
1. My Name is Furina



“My name is Furina de Fontaine,” she said, staring into the mirror.

But that wasn’t quite right. The title ‘de Fontaine’ was one that came with her role as the Hydro Archon, because now that she was just a human, it seemed extraneous to keep it there.

“My name is Furina,” she said instead, continuing to stare intently at the blue eyes, which stared hard back at her.

She had done this before, staring into the mirror many times, as she prayed fervently to the true Hydro Archon, her mirror-self, wishing that she would answer her prayers, but no response ever came. She had been all alone.

And she wondered why she had thought this would be any different, now that the curtains had fallen and the play was over. If Neuvillette’s words were correct, and she had no doubt that he was right, Focalors was now and truly gone, and Furina was now and truly alone.

But who was Furina?

“My name is Furina,” she said again, fiddling slightly with the hem of her jacket. “And I like the colour blue. And I like cakes.”

But did she really like the colour blue, or had that too been thrust upon her, with her responsibilities as an archon?

“My name is Furina and I like cakes.”

And this time, at least, she could say that those words were true.

Unbidden, she let out a dark chuckle.

Wasn’t that nice?

Five hundred years of existence, and all she knew was her name and the fact that she liked cakes.

She could not even say for sure if she was a nice person. She had tried to be, at the start, until the pressure by the people to put up a more haughty and dramatic front had taken over her desire to be nice. And to be liked.

At the start, at the very beginning, Furina could be quite certain that she had been a nice person. But now, after five hundred years of pretending otherwise, it was difficult to say whether at some point, the mask had melded into the person, leaving nothing behind.

“My name is Furina, and I like cakes,” she tried to say with a more gentle lilt in her voice, instead of her usual dramatic affectations, but somehow the words still came out imperiously.

She clenched her fists and sucked in a breath. “My-name-is-Furina-and-I-like-cakes,” she burst out quickly, but even that sounded superficial, contrived, and completely untrue. But it was true. She was trying so, so, hard, but now even the truth rang like lies in her ears.

Furina crumbled to the ground, fighting back her tears uselessly, as they poured out of her, splattering all over.

“My name is Furina,” she cried, “And I don’t know who I am anymore.”





2. When you look at your vision, what do you see?

Summary for the Chapter:
Furina and Neuvillette talk about her newly acquired vision.


Notes for the Chapter:I initially wrote this as purely platonic, but realised that it can be interpreted at pre-relationship if you wish to do so!





Furina sat on the stage of the Opera Epiclese, all alone and in the darkness.

Her legs swung by the edge of the stage freely, while she leaned back and gazed up into the high ceiling above her.

For all that this place was her prison, it was also her favourite place in the world.

So full of drama, so full of passion- it was at the times she had performed onstage, not portraying the Hydro Archon but in just various roles across the years, that she had brushed with the feeling of unbridled joy.

It had been a little hard, when she had drawn her boundary at performing, but now that she had returned to the stage, it was difficult to imagine how else she would lead the rest of her life.

After all, it would not do to simply bury herself eating macaroni all day.

Perhaps the traveller was right- she should let herself out of the house a bit more, perform a bit more…

Then another memory came to her.

“It’s not like you,” the traveller had said, when wondering why she had been willing to visit Poisson with the theatre troupe.

At the time, she had brushed those words aside, but now, they echoed in her mind, bouncing across the walls of the Opera Epiclese.

But what did it mean to be like her? Was Lumine referring to the Hydro Archon she pretended to be- the haughty, arrogant one? And did Furina even want to be that? The version of herself that was just always helpless, useless, trapped within a role where she could only ever wait and watch?

She stared down at her new vision, clutched between her fingers.

“You did a great job during that performance, Miss Furina,” Neuvillette remarked.

Furina looked back up, to see Neuvillette striding down the stairs of the theatre slowly, a gentle smile on his face.

“Thanks,” she said softly, looking away.

“Oh? Do you not believe that your performance was brilliant?” he asked, taking a seat on the front row.

“It’s not that,” Furina muttered, her words carried to him by the fine acoustics of the stage. She tightened her grip on the vision in her palm. “Why did you give this to me?”

“I thought it was an admirable performance,” Neuvillette said casually, like this meant nothing at all, when it meant so, so, much.

“I don’t want your pity, Monsieur Neuvillette,” Furina said firmly, forcing herself to look up and stare the Hydro Sovereign. She was only able to hold his sharp gaze for two seconds, before she looked away.

“Pity?” Neuvillette repeated, a note of confusion in his voice. “I’m afraid I do not understand what you mean. I gifted it to you on merit.”

Furina laughed bitterly. “It was just a performance, Monsieur Neuvillette. Visions are granted as an acknowledgement of strength and ambition. On that stage, I displayed none of it.”

“Just a performance, you say,” Neuvillette said, rising to his feet. She could hear his footsteps, clattering as he walked off the carpeted audience area onto the wooden floor right in front of the stage.

She stared down at him, blinking. It was strange, to be the taller one between them for once. In all of their five-hundred years of friendship, it had always been Furina looking up to him, as she sought for his help and his reassurance.

“For the past five centuries,” Neuvillette said calmly, conversationally, looking up at her, “what you had done, to save Fontainians from the prophecy- was that not also a performance?”

“I merely played my role and did what needed to be done,” Furina murmured, “Anyone would have done that, were they in my position.”

“I have seen many things, and been acquainted with many humans across my years in Fontaine,” Neuvillette said, “And I can tell you for sure that very few, no, I cannot imagine of any, who would have been able to put up such a performance for this long, nor endure the tolls of the mind that you had experienced. Fontaine would have fallen and Focalors’ plan would have been for naught, if you had wavered.”

“I did waver. I was weak. You have no idea, Neuvillette,” Furina said desperately, biting down on her lips to stop herself from crying, “How close I came to faltering.”

“But you didn’t. And therein lies your strength,” Neuvillette said seriously. “One is not brave when he is unafraid of what’s before him- true bravery is when you are terrified, but you press on nonetheless.”

Furina shook her head, clenching her fists on her lap. “If I were stronger- If I were the true Hydro Archon, then so many people wouldn’t have died. The serial disappearances cases… Poisson…”

“We cannot hold ourselves responsible for things beyond our power,” Neuvillette answered quietly, a shadow passing his face. “That is why in the law we do not punish omissions. And if there is blame to be passed, let it rest with me.”

“You are being too kind with me, Monsieur Neuvillette,” Furina said softly and shakily, her voice a stage whisper. “Why are you always so kind to me?”

“I wish you were kinder to yourself,” Neuvillette answered, his gaze faraway. “Mortal minds should not be made to carry immortal burdens. You had been given a burden, Furina, and you had carried it tremendously well. For such a performance like that, how could it not be worth a vision? Visions have been given for far lesser feats of greatness than your own.”

Furina re-centred her focus towards the vision in her grasp.

For all these years, she had dreamed and prayed and wished to be able to control the element of hydro, to create some semblance of authority- after all, what kind of Hydro Archon held no power over her own element? But now that it was all over, it was finally here- what she had dreamed of, a power that was now hers to wield freely as she wished.

“You have not tried using it yet,” Neuvillette noted curiously.

“Yes,” Furina replied, her voice hitching. “I’m just… afraid.”

Neuvillette stood there blinking for a moment, looking extremely confused. “Afraid?” he asked, tilting his head to the side. “I’m afraid I don’t quite understand.”

“I’ve wanted this for the longest time,” Furina admitted, swallowing back a nervous laugh. “And now that it’s here, I’m afraid… afraid that it won’t live up to what I’ve built up in my head.”

“A vision adapts based on its owner’s personality,” Neuvillette answered in a matter-of-fact tone. “Perhaps you will find that it will be exactly what you’ve thought it would be.”

“Truly?” Furina asked, finding herself, once again, seeking reassurance from the Hydro Dragon.

“Truly,” he promised, and she believed him.

Taking a deep breath, Furina closed her eyes.

It had not been the first time she had tried to reach within herself for the element of hydro.

She had tried so, so, many times.

But today-

This was the first time she succeeded.

 


Notes for the Chapter:
I love the dynamic between these two, as both lonely beings who had only each other for company for the past five-hundred years as the rest of Fontaine progressed under their careful watch.






3. Not Lady Furina Anymore




“Clorinde has stood by me and protected me on several occasions, so I trust her very much. Hmm… I do miss her ever so slightly, but I don’t have any real reason to see her now.” - Furina, About Clorinde


—

Furina hummed to herself as she tried to deliberate between the strawberry cheesecake and the salted caramel one.

It was a truly difficult decision.

While she could well afford to purchase both of them, she was only going to consume one slice tonight, and the other slice would be less fresh. Less perfect.

Come on, Furina, she thought to herself frustratedly, it’s just supermarket cheesecake!

But decisions were hard. Decisions were painful. Especially now, when nothing at all was happening in her life, that her most important choices were what to have for supper.

With a sigh, Furina piled both boxes into her trolley, and continued strolling down the aisle.

She lifted a box of macaroni from the shelf and gently set it down beside the cakes.

“That will be fifty mora,” the cashier said in a bored voice.

“Thank you,” Furina said quietly, handing him the money.

She could see the moment he recognised her voice. “Lady Furina?” he muttered to himself, looking up from the register to meet her gaze. She looked away.

“Hello, good citizen,” she said awkwardly, in a strange mash of her meek and bold personas.

She did not dare to see whether the surprise in his eyes had given way to admiration or a judgemental gaze, as they always did these days, and she quickly grabbed her goods and fled the supermarket.

Once outside, she leaned forward and let out a sigh.

Even though her act was over, the curtain call seemed to go on, and on, and on.

With a heavy heart, Furina slung her bag over her shoulder, and slowly trudged back home.

It was a small relief that due to her indecision at the supermarket, night had descended, and there were fewer people around. Fewer people to recognise her. Fewer people to watch her with scornful eyes.

It was raining today. Absently, Furina wondered what case Neuvillette must be reading, to cause him such grief. For such an outwardly stoic man, he was such a marshmallow inside sometimes.

“There she is!” someone barked out harshly.

Furina’s heart sank.

There was only one in Fontaine that could inspire such vitriol.

Before she knew it, she found herself surrounded by a group of citizens, towering over her and giving her nowhere to run.

“You’re surprisingly easy to find,” one of the men hissed.

Furina reached to hold onto her vision. From what she could see, they were unarmed, so she could take them if needed. But she did not want to hurt them, even angry, they were still her people-

“What do you want from me?” she asked loudly, projecting a false air of confidence. “You’re making a mistake.”

“Palais Mermonia claims that you lost your divinity to save Fontaine,” one of the women in the bunch demanded, “But that’s a lie, right? My sister is one of those who died in Poisson. And here you are, hiding away from everyone-”

“I, I-” Furina stammered, taking a step back, but there was another person right behind her.

“You didn’t do anything when Fontaine was flooded!” another man accused, his eyes wild and alight with fury, “At least the Duke and some others had tried to rescue everyone, but you just sat on your throne and did nothing!”

Furina could feel her heart rate start to quicken, and she dropped her groceries to the ground-


Use my vision?



No!



But they’re wrong!



No, they’re right!


Two sides of her warred at each other, but she was certain of one thing- these people were innocent, they were just grieving, and she shouldn’t hurt them-

A purple bolt of lightning streaked through the crowd.

“Stay away from her.”

Furina slowly opened her eyes, and saw a familiar figure standing in front of her, her sword drawn out and crackling with electro.

“Clorinde?” Furina gasped in disbelief.

She had not seen Clorinde since she had moved out of Palais Mermonia, so what was she doing here?

The fierce looks in the eyes of the mob had diminished into fear at the sight of the Champion Dueller. “I will not warn twice,” Clorinde whispered, and that was enough to scare them off, the people bolting and dispersing into the narrow alleyways they came from.

Clorinde made it look so easy, as always.

“Thank you,” Furina said quietly, picking up her bag of cake. She chewed her gum in dismay as she realised that the cakes had been ruined.

“Are you alright?” Clorinde asked gently, turning to her and giving her a once-over.

“I’m fine,” Furina said hollowly, trying to hold back the waves of distress that continued to crash against her. Struggling to keep a straight face, she asked, “Why are you here?”

Asking that question, while completely drenched in the rain, holding a bag of ruined cakes, Furina felt absolutely pathetic.

But Clorinde, impeccable as always, did not carry judgement in her eyes.

She merely replied, “I was just passing by.”

“Oh,” Furina said, not sure why she felt a little disappointed. Darting her eyes to the side, she murmured, “You… have not come to visit me.”

“I did not think you would want to see me.”

Furina blinked, and turned back to Clorinde. “What do you mean? I do want to see you.”

“I betrayed you,” Clorinde said, lowering her head.

“Neuvillette betrayed me too,” Furina pointed out, “And that has not stopped him.”

“Monsieur Neuvillette is the head of Fontaine, I am merely a servant of the court,” Clorinde answered seriously, “I do not deserve to-”

“I thought you didn’t come because you didn’t like me anymore,” Furina continued quietly, unable to keep the hurt from her voice.

Clorinde’s eyes widened. “No!” she breathed hurriedly, “Lady Furina, it is my honour to protect you.”

Furina tightened her grip on her bag. “Not Lady Furina anymore,” she said, “Just Furina.”

“Lady Furina-”

“Please.”

Clorinde regarded her for a moment. “Furina,” she said haltingly, pursing her lips.

The tension in Furina’s shoulders decreased, the pressure rolling off her shoulders.

“If you wish for me to visit,” Clorinde continued quietly, “You need only ask.”

“You no longer owe me your allegiance, Clorinde,” Furina replied, “I do not command your presence, all I wish for is your friendship.”

“If Lady- If Furina will have me, I am happy to be your friend.”

“It’s settled then!” Furina said excitedly, rubbing her hands together. “To mark our friendship, would you like to come over for some supper? I bought two-” Then her face fell, for she remembered the sad fates of her cakes. “Never mind.”

“I do not mind crushed food,” Clorinde said.

“No, no! I would be a terrible host if I served you such an ugly cake.”

“But now we are… friends, right?” Clorinde mused aloud, “Friends would eat sad-looking food together.”

Furina blinked. “I… I suppose they do.” She stared down at the bag of cakes in her hand.

“So,” she asked, a small smile on her face, “Do you favour strawberry or caramel?”

 


Notes for the Chapter:
Fluffy stuff :) Happy Furina






4. Let’s Do This Again

Summary for the Chapter:
Furina talks to the traveler and Paimon





“Why hello there, traveler! And Paimon!” Furina said, putting on a bright voice and extending her hand.

She did not know why she felt the need to continue putting on a front, considering how the traveler had seen her in her darkest moments. But the thing about masks was that after wearing one for too long (five centuries too long), sometimes the mask became more real than what lay beneath it.

A mildly amused expression on her face, Lumine grasped her hand and shook it firmly.

“You seem to be doing well, Furina. Have you starred in any productions since we last met?” Paimon asked.

Furina let out a short laugh. “I’m just taking time for myself for now, but I will return to the stage someday, do not worry, my friends.”

“I heard that you went to fight a hydro slime. With your hydro vision,” Lumine deadpanned.

Furina blushed hard. “Who told you that? Was it Neuvillette?” she asked, snatching her hand back to bury her face in it. “I didn’t think he’d-”

“Don’t worry, he didn’t say a thing,” Lumine reassured, giving her an awkward pat on the shoulder. “It was someone else.”

Furina peeked out from behind her fingers. “I would… prefer, if you don’t mention that incident. It is deeply embarrassing to me.”

The traveler and Paimon exchanged a look.

“What incident?” Lumine asked, a twinkle forming in her eye.

“I haven’t heard of anything at all!” Paimon said, shaking her head forcefully and deliberately.

This was why Furina liked them. Slowly, she straightened up and did a small curtsy. “Let’s do this again. Hello there, traveler and Paimon,” she said, a little softer than before, her smile a little more real.

“Hello to you too, Furina,” Lumine said, bowing in turn. Paimon did some sort of rolling somersault that Furina assumed was her best approximation of a bow. In the spirit of trying to be nice, Furina did not call it out.

“Neuvillette mentioned that you were heading to Natlan,” Furina said curiously. “I’m surprised to still find you here.”

“Oh, we always like to hang around a region and explore awhile longer,” Paimon explained, “And when there are important events like Windblume, Lantern Rite, or a TCG Event, we find ourselves pulled around to different regions!”

“More like you always say ‘how about we explore the area ahead of us later’,” Lumine teased. Turning to Furina, she continued, “We will leave in due time,” Lumine promised, “Don’t worry.”

“No, that’s not what I meant, I’m not trying to chase you away,” Furina said, shaking her head. As always, this was going all wrong. She sighed heavily. “It was just meant to be a casual question,” she lamented aloud, “But somehow I still always can’t find the right words, or tone of voice. Even when I’m trying to act as the real me.”

Lumine’s eyes widened minutely. “Act?” she repeated, a note of concern in her voice, “People don’t need to act as themselves.”

“There is this… image that people have of me,” Furina answered, chewing her lower lip. “Even if I don’t want to, I find myself having to play a role that others cast me into.”

“Life isn’t a stage, Furina,” Paimon exclaimed, “Just ignore them all!”

“All the world’s a stage,” Furina murmured, recalling one of her favourite plays. This line had resonated with her deeply, during her time as faux-Focalors. “All the world’s a stage, and all the men and women merely players; they have their exits and their entrances.”

“Furina,” Lumine said quietly, carefully, as though Furina were fragile glass that could easily break. “Are you okay?”

“I am,” Furina lied automatically. She felt the urge to swallow back her words, but her pride did not let her. “I’m fine,” she asserted more confidently.

“Hey,” Lumine murmured. “You know you can talk to me, right?”

“There is nothing to be said,” Furina breathed, staring determinedly at the ground. “People see what they think they see, they believe what they want to believe. If I am cast in the role of the villain in Fontaine, so be it. No matter what I say or do, it gets twisted into something bad.”

“The Palais Mermonia told the people-”

“I know what the people think,” Furina muttered, her words coming out more bitterly than intended. For all she was a decent actress onstage, she was terrible at acting in real life. Like the hardest role she has ever tackled, ironically, was the role of Furina. “If Clorinde hadn’t intervened, some of them were going to hurt me.”

“How terrible!” Paimon exclaimed in distress.

Lumine lowered her head. “I’m sorry to hear that.”

“At the start, I did try to be good. I did try to be nice,” Furina said, her lower lip trembling slightly, “I’m still trying to do good, but I don’t know what nice is anymore. My characterisation of Focalors wasn’t nice. She was haughty, uncaring, difficult-”

“You can’t say that you were uncaring,” Lumine said firmly. “I’ve seen your memories, Furina. You cared. And even though you were playing in a league above your own, you still tried your best. And I think the people knew that. That’s why they loved you. That’s why they still love you. There will always be those who hate you no matter who you are, or who you try to be. You have to focus on those who do love you.”

“I’m trying so hard,” Furina whispered, feeling a slight prickle at the back of her eyes. She closed them, hiding the rest of the world away from her sight. Hiding them away from the rest of the world. “I’m not the one the people love. What they love is a façade that never existed. I’m just… I’m just Furina. And I don’t even know how to be Furina.”


“Maybe the whole problem is that you’re trying so hard,” the traveler said gently, clasping Furina’s hand in hers. “You are Furina. So what you are is what Furina is. And what you do is what Furina would do.” 



“But still,” Furina stammered, tears spilling from the side of her closed eyes, “What if that’s the one thing I’m trying to avoid? What if I let myself be who I truly am- what if I hold up a mirror to my true self and don’t like what I see? Then what is left for me?”



“Then you just gotta deal with it,” Paimon chimed in. “That’s what everyone else does. Some days Paimon also doesn’t like Paimon. So Paimon tries to be better. Not to become a better someone else, but a better Paimon.”



Furina blinked. “I… never thought of it that way. Thank you, Paimon,” she said softly. Lumine squeezed Furina’s hand lightly.



“I think that it’s human to go on a journey of self-exploration, and it’s also human to be afraid of finding out the answer,” Lumine said, a small small dancing across her lips, “Wasn’t that what Focalors’ last wish for you was? To become really, truly, human?”



“I suppose you’re right,” Furina acknowledged. She slipped her fingers out of Lumine’s grasp and took a step back. “Let’s do this again, then,” she continued, lowering herself into a deep bow. 



Her voice clearer than it had been before, all presences dropped, and with a small uncertain smile, Furina said, softly, “Hello there, traveler and Paimon. I am very happy to see you.”



Notes for the Chapter:
I’ve started writing the next chapter already, I am thinking whether I should make next chapter the last one or continue this further- what do you think? Let me know in the comments!


Author’s Note:Thank you for reading ^^






5. I Am Furina

Summary for the Chapter:
It ends as it began, with a mirror and a whisper.





“My name is Furina,” Furina said, slightly uncertainly, as she stood before the mirror. It had become something like a ritual, to stare intently into the looking-glass, hoping to find some kind of answer within those mismatched cerulean eyes.

But this time was a little different.

She looked at the figure before her, with that flickering half-smile.

Once, she would have asked herself whether that meant she was a shy or confident person- because how could someone be both at the same time?

But to be human was to be more than one thing. To not be defined by any single aspect. And for her to truly be Furina was to let herself feel everything she felt, and be everything she was. She loved performing and the attention lavished on her. She hated it being held to mass scrutiny. Sometimes she felt like a positive bubble of energy that nothing could bring down. Sometimes she just wanted to lie in bed all day and pray that no one would knock on her door.

And all of that was fine.

All of that was still Furina.

“I am Furina,” Furina said, and it felt like a promise that meant absolutely nothing, yet still managed to be everything at the same time.


Notes for the Chapter:
Thanks for reading!

I’m continuing my series of Furina stories with my next installment- ‘Tea Sessions with Neuvillette’, do consider giving it a read! :)





