
1. Encounter

Notes for the Chapter:This whole idea was born after I saw a list of possible names Furina had as an Oceanid in Tumblr. I picked one of those, actually. Credit goes to  this post  !





Over the past few months, Furina had established a routine.

Perhaps it was not a healthy routine… but it was a routine nonetheless. And that was all that mattered! She’d never been a morning person and didn’t intend to force herself to be, so she didn’t mind waking up late unless there was a commitment with the troupe or someone else. She’d then cook a meal. She had tentatively begun expanding her recipe repertoire, but she always fell back to macaroni at some point—it was delicious! Surely, no one could blame her. Then, she’d keep working on whatever project had picked her interest that day or reading a novel well into the night. Repeat.

Her routine was disrupted on occasion, but that was fine. It came with the job. In fact, if there was one project that went by without a hitch, Furina would be instantly suspicious. Art and perfection could go hand in hand only if there was a lot of frayed nerves and mishaps along the way. The troupes she worked with could attest to that.

All this to say, Furina welcomed the unexpected so long as it stayed in her field. She could deal with unruly actors or a script she needed to vandalize with a thousand annotations, but anything else left her anxious. Trying a new recipe? Taking other streets to head back home? A stranger in her home she clearly didn’t remember inviting?

Perhaps the last one needed more attention. Anything else could have happened on a normal Tuesday where Furina was feeling particularly daring, but this—this warranted panic. She hadn’t even heard the woman make her way in, and she’d been in her home the entire day, reading a novel in her bed! She only stepped into the living room because she was getting hungry.

The sight of a blue-haired woman with a strict expression made the ex-Archon freeze instantly. She had Fontanian features, yet she was distinctly strange. Apart from her strange hair color, there was also the fact that her eyes appeared to glow. They were a beautiful light blue, perhaps the clearest blue Furina had ever had the pleasure of seeing. She looked to be in her thirties, wearing pristine clothes that lacked all the frills the average Fontanian accustomed.

“Philrya,” the woman says. Her voice is jaded ice. If looks could kill, Furina would have joined her divine self on the other side in that instant. She can guess two or three reasons the woman is so furious at her, all pointing a few months ago when she was still on her role as Focalors. It is, of course, a valid sentiment, one that Furina respects. It is also, however, something she’d rather move on from.

She’s tried hard to recover from those centuries. She was healing.

“You are trespassing,” she answers, matching the stranger’s icy tone. “Please, do leave. If you’d rather I called the gardes—”

“Nonsense. You know exactly why I’m here.”

“I don’t even know who you are.”

“The gall! Has your time as an Archon—” she spats the title as if it were an ugly thing on her lips, “—left you so snobbish? Do not forget your place before me, Philrya.”

“It’s Furina,” she corrects, quickly growing frustrated. “Again, I don’t know you.”

The woman scoffs. “Enough of this charade. Let us get to the point.”

For a second, Furina debates if she should interrupt her. Demand that this uninvited individual leave her home immediately, maybe even drawing attention to her Vision for emphasis. Yet, a nagging intuition suggests that any action on her part would be futile, likely shrugged off without a second thought. The woman exudes an undeniable presence, a commanding aura that suggests she wields considerable power. In a nation that has a dragon as its leader and protector, and in a world where supernatural entities often disguise themselves as humans, Furina’s instincts don’t seem misplaced.

Yet, the question lingers—why would this enigmatic figure appear to chide her in such an accusatory manner? ‘Visit’ hardly seems the appropriate term for this situation. Perhaps if she listens…

“You prevented the prophecy. You have some merit for that. Yet, you discard the legacy Lady Egeria so graciously left you as if it were rubbish. Have you not an ounce of respect for our Creator, Philrya?”

What.

“You made a mockery of Her court for centuries. Your actions have not honored Her memory or Her teachings. And now, not only do you dare to live like one of those feeble humans, you also bear a sigil from the Heavens—”

“Wait, wait, wait,” Furina lets out a small, hysterical laugh in disbelief. The woman’s blue eyes glint ominously at the interruption. “W-what is this about? You are not making any sense. Did I hear you right? I am daring to live?” Indignation floods her chest, fierce and immediate. “No. Do you even hear yourself? What gives you the right—”

With a swift gesture from the woman’s hand, water materializes beside her. Furina barely has enough time to blink before the water angrily slaps across her cheek with enough force to send her stumbling backward and onto the ground. Her hat tumbles away. The sharp sting of the impact promises a bruise.

Furina is rendered speechless, fear eclipsing her previous indignation.

“You do not speak until I have finished,” the woman commands coldly. “Have you forgotten all sense of decorum? Must I remind you of your place, Philrya? As the youngest among our shoal, you owe me, the eldest, respect. You do not raise your voice at me.”

Instinctively, her Vision flares to life as her Salon Solitaire snap to existence.

(Her living room is much too small for this. It will get wrecked. Her landlord will be furious. Furina finds she doesn’t care.)

The Singer is quick to soothe the sting. Surintendente Chevalmarin floats protectively in front of her, while Mademoiselle Crabaletta and Gentilhomme Usher descend onto the intruder fiercely.

Normally, Furina would ask them to hold back against human foes, but this woman is clearly anything but. She had commanded the element without a Vision.

(She feels a prick of familiarity in some faraway corner of her mind, but that quickly gets overshadowed by a myriad of other feelings: alarm, panic, anxiety, fear, and fury. The universe would never let her be safe and happy, will it?!)

“What an insolent child!” The woman slowly hisses. “You dare to use that blasted thing against me?!”

She barely moves, and yet with just two swift strikes, Usher and Crabaletta are completely obliterated. Each motion she makes is deliberate, filled with purpose. As she steps forward, seemingly intent on dispelling the remainder of Furina’s summons, Furina visibly flinches, bracing for the inevitable conclusion. This must be the end. Despite everything she has gone through, it will end just like this…! Yet, to Furina’s surprise, the woman stills. Whether it’s the sight of Furina trembling before her or a judgment that further displays of force would be beneath her, the woman opts for restraint. She delicately crosses her arms, fixing Furina with an unreadable glare.

“Sit, Philrya. You may keep your summons active if you wish.”

“I-I’m sorry…” trembling, she hesitantly moves to sit on the floor. The shock that descends over the woman’s features at the apology is confusing. When the woman gestures to one of the knocked chairs, she hurries to comply and sit there instead. Chevalmarin floats closer to her, pressing herself against Furina in an attempt to comfort her. The Singer remains silent and tense in a corner of the room. “B-but… I’m really not… y-you must have the wrong person, I am not Philrya…”

“Do not dismiss the name Lady Egeria gave you so easily.”

“Name…?”

A scoff. “Do not make me repeat myself. Drop this charade at once.”

Heartbeat quickening, Furina shakes her head. “Honest! I’m not—there is no charade! Truly! I’m just Furina.” The woman frowns, but doesn’t move to strike her again, so Furina allows herself to relax her tensed shoulders a little. From the way this woman is speaking, the ex-Archon quickly gathers that this must be one of the Oceanids that had not been turned into a human by Egeria. They had abandoned Fontaine because of her. She knew of them, of course, but she certainly didn’t remember them in the manner this woman… this Oceanid was suggesting. “I-I’m just the human side of Focalors. Focalors is the one with our complete memories, and she’s… gone now, so that’s why there is no Hydro Archon.”

(So, is that who she was before? An Oceanid named Philrya? While the thought intrigues her, she harbors no desire to reclaim that name or identity. Furina has struggled with her sense of self for centuries. Recently, she’s found comfort in the realization that her newfound freedom means she doesn’t have to search for fragments of herself that no longer exist. She doesn’t want to redefine herself once more or revert to the role of the Hydro Archon—even if she sometimes unintentionally slips into that persona during moments of stress. Similarly, she doesn’t wish to recover Focalors’ memories. Whoever Philrya had been, she would stay a memory. Furina is at peace with that decision.)

“…complete memories? Gone?” The woman is frowning harder. Furina can’t feel it herself, but through her remaining summons, who are of course made of Hydro, the woman’s irritation can be felt quite clearly. It is a haunting thing, like gazing at turbulent waters. There is the briefest spark of grief at its depths. “Speak, then. Tell me in detail how this came to be.”


Ah, and so the plan to deceive the Heavenly Principles gets exposed once again…


To think that she spent five hundred years guarding the secret just for it to come out so easily nowadays.

Resigned, Furina is about to open her mouth when the woman raises a hand. The movement is so sudden that it has her flinching, something that seems to agitate the woman even more.

“Not here. If I have to keep this human form,” she spits the word out with evident disdain, “much longer, I will go insane. Met me in Loch Urania in an hour.”

She turns to go. Furina sputters. “A-an hour?! It’ll take at least that long just to reach Marcotte Station—”

She is instantly pinned by an incredulous glare. “Philrya, you’re more than capable of making the journey in half that time if you truly wish.”

“N-no? The station is busy at this time of—”

“Not as a human, child. Remember your origins.”

Distressed, Furina clenches and unclenches her fists. “I can’t! I don’t remember!”

After a long sigh, the woman replies, “Are you truly so bound by human limitations? Very well. Will two hours be sufficient, then?”


Oh, I’m just walking to my death now…


“Y-you’ll have to understand, I…”

“Three?”

“N-no, I, um…” she draws her shoulders back. Her summons cheer for her in the back of her mind, ready to help her should the woman grow violent again, even if it would be a short-lived battle. “How can I be sure you won’t… k-kill me?”

“Kill—” the woman laughs. She laughs. “Child, I would have done that by now if that was my goal.”

“Not in the city. The Hydro Sovereign is nearby, after all. Like any citizen, I am under his protection.”

“Ah, yes, the dragon…” she waves a hand dismissively. “He is of no concern. I served as a spy for Lady Egeria for millennia.” She pauses then, narrowing bright blue eyes at her. “Do not doubt me, Philrya. You will be at Loch Urania in two hours maximum, lest you draw my ire.”

“…understood.”

She summons a small Hydro mimic then. It looks like a Liyuen bird that Furina does not know the name of. It flaps its tiny soggy wings and makes a beeline for her head. It has no trouble nesting there, as her hat is still on the ground. She freezes, unsure what to do.

“He will make sure you do not share any unnecessary details with unknown people and that you do not dally. It is quite fortunate you still have a penchant for summons. No human will bat an eye.”

So Philrya also… No, no. That was not an aquabus of thought worth following.

“Right, sure.”

Barely giving her a glance, the Oceanid disappears in a myriad of bubbles, leaving her carpet wet. The bird takes ahold of a loose strand of hair and pulls with all its might. Wincing, Furina looks for her hat.

“I’m going! By the heavens, you are so impatient.”

…

This is the kind of stress Furina did not want to feel ever again.

Here she was, pretending everything was okay unless she wanted to face some unknown—but surely painful—consequences. How frustratingly and distressingly familiar. At least the consequences would only be for herself this time, and not the entirety of Fontaine…

Furina tries to stop any nervous twitching or fidgeting, but it is hard when the woman had quite literally struck her just from speaking out and now, she is going to meet her outside the Court. The memory is still fresh in her mind. Just like what happened with The Knave, all Furina would rather do is just head back to her safe place and hide.

(How safe is it, truly? It had sheltered her when she could barely muster enough energy to stay awake, let alone get up from her bed. It had given her a private place that was truly hers. Yet, the Traveler and Paimon had found it not even a month after the prophecy, and this woman had broken in easily. Where did that leave her?)

When she gets to the station, she has to endure the bird tugging at her hair as if it wanted her to walk on the aquarail all the way to Erinnyes. Thankfully, the next aquabus would only take ten more minutes to appear.

“Friend, please,” she groans, trying to keep the bird from pulling out her hair. She hasn’t even been able to put on her hat. Chevalmarin is currently wearing it, floating by her side and sadly watching the scene. She wants to help, but both of them fear the repercussions and so Furina just asked her to stand by. The Singer has settled for soothing the sting every so often so Furina won’t end up with a headache.

She doesn’t need to look to know the rest of the people waiting for the Navia Line aquabus are giving her amused glances. She feels her cheeks heat with embarrassment.

(She wishes fervently that she had Neuvillete’s ability to understand any Hydro mimic. She can only communicate telepathically with the mimics she had created herself, so any communication she does with the bird will have to be spoken on her part and mimed from his.)

“I need to wait for the aquabus…! If I go walking down the line, I’ll just get run over. Well, perhaps not exactly run over, but it would be unpleasant for everyone involved. I’d rather not put poor Elphane through that.”

The bird calms with the explanation. He then slaps the side of her head with a wing and points to an image to their side. She sighs, trying to stifle the impulse to lecture him on some manners (hah, how the tables have turned), glancing at whatever caught his eye.

“Ah… it lists the items that are not allowed in the aquabus. My summons will travel alongside us on the outside, and you might have to do that too. It is a security measure.”

The bird clicks his beak in displeasure.

“Yes, yes. It will only be half an hour. You can literally watch me the entire time, the aquabus doesn’t have cover unless it rains.”

“That is quite the obsessive friend you have there, Lady Furina.”

Furina startles. She feels her heart drop a little when she sees the young journalist that she had done a remarkable job of avoiding thus far basically manifest to her side. She can’t see it, but from Chevalmarin’s commentary, she is instantly aware that the bird is watching very intently.


Ah… marvelous, I can practically feel the show lights blinding me again.


“It is Miss Furina, please,” she corrects automatically before clearing her throat. “Mademoiselle Charlotte, what a pleasure. Please bear no mind to my… friend. He is merely excited to see the sights, haha.”

She fears the bird will slap her again. It doesn’t. It remains deadly still. Chevalmarin instantly disapproves of the behavior, while the Singer glowers at it. Charlotte, however, does not seem cowed by the look.

The director doesn’t like the way those eyes glint. “Of course! Though to summon an Emerald Finch… that is a bird native to Liyue, no? Are you perhaps branching out with your summons, Miss Furina? Is it in preparation for an upcoming play? What—”

“Enough, that is enough, Mademoiselle Charlotte. I believe that I’ve made it clear that I do not want to have an interview.”

“Mm, take it as a personal curiosity then! No article will be made about this, I swear.”

“…no comment.”

“Awww,” Charlotte grins. “All right, I understand. Off the record, though, does it have a name?”

“Hm?”

“Well, Surintendente Chevalmarin and The Singer of Many Waters are present. I was simply curious if your new summon also had one.”

Furina is briefly stunned by the fact that Charlotte remembers. Neuvillette does too, either to indulge her or out genuine respect for her summons she can’t tell (maybe both), but everyone else forgoes their titles. She feels the urge to hug the woman.

She doesn’t.

“A-ahem, I haven’t decided yet. He is quite rambunctious, as you can see, so it does limit my choices.”

“I’m sure that will get resolved in due time. Are you also heading to Erinnyes to watch a trial, Miss Furina?”

The bird’s claws tighten in warning, scraping her skin a little. Furina avoids reacting, glad that the Singer is quick to soothe the pain. She stands at a crossroads now: present a lie that Charlotte would undoubtedly file away to make an article or play cool, which may spark the journalist’s curiosity further. She cannot be followed, so really, there is only one path to take. “Merely to sightsee. I’d like some inspiration. As a writer yourself, I’m sure you know how that goes.”

The conversation continues. Furina is now, apparently, writing a book that she “will not reveal until the end of the year”, much to her chagrin. It is not entirely a lie, of course. She had been meaning to write a bestseller, but she would have liked to have concrete plot points rather than a concept before announcing it. Perhaps even a few chapters done…

Oh, well.

It is enough to satisfy Charlotte, and it is enough to make the aquabus trip pass by in a blur. When they arrive, Furina gives a deep bow to dear Elphane, managing to draw a tired smile out of the Melusine before vaulting off the aquabus in one smooth movement and a “ta-ta!” to the rest of the passengers, who are lining for the stairs. She knows, without looking, that Charlotte has just sighed in disappointment at not being able to continue their conversation.

Perhaps it was too much of a dramatic exit, but she inadvertently relayed too much on the Hydro Archon mask during the chat and vaulting off seemed like the logical course of action. She needed to take advantage of her ability to walk on water. She is immediately followed by her summons, of course, who had read the intent on her mind and reacted accordingly. That left the bird momentarily stunned in the circle he was making on top of the aquabus, before it too hurried to follow. She regretted it as soon as she got out of the station and was intercepted by a garde.

“Lady Furina—”

“Miss, please.”

The guard looks as if she just asked him to taste something sour. “—Miss de Fontaine, that was extremely dangerous.”

“I am perfectly aware, but I am in a bit of a hurry.”

“Be as it may, La—Miss… Furina.” He shakes his head. “Err. Miss de Fontaine.”

She laughs. “I am just a normal person now, my dear officer. You may address me as Miss Furina with no trouble.”

“You are still the brightest star in our land, my lady.” He says, seriously. “Please, take care of yourself. Try not to jump off the next aquabus, yes?”

“Yes, yes. I’d rather not set a bad example.”

The bird has made its nest atop her hair once again, staring at the exchange curiously for a second before slapping her in the face with a wing and urgently pointing to the path with the other. The officer froze in place. Furina merely sighed.

“I know, I know! Do excuse me, officer. May you have a good shift.”

“O-oh, um, thank you, my lady.”

“Miss is fine!”

Loch Urania is, thankfully, not so far from the station just by walking. It is the maneuvering over the terrain—Furina is many things, but a good climber she is not—and the enemies that make the journey long. She summons Crabaletta and Usher midway to feel safer and lets the Singer scout ahead to make sure she is keeping the correct direction. The bird’s anxiousness lets her know time is short.

When she finally makes it to the lake, the bird immediately dissolves. She tries to fix her hair a bit, soon deeming it a lost cause.


Getting back will be so embarrassing…


“Philrya.”

Furina is immediately rendered speechless. She is not expecting to come face to face with the Oceanid in her true form so soon. She is enormous, almost three meters in length and quite majestic to look at, the shimmering length of her form catching the light beautifully. The pinprick of familiarity in the back of her mind is back with a vengeance, making her blink in surprise. She instinctively knows she won’t remember, but it doesn’t stop her from trying to make sense of the vaporous feeling.

Fear, though, overpowers anything else. She flinches away, looking to the ground. Her summons make a circle around her, ineffective as it may be.

The Oceanid sighs. “I had hoped the change in scenery would relax you as much as it does me.”

“I-it’s lovely, but…”

“You have forgotten our rites, yes?”

“Huh? Oh, yes… I only remember things from when I… opened my eyes as a human, 500 years ago.”

“Then introductions are in order. I am Rhodeia of Loch, the eldest Oceanid.”

“It is a pleasure, Madam Rhodeia.”

She scoffs in amusement. “And you go… by Fiona now, was it?”

“Furina.”

“Then, Furina…” the name is bitter and strange in her voice. It catches Furina off guard—perhaps she had grown too accustomed to being addressed as Philrya by her. But after a moment, she realizes the emotion is emanating from the waters themselves, channeled through her Salon Solitaire. It appears Rhodeia is displeased with the change, yet willing to tolerate it. “I owe you an apology. I was too furious to realize at the time that you genuinely did not remember me. You did not talk back out of disrespect to your elder, you were merely protecting your territory, as you were in your right to do. I acknowledge that I acted out of place. My mimic relayed to me your journey back, so I have a better understanding of who you are now as a person and your relationship with humans.”

To Furina’s astonishment, a bubble gracefully rises from the depths of the lake towards her. Acting on instinct, she reaches out to take it, marveling at the crystalline flower inside. It gleams with a faint pink hue, displaying a spectrum of colors when the light hits it just right.

“If you accept the apology, the bubble will pop and you may pocket the flower. If you do not accept the apology, you may instead let the bubble fall back into the water. I will not mind any action you wish to take.”

“Do I… have to decide right now?”

A trickle of amusement from the waters. Furina can hear the faint grin in Rhodeia’s voice, even if she can’t see it. The Oceanid’s body is… foreign to her, now. “Child, it is improper to postpone a decision in Oceanid culture. You may reject it, and I would apologize to you again in a few months time.”

“That means… you will stay here in Fontaine…?”

“I will not. I have found my home in the tranquil waters of Bishui Plain, in Liyue. However, depending on your story, I might decide to visit again.” She grows serious, now. The change is instant. The water goes still, as if waiting with bated breath. “Speak. What did that fool Focalors do?”

Furina winces. To avoid looking at her looming figure, she timidly gazes into the flower as she recounts a summarized version of the events. She can feel the waters grow more agitated as she goes.

“That lunatic…!” Rhodeia hisses at last. “Inviting Lady Egeria’s enemy, deceiving the Heavens, concocting this absurd plan… the sheer gall to even consider it…!”

“Fontaine is saved. It was the best possible outcome.”

“At the cost of your sanity, divinity and memories.”

“My divinity… I… If I’m honest, I never saw it like that. I knew mirror-me was… well, me, but she always seemed larger than life to me. It’s hard to believe I was ever a part of her.”

“Oh, you are, child. You are.”

That taste of grief is back, much potent now. Chevalmarin floats closer and blows bubbles in an attempt to comfort the Oceanid. Furina grins faintly at the sight. Rhodeia looks like she wants to swim far away from Chevalmarin’s reach, but she begrudgingly stays there. The grief remains.

“You describe Focalors as a self-assured god, one who saw only a board and players. The pinnacle of beauty and grace, who instantly knew what to do to save her nation… but if I were to recount all the trouble that unruly Oceanid caused daily, we’d be here for the rest of your mortal life.” She sighs. “Once, you were both Philrya. Philrya was the most exasperating sister I ever had the displeasure of looking over. She was in the last school of Oceanids Lady Egeria created, nearly two millenniums ago, so she was young to me. Too young for me to understand. She was kind, clever and creative yet perplexingly disobedient. She questioned everything, challenged everyone. You’d think Lady Egeria created her from a rock from how stubborn she was. She’d sing praises to her own beauty for one second then erupt in dramatics that gave me headaches the next. She loved human arts so much that she’d regularly escape her duties in the Aquiline Shadows as a spy just to catch a glimpse of a performance in that oaf Remus’ lands. She despised getting up early. She’d laugh just like you do…

This is why, when I confronted you earlier, I was as stern as could be. Philrya would have backtalked me into a duel and then she would have embarrassed me with some trick. That is why I find you so perplexing, Furina. You are all her soft sides. Her creativity, her kindness, her love, and her hope, yet your role has hardened you.”

“O-oh. I see…” Furina feels… lost, now. She had been genuine in her desire to distance herself from her former life, yet Rhodeia’s exasperated fondness evoked a profound emptiness, a yearning for a past she can’t recall.

(That’s a lie. Drops of memories are starting to slip out of the depths of her soul, flashes of things too isolated to make sense of them, but she instinctively knows it’s Focalors’ memories from their time as Philrya. She also knows the memory block will hold. She is scared when she finds herself disappointed.)

“And to think she’d just… kill herself like that.” Rhodeia lets out a shaky sigh. “All that determination, all that stubbornness… of course it’d end like this. Did you know…? When Lady Egeria announced Her successor before heading off to that damned Khaenri’ah, it surprised Philrya the most. I… may have… acted poorly in response, but Philrya herself was her worst critic. She had always wanted to be human, not divine. Her role in the Aquiline Shadows forbade her from joining the initial batch of Oceanids that got turned into humans, and when she finally got her wish some centuries later, she was announced as the next Hydro Archon. You’ve always been trapped by duty in that sense… I suppose it is no surprise that Philrya would have cleaved herself in two and made both parts of herself suffer silently out of sheer spite, because Heavens forbid anyone get in the way of her goals! So stupid, so selfless.”

“I-it was the only way, though… if someone else had known…”

“Bah!” Rhodeia—maybe—scowls. “Always so improper. Always so ready to take on the world alone. That is the problem with youth—they want to change everything!”

Furina’s lips twitch. “I find it more inspiring than problematic, myself.”

“Of course you do! You are part of that lunatic!” She pivots into the air, perhaps as a way to release her energy. Furina watches in fascination. “I never agreed with her methods. I still don’t, but I have to accept that she did her job well, even if it came at the cost of her life… and mocking Lady Egeria’s courts.” A pause. “Ah… I mean, that both of you did your jobs well.”

Furina gives a small bow. “I am nothing if not an actress.”

“You had me fooled,” she admitted. “I thought the power had gone to your head. That all traces of kindness had been corrupted. That you’d sink Fontaine in a fortnight.”

Furina doesn’t remember the Aquiline Shadows’ dismissal very well. It had happened on the first day of her façade. She hadn’t even been aware of their existence—Focalors had not given her the information, and the reports Egeria received from them over the centuries (the ones that hadn’t been destroyed) were coded. It would take her nearly 63 years of playing hot and cold with that vaporous familiarity to crack it, but by then it had been too late. The Oceanids had just told her they would not follow her, and that had been that.

The act that laughed in their faces.

Furina lowers her head. “I’m sorry.”

The waters calm with a hint of hysterical disbelief. “Say that again.”

“I… I’m sorry?”

Rhodeia snorts. “Hm. To think that one millennium ago, I would have had had to hunt Philrya down to hear those words. That child loved riling me up.”

“Oh, um, I’m so—”

“Not so soon, Ph—Furina. It is unnatural to hear that from you.” She shudders. “I have to… get used to this new you.”

“I see…”

The past keeps finding her, doesn’t it?

Furina never had a childhood or a family to speak of, so the knowledge that some version of herself had sisters—that that version had been looked after and was now spoken of with the same fondness she’d hear some troupe members talk of the most mischievous members of their families—was… tempting to hear.

Dangerously tempting.

What did her freedom imply? When she had finally torn off the mask of the Hydro Archon, had she also bolted the door to her past completely shut? She thought she had. Even with no say in it, she fully supported Focalors’ decision to seal her memories, because it would influence her human life otherwise. This new development went against everything she wanted… didn’t it…?

(Furina had felt the execution take place, even if she had not been there herself, because just as Neuvillette’s power had been returned to him so, too, had her memories to her body. They had nestled in the deepest part of her subconscious, under lock and key, and Furina herself had, metaphorically speaking, buried them deeper without a second thought.)

She wanted to direct more plays and films. She wanted to write a bestseller. She wanted to interact with the world as herself, not as her act.

“Y-you said you wouldn’t be mad if I… don’t accept your apology, yes?”

If she was offended, Rhodeia didn’t show it. Furina could feel the barest trickle of regret from the waters. “I will not. Oceanids do not believe forcing forgiveness is fair to either party.”

With a gentle nod, Furina carefully lowers the flower toward the water’s surface. The moment it touches the liquid, the bubble bursts, causing the flower to dissolve as if it were mere sugar spun into candy floss. Furina watches intently, again bothered by an unrelenting prick of familiarity.

“Thank you for your sincerity, Furina.”

“It is no sincerity… I’m merely being selfish.”

The waters sour with confusion. “Explain.”

“I do not like being punished for something out of my control. For an aspect of myself I discarded long ago. My only fault at this point is resembling Philrya. I understand why you acted like that, but I’m just so tired of facing consequences for existing.” There had been no real reason to word it before, but now that she has started, Furina doesn’t find it in herself to stop. Rhodeia listens patiently, which she is glad for. “I’m trying to build a reputation for myself that doesn’t hinge any of my previous identities, as silly as that may seem. I want people to look at me and immediately think of Furina, the art consultant. Furina, the human. It’s incredibly frustrating to work so hard on myself just for people to define me or, or hate me from past things I can’t remember.”

“Hah… child, you are just being sincere. There is no reason to paint yourself in a negative light just for experiencing emotions.”

“…thank you, Madam Rhodeia.”

“I shall be truthful with you in turn. I cannot see you as anything else but Philrya at the moment, simply because I spent centuries with that version of yourself and your mannerisms remain unchanged. I will gradually come to see you as Furina, but I will do so in my abode to spare you unnecessary stress.”

“That is very kind—”

“However, I should clarify that I have not stopped considering you as my sister, though I suppose now you could be called the youngest. I do not believe this will change in the future.”

Furina blinks, startled. “Y-you still consider me as one of your own? But I’m human…”

“There are very few things that can break the bond our shoal shares.” And, after a few beats of hesitance, she adds. “I am sure those who are left will welcome you. Rest assured that our surviving sisters are gentler than I could ever hope to be.”

“But that’s…”

Still tying her to the past. Still tying her to Philrya, whoever she might have been.

She takes a deep breath. “I need to think about this. I don’t think I’m ready to face them… or that I’ll… ever be.”

“Of course. There is no need to force yourself—you’ve made it perfectly clear that you wish to construct a new life. I shall intrude no longer.”

“Oh… i-it was nothing. Thank you for… visiting, Madam Rhodeia.”

“May the current give you strength, Furina.”

A cordial farewell of times long gone. Furina doesn’t remember if there is a proper reply, and in fear of blundering Oceanid culture settles for a deep bow instead. The great spirit returns it before disappearing into the waters, surely returning to Liyue.

Mind drifting, Furina takes a moment to gaze at the scenery, so beautifully gentle, and slowly rises to her feet.


Notes for the Chapter:
Rhodeia is underestimating Neuvillete, by the way-

I am not very sure of the timeline of events, so I took a few liberties here. Egeria created the first Oceanid, from which all other Oceanids are born, but I headcanon that Egeria did create more Oceanids herself along the way. Rhodeia is one of the oldest Oceanids, from the first generation, while Furina comes from the last. The cataclysm thinned their numbers to the point that Rhodeia is now the oldest.

Now, I am unsure when exactly Egeria sinned, was banished and returned then as the Hydro Archon when Remuria fell. In canon, Focalors said she was one of her Oceanid familiars, so that implies she wasn’t turned into a human right away. In this fic, though all Oceanids reported to Egeria, not all were actively “spies” (the Aquiline Shadows). Those were the first batch that asked Egeria to turn them into humans and gave way to the sin. Furina couldn’t initially join, but Egeria did promise to turn her into a human eventually, which she did. Then the order to go off Khaenri’ah happened, and Egeria chose the just-turned-human Furina as her successor. So yeah. Canon divergence. I guess we’ll get more details in Neuvillette or Furina’s Act 2.

Rant over, thank you for reading!






2. Contemplation

Notes for the Chapter:Some scenes I thought I’d add.





After some miracle work on her hair, she deems it adequate enough to make her way back. She is a few minutes away from the station when a splash on blue appears in the distance. A look through her Salon Solitaire quickly lets her know it’s the Chief Justice himself, waiting patiently near the Statue of the Seven. Curious and just a little bit weary, Furina adjusts her course to meet him.

“Monsieur Neuvillette,” she greets once she is close enough, dismissing her mimics in his presence. She kept them active for safety only, but there was no need for that anymore. “Out for a break, hm?”

“Miss Furina, what a pleasure to see you well,” he answers, with a polite nod. “I have just finished the last trial for today. It took longer than I would have liked… forgive me, I would have joined you otherwise.”

She blinks. “Join me?”

“I sensed a particular presence arrive in Loch Urania an hour ago. It didn’t appear hostile, but one can never be too cautious with these matters, so I asked Trow to check for me as I was still occupied with a trial. She told me that she saw you head to Loch Urania on the way back.”

“Oh, I didn’t see her…”

“Was everything alright, Miss Furina? I imagine the whole affair must have been quite surprising.”

Furina contemplates him for a second. His expression remains impassive to people who aren’t familiar with him, but she can tell the worry in the light crease of his eyebrows. He truly was too kind to her…

“Yes… it was…” She sighs. “I’ve always been curious about the Oceanids ever since the dismissal of the Aquiline Shadows, but… I didn’t imagine I’d ever met them. It’s amusing, isn’t it? I think I have my life in order, and something always happens. It seems the universe wants to keep me sharp, hm? There are… a lot of things to process.”

“I would be delighted to listen, if you would have me.”

She’s about to reply when her stomach growls. Her face flushes instantly. Neuvillette gives her a gentle smile.

“It has been a while since we’ve dined together,” he says, with a soft hum of contemplation. “Shall we, Miss Furina? I believe Hotel Debord has added new items to its menu.”

“T-thank you. That sounds nice…”

…

She tells him a revised version of the events. It’s not that she wants to hide things from him, no, but if there is the slightest possibility of the Oceanids resuming their duties to Fontaine… well, then they would be working quite closely with Neuvillette, no? And she doesn’t want him to worry…

(It probably wouldn’t happen, but she can dream).

Besides, Rhodeia apologized. Furina was still displeased about the hit, no amount of history would ever justify that, but she appreciated the apology. It was a hard thing to do for proud (Oceanids? Fish? Water spirits?), so it said a lot about the former spy.

“Are you planning to visit them?” Neuvillette asks once she finishes telling him about the encounter.

“I… don’t know. I didn’t know it was an option until now. She left me their locations, so perhaps I’ll do it at some point, but… well, things have been fine until now, right? Maybe I’ll just be disrupting everything. I mean, they went no contact for a reason.”

He pauses for a moment. “Social situations hardly follow a pattern. We could come up with a thousand things that might be said, and we’d still fail to consider something. Everyone perceives things differently. I believe, and pardon me for the assumption, that since you don’t remember their characters anymore, you naturally expect them to act like Madame Rhodeia.”

She shudders. “No, you saw right through me. I guess I do fear that. She said they were kinder, but the first impression she left on me was… uh. Well. She was very strict.” She frowns thoughtfully at her plate. “Like the sort to get mad because you don’t finish your vegetables.” She giggles at the image. “Gosh, I wonder if that ever happened. What do Oceanids even eat?”

“With all due respect, Miss Furina, with your… high standards… I image it must have happened at some point.”

“Pfff… stop teasing me. I am sure I was a perfect angel, thank you.”

A little voice that sounds suspiciously like Rhodeia nearly groans in the back of her mind: the most exasperating, disobedient…!

Neuvillette doesn’t need to know that.

“I-in any case, it is strange to miss something I don’t remember having. If it were up to me, I wouldn’t change anything about this situation, but I must admit that my curiosity… is strong.”

“There is no point in rushing to a decision, Miss Furina. Perhaps you will find your answer in a few years, and no one would fault you for that.” He hums. “Or you could send them a letter…”

“I’ll… think about it…”

…

The same conversation happens a few days later, during a visit from Clorinde, Lumine and Paimon, who always visited her when she went large amounts of time without leaving her apartment.

She might have had a bad day here and there, but she was okay this time…! Well, mostly…! Just busy plotting the book she had apparently sold her soul to during that interview with Charlotte. She would do her best to publish it by the end of the year, but it was proving to be more of a challenge than she expected. She had plenty of ideas, though it was hard to string them together…


I guess I do prefer directing to writing…


Alas, the distraction her friends provided was very welcome. Furina hadn’t even realized she hadn’t eaten for a day and a half, so caught up on planning as she had been.

“We met Rhodeia once, actually,” Lumine tells her. “She thought we were assassins. That was not a fun battle. She kept sinking the platforms…”

“Assassins? Whatever for?”

Paimon shrugs. “No idea! She seemed convinced someone from her homeland had sent us.”

“From Fontaine?” Clorinde asks, all the way from the kitchen where is currently preparing (at her insistence) onion soup. “How strange.”

“Yes, very strange indeed…” Furina mumbles. “She didn’t mention that to me. I guess it’s because I’m not the Hydro Archon, so I have no authority to send… assassins… anymore. Is that really what she thought all these centuries? I never considered their departure as treason. I should clarify that… oh, but how…?”

“You could send a letter. We can deliver it if you want,” Lumine assured her with a kind smile. “We were thinking of heading to Mondstandt for a visit, so it’s on the way.”

“Do you think… that’s what the others think too…?”

“Oh, no way!” Paimon vehemently protests. “We haven’t met everyone on the list Rhodeia gave you, but the Traveler and Paimon can vouch for Callirhoe, Mary-Ann and Idyia. They are all pretty nice! Paimon is sure they’d love to have you.”

Lumine nods.

“I think it would be a good idea to start with Idyia if you do make the decision to meet them. She’s in Sumeru, safeguarding the Veluriyam Mirage. As for the others… maybe starting with a letter would be better.”

“The Veluriyam Mirage… strange, I haven’t heard that name before. Is it some sort of oasis…?”

“Eh, it’s a secret domain inside a bottle. There are a lot of friendly Hydro Eidolons inside. Idyia has received visits from time to time. She treasures them so much that you can find all sorts of things across the domain that have been gifts from the people she met. I’m sure she has a lot of stories to tell you and would be delighted to hear stories in turn.”

“Yeah, but she’s a bit weird too…” Paimon continues. “Paimon doesn’t mean that in a bad way! It’s just that… her sense of humor is…”

“Oh, I’m sure that just adds to her charms,” Furina says.

“So, so? Will you visit her?”

“I’m… still thinking about it…”

“I don’t mean to trouble you, Furina,” Clorinde says, unseen, but Furina knows her well enough to imagine her contemplative expression. “Perhaps it will do you some good to travel. Not only will you meet more people, but it will distract you from all the memories in Fontaine.”

“I don’t think it will distract me, honestly… considering who I’d be going to meet…” Furina sighs. “Besides, that book has me suffering…! I don’t think I’ll be setting so much as a foot outside for a while.” She sighs. “And… despite what Madam Rhodeia said, they aren’t my sisters. They are Philrya’s sisters.”

“But they could be your friends, Furina.”

“I think there is too much going on between us for that to be possible… I appreciate your advice, though. Thanks, everyone.”

…

When Lumine enters Rhodeia’s domain, she is immediately greeted by two Hydro mimics in the form of boars barreling toward her. Paimon screeches, floating higher and out of harm, only to be immediately trapped in a bubble. Lumine dodges without a second thought, exasperated but not surprised. She doesn’t even summon her weapon.

Rhodeia appears moments later, her looming figure elegantly floating out of the water.

“It would be best if you left immediately, trespassers, lest you invoke the—”

“Rhodeia! It’s us!” Calls Paimon.

The waters churned violently in response to the interruption.

Dodging the boars yet again, Lumine remains unimpressed.


Yeah, Furina wasn’t kidding, she hates interruptions.


“I am aware, fairy. You are still in my territory.”

“C’mon! We have a letter from Furina!”

The boars freeze in place. Lumine stops in a sort of awkward half-step, unsure if they will advance again. It is hard to tell from her features, but the Oceanid seems to be frowning at them.

“Do you, now?”

“Yeah, yeah! So, we come in peace!” Paimon says, urgently motioning at Lumine to take out the letter, which she does after a moment of fumbling with her backpack.

“Here you go,” she says, extending it in Rhodeia’s direction. An Hydro crane manifests from the waters nearby, gently taking it from Lumine’s hand. She half-expects it to peck her, but it just flies to Rhodeia. It is a bit amusing to see the enormous water spirit frown at the tiny paper presented to her, as if unsure how to proceed. It is barely the length of her eye.

“Would it, uh, would it be better if we read it to you…?” Paimon tries. The glare Rhodeia sends in her direction makes regret her words. “Okay, okay! It was just a suggestion!”

“Preposterous. I am perfectly able to read human correspondence. You may go now.”

The bubble trapping Paimon pops, and she floats delicately back to Lumine’s side. “Ah-ha, so you do have a soft spot for Furina then.”

“Paimon…” Lumine sighs.

“Do not pretend to be so familiar with me, fairy.” Rhodeia hisses. “Mind your business.” The boars take a step in warning. “Leave my territory. Now.”

“Going! Gone! Long gone!” Lumine replies.

Once outside, Paimon curiously peers in the Oceanid’s direction. “How do you think she’ll read it…? Hasn’t it gotten all soggy already…?”

“All the other Oceanids we’ve met have had human forms, so I don’t think it will be too much trouble. C’mon, we have to get to Mondstadt. I really want to see everyone.”

“Right! Off we go then!”


Notes for the Chapter:
Ah, yes, the Traveler, Teyvat’s favorite errand person.






3. Remembrance I



When Tyche had sought her out to tell her the news, Rhodeia had taken a moment to mourn her peace and quiet. Then, as was expected for someone from her station, who could be considered one of Lady Egeria’s confidants and one of the oldest Oceanids, she put everything aside to assist her goddess.

The Lochfolk erupted in activity, preparing new abodes for their newest members. Her sisters were clearly overjoyed. Rhodeia didn’t stop to watch their preparations, making a beeline for Lady Egeria’s room in her underwater palace. After a small pause where she makes sure she is presentable, she knocks.

“Come in, please,” her gentle voice soothes Rhodeia’s nerves. She enters with a small flourish, ending in a bow as per tradition. When she looks up, she is greeted by the newest generation of Oceanids. Eighteen of them, curiously extending their fins and propelling themselves forward, eager to explore. They were tiny. Rhodeia could have gathered all of them in just one fin. It is an extraordinarily small batch—Lady Egeria usually creates around a hundred, but then again, she hadn’t created new ones for nearly a century. Rhodeia had thought she didn’t see a need to. What had prompted this miracle, she wonders?

(Truth be told, unlike other species in Remuria, the Lochfolk were immortal or at the very least ridiculously longevous, and so they didn’t see a need to constantly grow their numbers despite being able to reproduce. They were merely content to exist alongside Egeria and serve her. Perhaps the Mistress of Many Waters felt the need for new faces…)

The waters are tranquil and inviting from the affection Rhodeia can feel welling up within Egeria. She surveys her youngest sisters for any injuries, even if she knows it is a silly worry. Most of them seem to be asleep. Lady Egeria smiles gently at her, in a happy mood from all the babies surrounding her. She has two in her arms. Her wavy locks of dark hair float all around her, freed this once from the tight bun she constantly keeps it in. One of her sisters is trying to follow the locks of hair, perhaps in an attempt to grab hold of them, but her movements are poorly timed, and her constant movements mean the water is always keeping the hair out of reach.

Ah, she will make a fine gatherer with that energy, Rhodeia thinks approvingly.

“Rhodeia, it is a pleasure to see you. You must forgive me—I’ve taken you from your duties.”

“I exist to serve you, milady,” is Rhodeia’s eager reply. When she continues to survey the remaining batch, silently counting them in her head again, she meets a gaze so intense that she is momentarily taken aback. Her newly born sister—number twelve in her headcount—looks like she wants to conquer the entire world despite only being alive for less than an hour. Slightly amused, Rhodeia creates the smallest of currents with a minute movement of her fin that unbalances the young Oceanid instantly. She frowns in confusion, not understanding why the world is turning without her permission. Lady Egeria catches the encounter and chuckles. The movement startles the young she holds in her arms, who make a clumsy escape towards the ceiling before becoming fascinated with the light there.


To dismiss Her embrace so easily…! Oh, naive sisters of mine, you have much to learn.


Egeria is already reaching for the twelfth, now floating upside down near her.

“You need rest, milady. I will take care of my sisters, and you can join us in three weeks when they will have reached maturity.”

“Nonsense,” Egeria chides, carefully cradling the young Oceanid in the crook of her arm. “I have not had the pleasure of caring for the young for much too long. This will be a welcome break from my duties.”

As she is, Rhodeia thinks, not for the first time, that her creator appears sublime. The humans might refer to her as a mother, but the thought of using such a familiar term for the Mistress of Many Waters sends a shudder through Rhodeia. No, her Mistress deserves nothing less than utmost respect.

“As you wish, milady.”

“Then, Rhodeia, let us start the naming process.” Lady Egeria smiles delicately, letting her hand float in the twelfth’s reach. A set of curious fins reach out to play with the offered hand. Rhodeia restrains the impulse to instill a lesson in respect; it is too early for such guidance. She stands at attention, ready to commit the new names to memory. Her sister succeeds in pulling Lady Egeria’s hair, making the Lady laugh. With a brief movement of her hand, the water carries the energetic Oceanid to her free hand. “This shall be Amalthea. I hope her energy will do the shoal good.”

“Amalthea of Loch,” Rhodeia repeats, because a name spoken only once is quickly forgotten in the vast ocean.

“This,” she says then, turning to the one in her arms, “will be Philrya. I hope her curiosity will do the shoal good.”

“Philrya of Loch.”

(And, oh, if only she knew then how well acquainted they would be…)

“This shall be Ianeira. I hope her innocence will do the shoal good.”

“Ianeira of Loch.”

And so on, and so forth, until all eighteen bore a name.

Other tasks came then, such as teaching the young how to properly swim. While their instincts played a significant role, Rhodeia and Tyche took some time to demonstrate fundamental movements and stabilization techniques under Lady Egeria’s tender gaze. As her form didn’t resemble the Lochfolk, all she could offer the young was verbal guidance and brief distractions whenever they took a break, gently taking small fins in her hands to spin them into a playful dance.

After two days of practice, once they had mastered these skills, the elders escorted them out of the nursery to the shortest current in their lands. There, the young ones were unceremoniously dropped and expected to navigate their way, as per Oceanid culture. Much like birds are nudged out of the nest to learn to fly, Oceanids nudged their young to quickly learn how to ride the currents.

(Back when the first Oceanid had divided into the first generation of Oceanids, Lady Egeria had been quite alarmed when the young seemed quite insistent to ride the currents, guided by instinct. She foiled their attempts until the God of Wisdom gently pointed out what this rite of passage meant for the water spirits.)

It was amusing to realize that, even long after making peace with this peculiarity of Oceanids, Lady Egeria remained on edge. Rhodeia sensed her extending her influence over the entire current, ready to intervene and catch any Oceanid that might struggle or be accidentally ejected from the current. Her sea green eyes, usually so serene, now betrayed a subtle tension as they fixed on the young.

“Milady, it will be fine. They will not learn if you coddle them,” Tyche gently admonished her. Their goddess sighed.

“I know, I know, it’s just… they are so small, and the current… if only this could happen when they are bigger…”

“C’mon, Idyia got thrown off and she’s doing just fine.”

That drew a small smile out of her. “My dear, sweet Idyia… ah, I sense her. She is waiting at the end of the current with the others, yes? Who will escort the young this time?”

“Callirhoe, Tyche and I,” Rhodeia answers, idly watching Amalthea buzz in place in her excitement. The others are curiously exploring their surroundings. Philrya has managed to acquire a discarded crab shell and is twirling around with it in fin, an intriguing sight. It’s as if she’s attempting to emulate Lady Egeria. While her stabilization still requires some refinement—she has overlooked the weight of the shell, resulting in a more carousel-like spin than a gentle one, where the shell seems to have taken the lead and is dragging her around—her swift grasp of the techniques is praiseworthy. She is already trying to adjust the speed. As trial and error is important, Rhodeia doesn’t feel it necessary to help.

“Good, good. Then…” Lady Egeria takes a deep ‘breath’, insofar one can ‘take a breath’ while nearly 550m underwater, of course. “Then… we may begin. Please, my dear Oceanids, be careful and remember what you’ve learned so far, yes?”

The young do not understand speech in its entirety yet, but they can tell Lady Egeria is worried, and that seems to make them worried in turn. Philrya has stopped spinning, her body almost sagging under the weight of the shell, which she stubbornly keeps between her fins. Even Amalthea has grown quiet.

Tyche lets out a small huff of amusement. “Ah, seems like this will be a wild ride.” Without waiting for confirmation, she tosses Ianeira, who had been unfortunate enough to be nearby, into the current. Ianeira disappears with a squeak, much to their younger sisters’ horror. Lady Egeria is clutching her dress between her fingers. Her power grows more prominent, worriedly following Ianeira’s progress. The Mistress of Many Waters seems to be struggling not to halt the current in that very moment. The little Oceanid is tumbling along like a leaf into the wind, but she must quickly regain her balance because Callirhoe does not intervene, at least not as far as Rhodeia can see.

The rest quickly follow. Philrya is smart enough to drop the shell just as Tyche whisks her away. With a powerful push from her fins, Rhodeia effortlessly matches the speed of the current even outside of it. Tyche positions herself to watch the rear as she finishes tossing their remaining sisters into the flow.

Rhodeia knew there was no need to worry, of course. Instinct is a powerful thing, but it is still reassuring to see all the sisters under her care succeed in stabilizing themselves. Soon, they become the very definition of joy. Lady Egeria’s relief is palpable in the way the waters become tranquil, in the way the tense presence of her power recedes just barely.

All that is left now is to follow them to the end of the current. From the looks of it, it should only be two more minutes. Several schools of fish have joined the trip with their own young. Rhodeia even spots a Blubberbeast, who had nonchalantly begun riding the current. He posed a challenge for her sisters, as his great size blocked most of their path, forcing them to be creative with their maneuvers unless they wanted to crash into him.

Perfect, she thought, pleased. This will greatly improve their reflexes.

Less than a minute left.

A shock of Lady Egeria’s power goes through her, urgent. Rhodeia blinks, momentarily taken aback.


Is something…?


Her gaze searches for something amiss. No one seems to be in any sort of trouble, correctly keeping their fins moving, deftly soaring through the current—

That’s when Rhodeia spots Philrya moving too close to the current’s edge. It is an utterly senseless move that contradicts everything her instincts must be telling her, so it doesn’t initially occur to Rhodeia that it might be on purpose. No, instead, she wonders if perhaps Philrya is running out of stamina (but the current isn’t physically demanding to ride, it merely requires dexterity), or perhaps she got dizzy (she had done a couple experimental twirls, Rhodeia had seen that, but nothing that would stump her so), or maybe she is weak because she hadn’t eaten (impossible, Lady Egeria wouldn’t overlook something like that), or… perhaps she had been hit by a stray rock swept away by the current…? (no, this current is not near any underwater mountains or seafloor).

Alarmed, the Oceanid quickly rounds the current, getting to Philrya’s location in seconds. She positions herself so that if her young sister gets expelled, she’d hit Rhodeia’s soft body instead.

“What’s wrong, child?” Rhodeia says.

The water movement near the edge is strong enough to make the young Oceanid tremble inside, fighting to keep stable, just like a human child would do in the face of a strong gale. Her stabilization has improved by leaps and bounds in such a short time…!

Then, she tilts, one of her fins getting close enough to touch the edge…!

Rhodeia braces herself.

But, to her great surprise (and Lady Egeria’s, too, because her power wanes in confusion), Philrya instead gets propelled forward, circling the edge, using the water pressure to her advantage. She advances so fast that she almost catches up to Callirhoe’s group before she loses her grip and returns to the center, giggling, spinning weakly. Her sisters express their surprise in awed babbles, which she seems to soak in.

Rhodeia stares.

This child…! They were going to teach them how to take advantage of the water pressure tomorrow!

Did Tyche mention it at some point…? They had taken turns, each taking four of the young to teach while the other ten danced and played with Lady Egeria, so perhaps… but Tyche wouldn’t be so irresponsible, would she?

Philrya goes to try again.

Rhodeia is there in an instant. Something in her expression must make the young Oceanid reconsider because she recoils back to the center, visibly nervous. It’s a good thing she doesn’t do anything else, because they are approaching the end of the current fast. If she tried that little stunt again, she would have been propelled off quite harshly.

(Considering Idyia’s luck, Philrya would have crashed into her… but if it is something that could be avoided…)

Once everyone is out and accounted for, the celebration for their successful first voyage begins in earnest. The shoal sings praises and plays with their youngest. Rhodeia can feel the presence of a few human boats two hundred or so meters above them, and carefully keeps watch along with other members of the Aquiline Shadows while the others celebrate. She catches sight of Lady Egeria, once again the very epitome of serenity now that the rite of passage is over. She sports a contemplative expression, gazing in Philrya’s direction.

Rhodeia… doesn’t know what to think. It is too soon to jump to conclusions, but… perhaps Philrya will surprise her more in the future. She is looking forward to it, so long as she does things within reason.




