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His veins thrum with an energy that his heart cannot keep steady. 

As he walks, as he runs around Fontaine, working on the relief effort, his veins thrum and his mind blurs. 

(He desperately does not think about the tumbling of Furina’s hat onto the stage of his court.) 

Here’s the thing about getting your power back; when it’s as much as the power of the Archon, your body needs time to adjust, before the power makes you want to explode. 

He does not give his body rest. If he rests, he will have to be faced with the deceit, and the lies that Focalors had told for the past 500 years. If he rests, he will have to grieve what has been lost. And if he grieves, he is afraid he will not stop grieving. 

(The people of Fontaine can not stand more rain. The dirt is too saturated for any more water, and the memories of the flooding scarred, and wretched into their brains. The people of Fontaine can not stand any more rain.) 

His heart beats a thousand times per second, and his head insists on pounding in every step he takes. 

-

The first stage of the rescue effort takes 2 weeks time, and he knows because he counts the phases of the moon every night, as the people of Fontaine sleep and he works on repairing what has been damaged.

He also knows this, because that is what he is told. 

People come up to him in the streets, asking after the archon, who still remains in her chambers, resting and healing. They ask what happened to their god, how the disaster was averted, what happened, how were they saved, and who could they thank? 

And he cannot answer them. His jaw wires itself shut whenever he tries to say out loud the words; your god deceived us. your god was struck down by the machine that decides our fates. your god, my archon, my—

It’s all the Steambird can print about, how the recovery efforts are going, how life is still moving forward like the waves in the sea. 

They ask him for comment. He says nothing. 

He spends his nights and days restructuring Fontainain society, fixing the damages left behind in the Opera from the whale, the stone in the beams, the metal in the aqua buses, and the allocations of resources. 

The other countries in Teyvat send resources. Mondstadt sends food and alcohol, Liyue sends building materials, Inazuma sends plants, Sumeru sends books, and all of their archons write to him of their condolences, for the loss of the Hydro Archon. 

When the Geo Archon died, the people then held a funeral for their god, had mourned their god for centuries and centuries to come. 

There is no funeral for the Hydro Archon.

The Fontainain People are not aware that their god is dead. All they know now is that Furina is no longer the archon, but an actor. And Neuvillette sits in the highest seat of the Opera, very, very alone. 

His veins thrum. He tries his best not to shatter.

-

People are worried about him. The Melusines are worried for him. 

He thinks that they shouldn’t be, after all, he is quite alright. He has not slept in two weeks, and the shadows of Focalors dance across his office bookshelves, he burns with the memories of Focalor’s death, and he has not returned to his home in a very long time.

It has not rained in a very long time either, in fact the skies are clearer than ever before. He must be doing something right if the people of Fontaine are no longer drowning.

At one point, he is having a meeting with some people related to the recovery effort, Clorinde, Wriothesley, Navia, and even the Hearth, which had been helping with the efforts. 

He tries to pay attention, after all, they’ll need him to sign off on the paperwork, and the plans, because it’s his duty now— they look to him for guidance now, every person, every child stares up at him like a god.

Furina’s seat is too small for him, so he uses his old one, until he can get a new one, but it feels odd, in the same seat that Furina once took— 

“Neuvillette?—”, Clorinde asks, waving a hand over his face, “Did you hear what Navia just said.” 

He blinks back into existence, staring at the concerned faces of the meeting members. 

“You spaced out for a second, Iudex.”, Wriothesley said in a dry manner to cover up his concern, “Thought we’d lost you there for a moment.” He stares at Neuvillette with an unreadable expression on his face, but one that is most probably; we’re talking about this later.

He looked down at his hands, to see crescent-shaped holes in the fine silk of his gloves, and them shaking, just a little bit, just enough for him to see and for it to be noticeable, if he were to hold anything in them. 

He turns to his side, where the warden sits, and says, “I’m quite alright, though I think it’s getting quite late. We should clean up soon in order to be home for the evening tea.”

The rest of the group begins to file out, some slowly, others pack quickly and wait for others, but eventually nonetheless, they all leave. 

Wriothesley looks back at him, still sitting at the head of the table, before turning around and shutting the door behind him.

He remains at the head of the table, hands shaking, and legs wavering, his veins still thrum with the power he did not ask for, and visions of Focalors continue to dance across his vision. 

He should get up too, but he is tempted not to. Maybe he could try and rot away in this seat, reshape the wood into his casket. Here lies the Iudex of Fontaine. Succumbed to his grief and his utter, utter humanness.

He gets out of the chair on unsteady feet, stumbling his way like a drunk man to his bedroom, which he had made adjacent to his office, to allow for him to sleep and get back to work as soon as possible. 

Furina had taken anything she might’ve left behind from the Palais Mermonia when she had moved out. She had stripped the place clean of anything that could’ve even reminded Neuvillette of her, as if she had never existed within the walls of the Palais Mermonia. 

He stumbles into the bed, face up into the sheets, only bothering to take off his shoes and his coat. His makeup stains the pristine white covers, his tears make wet spots in the threats, and his outfit is rumpled up by not taking it off. 

He sleeps that night with all of the lights off, in fear of seeing Furina on the walls. 

The rain does not let up that night, pitter patter, pitter patter, the rain continues. 

Neuvillette sleeps fitfully that night, surrounded by a sharp coldness and stained bedsheets. 

-

He dreams of waves, crashing into the stage of the Opera.

He dreams of Focalors dancing around him, trying to entice him into her dance. 

He dreams that Focalors takes his hand at one point, and spins him around. 

He dreams that the sword falls onto his own neck.

He wakes up. 

-

It turns out he has woken up near the early morning hours, early enough that the sun is beginning to peak out in small clouds, and that the moon is beginning to fall.

He changes into one of his spare outfits; a simpler version of his regular judge’s robes, and he cleans out the stains on his regular clothing, along with some of the stains on his bedsheets. 



He walks into his office (read; stumbles into his office, vertigo threatening to thrash at his mind, and bring him down onto his knees.), to find a note written on it, and a stack of paperwork sitting neatly on his desk.

And so he starts, chipping and working away at his paperwork, writing out letters and filing documents for the Melusines to deal with later, he prepares the documents for the trials this upcoming day, and the meetings he will have interspersed with them— 

“Monsieur Neuvillette!”, a soft but shrill voice rings from the doorway, “I brought breakfast!” 

Sedene comes into the office, with. a plate stacked full of fruit and a cup of a warm drink in the other. She places them carefully on Neuvillette’s desk, and says, “Monsieur! How long have you been here for?” 

“Not long”, he lies cleanly through his teeth, “I’ve only just come into the office.” 

Sedene raises one of her eyebrows, and doesn’t seem to buy the reason, but says anyway, “Please take care of yourself, Monsieur Neuvillette!” 

He smiles and lies through his teeth, “I will, don’t worry about me Sedene.” 

Again, she doesn’t seem to buy it, but at long last she grabs the completed files and skips off to file them to their correct locations. 

His head swims, and he nearly falls over just sitting, in his own seat, doing his paperwork. 

He has more to do. There is never a time to rest for him, he’ll always have work he’ll need to do. 

No time to complain, he has another meeting with the heads of the relief effort in Fontaine.

He checks himself in the mirror, his face is marred by the dark shadows underneath his eyes, and his face is a ghastly pale, horrifying sight—he looks more like a ghost than anything else, more strange and inhuman than someone who was supposedly real. 

He’ll need to eat soon. Or sleep. Or both. Or he is afraid that he might simply collapse one day and not get up for a very long time. 

No time to think about that, he has to get up, lean far too heavily on his cane, and try not to spend the rest of the day staggering through everything. 

He does not get that chance. 

-

As he attempts to get up from his desk, his feet waver beneath him, and he feels like a pirate on the shore for the first time ever. 

His head pounds, vertigo threatening to bring him down onto his knees, so he tries to make his way to the couch—just to rest for a little bit, at least until his head decides to listen to him, and his feet stop trying to drag down. 

He barely makes it onto the couch in time, as his feet do finally give out on him, and he simply lies down, duly noting in the back of his aching head that he should take his coat off, or at least his shoes off. He knocks on the coffee table on his way down, the sharp pain creeping up his spine as he settles into the soft cushions of the couch. 

 The Melusines would not be happy if they saw him on the couch, fully dressed, and passed out. 

He falls fast asleep on the couch.

-

Oddly enough, to his utter confusion, he does not dream, rather he wakes up a few hours later, with a thick and warm blanket wrapped over him, trapping him within the soft fabric like an egg or a cacoon.  

He snaps awake, he’s missed the meeting, and he didn’t even send them a reply. 

His office doors are snapped shut, and in front of him, on the coffee table, is a note and a cup of lukewarm tea, which he takes a sip of and realizes pleasantly, that it is an herbal blend from the cafe in the Palais Mermonia that he quite enjoys during recesses. 

He picks up the note; which reads : 

Neuvillette, 

Hi!!! They were very worried when you didn’t show up for the meeting, but when I found you sleeping, they weren’t as mad anymore!

Please drink the tea!! It will help with the exhaustion!! And don’t worry about the meeting!! Everything was taken care!!

I’ve cleared out your schedule for the rest of the day!! Sleep!!! >:(((

— Sedene & The Melusines 

He glances at the grandfather clock, which sits in the corner of the office, and is stunned to see that it reads 10 pm. 

He’s fallen asleep for nearly 13 hours, he’s missed most of the day—there are meetings he must attend to, letters and apologies to write out again. He has to catch up on the missed meeting agendas later on, even though everything was cleared out for the day, he knows all it means is that he has to make it up another day, which adds another day’s workload on top of that as well.

He sinks into the leather seat, still half wrapped up in the Melusine’s blanket. 

He’s screwed up. He’s screwed up. He’s messed up, now things will need to be pushed back, and items relating to the relief effort will have to be delayed until his paperwork is finished. 

He feels the rain clouds beginning to gather above in the sky, and he curls his hands up into fists, piercing the silk fabric with his fingernails. 

If he only feels the pain and ignores the stress, the exhaustion that threatens to overtake him at this moment, then it will all be alright. 

(A Melusine & a warden walk into the office, not as the start of a terrible joke but a situation that feels more like an impending doom, than a humourous situation) 

He digs his nails into his skin, feeling the skin beneath break, the warm liquid of his golden blood drip down his hands.

(Furina never bled, she always barely averted herself from trouble and never had a bad skin day or a bruise or a papercut. He wonders whether she would’ve bled gold or she would’ve bled red. Would his stage have been stained golden or black. Would he have known—She will bleed now, she has no more divinity. She will have no one when she bleeds. At least when she was a god, Neuvillette could’ve bled for her. Now, there’s not much else he can do except wait—) 

He feels two hands, one small and furry, the other calloused and human-sized, pull his hands apart, and he sees the goldredgold blood staining them, he turns to the hands and says, “Are you hurt—are you okay?”

The calloused hand shifts and he hears a soft click, as the hand tightens around his wrist—when did it become so thin? At some point, Wriothesley must’ve taken his gloves off for him, because he feels the bare touch of the other man’s hands against his own, and it makes him feel odd and strangely warmed.  A rough, and deep voice speaks, with a layer of amusement and barely concealed fear, “We’re not the ones bleeding, Monsieur.” 

Wriothesley. The furry hand must be Sigewienne’s hand then. They must’ve been here for the meeting, it’s a long way back, and they need somewhere to stay if the meeting has been delayed—who is running the Fortress then? 

(Why is he scared? Neuvillette is fine.)

As if he could hear his forever-racing thoughts, Wriothesley sighs and says something to Sigewinne who gets up from her spot and stands on top of the couch cushion to reach Neuvillette’s face, putting a hand onto his cheek to perform a diagnostic test on him.

He feels the warmth of Sigewienne’s magic course through him, and it makes him feel warm and comfy. Embarrassingly enough, he nearly falls asleep on the warden’s shoulder, as Sigewienne concentrates on working through her diagnostic. 

At last, before he is able to embarrass himself by falling asleep, Sigewienne at long last completes her diagnostic. 

“So,” Wriothesley says, “What’s the verdict, Doc?” 

At this moment, Sigewienne looks furious for a moment, before collecting herself and she asks,

“Monsieur, you have been helping Fontaine for so long, but who has been helping you?” 

He blinks, and tries to blink away the vertigo, “Excuse me?” 

She rummages through her pack, pulling out bandages and disinfectant, “You have been helping Fontaine recover from the flooding. Who has been helping you recover from the flooding?” 

“I suppose,” Neuvillette hisses when Sigewinne pours the disinfectant straight into his open wound, “I suppose I am alone in that matter.” 

Sigewinne looks at Wriothesley and says, “Have you not been helping the Chief Justice?!?!?” 

Wriothesley puts his free hand up in the air in surrender, “Not like the Chief Justice has been forthcoming on his issues recently, he dissociated through a meeting the other day and left right after.” 

Sigewinne gives him a stink eye and ties up the bandages, shoving his torn glove over it, before moving onto the other hand, “Chief Justice, Fontaine does not need you to be working yourself to the bone over it.” 

“But Fontaine needs me to keep working.”, Neuvillete replies, almost indignantly, “Fontaine will not stop for me.” 

Before Sigewinne can talk, Wriothesley buts in, “Don’t you have subordinates? A whole palais of staff?” 

“Yes, but everything needs my signature at the end of it, I approve everything at the very end.” 

Wriothesley sighs, and leans back into his chair, “This is why I fucking hate paperwork.” 

“Besides I need Fontaine to continue, I need to continue working. If I don’t I am afraid I might simply drown the whole city in my grief.”, Neuvillette says, his voice cracks at the end, he feels small and tiny, like it is the most horrid thing in the world; his grief. He says it quickly and quietly as if he says it might just solve everything, might brush off their concern for him. 

The silence feels louder than the rain which bangs against the windowsill, Here, here is your proof, here is your grief and your sins coming back to destroy you once more.

Sigewinne finishes wrapping his other hand up, and puts the glove over the bandages, and sits by his side. 

Wriothesley takes the freshly wrapped hand in his, and he says slowly, “They say the Hydro Archon is dead.” 

Neuvillette nods his sluggish head, “I watched her die in front of me. The rain which poured after—” 

“—Wasn’t Celestia at the start.”, Wriothesley finishes for him, “It was you, and your grief.”

He nods his head. 

In the silence, he feels like he has been split open, his beating heart and lungs shown to the two people in front of him. His tears, his grief, threaten to overflow and consume him whole.

Wriothesley shifts, and gently wraps his arms around Neuvillette, who is shaking, hugging him so tightly as if he was trying to shield Neuvillette from his own tears. He curls around Neuvillette, pushing his head into the crook of his neck, like he is not the warden, and Neuvillette is not the most powerful man in Fontaine. Sigewinne jumps off the couch and quietly leaves the office. 

After a long time, Wriothesley finally pierces the silence.  

“I am so, so sorry for your loss,” Wriothesley says, “Has anyone ever taught you how to grieve?” 

He shakes his head, “My grief drowns cities, the only thing I can do is suppress it.”  

Wriothesley seemed to curl his arms tighter around Neuvillette at that statement, in anger or in pity, Neuvillette could not tell. 

“Let us teach you how to grieve then.”, Wriothesley says, “Let me and the rest teach you something for once.” 

He says it with humor underlying his tone, and Neuvillette cannot help but smile a little at the statement. 

“Okay.”, Neuvillette says into Wriothesley’s chest, “Okay, I can do that.” 

—

The first thing Wriothesley asks from him is to rest, even though he’d already rested for 10 hours. 

“You haven’t slept in two weeks, Monsieur.” Wriothesley said dryly, “You have plenty of sleep you need to catch up on anyways.” 

(He wakes up the warden with a jolt, after another nightmare, where he watches Focalors die, and Fontaine drowns—and he is the archon weeping silently on his throne above.) 

(He wakes up, heaving heavily as he tries to get his breathing back down under control.) 

(He wakes up, to the warden sitting by his bedside, completing his paperwork with a fake signature.) 

(He remarks, “You know it’s a crime to forge, right?”) 



(Wriothesley simply replies, “Your secretary knows how to copy your hand writing.) 

(He’d have to get Sedene a treat for that later.) 

-

As he sleeps, Wriothesley gets the Melusines, along with Spina di Rosula to help him in taking care of Fontaine’s affairs. 

The other judges take more trials, and the Melusines complete Neuvillette’s paperwork, while Navia and Clorinde take over the relief efforts and the meetings Neuvillette had scheduled. 

(The three of them had taken one look at the severely packed schedule, and Clorinde had said, “It is truly a wonder that the Chief Justice has not collapsed earlier.”) 

(Wriothesley wonders if the Chief Justice had simply collapsed earlier, and had never told anyone before that.) 

Fontaine goes on smoothly. (The Steambird prints articles upon articles about the abrupt disappearance of Neuvillette.) 

The people worry about their Justice, but the others try their best to assure them that the Justice is alright. 

-


Iudex Neuvillette, On Vacation after 500 years? 



Recently, the disappearance of Chief Justice Neuvillette has rocked the country, especially in the aftermath of Lady Furina stepping down as Hydro Archon. 



The Iudex had then taken on the role of both Archon and Chief Justice, shouldering the full responsibility of the region’s governance onto his own shoulders. It has been reported, and noted by many within the community that Neuvillette had been looking weak and tired up until his recent disappearance. Perhaps even the Chief Justice is a workaholic, just like some of us are. 



The Chief Justice was first noted to be absent, after missing the trial of Monsieur Bryant, one which had been raging even before the flooding of the city. Afterward, it was continued to be noted that he missed trial after trial, along with many meetings with nobles, who noted that the Chief Justice was never late or missed a meeting, which worried the public.



The next day, however, the Duke of Meropide, along with Champion Duelist, Clorinde, and President of Spina di Rosula, were each separately spotted in the Chief Justice’s seat, and spotted around the Palais Mermonia. The Melusines seemed to also be out on full force, as many of them were seen also running around Fontaine, with paperwork and notes in their hands. It was a strange site. 



When asked about the abrupt disappearance of the Chief Justice, the Duke of Meropide had this to say to us, “The Chief Justice has taken a vacation for the time being, as he recovers from the effort spent during the flooding of Fontaine. He needs his rest, as any other being in Fontaine does.” 



This comes as quite a shock, as notably, the Iudex has no records of ever taking a day off in his 500 years as Chief Justice of Fontaine. When asked about this fact, the Duke replied, in his infamous dry manner, “He put the weight of a nation on his shoulders without blinking. I think he gets a little bit of leniency when it comes to his vacation days.” 



It is hard not to admit that the motley crew that has gathered to give the Chief Justice a vacation is doing a decent job, considering the massive shoes that they are stepping in. There have been no increases in crime, (in fact, there has been a decrease, which could be attributed to the power the crew holds), and no decreases in quality of living. 



There is no set day for the Chief Justice’s return. However, we will be continuing to report on the status of the Chief Justice. 


-

The second thing Wriotheseley and the Melusines, ask him to do, is to eat something on a regular basis, and not just eat whenever he felt like he was about to collapse or kneel over in exhaustion. 

After he takes his incredibly long nap, Sedene drags him down to the kitchen to ask for a special meal to eat. 

He feels embarrassed, feeling more like a petulant child, being dragged home by their parent, rather than the Chief Justice, who’s meant to strike fear in the hearts of the criminals of Fontaine, as Sedene pushes open the kitchen doors and triumphantly asks to see the head chef.

The head chef, a cook with more markings than skin, a name tag that reads “Andre.” and a grizzled look to him comes up and asks, “What’s the Chief Justice doin’ here? I thought you were on vacation.” 

He replies, scratching at the bandages hidden beneath his wounds, “I am, but I am also here to request a meal be made.” 

The head chef raises an eyebrow, in amusement or bewilderment, more likely a mixture of both, “Don’t you normally just order it through the paperwork?” 

“Well”, Sedene buts back into the conversation, having dragged over a crate so she can almost look near eye to eye with the head chef, “He has not eaten in three days, and doctor’s orders state that he must have sustenance!” 

(Sigewienne had very strictly told the Melusines to all make sure he rested and ate as he recovered, along with waving around her shockingly threatening, colorful tranquilizer gun.) 

If he was not already embarrassed, he had to push down the flush of embarrassment that threatened to crawl up his face, “I’m quite alright—I did eat a little bit—” 

“Well certainly not enough if you look gaunter than a skeleton and if you’re on vacation, Iudex”, the head chef replied dryly. He grabbed him by the arm, and dragged him to a seat, “You got any requests? We can whip anything up, just say the word.” 

“I don’t mind anything really—” “He has a sweet tooth but he likes soups as well!!” 

(A part of him wants to be annoyed at Sedene, but he knows she is simply looking out for him and he feels a touch of pride at her.) 

The head chef nods, and goes back to the counters, yelling orders at the chefs. 

They sit in pleasant silence until the head chef brings over a tray, with a bowl of soup, along with a plate of pastries and a warm cup of hot chocolate, the makings of an unhealthy meal for any human but relatively nutritious for everyone else. 

He sets the tray down and steps back, “Hope the Iudex enjoys his meal. If you need anything simply ask, we’d be more than happy to help.” 

Neuvillette replies, “Thank you, Chef Andre. Your service is most appreciated.” 

The head chef looks startled for a second, before looking down at his name tag and walking away, going back to his work. 

Neuvillette turns to Sedene and asks, “Did I do something wrong?” 

Sedene, looking almost giddy, says, “Nope! In fact, I think you just made his day.” 

He turns and glances at the chefs, and sees André walking around with almost a skip in his step. 

He sighs, “At least I’ve done something right.” 

Sedene looks a bit concerned at that, but her face quickly shifts and she says, “Eat up! You need your nutrients!”

She watches as he eats, making sure he swallows down at least most of the meal—all of the soup, and half the pastries. As he eats, he realizes how hungry he was—scarfing down his foot at a rate he didn’t realize he could eat at. 

At the end, he gives her one of the pastries— a little lemon tart that he knows that she would enjoy, as a reward for helping him (“You don’t need to give me an award, Monsieur! I would’ve helped you anyways!”) 

He gives the chefs back their tray, complimenting their food, but not before wrapping up the rest of the pastries, and taking the mug of hot chocolate, resolving to bring it up to his apartment to eat and drink later. 

As he leaves the kitchen, he bumps into a reporter from the Steambird, Charlotte, a young energetic girl who spoke with a speed that made him think of Melusines on sugar highs. 

Charlotte yelps when their shoulders collide, and when she turns, her eyes grow wide with excitement and she pulls out her camera, snapping a photo of the bewildered Iudex, holding a cup of hot chocolate and a napkin full of pastries. 

Quickly putting her camera away, she whips out her little notebook and begins bombarding him with questions. 

“Where have you been, Monsieur? The people have been wondering, and they’re quite curious about your reasoning for going on leave so abruptly after a disaster like the flooding. Why did you decide to go on leave? Did you know that the “Power Trio” was going to be taking over? Who encouraged you to go on break? How have you been dealing with the abdication of the throne of the Archon? Who will be the next archon? Will you remain our Chief Justice?—” 

She goes on and on, and Neuvillette is glad that she put away her camera because he thinks that if she were to take a photo of him standing, without his judge’s robes, eyes marred by bags, hands wrapped in bandages and coming from the kitchen with pastries and hot chocolate, that he would quite possibly never hear the end of it from the people of Fontaine. 

(He is here, holding hot chocolate and pastries. He is not on the stage of the Opera watching Focalors die. He is here. He is not there, he is here—)

Sedene tugs on his pants to get his attention, and when he looks down, he sees Sedene, worriedly looking at him again. 

“Monsieur?”, Sedene says quietly, “Would you like me to deal with her?” 

He knows he has to answer the public’s questions, but he’s been caught so off guard that he says, like a child admitting to trouble, “Yes. Thank you.”

 Sedene replies with a sweet smile on her face, that to anyone who didn’t know the Melusines well would be real, but to Neuvillette, reads in an underlying fake way, “The Monsieur has been sick! I am in charge of his health.” 

Charlotte raises an inquisitive eyebrow, “And that sickness has the remedy of sweets?” 

Sedene nods fervently, “Yes, and he needs to take his medicine! Thank you very much!”, before she tugs him away, with a surprising strength that he did not realize the Melusines possessed. 

As she stalks away, with him following behind, he asks, “Sweets?” 

Sedene simply says, “I was put on the spot. It will give them a story to talk about for a while, Monsieur.” 

“Thank you, Sedene.”, Neuvillete gently pats her on the head with the napkin of pastries, “I am glad to have you here by my side.” 

Sedene looks up at him and smiles, this time much more sweetly and gently, “And I am glad to be here by your side, Monsieur!” 

(He gives her another pastry afterward, a pain au chocolat that she eats with joy, and finishes with a chocolate-covered grin.)

-


Is the Chief Justice slacking off? 



The Chief Justice was finally spotted for the first time since his abrupt leave! One of our reporters had gotten to the kitchen of the Palais Mermonia, and ran into the Chief Justice, in casual clothing and a Melusine, we are told is named “Sedene” by his side. He held a handful of pastries and a cup of what seemed to be hot chocolate in another.



He seemed tired, and smaller than he appears normally, high above the courts. He had dark circles under his eyes and a gauntness to his cheeks that can be seen in many of the workaholics around the Palais Mermonia as well. When he bumped into our reporter he seemed startled like a deer in carriage lights! 



He did not respond to any of our questions, seemingly startled by the human interaction he was being thrust into. However, the Melusine, Sedene responded for him, stating that “The Monsieur has been sick! I am in charge of his health.” 



And then, oddly enough, when asked for further details, Sedene replied, “Yes, and he needs to take his medicine! Thank you very much!”, before she tugged the Chief Justice away by the leg of his pants. 



It made for quite an odd sight, as the towering Chief Justice was pulled away by a creature that barely reached his knees. But now the question is, Is the Chief Justice slacking off? Going to get personalized breakfast from the kitchen of the Palais Mermonia, and in casual clothing, at 10 am? 



The Fontainans remain hard at work, while the Chief Justice eats sweets and relaxes. Perhaps there is something the public has not been made aware of regarding Lady Furina’s departure, and Chief Justice Neuvillette’s ascension to her old position. 



Whatever it may be, The Steambird will continue to cover it. 


-

It’s Wriothesley, in the end, who tells him about the article, almost hesitantly. 

He comes by after work with a pair of repaired gloves, to put on top of his new bandages. He is no longer bleeding, and the wounds were scabbed up by the end of the week, but still, Sigewienne worried about the possibility of infection. 

He sits on the edge of his and Neuvillette’s bed, with a roll of paper in his hand, and he says, “Did someone come by?” 

“Depends on what you mean,” Neuvillette replies smoothly enough to cover the lasting waver in his voice, hand moving to rub at his bandages, a nervous habit he had begun to pick up, “Do you mean the reporter?” 

Wriothesley sighs and unfurls the roll of paper which reveals itself to be the latest edition of the Steambird, with a picture of him in his casual clothing—the day before front in center, a title that he’s feared for a very long time.

“The people are in an uproar.”, Wriothesley says, and he puts the paper down, grabbing Neuvillette’s hands, unfurling the fingers that threaten to pierce his own skin “They are worried for you, and your condition. When I went to the glove shop, the owner asked me to share his gratitude for your service to Fontaine.” 

“What?”, Neuvillette manages to get out. His lungs feel like they’re being clogged with water like he is drowning. 

Wriothesley intertwines their hands together, his callused ones with Neuvillette’s blue-stained ones, and he laughs softly, “Isn’t that what you always feared? That the people would hate you for being weak? Well, here you are. They don’t hate you Neuvillette, they love you.” 

He reaches up with their intertwined hands, to cup Neuvillette’s face, and he stares at Neuvillette ,shining purple eyes against glimmering lilac ones, “They love you Neuvi, just like I do.” 

They love him. The people of Fontaine loved him. It felt strange on his tongue, felt foreign and odd. He had never felt it in his 500 years here, always knew that people feared what they didn’t know— and he was something they didn’t know but— 

“They do?”, he feels tears threaten to build up in his eyes, and he desperately tries to will them away, they love him, he cannot let them drown in his sorrows, in his surprise. 

“Yes.”, Wriothesley runs their hands along Neuvillette’s cheek to wipe away a few stray tears, “Of course they do.  You are loved by everyone around you, it is simply a matter of you learning to love yourself again.” 

He admits, unable to keep anything truly away from the way the duke slowly tears apart his walls, “I’m not sure if I can do that.” He looks down at his pants, at Wriothesley, who sits near thigh to thigh with him. 

Wriothesley uses his finger and gently tilts Neuvillette’s face, forcing him to stare right at him, and he says, “I’ll teach you then. I’ll teach you how to love yourself and grieve properly like a human.” 

Neuvillette laughs humorlessly, “It’s rotten work, 500 years of living and no one’s ever taught me that.”

Wriothesley shrugs, “No one’s ever tried that hard then, and besides. It’s not rotten work, not to me at least. Not if It’s you.”

Wriothesley gently knocks his forehead against Neuvillette’s finally letting their intertwined fingers away, and tilts his head to place a soft and gentle kiss against Neuvillette’s lips. 

He grabs Neuvillette by the waist and pushes him down with him onto the bed, and kisses him again and again, showering the judge in small chaste kisses across his face. 

It does not rain that night, as he had the Duke fall into bed with each other in an easy rhythm. 

-

The third thing Wriothesley asks, is for Neuvillette to talk to him. 

So he asks for the key to the Opera once more, taking Wriothesley there in the dead of night, when no trials were taking place, and the building remained devoid of life. 

As they walk onto the stage, Neuvillette has to force down the visions that dance across his eyes, the head that rolls across the stage, the blood that splattered the stage, and the droplets that rained down from the sword. 

He stands right where he was when Focalors killed herself, danced in front of him as a last goodbye, did not let him get in any last goodbyes or sorrows, apologies— 

“This is where the archon killed herself.”, Neuvillette tells Wriothesley. He does not turn his head to see Wriothesley’s eyes widen in shock for a moment, at his simple words as if they were discussing the weather and not a catastrophic event.

He waves his hand and shapes the images that have haunted him since the light blinded him at the end of Furina’s trial. 

As he does, he holds onto Wriothesley’s hand with a tight grip, trying to steady himself, and ground himself in his reality and not his own nightmares. 

A visage of Focalors, in all of her archon glory, stands before them, speaking silent words into the void. 

“Here, she told me her plan to save Fontaine. In the end, it included her executing herself, and me gaining my power back.”

He tries to speak steadily as the visage of Focalors walks up to them, not crack or waver because if he does— 

“And she danced for me.” 

The visage of Focalors slowly moves away from them, and begins dancing, lightly moving across the stage like a graceful ballerina, feet barely making a sound across the floor. 

He lifts his head up and sees a visage of the glimmering sword that stands above the spot where Focalors started her dance, “She danced and danced and danced.” 

The visage of Focalors finishes her dance with a flourishing bow, pausing for a moment before the sword came down straight onto her neck, which dissolved her body and left nothing but the slow, fading visage of her grand hat, and clothing. 

“And she died. I watched her die and I could do nothing about it.” 

Water droplets came rushing to him, trying to get back to their original wielder, the visage of the droplets began to cede into his skin. The visage was as cool as that terrible day, where he watched it all happen—

He does not look at Wriothesley as he says, “I have been given my full authority back. At the cost of the Hydro Archon’s life. I rendered Fontaine innocent of their sins, and reverted the prophecy.” 

Wriothesley stares at the water droplets that still fall from the sky as they speak, “This must’ve been eating you up from the inside for a long time.” 

(Water is pure. Water cannot corrode. But grief, grief corrodes everything–) 

“You are the first person I have told of this.”, Neuvillette says, still not looking at Wriothesley in the eyes, for fear of what he might see in them, “It still haunts me in my dreams, in my waking hours. I fear if I look up I may see the sword over my own head.”

(Focalors bled blue, he fears he might bleed blue as well—) 

“Neuvi—”, Wriothesley takes Neuvillette’s cheek in his hand, gently turning and shifting himself so he blocks the view of the gently fading sword, “You are not a terrible person for being unable to handle 500 years of lies.” 

(But isn’t he? Furina spent her entire existence under a lie, and Neuvillette was simply lied too—) 

Neuvillette replies, “I know— I know—, but every day, I came back to this stage. And every day I stared down at the place where the archon died. Where I was useless— where I couldn’t do anything but watch helplessly as she died—” 

Wriothesley takes Neuvillette and wraps him up, tightly into his arms, cradling his head against his chest with a callused hand, and runs his hand along the nape of his neck. 

Wriothesley says, smoothly and almost factually, “You lost the person that was the most important to you. She stayed by your side for 500 years, Neuvi, and now you remain in her seat. Of course, you get to grieve that.” 

He wraps his hands around Wriothesley’s waistcoat, gripping the fabric with his hands, he mutters softly, his ultimate confession, the one thing that had wrapped his mind up in terror, “I do believe that the prophecy came true. I sit alone in the seat of the archon now. I am the one with the guilty verdict now.” 

Wriothesley shakes his head, “The prophecy states without your people. You have your people now, Neuvi. You have me.” 

(For 500 years, he stayed, remained, as the world passed on, passed and passed.) 

(For 500 years, he has not mourned, he has not mourned the loss of his friends nor his family, because of his great fear—) 

He fists Wriothesley’s waistcoat and feels warm tears drip down his face, soaking into Wriothesley’s clothing. He feels his 500 years of grief pour out of him, his lungs hitch as his tears choke down his words. 

Wriothesley remains steady, hand against the nape of his neck, and the other one around his waist squeezing him tightly, as Neuvillette’s legs falter and he brings the two of them down onto the hard stage floor. He rearranges the two of them so he sits with Neuvillette in his lap, cradled like a child. 

(There is no rain outside the Opera as he weeps. There is no rain—) 

He weeps and he weeps, tears that fall onto Wriothesley’s clothing, and their intertwined legs, and the tears stain their clothing. His guilt threatens to swallow him whole, threatens to nestle itself in his heart and never come out again. 

(They stay there, for a long long time—until Neuvillette tires himself out once more, his guilt seeping into the floor of the Opera stage. Wriothesley slowly gets up, carrying Neuvillette in his arms, as he makes the trek away from the Opera house, and into their apartment and their bed.) 

-

Neuvillette finally makes his return to public life, a whole two weeks after his abrupt disappearance and leave of absence from his position. 

Furina and her trope were closing out their big show, a show which he had missed due to his leave.

(Wriothesley convinces him to go see Furina’s last show; to assuage his guilt and let him see her out of the Opera one last time.) 

That night, he and Wriothesley sneak into the old seat of the archon, both dressed in their finest suits right before the curtains open. 

He had had the Melusines add an extra seat into the balcony, so they could sit side by side. 

As the curtains opened on the show, none of the audience seemed none the wiser to the presence of their warden and Chief Justice, watching their show. 

He reached out and took Wriothesley’s hand, intertwining their fingers together on the armrests of their chairs.  

He trained his eyes on the floor of the Opera, and not the ceiling, even though in his head he knew that there would only be buckets of flowers poured onto the stage, an irrational part of him saw blue light glimmering in the corner of his eye.  

-

The show was a great success, with the whole troupe receiving a standing ovation at the end of it.  Flowers in various colors showered down from the stage, and Neuvillette squeezed Wriothesley’s hand tighter, as they flowed like rain down. 

During the bow, he and Wriothesley slipped out of the balcony, and into the Opera, hand in hand, sticking to each other’s sides like schoolboys.

“I think that was good, I liked seeing Furina happy.”, Neuvillette said, turning so he was half curled into Wriothesley’s side. His guilt, which had been roiling in his stomach, had settled down and remained quiet ever since he’d talked to Wriothesley in the theatre.

“Mhm, and I enjoyed seeing you happy too, darling.”, Wriothesley replied softly, taking his other hand so he could turn all the way into Wriothesley. 

Neuvillette tilted his head up a little bit, to look into Wriothesley’s wrinkled eyes, which smiled down softly at him, so sweetly that it would be unbecoming of the Duke to be seen with, a gentleness that was uncharacteristic of both of them. His eyes twinkled with a softness that was only reserved for him.

(In the corner of his eye, he saw a flash flicker and the abrupt swoosh of Wriothesley’s coat around him. )

-

Chief Justice was seen for the first time in public at the Opera

After the final bow of the Oceanid, the Iudex was spotted along with the Duke of Meriopede, sharing a romantic moment at the door to the balcony which was once Lady Furina’s seat. The Iudex seemed healthier than he had been previously,  and seemed happier than he has ever been documented looking in the history of the Steambird. 

The Duke of Meriopede was pictured smiling at the Iudex, something which was quite odd given his reputation in Fontaine as a rather elusive and serious man. When the camera was taken, Duke Wriothesley wrapped his long coat around Neuvillette and quickly brought him the opposite way to where the people were. They disappeared into the long corridors of the Opera, and neither of them was seen that night afterward. 

Attempts have been made to contact the offices of both the Duke and Iudex regarding their relationship, and all have been declined. 

-

They run into a little hidden corner, only accessible by lock and key and Wriothesley pushes the two of them into the corner, panting heavily he laughs and says, “I didn’t expect that.” 

Neuvillette can only smile back in response, as he catches his breath. 

Wriothesley leans forwards, and presses a soft kiss to Neuvillette’s lips, putting a hand to his cheek to tilt his face more towards him as he does. 

When they break away from the kiss, Wriothesley grins toothily, eyes still staring at Neuvillette’s lips, “And I bet you didn’t expect that.” 

Neuvillette leans forward,  grinning against Wriothesley’s lips, and presses his lips onto Wriothelsey’s,  who’s hand falls from his face and goes to curl around his waist instead. 

It does not rain that night once more.

-

His veins thrum with energy.

The defendant makes his way onto the balcony along with his consul, a newly appointed young man who seems eager to prove himself today, along with the prosecution, an older gentleman who glares witheringly at the defendant along with his consul, a stern-looking woman who’s eyes gleam like a predator hunting for its prey. 

Wriothesley stands in the back, arms crossed and leaned against the wall in a casual manner, he had been asked to testify for the prosecution, to come and be a witness in the trial. 

The Duke looks up at the balcony where Neuvillette still sits, across from the empty archon balcony, and he gives Neuvillette a little smile and a thumbs up. 

He stands up, and bangs his cane against the floor of the balcony, bringing the court to attention, as the citizens of Fontaine settle down into their seats, whispering wildly about the presence of the Duke and this being the first trial since his sudden leave. 

“Court is now in session.”, his voice still booms across the theatre, even from his high place the people still hear him speak. He glows with his new found authority, horns now trailing the bright blue of the Oratice, eyes now gleaming with the golden shine of its mechanics. 

He does not look down at the stage. He looks forwards to the audience, and bangs his cane once more, “The prosecution may begin their arguments now.” 

His heart beats steadily, as the sun shines through the large glass windows of the Opera. 




