
Do You Think I’m Pretty? (Yes, She’s Pretty)



The story of how Clorinde met the girl of her dreams wasn’t exactly what people could call romantic. 

Clorinde wasn’t dressed very well, for starters. She was sweaty, hair unkempt and locks sticking to her face, and she remembers hoping she at least smelled better than she looked like. They were surrounded by screaming college kids who liked to pry into other people’s lives, pushing and shoving each other around the stands, and it just really wasn’t how she imagined things would go.

Earlier that day, Clorinde was running late for her course. She was hurrying out of her Electoral Politics class in hopes that she would make it in time to the other building for her next subject when Wriothesley appeared next to her.

It  didn’t look like it was a coincidental meeting.

“Miss Clorinde! I need to ask you for a favor-” He grinned sheepishly.

He only used  Miss  whenever he needed something from her.  Tsk. 

Clorinde did not stop jogging through the university grounds. She spared him a glance, though, for respect. She met him in one of her classes two years ago, when they were but wee freshmen trying to survive college. They were paired up for a class project, and she recalled getting very pissed off when he stood her up after setting up the meeting place and schedule. It wasn’t until later that she forgave him after finding out he didn’t come because he saved a cat from some terrible mishap down the street and went after the wrongdoers to bring them to justice.

(She would pick cats over anything else too, but nobody needed to know that).

“Say what you need to say, Wriothesley. I  cannot be late to Neuvillette’s class.”

The horror that that would entail was something Clorinde was not willing to go through  the second time. 

“I have to go to Poisson today to help out at a charity event held by my old orphanage.” He insisted. “I agreed to it, but I forgot that I had something to do later and I might not make it in time-”

Clorinde shot him a look. Her brows furrowed in annoyance. “What do you need?”

Wriothesley bit his lower lip. His eyes darted around, and it might have been obvious that Clorinde has been getting more impatient every second that passes because he spoke hurriedly.

“Someone to fill me in this evening. It isn’t hard- I swear! All you need to do is walk around and-”

The bell resounded over the campus and Clorinde was filled with panic.

“Okay.” She interrupted. “Just text me the details. I  really  cannot be late. But you  owe me.”

“Thank you Miss Clorinde, but-”

And she was gone then. Before lunch, she received the instructions from Wriothesley:  Go to the locker room of the university’s football team. Sigewinne will be there to explain and guide you through the game. 

If she recalled correctly, Sigewinne was the nursing assistant in the infirmary. She was usually present whenever there was a sports event to tend to any injuries that might occur during the games.

That should have been more than a sign of what Clorinde was supposed to do.

He didn’t reply to any of her messages after that cryptic text.

To be fair, Clorinde should have listened to him until the end. It was her fault to begin with. Begrudgingly, this was a lesson that she needed to learn and remember before she agreed to anything else in the future.

Then she wouldn’t have been surprised the moment she entered the locker room, Sigewinne waiting and pushing something into her hands. 

“There you are! Come on, now, there’s no time to waste!”

Clorinde blinked, confused. She allowed Sigewinne to drag her around, until she was stripped of her clothings and put in a bodysuit. Her mind failed to process what was happening until she finally looked in a mirror thirty minutes later.

And as soon as she saw herself, she made a sound at the back of her throat.

One moment, she was in her hoodie and sweatpants, and the next second, she was put in a costume of Fontaine’s legendary  melusine.  A bipedal creature of short stature and was almost faun-like in appearance. She was said to have been one of the guardian’s of Fontaine, so the university took the liberty of giving her what looked like a Garde’s uniform in the early years of when Fontaine was first founded. 

The melusine’s head was on the countertop of the washroom and Clorinde stared at it in horror. The realization of what she needed to do hit her at last.

“I cannot believe I agreed to this.” She said to herself in disbelief.

For the second time in her life, she wanted to strangle Wriothesley and bury him in the cemetery near Poisson.

He was the school mascot. It was his job to attend every sports game and make sure to hype the crowd or distract the enemy team.  This was what he wanted to have her do.

Clorinde cursed.

This was something she would have  never done throughout the duration of her life knowingly and willingly.

 He’s going to have to pay me with all the mora he has. She vowed.

She had to go out there.  Right  in the heart of the game. She was supposed to hype the crowd  before, during and after the game. The thought made her sick to her stomach. Her head throbbed, and Clorinde didn’t know whether it was because of how angry she was or how her anxiety was about to skyrocket.

The sheer volume of the cheers of students resounded through the walls from the outside and made her flinch. It was  too  loud and she hated loud and crowded places. Whenever she had to watch a game (for extra credits)  , she would make sure to stay far enough for her ears to not hurt, and close enough to still see what was happening.

But she can’t do that now.

She stared at herself in the mirror. There was no problem with how she looked- her hair was neatly tied back in its usual low ponytail, she wore the lipstick Sigewinne recently gave her, and her skin was smooth and not distressed. It wasn’t as if anybody was going to see her without the melusine’s head on anyway- but still.

 You can do this.  She took in a shaky breath.  I can do this.  She repeated in her head. It  will be fine, nothing wrong is going to happen -

Clorinde bit her lip. She guessed that that was the only advantage she had here; it was well-known that Wriothesley wore the mascot to every game. She was dragged to countless football matches where she had to watch him take the spotlight and enamored both the enemy and home teams.

She jolted when the door to the locker room opened and Sigewinne peeked inside.

“Miss Clorinde, are you ready?” She said in a cheery tone.

Clorinde gave her a blank stare.

 No.  She wanted to say.  Please let me out, she thought, miserably.

But the hopeful look in Sigewinne’s eyes made Clorinde feel terrible. She hated letting people down. So without further deliberation, she placed the mascot head on, and silently gave Sigewinne a thumbs-up. Err, hopefully it looked that way. 

Sigewinne clasped her hands in glee and she was finally led outside.

 Focalors,  she prayed to Fontaine’s deity.  Please let something good happen out of this. 

The shouts began as soon as she stepped onto the field.

“ Wriothesley! Marry me! ”

“Wriothesley, do the  thing!” 

“Wriothesley, can you spare some time to let me interview you for the school paper?!”

Other than the fact that all of the noises hurt Clorinde’s ears, it went swimmingly.

Nobody knew it was her inside the Melusine costume. Clorinde knew that was a fact when some group of kids in the front screamed out Wriothesley’s name.

Clorinde waved at them reluctantly. She was amused at how they didn’t notice the difference with their height or how she was certainly  less energetic in her cheering and swaying.

She felt slightly bad that they were directing meaningless questions to her, and she wondered if she needed to take note of what they were saying. Except for the marriage part, because Wriothesley deserved to be single his whole life after this shenanigan he put her through. But she digressed.

When the players were finally called out by the announcer, relief flooded her veins as she retreated into the sidelines. The costume made her sweat profusely inside, and it was nearly impossible to breathe properly. She wondered how often did the school have this mascot cleaned and Clorinde immediately erased that thought from her mind less she vomited at the answer.

She was definitely taking multiple showers when she got home.

“I need a water break.” She said, loud enough for Sigewinne to hear.

They were sitting on one of the unoccupied benches, and if Clorinde had to go on without having a second to breathe without the mascot hindering her, she was going to throw herself off the Opera Epiclese.

Her voice came out muffled but Sigewinne seemed to understand.

“There’s a vending machine at the back. People may be too busy watching the game since it just started so there might not be anyone there right now.” She said, gently.

Good. That way, Clorinde could still keep her dignity intact.

She sneaked out into the arc where the players came in, and made a beeline for the vending machine. She found herself right outside the football field and her eyes zoomed in on the vending machines lined up near the path leading to the grassy plains, which exited the Fontaine Research Institute.

She hadn’t taken off the mascot head yet, and it was a bit difficult seeing through its eyes, but when she shuffled near enough to the vending machines, the corner of her lips tugged into a small smile. She was about to remove the mascot head but stopped short when a voice called out to her, almost giving her a heart attack.

“Oh, it’s you!”

Swiftly, she turned on her heel to face the person, alarmed. She must have been more exhausted than she thought, because she was usually sharp in noticing when another person was in the vicinity. But this person almost gave her a heart attack when she suddenly spoke loudly.

And as soon as Clorinde laid eyes on the stranger, she thought that she  really was going to have a heart attack.

“Were you getting a drink?” The stranger smiled. “Or I suppose I don’t need to ask that question. Anyone would have been tired after running on the field and getting the crowd excited.”

Clorinde stared at her. 

She wore a creamy knitted pullover and light, skinny jeans. Her porcelain skin looked like it was glowing and blonde locks cascaded down her back and framed her face perfectly. Her cheeks were rosy red and lips plump and soft. Her  eyes were a startling blue that reminded Clorinde of the clear sky on a sunny day.

Suddenly, Clorinde felt the air escape her lungs totally and it was  not due to the thick mascot she was wearing on her person.

She had seen many aesthetically pleasing people in her life. But this woman, Clorinde was certain, was the most beautiful beyond any description known to mankind, in fact, she was too wonderful for comprehension-

“Don’t you remember me?” She waved her hand right in front of the melusine’s head and Clorinde wanted to cry for being caught literally staring.

“We had a class together during our first year. But I was always late so I snuck in from the back of the classroom and sat on any available seat there.”

For a second, Clorinde wondered what she was talking about until she realized that the stranger was probably talking about being classmates with  Wriothesley. Jealousy bubbled in the pit of her stomach at the thought, but she could do nothing but shake her head and pretend she didn’t remember.

She might as well begrudgingly keep up the pretense.

Unexpectedly, the woman in front of her laughed.

“Oh, alright. It’s me, Navia. Navia Caspar? You always sat in the front row so you might have never noticed me.” She giggled.

Navia put out her hand and without delay, shook Clorinde’s mascot hand. Her heart skipped a beat. Many beats, in fact. She wanted to relish in this moment forever. Wriothesley was so lucky to have her in his class- if it were her, she would willingly go to school every single day just to see Navia.

Navia was staring at her. Intensely. She looked like she was thinking about something, and it made Clorinde feel slightly nervous. Her eyes were mischievous, but sharp. There was no way she wasn’t silently observing every move Clorinde made. But if she  were  to be discovered, she wondered if that would be a bad thing.

Then again, what would she say?

After what seemed like forever, Navia moved away and let her go with a grin.

“Here. Don’t get too dehydrated now. Good luck today!”

Before Clorinde could ask what she meant, Navia had placed a bottle of water in her hands and left. Her hair swayed behind her as she waved goodbye and ran into the entrance to the field.

All Clorinde could do was stare at her fleeting back, until she disappeared.

Dazed and no longer tired, Clorinde hesitantly drank the water in one go and bought another two just in case, all the while, thinking if she could meet Navia again, in better circumstances.

After that brief meeting, Clorinde stood in the stands. 

It has only been about thirty minutes since the match started, and she was starting to get bored. But to make it look like she was interested in whatever was happening, she cheered every time the Melusine Gardes scored against the Liyue Dragons. She jumped, waved around her hands animatedly and even  wiggled. 

The effort she was putting into this was obvious to anyone who had eyes.

She wished she had brought her reviewers with her to pass the time, but it was highly unlikely that Wriothesley would  study during a game. Other than that reason, Clorinde was pretty sure she would never be able to study in this kind of atmosphere even if she had brought her class notes.

The only thing that made this whole fiasco bearable was that she found that Navia was sitting in the third row close to her. Her hair was hard to miss- it shone brightly under the field lights. She loudly and actively cheered for the players and seeing her eyes sparkle underneath the moonlight made Clorinde feel…things.

Beside Navia, was a boy and a girl, that Clorinde could tell were probably siblings. The boy had a long braid behind him, while the girl seemed like she had chopped hers off, leaving only her front locks long enough to reach above her chest.

 Friends of hers, perhaps. She thought.

Clorinde tried not to linger too close to Navia. She was afraid that she would be taken the wrong way, and that would cause more issues than it was worth.

It wasn’t until an hour had passed, and they were approaching the end, that she noticed Navia coughing up a storm. Her skin was flushed red, and her face glistened with sweat, most likely from exerting so much in cheering.

Immediately, Clorinde’s body was on high alert. She could see the concerned look of Navia’s friends, and she inched closer to eavesdrop on their conversation.

“Are you okay?” The girl shouted amidst the cheers.

“I’m fine!” Navia rasped, and waved her hand. “I’m just a bit parched. I’ve been shouting for a while, I didn’t realize that it would take a toll on me.”

“Didn’t you go buy some water earlier?” The boy with the braid, asked.

Navia laughed it off. “Well-yes. But I hurried back since the match was starting and I promised Lyney and Lynette to see them play from start to finish.”

Clorinde’s heart sank when Navia failed to mention her at all. She hoped to hear what Navia thought of their meeting, but maybe it was just an everyday occurrence for Navia. She seemed like the type who would do the same thing for anyone else.

 She’s such a good person.  Clorinde thought, despite the sinking feeling of being part of the  anyone category. Maybe that was a good thing- since she was basically pretending to be Wriothesley anyway, at least the thought that he wasn’t anyone important made her feel good.

The next thing that happened was purely impulse on Clorinde’s part. She didn’t know whether she was acting on guilt because Navia had given her a drink earlier, or because she just wanted to do something nice in return.

Either way, Navia wouldn’t know it was her.

She immediately went to grab the bottled water from her bag (which Sigewinne was watching for her) and ran up the stands to present it to Navia. She didn’t notice that she had caught the attention of some other students as she hurried back to where Navia sat.

Nervously, she shuffled from one foot to the other. Navia was busy chatting with her friends, her voice more hoarse than before. The girl had already noticed her and raised a brow in question, but Clorinde was more focused on how she was going to go about this.

Honestly, she could have thought this through much better; she could have just given Navia a tap on the shoulder or waved her hands to get her attention. But for some inexplicable reason, she decided to press the cold drink directly onto Navia’s face.

Navia yelped, startled at the sudden intrusion and whipped her head to glare at her.  Okay, wrong move. Clorinde shrunk under her gaze, but Navia’s expression went through a cycle of annoyance, surprise and then glee.

“Oh! You surprised me. Is this for me?” She glanced at the drink stuck between Clorinde’s mitten-like hands. Clorinde could only manage a nod since she couldn’t talk.

But instead of taking the bottled water and Clorinde being on her merry way like she planned, she was thrown into a limbo when Navia just crossed her arms and raised a brow at her.

“How did you know I was thirsty?” Navia accused. “Unless, you know, you were listening in. Were you?”

Clorinde stiffened. Navia didn’t look that serious; she might have actually been playing with her actually, but it didn’t stop Clorinde from feeling embarrassed for getting caught listening in.

She did her best to look sorry, by bowing her head and slumping her shoulders to communicate her apology through the mascot. The action elicited a snort from Navia which made Clorinde’s heart go  thump. 

“Okay- I was just kidding. But thank you for this, I really do need it.”

She took the bottle gently out of Clorinde’s grasp, and gave her a wink. She uncapped the same and immediately chugged half of it down. Clorinde watched in awe, before being snapped out of her daze by a cough.

“Uh, Navia?” The girl beside her asked, staring at Clorinde. “I didn’t know you knew the mascot . Nor did I expect him to give someone else something during a game. Everybody’s staring.” She said the last sentence in lower volume.

 Oh. Did Clorinde just mess up?

Realization dawned on her as she looked around to see that people were indeed staring. Some had their phones out while the others whispered and giggled to themselves as they pointed at her.

 Well, there goes his reputation. Clorinde lamented (not really). She was more worried for Navia’s sake though, because personally, if she were linked to Wriothesley of all people, she would rather just die.

But Navia just glanced at her, the smile still plastered on her pretty face. Clorinde didn’t know why she was still there, when her work was already finished. She could just go back to cheering for her university team, instead of garnering all the attention from the nearby watchers and risk getting into the headlines for the school newspaper tomorrow.

“Don’t mind them.” Navia addressed her. “I know you’re just returning a favor. Thank you for taking the time to do this.” She turned back to her friend and said, “I’ll explain later, Lumine. Look! Lyney’s about to score a goal!”

Honestly, Clorinde was already happy with that acknowledgment. She left Navia to her own devices and went back to doing her job for the rest of the game.

She knew it would have been weird for her to stay on one side of the field, already gaining a lot of suspicions with the bottled water incident, so she decided to go around and give hi-fives to whatever individual came her way. 

She could feel the tiredness in her bones, but she continued to entertain the people until the buzzer finally sounded and echoed throughout the field.

 Finally, She thought.

She resisted covering her ears when people shot up from their seats and screamed in joy. The scoreboard showed that the Gardes have won the match with a close call. Immediately, Clorinde searched for Navia in the cheering crowds, and smiled when she saw her jumping up and down with the others.

 She’s overjoyed.  Clorinde chuckled.  Maybe coming here wasn’t a complete waste of time, after all. 

She waited on the benches for the stands to clear up and for the crowd to dwindle into fewer and fewer people. The locker rooms were currently occupied by the players and Clorinde had to wait for them to leave before she could change back into her clothes and return the mascot to where it belonged. Sigewinne left a while ago to tend to the other students who might need her help, so she was alone.

She hadn’t realized how cold it was until after she stopped moving to and fro and finally sat down and it kept her from falling asleep due to sheer exhaustion.

She was usually sharper than this; more alert and attentive. She didn’t mind a good exercise, but what actually got her drained was being socially exposed and having to interact with too many people simultaneously.

Being preoccupied by her thoughts, she didn’t realize how someone had approached her until they sat down next to her.

“Tired?”


 Navia. 


She looked at her. Clorinde hadn’t taken the mascot head off since the vending machine meeting earlier. She  definitely  wasn’t taking it off now, not when she probably looked  and smelled terrible.

She raised both of her arms and dropped them in an exaggerated manner to show off that  yes, she was tired.

Navia hummed. She watched the remaining people walk off the field, the loud chatters turning into hushed whispers as the night grew late. Clorinde watched her from the side, content. She didn’t expect Navia to approach her, but she might’ve just been waiting for the players that she was friends with.

“Are you still not going to take off your head?” She dropped casually.

To say that Clorinde was surprised was an understatement. She turned her body to fully face Navia, who was already staring at her, amused.

“I think it’s pretty hot inside all those layers, don’t you think?” She smiled, showing off her teeth. “I mean, don’t you usually take it off when you’re feeling warm?”

Clorinde didn’t know. She didn’t stay too long to see Wriothesley take his mascot head off every game. She shrugged it off and raised a mitten, signaling that she was fine, though she clearly was not.

“That’s a shame.” Navia replied to her gesture. “It would be nice to talk with you without-” She gestured to her costume, “well- this.”

 That would be nice.  Clorinde wanted to answer.  If it weren’t directed to Wriothesley, anyway.  

She nodded in total agreement and they were back to sitting in comfortable silence. Clorinde was a bit taken back to see that Navia wasn’t as chatty as she was during the game. It must’ve been signs that she was also in the same boat as her.

They sat there for about ten minutes, when Clorinde started to notice Navia bouncing her leg. She leaned forward and crossed her arms to rub her sides and hug herself.


 Oh. She’s cold.  


Winter was coming soon, after all. The quick change in seasons made Clorinde weary. She wasn’t really the best at keeping colds away. She didn’t know about Navia though.

With that thought in mind, Clorinde rummaged through her backpack and pulled out the hoodie she wore earlier. It was slightly big on her frame, so she was sure that it would also fit Navia.

Navia watched her, curiously and quietly as Clorinde slowly turned to face her. When she shyly offered the hoodie, Navia tilted her head in puzzlement.

“Won’t you be cold?” Navia asked. “I’m just waiting for Lyney and Lynette to finish changing. I’ll be going home soon.”

 There’s no need. She implied.

Clorinde didn’t budge. It wasn’t a clear yes or no; and she preferred when people were being responsive to the question. Navia furrowed her brows and it looked like she was internally debating before she sighed and took the hoodie after what felt like a while.

“Thank you.” Navia bit her lower lip. “For, well, being attentive today.”

She didn’t answer. She  could, if she wanted to. But then again, she was afraid of what Navia would say when she found out that she was talking to a complete stranger in a suit and not someone she was maybe familiar with.

It wasn’t long until some people finally emerged from the locker room, and Navia stood up to wave at them. Clorinde saw them wave back at her, and they started to walk towards where they sat. Navia met them halfway, leaving her on the bench.  

Clorinde waited for them to meet and start talking, and then a few more seconds before she slipped away and headed to the locker room, feeling icky and aching all around. 

She walked past Navia, steps shy and uncertain. She wanted to say things like,  It was nice meeting you. You made today bearable. But the people she called Lyney and Lynette were busy telling her a lot of things simultaneously so Clorinde decided not to disturb them.


 Besides, it would cause unnecessary rumors. 


She shook her head out of her thoughts and walked briskly past the others who had just finished dressing and were in the process of leaving the place. Today went better than she thought, and that should be enough reason to keep the sadness away.

“Oh gods, I still have to study for tomorrow.” She muttered to herself and shook her head. Dejectedly, she walked inside the empty room with heavy steps.

Had she looked back for just a moment, she would’ve seen Navia staring at her until she disappeared into the locker room.

_

The next two days were uneventful. Clorinde was running around campus, submitting papers here and there and other than thinking about blue eyes and blonde locks, she had nearly forgotten all about Wriothesley until he showed up right outside her last class on a Friday afternoon.

“Miss Clorinde, what is this?” Wriothesley shoved the school paper in her face as soon as she walked out of Professor Edwin’s class.

Clorinde wasn’t in the best of moods. She had just sat through an excruciatingly slow class where the professor had done nothing but terrorized his students for the past hour. Seeing Wriothesley after he disappeared on her for days made her mood worsen. She grabbed the paper and squinted to see what he was pointing at, but then she almost dropped it as soon as she saw the headlines.


 RUMORED DATING: MELUSINE MASCOT AND NAVIA CASPAR? 


There were pictures of her giving the water bottle and of them sitting on the benches after the game. There was also a photo of Navia wearing her hoodie, posing with the other players who the journalist had caught right before they went home.

 Speaking of journalist…  Clorinde searched for the name of the article author, and her eye twitched when she found out that it was indeed who she thought it was: Charlotte. She was well-known for putting out engaging content and unfortunately, Clorinde was the next  target of that content.

“You know,” Wriothelsey interrupted her from reading. “I usually don’t have articles written about me after a match concludes.”

Clorinde rolled her eyes and threw the paper back at his chest.

“Well, now you do.” That left a sour taste in her mouth. “I’d like you to leave me be, but you owe me so it would be well within my right to demand you treat me to one month’s worth of lunches in Hotel Debord, no?”

She was getting  all  sixteen slices of the limited cake she heard all about that made waves in Fontaine and all the other expensive food she could leech off of his wallet.

Unfortunately, Wriothesley didn’t have an ounce of regret on his face. In fact, he looked positively elated. The look he was giving her was disturbing.

“Sure, if that’s what you want. But you really have nothing to say about this matter?” He insisted.

Clorinde gave him a blank stare. She shook her head and turned away from him. She had better things to do than explain herself to someone who didn’t look worried at all about his reputation. She wondered how Navia felt getting linked to Wriothesley, who presumably had women or men chasing after him twice a week.

“Seriously? You’re going to ignore me, just like that?” Wriothesley followed her from behind.

“There’s nothing to say.” She groaned.

“Then you’re not going to explain to Miss Caspar that I have no plans to court her?”

Clorinde halted in her tracks. With lightning speed, she was inches away Wriothesley’s face, eyes narrowed and lips tugged into a frown.

“I think you can explain it to her just  fine. ” She spat.

She didn’t know what got her so high-strung today. Maybe it was the lack of sleep, or the fact that Wriothesley could clear up the misunderstandings had he wanted to, but he was here, bothering Clorinde with this issue.  That did not sit well with her.

Wriothesley didn’t even flinch. Instead, he raised his hands in surrender and said, “Okay. I’ll drop it for now. How about you meet me at Hotel Debord tomorrow, and we can get that slice of cake you want as payment for filling in for me?”

“Slice s. ”

“ Okay,  slices. We can have some tea with your  slices of cake.”

“Good. Now go away.”

To her surprise, Wriothesley did not protest and shrugged her off. He left as requested, and Clorinde sighed.  Finally, peace and quiet.  Her shoulders slumped as she walked out of the Institute’s gates, mind occupied with thoughts of how Navia felt about all this. Dread instantly replaced the irritation she was feeling at the possibility that Wriothesley  would court Navia.

How would she feel about that?

Clorinde frowned.

 How would she feel about that?

She hoped never to find out.

_

In hindsight, Clorinde should have known not to trust any words that came out of Wriothesley’s mouth.

She was in Hotel Debord fifteen minutes after getting out of class and taking the aquabus to the city. If she remembered correctly, her supposed companion did not have any morning class on Saturdays. So he should be here.

But he wasn’t.


 Just how many times was he going to piss her off? 


Impatiently, Clorinde sat herself in a corner and waited for time to pass by. She didn’t have any class until four in the evening, so she didn’t mind taking her time going back. But she did mind getting stood up for the second time in their whole friendship.

She was considering cutting him off entirely at this rate.

“Clorinde?”

She blinked. That high pitched voice didn’t sound anything like Wriothesley. It sounded almost familiar-

She whipped her head to look at the newcomer. Her eyes widened in shock and her mouth fell open when she found Navia standing in front of her, in a black sweater, faded jeans and white heels. She seemed happy to see her. Clorinde, on the other hand, felt like she was about to get a heart attack. 


 Focalors, does she always dress to kill? 


“Navia.” She answered, dryly. Until she realized that she wasn’t supposed to know her- then she covered her mouth with a troubled expression that said  Oops. 

Navia laughed and sat down from across her, eyes twinkling and lips grinning.

“So you remember my name. That’s good. I thought you’d forget again. Have you ordered?” She didn’t wait for Clorinde to answer before she hailed the waiter over.

Clorinde kept staring at her, dumbfounded and slightly famished from waiting. She watched as Navia ordered without even looking at the menu, and it wasn’t until after she was finished, that she turned to Clorinde.

“-I’d also like some Fonta, please. How about you, Clorinde? Wriothesley did say you wanted a slice of cake. We’ll have two pieces of Fontainian Mousse, please. ”

That snapped Clorinde out of it. Everything was happening so fast that she struggled to keep up with the energy that Navia radiated from her person.

“Wait- did you say Wriothesley?” She interrupted.

Navia smiled at her and nodded. “Yes. I asked him if he knew your schedule. He told me he’d set up a time and place to meet with you…Did he,” She paused, hesitantly. “Did he not tell you?”

 No. Clorinde bit her lower lip. But more importantly, Navia had asked for her schedule. Her brows furrowed as she tried to break everything down without having an actual meltdown. Navia patiently waited for her to wrap her head around the whole thing. She watched, concerned, as Clorinde tried to take slow breaths.

“No,” She answered, honestly, after some time. “But what would you want with me?”

 You even know my name. She wanted to voice out her curiosity.

Navia gave her an incredulous look. She  almost looked offended. 

“You’re asking me that, after leaving me in the field without saying goodbye?” 

Okay, she sounded offended.

Clorinde’s brain short circuited. She ran Navia’s words in her head again and again, like a broken film on repeat, until she realized some fundamental things-

One, Navia knew her name. Two, she remembered the field incident. Three, she said  again.  What did she mean  again? Did Clorinde know her from somewhere, or-

“You knew it was me in the mascot?” She asked.

Navia blinked at her.

“Of course, I did. How could I not know it was you?”

 How could you know it was me? The question was on the tip of her tongue, but Navia beat her to it, as if she knew she was going to ask.

“Wriothesley was helping out at the orphanage in Poisson. I left right after he arrived, and he mentioned that you were filling in for him at the game. But even if he hadn’t told me, I think I would’ve known it was you.” She explained.

So she was from Poisson. Of course, she would have run into him, but Clorinde never would have guessed he would mention her to Navia at all.

“But how do you know me?” She asked, reluctantly.

Navia studied her face. Clorinde fidgeted, tapping her feet against the tiled floor and wringing her hands nervously under her gaze. Navia was trying to gauge out if her question was genuine or not, but honest to the archons above, Clorinde really didn’t know.

“…I guess you really don’t know.” Navia mumbled under her breath. “Clorinde, I mentioned that we were in the same class in our freshmen year, right?”

“…I thought you were talking about Wrio-”

“I was most certainly  not. ” Navia interrupted. “I was talking about you. I guess I should have clarified that from the beginning.” She said the last sentence more to herself.

Before they could continue the conversation, the waiter came back to place their food on the tabletop. They thanked him before going back to an uncomfortable silence. Navia was in deep thought, while Clorinde’s eyes darted to everywhere else except in front of her.

After burying her face in books most of her teenage life, Clorinde was honest enough to admit that her communication skills were  horrible.  

She had a difficult time reading the atmosphere, and had to contemplate very hard what to say and what  not  to say. This was  especially bad when it came to specific persons of the same gender.

The fact that Navia was in front of her made everything ten times worse than usual.

“Your hoodie.” Navia spoke up after watching Clorinde nibble on some cake. She was amused by the whole thing, Clorinde could tell.

“What?” She asked her.

“Your hoodie,” Navia repeated. “I’m here to return it. And to actually thank you for being kind, without the mascot uniform on.”

“Oh. That’s alright. You can have it.” She offered.

Navia let out a pleased hum. “Okay, I was hoping you’d say that. I quite like how comfortable it is. But since you’re losing a hoodie, I hope you wouldn’t mind my company in exchange.” She joked.

Clorinde’s heart fluttered. Her chest tightened up and her stomach was crawling with butterflies. Navia had more to say, and she wished that she would survive until the end of this meeting.

“I wouldn’t mind. That’s better than a hoodie.” She replied, softly.

She saw the way Navia’s ears flushed and how her cheeks became tinted with red at her answer. Before she could point it out, however, Navia coughed and waved her hand to change topics.

“I think it was really cute of you. To put so much effort into cheering as a melusine.” She giggled nervously. “I’ve always wanted to get to know you since I first saw you, but you were so focused on studying that I felt bad. You did make me study hard too, though.”

Then she fell silent.

“Navia?” Clorinde called. “Is something wrong?”

Their eyes met, and Navia’s were wide and agitated. Her ears were red, as she stuttered out a string of sentences that Clorinde tried her best to understand.

“Uh- What I’m trying to say is- well, I’ve wanted to be friends with you for a long time and um… Would it be okay with you if we started off as friends from now on?” She spoke swiftly.

“…”


 Navia is a good person. 


She had thought of that before. But Clorinde was sure about it now. She was brave and straightforward, kind and well-liked. Almost the complete opposite of herself.

“Would it be…” Clorinde looked down. “Would it be fine with you if…”


 If we could be more than friends someday. 


She couldn’t say it. It was too early, and she didn’t even know if Navia felt the same or if she was single at all. But Clorinde wanted to make it clear that while she did want to become friends with Navia, she didn’t want to stay just as friends with her someday.

She swallowed the lump in her throat as her palms became clammy.

She couldn’t say it.

Navia noticed her dilemma. She seemed to perfectly understand what Clorinde wanted to say. She laid her fork down, eyes lingering onto Clorinde’s crestfallen face.

“If it’s okay with you,” Navia started off slowly. “I like you, Clorinde. I’ve had, since um, we had class together. And every time I’d see you around campus. This is too much information in one go, I know. So for now, we could-could start off as friends. We can think and talk about what comes after. Would that be alright with you?”

Clorinde took in a sharp breath. Her heart pounded loudly in her chest. Her ears were ringing, and she was trembling. Relief flooded over her and all she could manage was a nod.

Navia was satisfied with that and she let out a soft chuckle.

“Phew. Then, would you tell me about yourself? Like maybe, how you learned so fast to cheer like a melusine?” She grinned.

The feelings were mutual.  The feelings were mutual. Clorinde wasn’t imagining things or being delusional.

Her answers were brief, but Navia didn’t seem to mind.  Pure joy was evident on her face every time Clorinde answered her questions and asked some of her own. The time went by quickly; and soon, Clorinde found herself walking Navia back to the pier.

“I had fun today.” Navia said, quietly. “I hope you did too.”

“I did.” Clorinde answered. “I…hope it happens again.”

Navia snorted at her hesitation. “Don’t worry, it will. Well-If you ask me out next time, that is.”

Clorinde made a sound that was somewhat a cross between a whimper and a squeak. Navia couldn’t hold in her laughter before she gestured for Clorinde to come closer. Confused, she did as asked, not expecting Navia to kiss her on the cheek.

“I’ll see you soon, I hope.” Navia whispered against her flushed ear before she waved goodbye and climbed into the boat.

Clorinde stood there, ramrod straight, mouth agape. It took her a moment to get a grip of herself. But once she finally processed everything, she found her lips curling into the biggest smile she could muster.

“I’ll see you soon.” She waved back to the boat just as it crossed the middle of the water.

_

The story of how Clorinde met the girl of her dreams wasn’t exactly what people could call romantic. 

But then again, she couldn’t imagine it happening in any other way.
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