair until the end. How fitting. 



Sorry, Demoiselle. We have to part ways here. 



We’ll tell Sir Callas not to worry about you. 



Haha, like that’ll do anything. 



Haha. But at least now, if he worries, he can worry with us.


Furina gasps, falling backwards like she’s been released from whatever spell it was that ensnared her—and scrubs at her face, not realising that her hands are muddy and her clothes are stained beyond salvaging and there’s probably dirt all over her face now—and something wells up in her throat, choking her until it feels like she never left the spotlight in the first place. There is so much love and regret and grief on her tongue that it feels like suffocating, screaming her throat raw at a world that doesn’t care, all of it for one person—Navia, Navia, Demoiselle—

“Oh, there you—Furina!” 

And like she’s been summoned by the mere thought, the blonde woman jumps off a nearby suspension bridge to run over to Furina, dropping to her knees to catch the girl as she collapses into her arms, weeping bitterly—great, big, heaving breaths that wrack her small frame like a rowboat in a storm. 

“Oh, no, darling, no—” 

“Make it stop,” Furina begs, clutching onto Navia’s lapel with so much force that she’s sure she almost rips the fabric. “Make it stop, please. It hurts.” 

Navia squeezes her a little more tightly, rocking her back and forth and making shushing noises until Furina remembers that she’s supposed to breathe instead of cry, gasping for air until the crushing weight lightens slightly, and she remembers where she is. On her knees, in the mud, along with Navia—Navia—

“They loved you so much, Miss Navia,” the white-haired girl sobs, and Navia’s arms tighten around her, reaching out to take the first black fedora from Furina’s hands and set it atop the second one, before carding her hands through white hair in an attempt to ground the girl. “They loved you so, so much.” 

“Shh, shh. It’s alright. I already know.” 


By the time Furina gathers herself, having slipped back into a haze, she realises she’s standing next to Navia as she talks to Archenoul, dropping Furina’s basket of goods off with the diver before taking Furina’s hand and squeezing gently. 

“We’re going to take a break, alright?” 

Furina nods blankly, too afraid to look up, lest she meets someone’s gaze and they see her red-rimmed eyes, the ex-Archon of Fontaine felled by something as easy as salvaging material. Navia leads her up, up, up through the metal paths and past rope ladders, Furina remembering even through her fugue where not to trip—and only when she feels the sun on her face and the wind through her hair does she realise they’ve come to a stop on a nearby ridge, Navia spreading a picnic blanket with an easy flick of her wrists before taking a seat and patting the spot next to her—and gingerly, Furina obeys, feeling the soft grass sink under her weight. Cautiously, she looks over at Navia to assess if she’s behaving correctly, and startles like a bird when Navia cups her face gently, tucking a violet flower behind her ear and brushing a thumb over her cheek to wipe whatever tears are left on her cheeks away. Furina nearly bursts into a fresh bout of tears, not quite sure which wellspring deep inside her has finally broken, and crushes that urge violently so as to not trouble Navia any further than she already has. 

And yet, despite her best efforts, a tear trails down the side of her cheek. And then another. Navia just wipes them all away, ceaselessly and endlessly patient. 

“Good,” she murmurs, and something in Furina crumples into a little ball at all the sheer heartache in her tone—tender as a new bruise, as an injury that’s just beginning to heal. “That’s good. Just let it all out.” 

Furina never thought breaking down into tears could feel so much like being put back together, but having Navia makes it feel a little less lonely—having someone to sit there and accompany her until she gathers enough shattered little pieces of herself to start glueing them back together makes the process a little more bearable. And, of course, like any good older sister, when Furina’s tears slow from a stream to a trickle, blowing her nose into Navia’s handkerchief—

“I brought sweets as well,” she shrugs, retrieving a picnic basket, and in spite of her red eyes and her blocked nose, Furina finds it in herself to muster up a small grin. “Clorinde mentioned how much you liked my recipe from last time.” 

“Clorinde’s a snitch,” Furina mumbles half-heartedly, and Navia laughs, guiding Furina’s head onto her shoulder gently, and Furina lets her, seeking comfort from her like a wave drawn to the beach, letting Navia pick out a slice of familiar earl grey cake to set in her hands. 

“A very pretty snitch,” Navia corrects. 

“A very pretty snitch,” Furina agrees—and if she thought Clorinde’s baking was good, Navia’s is positively divine. She has never believed in real magic—a fact that the magician twins would be distraught to learn of, she’s sure—but Navia’s handiwork makes her want to. 

(She has had to teach herself to behave like a god for so long. Be louder, brighter, brasher. Cleverer, more spectacular, constantly in pursuit of surpassing your past self. Scrub every last trace of yourself out, until you are a perfect vessel for your people’s beliefs. A perfect blank slate. The only thing she can enjoy in the sun without fear is dessert—after all, Fontaine’s cuisine is spectacular—so surely even the Archon would enjoy it, and so sweets become the one thing she can enjoy without the bitter taste of people finding about her five-hundred year long ruse following close behind. So she holds onto that little spoonful of joy, and uses it to propel herself forward.) 

“You should come over more,” Navia says, absently worrying at a blade of grass, her own slice of cake forgotten, and Furina blinks, finally realising that all that’s left of the cake is a small bite left in her hands. “I can teach you to bake, and Clorinde can tell us all about what’s been happening in the Court of Fontaine. We can host as many or as little friends as you want, or even just spend an entire evening watching the worst movies that Teyvat’s ever seen. As long as you’re happy, Furina. You deserve to be.” 

“Do I?” Furina mumbles, reaching for another pastry—a macaron, this time, dainty pink and lighter than air. “Don’t I have to be useful to be loved? Don’t I have to be worthy of Fontaine’s expectations, if I want to be wanted in return?” 

Navia flinches like she’s been struck—and then, like she’s moving on autopilot, she reaches out, and folds Furina into her embrace, squeezing tightly like she’s afraid Furina will simply dissolve into seafoam if she lets go. 

“No, Furina. You just have to be yourself.” 

“Clorinde told me something similar,” Furina laughs, though it’s a watery sound, and she feels Navia chuckle. 

“I can’t believe she’s stealing all of my lines, now.” 

For a moment, all is quiet, apart from the sound of grass rustling as waves lap at the beach a few steps away—and briefly, very briefly, Furina is at peace.

“I think I know what you saw when you touched the fedoras,” Navia finally says, and Furina curls up further, letting Navia tuck the girl’s head under her chin, arms tightening around her figure. “The Traveller mentioned something similar happened when they touched the water in the fountain. Melus and Silver wouldn’t have blamed you for it. No one would have. You were doing your best all along—we just couldn’t see it.” 

“I could have done more,” the girl insists, her macaron temporarily forgotten—and gently, Navia retrieves it, setting it on the plate, before reaching down to pat Furina’s face gently. “I should have done more. This feels like a debt that can only be repaid in blood, and yet there is only so much I can bleed, and it will never be enough. What do I do, Navia? What should I do?” 

For a moment, Navia is silent, her hand still lingering on Furina’s face—and then finally, she smiles, a trace of sorrow lingering in the expression, though her voice is bright. 

“When you’re drowning,” Navia sighs, pinching Furina’s cheeks gently, and the girl yelps under the assault. “No one expects you to help others. We want you to be here, Furina. Not to be the martyr.” 

“I’m sorry I failed you,” Furina says quietly, and for a moment, lit by the setting sun, Navia looks more the part of a benevolent god than Furina will ever be. “I’m sorry I failed Melus, and Silver, and—” 

“If you’re planning on apologising for everything, don’t. It’s alright. It’s all in the past. You cannot take responsibility for everything that happens in your nation. That would be asking too much of you. We have already asked too much of you.” 

“But is there anything I can do?” Furina presses, feeling strangely powerless despite her identity—as an ex-Archon, as the Regina, as Navia’s god-

“There is nothing more you can do, Furina. You’ve done your part. You can stop.” 

Navia pats her lap, and slowly, like she’s afraid Navia will simply dissolve into bubbles like the rest of her dreams about friends and people who care about her, Furina lies down, letting her head fall gently, and- oh, Navia is so warm and soft and solid, so unlike the churning waters of loneliness she is intimately familiar with. The woman retrieves Furina’s hat and laughs softly, smoothing her hand over the top of the smaller girl’s head—and valiantly, staring at the sunset as it bleeds into the ocean, Furina tries very, very hard not to cry. 

“What were Melus and Silver like?” she finally asks, hating how her voice shivers slightly. Navia huffs a gentle laugh. 

“Melus liked talking too much,” she chuckles. “And Silver didn’t like talking much at all. But they both cared so much about the Spina di Rosula, and they wouldn’t have wanted to go any other way. They just cared about saving people, and that made them heroes in the end.” 

She breathes a sigh, no louder than the wind, and Furina looks up at her to see Navia staring at the horizon. 

“Sometimes,” she murmurs, her gaze unfocused like she’s watching memories replay before her eyes, like she’s seeing the afterimages of some of the people who she loved and loved her more than anything else in the world in return. “The very people that you lost are the people you wanted to talk to about it.” 

And then she’s smiling again, and Furina swallows around the lump in her throat. 

“But you have us now, Furina. You have Monsieur Neuvillette. So you can talk to us, okay?” 


Unfortunately, Navia is far too busy to walk her home, an urgent issue requiring her attention having popped up at the last minute—but she doesn’t let Furina leave empty-handed, handing her a weathered and worn recipe book, filled to the brim with sticky notes and scribbled handwriting in four styles—signed by Navia, Silver, Melus, and…someone named Master Callas. Immediately, Furina understands the weight of what she’s been given, clutching it more tightly to her chest. 

“Just follow the instructions,” Navia had winked, a finger over her lips like she’s sharing a secret with Furina. “And when we meet again, you can give it back to me, and show me what you’ve learnt.” 

It looks right at home, sitting on her bedside table, next to Clorinde’s star projector and the many, many plants that Neuvillette has sent over so she can decorate her newfound residence—and with a sigh, Furina collapses into bed, sets it on her pillow and flicks it open, before flipping to the page with the macarons and kicking her legs as she reads. 

Hm. Fascinating. It looks like she’ll be adding almond flour to her shopping list now. 


And like all things, it comes back to a golden-haired outlander. 

Furina startles at a quiet knock on her door just as she’s about to start preparing for dinner, and hurries over to see who it is, peering suspiciously through the peephole. Clorinde’s off duty for the night due to having to prepare for a duel tomorrow morning, and she had said that someone else would be taking her place in passing, though she hadn’t mentioned who. 

It turns out to be the Traveller, with hair like a sun and eyes like a star. Their mysterious white-haired flying companion is nowhere to be seen, even as Furina opens the door to squint at them, just to really make sure she’s not seeing things. 

“You…” 

They grin, slightly sheepishly, before holding out a porcelain dish with a lid on top of it like it’s a peace offering. Furina takes it slightly hesitantly, lifting the lid—and her eyes light up when she sees the contents. 

Oh, it’s a pasta bake. How nice. She does so love macaroni, after all, and now she doesn’t have to think about what to make for dinner. She looks back up, and the Traveller signs something at her, and she’s sure her face is already falling at how they’ve already travelled into uncharted territory, scuffing a shoe against the doorframe in awkwardness. 

“I don’t understand sign language,” she admits quietly, and the Traveller pauses, finally letting their hands fall to their side and clearing their throat. 

“It’s okay,” they say a little hoarsely, but the smile on their face reassures Furina that it isn’t her fault. “I just thought I’d stop by and check on you, since Miss Clorinde asked me to take over just for tonight.” 

“Sorry,” Furina mumbles, not quite sure what she’s apologising for—for troubling them? For taking up their time? For forcing them to talk when they’re clearly more comfortable silent?—and then the Traveller takes her hand, squeezing gently, and Furina looks up to still see that smile on their face, though it’s tinged with bitterness.

“It’s alright. We’ve already pushed you so far out of your comfort zone. I should meet you halfway, at least. You haven’t had dinner, right?” 

Wordlessly, like they’ve switched places, Furina shakes her head. 

“Want to eat with me?” 

Furina hesitates, and that’s all the time the Traveller needs—before Furina can say anything to the contrary, both of them knowing that she’s more painfully lonely than she lets on, they’re tugging gently, and the door closes with a gentle click behind her. 

“Come on, let’s go find somewhere nice to sit. I know a place.” 


 …Somehow, the Traveller’s definition of what’s ‘nice’ is ends up with them sitting with their legs dangling over the edge of a ruin in the disintegrating Fontaine Research Institute, staring at the giant floating cubes of water. While Furina is enchanted by the sight, kicking her legs gently, the Traveller busies themselves with unpacking, finally setting the pot on a mat in between the two of them and handing Furina a spoon. 

“Tell me if it’s good. I made it using ingredients from Mondstadt, with the help of a culinary expert from Liyue and a taste-tester from Sumeru, in an Inazuman kitchen.” 

“So it’s really been all over the world,” Furina chuckles, digging in with a newfound appreciation and humming in delight, and the Traveller grins broadly. 

“You did mention you wanted to hear more about my travels, right? Well, I took it a step further, and decided that you might want to taste them as well.” 

It’s definitely a joke, and the Traveller certainly doesn’t put any more thought into that sentence that what they already have, but something wells up in Furina’s throat at the fact that they remembered what she said in passing, and decided to take it a step further—all for the purpose of making her happy. She coughs, and the Traveller’s head snaps over, golden eyes wide in worry. 

“Is it too salty? Archons, I knew I shouldn’t have trusted Itto’s taste—” 

“No! No,” she yelps, fanning her face and looking up at the moon so the Traveller doesn’t have to see her cry in front of yet another person. She’s done enough of that for a lifetime, thank you. “It’s good. I just…it just went down the wrong pipe.” 

“Ah.” 

She hears fabric rustling, and then a handkerchief is carefully handed to her, held between two fingers while the Traveller looks away and whistles—and smiling quietly to herself, Furina takes it. 

“The sky’s really pretty tonight, isn’t it?” 

“It is,” Furina agrees, dabbing gently at her tears—and now that she’s looking at the sky, more stars than she could ever count on two hands, she can’t find it in herself to look away, completely spellbound by the sight. “It really is.” 

The rest of the meal is occupied by the Traveller pointing out the constellations of their friends, introducing Furina to them indirectly, as the pot of pasta slowly empties, cooling gradually in the night air. She learns all about a one-eyed descendant of a lost empire in Mondstadt, about a pirate who sails the sea and braves storms from Liyue, about a crafty fox spirit who runs a publishing house on the side from Inazuma and a mercenary with fake cat-ears and the loveliest personality from Sumeru. They trace Neuvillette’s constellation (“shaped suspiciously like a dragon,” Furina laughs) with a fingertip, then Wriothesley’s, and then Navia and Clorinde’s (which are right next to each other, like the people themselves are in all things), before finally pointing at one that’s right in the middle of the sky. 

“That’s your constellation,” they say quietly. “All along, you were surrounded by people who loved you. And now you know where to look.” 

“At the sky?” Furina jokes, still sniffing slightly—and the Traveller looks over at them, smiling. 

“If you want. Or you can simply look around you. They’ll always be there for you, after all.” 

Furina feels something in her soften almost painfully at the thought, finally knowing that she can fall, and people will be there to catch her, to take over and take care of her, so she can learn to rest. All the same, she bounces to her feet, and takes a bow. The dish might be emptied of its contents, but her heart is full to the point of bursting—she feels different, but it’s a good kind of different that she wants more of—just maybe not today. 

“I can’t let this meal go unpaid for,” she declares, slipping back into her old personality for a moment, hiding her embarrassment and her red-rimmed eyes behind a curtain—and the Traveller plays along, rising to their feet with a good-natured sigh. “So, name your price.” 

“Well, if you really want to insist on paying me back for the food, can I ask you to teach me how to dance?” 

She blinks at that, but the Traveller’s already dipping into a curtsey, one hand behind their back and one hand extended. 

“I believe I have a ball to attend, Lady Furina, and I do not wish to embarrass myself on the dance floor.” 

“On the condition that you will accompany me for my second dance,” she sings, though she only half-means it. “Neuvillette wishes to warm up before he dances with a certain Warden, and Navia and Clorinde will be otherwise occupied.” 

But the Traveller looks so serious when she sets her hand in theirs that she can’t help but laugh. 

“Of course, my lady,” they swear, and Furina feels herself flush slightly under their attention, slipping into the familiar first steps of a waltz. “Anything for you.” 

And there, twirling until she’s dizzy to the beat of her pulse under a sky so full of stars, she tips her head back and laughs, and feels herself lighten with the wonder of it all. 

Maybe happy endings do exist after all, and if she looks a little harder, spins a little faster and smiles a little brighter, hugs her friends a little tighter—maybe she can find one for herself as well. 


Strangely enough, it ends with a tea party—with real people this time instead of Mademoiselle Crabaletta, Surintendante Chevalmarin, and Gentilhomme Usher—and if she lets herself dream, maybe she can consider them friends. And then she shakes her head—they are her friends. She’s still coming to terms with the unfamiliar term. Neuvillette pours her tea, and Navia has brought sweets, Clorinde comparing notes with her on the recipe book that Furina has subsequently returned, though not without getting something in return—her very own cookbook, with notes from various people all over Fontaine, from the recipe columnist for the Steambird to the owner of the Hotel Debord. 

Neuvillette is busy looking over his paperwork, having asked Furina to assist him slightly with the rebuilding efforts, and Furina gladly obliges—like this, an afternoon passes by, peaceful and quiet until sunlight slices through the window like a blade with the departure of a passing cloud to blind her temporarily, and she flinches at the sudden influx of light. She looks around, briefly, hating the way her heart stutters in her stupid, fragile, human chest—and for a moment, the glare through the gilded glass feels like the spotlight all over again. 

“…Furina? Are you alright?” 

Hesitating, she opens her eyes again, squinting slightly, before realising there’s no need for that—Neuvillette has his hand between her eyes and the ray of light as Clorinde jumps out of her seat to close the curtains. 

It’s just Neuvillette. And Clorinde, and Navia, and the Traveller, who look at her and see her as she is, not what she is meant to do. Not for what she is supposed to do for them. People who love her for Furina, and not for Foçalors. 

And slowly, slowly, like coming up to the surface and finding out that the people she’s loved for so long have always loved her in return, she thinks she can find it in herself to learn to breathe again. 

“Yeah,” she says, and realises that she might mean it after all. “I think I’m alright.” 


Notes for the Chapter:and, author’s notes! because there are too many thoughts not to subject you all to them <3

- neuvi sticks with her and gives her all the time she needs, because they’re both so impossibly, achingly alone

- his voiceline about her - and applauding for her if she ever chooses to return to the stage - she played her part for 500 years and was never acknowledged for it …so if she ever chooses to pick acting up again he’ll be sure to acknowledge her by applauding…

- he learned so long and tried so hard to feel the same way humans do and then it takes the death of the hydro archon to truly teach him what grief and sadness means…the single tear down his face…

- in my mind, furina has chronic depression! hence why she feels so numb and tired all the time (do i relate to her? slightly, yes)

- furina never got to make friends, never got to play, never got to be a child - because she was thrust right into being an archon and forced to keep up the act - because of humans and what they expect of their gods, without realising that maybe gods can be just as fallible as they as humans are

- originally, scene two was going to involve lyney and lynette’s magic show - unfortunately, i saw jurieu and lourvine and their rivals to lovers(?) relationship, and i immediately latched on

- if you can count the number of water metaphors, i’ll give you a big thumbs up, because god knows i probably went overboard (haha) with them. in my defence it’s very fun to write furina


thank you for reading! as always, leave a kudos or a comment if you enjoyed it <3

come say hi on twitter, and if you’re interested in supporting me, check my carrd out!





