
1. Curtain Speech

Notes for the Chapter:Furina gave me brain rot. And though I love drawing her obsessively, (my poor sketchbook), I also felt like I needed to write smth for her. Enjoy the show.





“Furina, I’m-”

Neuvillette is talking to her. She knows she should listen, she  knows  she should.  Pay attention to your Iudex. It could be about Fontaine. It could be important. You need to know-  except she doesn’t. She doesn’t need to know.

She’s not the hydro archon. She never was.


 You’re always going to be the hydro archon. The years drag on and on and no one can know your secret. You have to trust that Mirror-me will handle it. You have to hang in there. Or everyone will die. Keep going, Furina. 


If it’s something about Fontaine, Neuvilette could handle it himself, and he would do a better job at it then if Furina were to do so. Furina is- an incompetent archon -not needed anymore anyway. 

Focalors were gone, and had closed the curtain on Furina in the process.

She had spent five hundred years playing her part to perfection. Her greatest achievement, a role she knew better than anyone, something she should be  proud  of. So why does everything feel so wrong?

Where did all the applause go? Why do they all look at her with such…  disdain ?

Why did no one even  try  to believe her?

Her part is over and they toss her aside. They stare at her like she’s a fraud. She- she was just playing a part. She was just following a script. If she hadn’t then everyone would have died! This is how it has to go!  You have to follow the script. 

A hand shakes her shoulder lightly, jolting her back to reality- this isn’t reality. They can’t know in reality . She blinks up at Neuvilette’s face as he stares down at her. The tears she had been crying early probably had stained her face, and she was sure it only added to the bags under her eyes and the blank look in her stare.


 You should clean up. You need to look perfect until the show is over. 


Her-no, not hers anymore-the Iudex lets out a sigh, “…Furina, please listen to me… I know you did not hear what I said before-”  deny, deny, deny, she was listening, she’s always listening, she swears, “I wish to give you my apologies. I did not think any of this would go this far.”

Yet it did. 

Things went too far. Furina got judged.  Furina is guilty.  The prophecy came to pass. And no one,  not one person , listened to her.


 She wants to yell at him. To tell him not to touch her. That he had ruined everything. That he had… he had… betrayed her. They all had betrayed her. 



 She wants to scream. 


Furina can’t seem to care.

The curtains haven’t closed.

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   ‘There’s nothing to forgive! I am an archon! The greatest of all! (scoff) The fact that you assume that I would take offense to something as trivial as this is an insult to my pride.’ 

Oh. There is something akin to disappointment in Neuvilette’s eyes.

It is justified, she supposed. This is all her fault. She slipped up, she let him realize that she had a secret, and he pried. It was only logical that he would pry. He is the Iudex; it is his job to find the evidence and to judge accordingly.

It’s Furina’s fault.


 The Hydro Archon had fallen, and with her, the people as well. She should have followed the script. 


Furina is tired. 


 She wants to fight him. She wants to prove that she’s not as useless as he made her to be. She wants to prove him wrong. She’s important to Fontaine! She led them for years! And they love her! They… they left her for dead. 



 No. They pushed her into the slaughter. 


It’s all her fault. She caused this all. The prophecy wouldn’t have happened so soon, so tragically, if she had just played the part better.

She is a terrible actress.

“…..I’m sorry…” Furina whispers. It is all she manages to say before she slams the feelings away. He doesn’t need to know how she feels. He doesn’t want to know anyway. She is just a bother. A burden. It is all her fault.


 Play the part, Furina.  


Neuvillete’s eyebrows knit together, “…Pardon?”


 Come now. You know the script. He’s giving you a chance to go back to your lines. This is your cue. 



 She doesn’t want to follow the script. She wants to be angry. She wants to be allowed to feel. She doesn’t want to shove it all behind the mask of a fake god again. 


 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   ‘Did I stutter? I’m sorry that you think you need to apologize for me. I am the archon of this nation, there is no need to apologize when it is my task that I failed in the first place. Fear not, I will do better! (Confident smile) We must focus on the future now! Fate has been diverted and I must once again lead this nation to greatness!’ 

But it’s not her nation. Not anymore.

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   ‘Things may be a bit different now, but I swore I would keep hope alive for all until the very end. The curtain has not yet closed, and I am not one to go against my promises!’ 

She promised that to a liar. A betrayer. The Traveler never wanted to help. They only wanted answers. How could Furina have ever thought the Traveler really wanted to know because they were worried for her? Even in the first trial with Lyney the Traveler fought her, looked at her with hatred. This was no different. They only wanted to-

Fingers snap in front of her face and she jumps back, her breath hitching. Neuvilette pulls away.

Five hundred years, and Furina is sure that by now she can read all the expressions that cross her closest companion’s- traitor’s - face. But this one… she’s never quite seen this one on him. 

His eyes are soft-pity? Disappointment? Care?-his mouth is pulled into a tight frown-was that good? Bad?- and his eyebrows are furrowed-confusion? Anger? Concern?

“Furina, are you… alright?” His voice is gentle, concerned, like he is worried he is poking at a bear. Is he afraid of her?

Ha, that was a thought fit for a comedy. What did he have to fear? She had no power. No social standing.  Nothing. 


 Because of him. 


Nodding more out of reflexes than anything, Furina watches his face for one more moment before looking back at the floor. The carpet is red.

 Furina has to be perfect.  

Has it always been red?


 Furina has to be immaculate.  


She supposes so, though it feels a bit wrong.


 Furina has to be loved.  


She was the hydro archon- 


 She is the hydro archon!  


-shouldn’t the carpet be blue?

 She is a  god  !  

Oh well, she supposes the red contrasts with the brown wood well.


 She commands respect. 


It is quite a nice color scheme now that she thinks about it.

 She  needs  to be seen. 

Her outfit stands out nicely against the red as well.


 You had to be perfect. 


Furina is exhausted.

…She doesn’t want to do this anymore. Did she ever want to? She thinks she did… that is why she agreed, wasn’t it? 

The carpet is red. As red as the blood that has been spilt in her country.

When did she become less of the main character and more of the audience in her own story? Does she even know what character she even is?

She almost died that night. When she was attacked by a stranger.

Why did the stranger spare her when she should have just died?


 Revert back to your old role. It is the easiest. It is you. You need to keep going. The finale hasn’t come yet.  


Yet there was the trial. It was extraordinary, spectacular, show-stopping. It made history. It was everything that Mirror-me had promised it would be.


 That wasn’t the real finale. 


Furina’s the villain in history. A liar. A deceit.

“Furina? You seem… out of things.”

“I’m…” - pull the mask back up, you’re letting it slip, he’s seeing through your lies. He’ll find out, he’s going to find out, and he’s going to  hate  you.- “tired.”

He already found out. He already hates her. Why else would he betray her like this?

 No one can find out! No one can know! You  must  play the part! You must learn the role like it is who you truly are! Everyone will  die  if you fail this! 

Everyone already died.

Furina already failed.

“Alright,” Neuvillette watches her carefully, then slowly nods, “Alright, yes. That makes sense…”


 She wants to push him away. To hurt him like he hurt her. 


 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   ‘Of course it makes sense! I said it, after all! You need to trust my judgment more, Monsieur Neuvillette! You may not understand that absolute genius behind my actions, most mortals do not, but I swear that I have it all under control. Chin up, listen to me more, people may think you do not believe I am the true archon at all if you do not!’ 

He didn’t believe her.

“…Five hundred years. I… can not imagine what you had to go through during that time… I just… this was not your fault, Furina. This was my fault-” -yes. It was.- “and I simply wish to inform you that if you ever want to speak about what occurred, I am here for you. I will always be here.”


 Scream. Fight. You can’t trust him. He betrayed you. 


His body language is open, relaxed. He is telling the truth, or he is a very good actor. But he had never been an actor in the past? Unless he was acting the whole time?

Furina didn’t know the real her, how could she know the real him?

She played him this whole time. Perhaps he was just playing her back.

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   ‘Thank you for your concern, dear Iudex! But there is nothing to be concerned about! Five hundred years is nothing for someone like me! I will live far longer than that!’ 

“…I need rest…” Is all she managed to say.

“Of course. I will assist in any preparations needed to insure you are comfortable while you recuperate.” Neuvillette answers without missing a beat. 


 He’s playing her. 


 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   ‘There is no need. I will handle it myself. You should focus further on making sure my country is taken care of. The people need help, of course! No need to bother yourself with me!’ 

Furina only nods.







She moves away as soon as she can. As soon as Neuvillette’s eyes leave her for just a moment, she is slipping away and packing her things.

Why is he watching her so closely? Is he making sure that she would not do something stupid? That she would not become the downfall of he-of the nation?

It is far too late for that.


Yet Neuvillette keeps his eyes on her until one of the guards informs him of some problem that the Traveler needs his help for. He rushes away.



Furina should not be hurt by this. The disaster is something Neuvillette has to focus on. Yet, she finds herself sad by his leaving. She doesn’t understand why. Maybe it is because he rushed away without a thought because it was the Traveler who was calling. 



…Why was Furina sad? She wanted him to go so that she could leave without having to speak to him in the first place.



She knows what he would say anyway.


 NEUVILLETTE, THE TRAITOR:   ‘My apologies, Furina. I know what I did was wrong, yet it was something that had to be done. Our archon is not allowed secrets, and it turns out we were correct. It truly was a secret of a lifetime. No wonder you were so incompetent as an archon. You were never meant to be one.’ 

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   ‘(Scoffs) You don’t wound me with your shallow and petty words. I am more of an archon than anyone else in this country. I have played the role perfectly for years, and I will continue for years to come! I do not make slip ups or mistakes. I am perfect, and have led this country to greatness.’ 

 NEUVILLETTE, THE TRAITOR:    ‘You have led us, yes, but not to greatness. All you did was lead us all to our deaths, to the prophecy, to watch us suffer and die. For what? So that you could finally watch the finale to this story? So that you could see why the curtain closes?’ 

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   ‘The curtain is not closed! The curtain will not close until the final note has been sung. No one is singing right now, Neuvillette. Must that mean the end has already happened? Perhaps it simply means they are waiting for their cue to prepare a spectacular finale!’ 

 NEUVILLETTE, THE TRAITOR:   ‘Do not judge this situation wrongly. We both know the truth. You have failed and the curtain has closed. Your role has finished, Furina. You have no use in this country, nor any other. For if you are not a god-’ 

For if Furina is not a god, she is nothing.

She was never a good god anyway…

Furina moves to the city. Alone. 

She rents out a small apartment, throwing her bags into a corner of one room and flopping down onto the empty mattress that is her new bed.

The ceiling is cracked.

What is she to do?


 Play the role. Go out, act perfectly. You are Furina, the Hydro Archon! The people need to see you! They need to know they have something to trust in! 


Furina is tired.


 She failed. She ruined their trust in her. It is all her fault. Now all she can do is fight. She should be sad. She should be angry. Everyone turned against her! Everyone! Her people, the traveler, her… her friends…. 


Strange. The prophecy is gone, the water has receded, yet she really did end up alone.

…The prophecy is gone.


 Has the curtain really closed? 


The ceiling is cracked, and Furina can see different shapes in the lines.


 Furina doesn’t have to act anymore. She could be free. She could be… herself. 


She picks out a penguin… a dog… a tree….


 Where is the path backstage? Where is the path away from the lights, away from the staring, away from all of… everything. 


She traces the shapes with her eyes, focusing on how the cracks thicken and thin.


 She wants to take off the mask. She wants to scream and shout that she’s finally free, that she’s finally Furina. 


The ceiling won’t listen anyway.


 She wants to play the role of herself.  


No one will listen.


 …But it is far too late. There is only Furina, the Hydro Archon. 


She has to keep going.

The curtain hasn’t closed.


Notes for the Chapter:
I was going to write a much longer fic about her path to healing after… everything, but this is all I have the energy for today because mmm sick. Maybe I’ll continue this later.

Furina deserved better. UGH I HATE HOW THE QUEST ENDED. AND HER STORY QUEST DOESN’T REALLY FIX IT. I will have a scream fest about this quest at least once everyday I swear.

(Edit 11-12-23, decided to continue this fic. I have so many ideas.)






2. French Scene

Notes for the Chapter:TW for a panic attack this chapter. If anyone needs a summary of the chapter, tell me in the comments and I’ll add one to the end notes. :)





Furina doesn’t regret moving away. 

She wants to be as far away as possible from the place where everything happened. Where everything went  wrong  .  She wants to go back and take everything away. To erase all the terrible memories in a blaze of fire. 

What is the point in staying there anyway? Her role is over.  Your role has just begun. You need to greet the people, rebuild their trust, and lead them once again. You are still Hydro Archon in title, and you will remain to be so. 

But Mirr- Focalors is gone. 

Nuevillette had told Furina so, and the message she had seen is only further proof of that.

The Hydro Archon is gone, and Furina is left without a role to play.

Live happily as a human?

How is she supposed to do that? Focalors herself wanted Furina to play this part! She had wanted so for five hundred years, and now she wants her to just be able to stop? 


 You are still the Hydro Archon in title, and you will remain to be so. 


She didn’t… know anything other than this part. Did she have a home before Focalors found her? Did she have… friends? Family? Hobbies? Likes? Dislikes?

…Did she even have a life before all of this?

How is she supposed to move on? This is… all she has ever known.


 Furina has always been the Hydro Archon. 


She is free. Yet where should an actress who has finished her part and fulfilled her duty go?

What is she to do?

She is free. She is all alone. 

She has Neuvillette.  Neuvillette betrayed her. 

She has the people.  She is not needed. 

She is-  Focalors is needed .

Focalors is dead.


 She is Focalors. 


Focalors is  dead. 

There’s a knock on the door. It is not loud, not imposing, yet it still causes a pit to form in Furina’s stomach. It’s fine. Whoever is at the door would simply leave if Furina does not answer.

There is no one home. She is not home. Please, just leave her alone.

Another knock.

Furina’s head tilts to the side, cheek pressing against her pillow. She stares at what she can see of the door from her bedroom, narrowing her eyes.

Can’t they tell that she’s busy? They should just leave!


 What if it’s important? What if someone needs your help? You’re the Hydro Archon! Go help your people!  


Furina doesn’t want to get up yet.


 Don’t be useless! 


Furina stands up.

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:    I’m coming! I’m coming! Don’t be so rude with your knocking! (Opens door wide. Confident smile.) There is no reason to rush me, dear citizen! I am always here to assist however you wish! 

Twisting the doorknob, Furina opens the door a crack. Not wide enough for anyone to squeeze their way in.

“Hello, Lady Furina,” The voice was smooth and steady. 


 Sword. Drawn to her. Against her. She has no choice. None. Stand trial or die. 


Furina smiles lightly, (a practiced one, never genuine, she can never be genuine), raising one hand to wave it back and forth as if shooing away a bug, “Please, Clorinde! Lady Furina is far too formal!”

“You are still a Lady in title, what else shall I call you instead?” Clorinde asked, brows pinching together lightly. Furina knows she’s a stickler for titles, she knows so, yet she opens her mouth and makes that stupid request anyway.

“Perhaps just Furina? There really is no need to be formal with me!” She forces her smile to widen, to be more confident.


 Clorinde is behind the sword, eyes narrowed. Clorinde still betrayed her, even if it was to a lesser extent. Clorinde can not be trusted. Furina trusted her. 


Clorinde dips her head in a nod, “As you wish, Furina.” She doesn’t force her way into the house, doesn’t do anything for a moment. Then, she drops to one knee, bowing her head, one hand clasped above her heart. 

“Clorinde-!” Furina squawks, then cuts herself off, clearing her throat. She needs to be put together. She needs to remain calm, and confident. “Whatever are you doing, Clorinde?”

“Furina, I must offer my sincerest apologies. I was supposed to be your vassal, I was to protect you, but instead, I raised my blade against you.” The Duelist says, tilting her head up to meet Furina’s eyes.


 She dares ask for forgiveness? SHE BETRAYED HER! SHE RUINED EVERYTHING! 


 No… You ruined everything. You did not play the part perfectly. Everyone was going to die because of  you.  You should be glad Neuvillette was able to stop the prophecy. You failed. He did what you could never have done. 


 Play the part, Furina. Play the part. 


 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   Ha! You think you need my forgiveness!? My dear vassal, you need not ask for my forgiveness when there is nothing to forgive. You were following orders, you were doing your role perfectly! And, I am the Hydro Archon, (wink) a simple sword drawn by a mortal, no matter how strong they may be, would not have done anything against I. 

“You were just performing your role as champion duelist,” Furina says, shaking her head lightly, “Please stand. There really is no reason for you to apologize.”

Please stand. Please stand. Please stand. What if people were looking because she’s making a scene? What if they’re looking at her? With that look in their eyes… the disdain… the hate….

Furina glances around the hall, relieved to find not a person in sight. But that doesn’t mean that someone wouldn’t turn down the hall just then. 

Clorinde stands. Her hand still rests above her heart and she bows her head again, “…Furina, you deserve much more than one simple apology. We, as your people, and I, as your loyal duelist, should have trusted you more. We have trusted you for years, and it makes no sense for us to have turned on you now. So, I apologize, Furina. I was in the wrong.”

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:    Please! There is no need to apologize so sincerely! You and I are characters on a stage, and we played our roles perfectly! All those who were present that night did so! Each role was done perfectly, each role was completed, the audience of the stars was entertained, and the prophecy did not come to pass. Do you not see, Clorinde? It is a miracle! We should praise this day, not lower our heads in shame! 

“You were just trying to prevent the prophecy! Just as I was! However… I failed,” Furina’s smile wavers. She knows it does. She wishes it wouldn’t, “yet you, the Traveler, and Neuvillette succeeded. You banded together a very fine group and did what I could not.”

“We betrayed you.” Clorinde says, and if Furina did not know better, she might have thought that Clorinde sounds ashamed. Her posture, tone of voice, lowered eyes, it all points to her being apologetic. Yet, how can that be so? If Furina is not someone to be apologetic for, why does Clorinde seem so  genuine? 


 It’s all an act. 


“Even so, you still dealt with what I was lacking in. If anyone should apologize, it is I. I should have played my role better. Perhaps then, less would have been lost to the waters…”

How can she even think of accepting apologies? It is her fault. All of it is her fault. She apologized over and over again, but she couldn’t change. She couldn’t do anything. So why would anyone else change for her? 

Without change, an apology is only empty words. 

Empty words did nothing to protect her people.

Clorinde is staring at her. Furina can’t seem to read the look on her face. Just like she couldn’t with Neuvillette, not that long ago…. not that long ago… or had it been long ago? How long has it been?

Furina is tired.

“Oh! Don’t be concerned,” Furina waves her hands back and forth by her shoulders, palms facing Clorinde, the smile still on her face, “Everything worked out in the end, so there really is no reason to be stuck in the past like this.”

“Furina, may I touch you?” Clorinde suddenly asks, after a long moment of silence.


 Nononono, she would hurt her again. She betrayed her! She can not be trusted! Kick, scream, run! Attack her! Run! Make her pay! Flee!  


“…I suppose so?” 

Clorinde slowly moves to grip Furina’s shoulders, not too tight to be uncomfortable, yet not light enough for the touch to simply be brushed off. The weight and warmth of her hands is… oddly comfortable.

Furina is alone.

“Furina, you do not need to apologize. We were wrong in this situation. Yes, we did what we thought was best, but if we had only reflected further on our actions, perhaps this  all  could have been avoided. You are  not  at fault here. You are just as much of a victim, if not  more  of one, than anyone else that was affected by this curse.”

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   (Laugh) There is no need to patronize me, Clorinde! I am the Archon of Justice! All I do will be judged, all I say will be judged, for that is my role as the great archon I am. How can I be a victim when I am at fault? How can I be judged any less harshly as those that come before me and those who come after? That is not how Justice works! That is not the law that I uphold! 


 Scream, fight, run, run, run away, flee, it is not safe, she wants to be angry, be angry, yell at her, get away get away get away 


“…I… Victim…?” Furina shakes her head back and forth, taking a step back, and Clorinde lets her go, not moving to follow her movement at all. “I can not be a victim, Clorinde. I am the Archon of Justice! Or- or I was, anyway! I am more than you put me out to be! I can not be judged any less harshly than those judged before me!”

“And if you’re not judged harshly, but judged unfairly instead?”

Silence.

Shaking her head lightly, Clorinde lets out a soft sigh, “Nevermind, Furina. Just… do not judge yourself unfairly.”

“As if I would ever judge anyone unfairly! I listen to the witnesses, and act accordingly.”

“We are always our own worst witnesses.” Comes the immediate reply. Clorinde’s tone is not harsh, not unkind, but it is firm.

Right, how could Furina forget. Witnesses can not always be trusted.


 “Just share it with me. I’m what you’d call a ‘witness.’” 



 Betrayed, betrayed, they all betrayed her, they all turned away from her, they all glared at her, they all hate her, the traveler does too, the traveler lied, promises to liars don’t count, liars don’t count, not even if they used to be considered friends 


 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   If the witnesses can not be trusted, then I will find my own truth! I will judge correctly! Even gods will be brought to the judgment seat by my hand. Even gods must bow their head in front of the opening song of justice. Even gods must fall from their places if they have committed sin. 

“…Would you like some tea, Clorinde? I’m sure I have some around here somewhere!” Furina’s voice is chipper, happy, strange to get own ears. She is happy. She is a normal person, living a normal life. An old friend came to visit us all.

Yet, had she ever had true friends? Or only people who wished to use her?


 Play the role, Furina. 


Clorinde smiles lightly, politely, and it doesn’t quite reach her eyes, “If you would like me to leave, I will leave. If you would like me to enter, I will enter.”

“Enter, Clorinde,” Furina says, opening the door further to allow her in. 

The Champion Duelist enters the small apartment. She takes a moment to look around, as Furina closes and locks the door, and her eyes linger on Furina’s stack of not yet unpacked luggage. “You live… here? My apologies, but this is not somewhere I had ever thought I would see you stay at.”

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   Well, of course not! An Archon like myself could not stand to stay in a place not as spectacular as I am! This is simply a placeholder while I find a real home, something truly worthy of my stay! 

“This is nice enough for me,” Furina replies, trailing after Clorinde as she inspects the house. 

Clorinde huffs lightly. “If it’s a money issue, I will help pay for better accommodations.”

 Don’t trust her, don’t trust her, don’t trust her, she was there that day, she watched, she may have been the first to check on you after the trial but that means  nothing,  she was there, don’t trust her 

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   Ha! Money? You dare to insinuate that I do not have the money to pay for my own accommodations?! If I wanted to, I could move out right now! I could rent a whole castle! I simply wish not to. 

“Please don’t. I do not wish for you to spend your money on me.”

“Nonsense. It’s only fair. After everything you have done for ou country, the least I could do is spend a bit of mora on you,” Clorinde turns to look at Furina, bowing her head, “Let me help you.”

She is so certain. So sure. She just wants to spend money on Furina, that’s all.  But she can’t be trusted.  And, moving to somewhere bigger is what people expect her to do. She’d be easier to find and bother. The people are not happy with her, they would seek her out to tell her so.

They would stare. They would glare. At her.

“…I don’t want to move again. I wanted somewhere quiet,” Furina says quietly.

Clorinde watches her for a moment, eyes flicking up and down to appraise the shorter woman. Then, she nods, letting out a sigh and crossing her arms, “Alright. I will drop the topic of you moving again if you wish me to do so.”

“I do wish you to do so.”

“Then consider it dropped,” The Duelist replies, then tilts her head to the luggage on the floor, “Now that on the other hand…”

Furina waves her hands next to her face, shaking her head back and forth, “Nono, there is no need for that.”

“Yes. There is a need.”










The next two hours are spent unpacking and cleaning the apartment in silence. If it was Furina on her own, it might have taken much longer. Clorinde was a big help, Furina has to admit, even if she is still a little annoyed that the Duelist forced her to unpack at all.

It was… oddly comfortable to clean in silence. Clorinde did not force Furina to speak, and Furina felt no real need to fill the calm quiet. It was pleasant… Yet, she still didn’t want to make this place seem like home. Nowhere was home. Not even when she stayed in the Opera Epiclese. 

When Furina had reached the last bag to be unpacked, Clorinde had bowed to her, made an excuse that Furina had only half heard, then left.

Furina’s sure she’s not going to come back. It has already been half an hour since then, and Furina has once again taken to sitting back on her bed, staring at the ceiling. What else is she meant to do?

The house looks like someone lives in it now, but where is the point in that at all. With no plans to invite guests over, Furina obviously isn’t going to have visitors. Unless someone finds out where she lives and comes knocking on the door to get angry at her. Though, she supposes, that would be better than them just staring.

Everything is her fault anyway, she deserves whatever they would do to her. She has failed them all.


 They failed her. If they had just trusted her. If they had let her role remain for just a bit longer, no one would have died. Everyone would have been okay. Mirror-me had said so. 


She can see it. The trial. Everytime she closes her eyes, the moments of desperation, of complete  fear , because she knew she had failed. She had let everyone down. They were all going to die.

Until Neuvillette stepped in.

Furina is such a useless archon that the hydro dragon had to save her country for her. And she just ran away. She is the worst.

There is a soft knock on the door, then it opens. Furina shoots up, hand reaching for anything to defend herself,  anything  , because she doesn’t  want  to die, even if she deserves it, she is so  stupid  to not have checked if the door was locked or not, and-

“L- Furina! It’s okay! It’s only me.” 

It is just Clorinde. 

Furina’s shoulders slump as she relaxes. Her heart is beating wildly; she can feel it when she braces one hand against her chest. She lets out a huff. “You shouldn’t have barged in.”

There’s a lump in her throat. It’s hard to breathe, hard to even speak. 


 Choke it down, Furina. Play your role. You are perfect. 


“I’m sorry, I should have made sure you knew it was only me.” Clorinde says. She walks to the kitchen, setting bags on the counter. As a small hum leaves her throat, she nods to herself, “Yes… we should get you a weapon of some sort.”


 Breathe breathe breathe 


 Scream. Make her leave. Clorinde is going to  kill  her! She can not be trusted!  

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   (tsk) Oh, Clorinde, I do not need a weapon! I am all powerful! I need not a mortal’s tool to protect myself. All I need is my own confidence, for I have the abilities to back it up. 

“…A weapon would be nice…” Furina says softly. Standing, she walks to Clorinde, her hands wringing the fabric of her skirt.


 Breathe breathe breathe breathe  


“I’ll speak to Monsieur Neuvillette about it,” Clorinde replies, beginning to pull boxes of food items out of the bag.


 Breathebreathebreathebreathebreathedon’tcry 


“….Furina?” 


 The carpet is blue. It’s not red. It’s not red. It’s not the carpet there. She is not there. 


“Furina?!”

 Breathebreathebreathebreathebreathpleasejust  takeabreath  breathebreathe  youneedtobreathefurina!  pleasejustalittleairbreathe 

Warm hands on her shoulders. They grip her. She’s trapped.

 She needs to get away. They’ll kill her, they’ll kill her!

Furina’s vaguely aware of a choked scream leaving her throat. Vaguely aware of hitting the hands away. Vaguely aware of kicking back, tripping. Vaguely aware of catching herself wrong . 


 Breathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathe 


“-ou’re sa-”

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:    stay away stay away stay away stayawaystayaway I am a God! YOU FOOLS CAN NOT DO THIS TO ME! 

“-afe, you’re safe, deep breat-” 


 Breathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathebreathesheneedstobreathe 


“-ina, take a deep breath, you’re safe, it’s just us here, you’re safe,” the voice keeps repeating the mantra, and Furina finds herself desperately trying to focus on it.

A hand slowly reaches out. Furina flinches. The hand doesn’t come closer. It stays inches away, palm up. Inviting, but not demanding.


 Notsafenotsafenotsafe 



 Youfailedyourrolethey’reallgoingtodieyoudeservetodie 


She reaches out and takes the hand. It’s warm. She squeezes it.

“-ood, you’re doing good, you’re s-”

The hand squeezes hers.

Her lungs are  screaming. 

“-ake a deep breath, Furina.  Breathe, Furina! ” The voice snaps.

She gasps in a shuddering breath. The darkness at the edges of her vision fades away with it.

The next one comes easier.

And the next.

And the next.

She can breathe. She’s okay. She’s not dead.


 She’s not dead. 


“Good job, you’re doing good. You’re safe, Furina.” Clorinde’s voice remained even, sturdy. Something to focus on.

Then Furina looks up and sees her eyes. Her expression.

Pity? Disgust?  Hate? 

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:    My apologies. I felt the sudden need to play a role. Thank you for playing this improv along with me. You are fantastic! Next time, I will warn you before I delve into an act. 


 She’s touching her. She shouldn’t. Scream. Cry. Run. Flee. Don’t trust her. She was there. Sword sword swordswordsword it’s at her hip, she can point it at you again! 


Furina pulls her hand away from Clorinde, and Clorinde lets her. Her eyes.  Pitypitypityhatedisgustedwithher 

“Don’t look at me-” Furina chokes out, chest still heaving for air. Why can’t she get enough air already?

Clorinde immediately stands and turns away. She walks away from the corner Furina had pushed herself into at some point in time and to the kitchen instead.

“I’m sorry,” Clorinde says, returning to her task, “I didn’t mean to cause this.”


 But she still did. 


“It’s fine…”

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:    There’s no need for an apology when it was all staged! Nothing genuine happened. It was all a practice for a  wonderful  show I have planned. (Giggle) I’ll have to get you tickets to pay for the amazing practice you have given me. 

Silence, other than the sounds coming from Clorinde’s movements.

Neither of them speak, and once again, Furina doesn’t feel the need to speak. Something about Clorinde is just… inviting, comfortable. It’s…. nice to not feel the need to constantly have something to say. 

After taking a few more breaths,  she can finally breathe,  Furina stands. Or tries to, at least.

As soon as she puts weight on her hand to help push herself up, she lets out a hiss of pain. Her other hand comes up to cradle the wrist to her side as she takes another deep breath. Her wrist is throbbing. 

Lifting it and twisting it back and forth in front of her face, she inspects it for a moment. Red skin. Maybe swollen? She can’t tell.

“Are you okay?” 

Furina looks up. Clorinde is still looking away, focusing on preparing something in a pot. Her sword is missing from her belt, and a quick glance around the room reveals it to be leaning against the wall, by the door.

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   Of course, Citizen! No need to fear for me! This is but a mere bruise, and as such, I had not even noticed it until now. Archons can not be seriously hurt, and they do not feel pain the same. We are stronger than such mortal concepts. Therefore, this will not bother me at all. 

“I’m fine. I just… caught myself wrong, I think.”

There is a small hum from the other woman as she bustles about. Then, a small pouch of ice, wrapped in a handkerchief, is offered to Furina.

She stares at it for a moment, then slowly reaches out. The pouch is dropped into her hand. 

Clorinde pulls away as soon as she hands it to Furina. She turns back around, returning to her tasks, “The ice was to keep the popsicles cold, but you can use it now.”

“Popsicles?” 

The pouch is cold against Furina’s wrist. It’s something to focus on.

“I bought some. I thought they would be a nice dessert.” 

“Desserts generally come after dinners, Clorinde.” 

Clorinde steps to the side, tilting the pot in her hand to show it to Furina. It is filled with macaroni. “It is simple, but I hope you enjoy it.”

Furina enjoys it.










“Why did you really come here, Clorinde?” Furina finally asks, dabbing the edges of her mouth with a napkin.

“In all honesty, I am here because I wished to invite you to a gathering. I understand if you do not wish to come, I do not generally enjoy going to social events like this as well,” Clorinde says, taking Furina’s empty dish, “However, this is simply a gathering of old friends. You know most of them already.”

“And you’re extending an invitation to me?”

“Of course. Why would I not, Furina?” Clorinde asks, glancing up from her cleaning to meet Furina’s eyes.

Furina looks away first.


 Wrong, wrong, wrong, follow the stage directions, Focalors. You are an archon. You do not look away. 


Social events have never been something that Furina went to. She enjoys the idea of them very much, however, they also add to the intimacy of her interactions with others. It will make things much harder to conceal her true identity.

…But she didn’t have to conceal it anymore.

Furina lifts her eyes from the ground, meeting Clorinde’s gaze.

Clorinde smiles softly, something that Furina only recalls seeing twice before, “I don’t suppose you have any reason to refuse now, do you?”

“Well… I’m not very good at this sort of thing, so, um… Don’t you think I’d, you know, be a bit of a wet blanket?”

“Wet blanket or not, I would be honored to have you come with me.”










That night, Furina finally gets to experience what it is like to revel and drink with friends. In truth, she is cautious at first but is restored to her normal self within two cups; so much so that at one point Clorinde has to restrain her from leaping onto the table.

After the party has long since ended, Clorinde walks her home. Furina points out the constellations, and Clorinde listens quietly. It is nice, Furina decides, to not be alone in the dark that used to haunt her dreams ever since that night. 

It is nice, Furina thinks, to have someone to share the stars with.

It is nice to not have the fear of a figure leaping out at her. Of clawed hands reaching for her. Of the terror that gripped her.

With Clorinde, Furina feels safe.

Clorinde helps Furina with anything left to be done that night, and leaves with promises of visiting as soon as possible. And for once, the promises do not seem empty to Furina.

For once, she has finally realized the meaning of what a friend is supposed to be.

Her first true friend. Neuvillette would have been proud.


Notes for the Chapter:
Lines and main story beats for this chapter were taken from Furina’s character story.






3. Solilioquy

Notes for the Chapter:TW for suicidal thoughts. Not super in the forefront of this chapter, but I thought I would mention it anyway.

*Points at the unreliable narrator tag* … :)





Over the next few visits, Clorinde begins teaching Furina how to cook.

The Duelist continues to show up with the ingredients and plenty of time to spend with Furina. At times, she even brings books, or puzzles; things to keep Furina busy while she is not around. 

At these visits, Clorinde often mentions Neuvillette thinking of visiting as well, and each time, Furina attempts to persuade her to keep him away. It apparently works, as Neuvillette does not visit Furina, even as weeks begin to pass.

Good. Furina doesn’t want to see him. He would react badly to her fall from grace. He would react badly to  her.  Perhaps he would even go through with the death sentence.  Maybe that would be better than how Furina is currently living. 

He hates her anyway. Sentencing her to her a guilty death, even for a second time, would not cause him any strife.

Yet he does not appear at her house.


Often, Clorinde mentions Charlotte in passing, and the energetic woman’s question of an exclusive interview with Furina. She always turns her down, with Clorinde’s reassurances that Charlotte would not be mad or personally offended.



Eventually, there are more days in a week where Clorinde visits than days she does not. Over this time, Clorinde manages to convince Furina to get out of the house more. They go to more gatherings with people Furina was tentatively starting to consider friends, grocery shopping, and even just on a walk through the city once. That time is Furina’s least favorite. With no task to focus on, she has to pay more attention to the stares.


She avoids going out alone, and when she can not avoid it, she doesn’t speak to anyone. She doesn’t ask for help finding items if needed. She doesn’t even glance in others’ directions.

Everyone still watches her. Still whispers. Still pretends to ignore her, even while they are solely focused on her.

Everyone already hates her. If she were to ask for help everyone would mock her, even Clorinde.

She sleeps a lot.

Furina learns how to make macaroni from Clorinde.

Furina’s still tired.

She enjoys making macaroni, even when she could make more extravagant things.

Rest isn’t helping.

Macaroni was nice.

Why isn’t it helping?

She can choose to make macaroni.

It’s… not enough.

She chooses to make macaroni.

Clorinde lets her choose to make macaroni, and even teaches her how to get enough nutrients into the meal to reasonably eat it all the time.

When Clorinde had shown up some few hours ago, with a few puzzles to pick from and snacks to share, Furina had been in bed. She always seems to be in bed when Clorinde comes around. Yet the duelist doesn’t mention it, only pulls Furina up and out to do things with her gentle nudges. 

Out of the puzzles Clorinde brought this time, Furina picked out the puzzle of cats, (the other option was of those seals she used to see on the beaches of Fontaine, they always look so carefree in her memories… she wonders how they could manage to be so with so much chaos going on around them). Furina had even chosen to sit on the floor to do it. Clorinde hasn’t said anything about her choice, instead, she had immediately sat down on the floor with the other woman.

Over the course of the hours, she has even seemed to relax, moving to lay on her stomach to do the puzzle instead of rigidly sitting up. Yet, Furina notices Clorinde is still facing the door, and glancing up at it every once in a while. She seems ready to spring up and protect herself- no… with the way she is positioned it is almost like she is prepared to protect  Furina at any moment. Strangely, it’s… almost comforting, in a way.

This is… perhaps the most Furina has ever seen the duelist relaxed. If she has ever really seen it before. Furina can’t even remember a time when she had seen the duelist remove her sword from her belt, other than these visits of theirs. 

How… how can Furina know if she’s even relaxed right now?


 It’s a ploy. 


 She’s playing you like the  fool  you are! 


 Don’t trust her. 


Furina wants to trust…  someone. Anyone. Please. Trust her too. She’s trustworthy. She’s trustworthy. She’s trustworthy. She’s- 

She’s…….. tired…?

No, that doesn’t quite fit… 

She’s not physically tired. Yet it feels like everything she does is weighing her down. Like she can’t even speak without continuously thinking “I want to sleep”.

Perhaps it is the constant thoughts of “I want to go home” that make her tired. They seem never ending now. 

Sleep. Home. The two things her body seems desperately to need.

Even when she is in her own home.

Even when she is prepared to sleep.

Furina… isn’t tired. But she’s  tired. 

She wishes she wasn’t.

 There’s no point in wishing. What is done is done, deal with it. Sit up. Shut up. And get moving. You have things to do. No one can know what is going on. No one can see what is happening. You have to be strong for them.

What is wrong with her?

“Furina, I think you should speak to Neuvillette.”

Furina jolts, blinking up over the puzzle at the other woman. Comfortable silence of the past few hours has just been broken.


 You shouldn’t have trusted her! Now she is going to force you to speak to the Iudex! She’s dragging you off to judgment! 


 Sword. Blade. Against her neck. Threat. Threat. Threat. She is here to   kill  . Furina will die  .   Furina will   fail.

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   There is nothing to speak about. He does his job well, and cares thoroughly for Fontaine. If he did not, I would have had to visit and reprimand him. 

“Why? There isn’t really anything to speak to him about,” Furina slips one of the puzzle pieces into place.

“Not even what happened at the trial? He himself had a large role to play in the actions that were conspired against you. Don’t you think he should apologize to you?”

“He did. Many times, if I recall correctly,” He  had  apologized many times over, even if she wasn’t paying attention to most of them.

 You should have been listening. You always should be listening. Listen to their complaints, listen to their prayers, listen as you  fail  them. 


 Go back to your role, Furina. 



 The only time that you helped Fontaine was when you weren’t yourself. 


“Yes, but… would it not feel more sincere if you truly discuss it? Instead of… well, you running away again,” Clorinde says. Her tone isn’t harsh. It’s not judgemental, but Furina still bristles.

“I did not  run!  I simply needed a short break from my Archon duties, that is all!”


 She hates her! She’s not to be trusted! 


 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   I would never abandon my people. It is my job to be there. It is my job to assist with all their needs! I am a  god  , and I would never flee from something as  trivial  as a discussion! 

“Okay. You didn’t run, but you did struggle to speak with him.”

Furina tsks. Her head tilts downwards, to stare at the little piece of a cat that is in her hand. Where does it fit… “It is not a struggle if it is on purpose.”

She simply was not ready to speak with him back then. Is that such a problem? 


 Yes. Yes, it is a problem. You should always be prepared to deal with the consequences of your own actions. 



 No. No, it isn’t a problem. She should be able to do whatever she wants. She isn’t supposed to be playing a role anymore anyway. 


A puzzle piece is pushed into place, and Clorinde’s hand hovers over the pile of others to the side, looking for a particular one, “Sometimes, purposeful choices can be a struggle to even make.”

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   Ha! As if! Choices, decisions, judgments, they are all my domain. I do all as easy as I breathe. Mortals may struggle to choose, but I have no qualms about changing the ripples of destiny. I am different. I am higher. You would not understand how simple things like this are for me. 

Furina opens and closes her mouth, once, twice, thrice, then she lets out a huff of air, “Yet they are still choices.”

“I can not debate with that.”

It is silent for another long beat. Clorinde continues the puzzle, focusing entirely on the growing picture before her.

Silence.

A piece slides into place.

Silence.

Another piece leaves the pile.

Silence.

She can’t deal with the silence anymore.

It is  suffocating. 

“…Do you ever wonder if it would be better for you to have died?” Furina blurts out.

 NononononoNONONONONONO SHE CAN’T KNOW!   NO ONE CAN KNOW! 

The silence is gone.

Clorinde’s gaze snaps up to Furina, even as her head doesn’t move. “….What?”

The silence is gone. Is that good?

 BE QUIET, OR THEY WILL ALL DIE.   THEY’RE ALL GOING TO DIE! 

No, no. She’s safe. She’s- Why’s she worried about herself? They’re all safe. 

Furina stares at the puzzle, and just…  talks  . “Do you ever feel like everyone hates you? That it would have been better for you to have died? That by even existing at all you are ruining everything for everyone and  killing so many? ”


 SHUTUPSHUTUPSHUTUPSHUTUP 


The people. They’re safe. Because of Neuvillette. They’re safe.

An empty laugh leaves her lips, wet and hollow, “And I know I shouldn’t feel this way. I  shouldn’t.  No one else feels like this, and I’m supposed to be normal! I’m supposed to be a normal human now!

“But I don’t know  how  to be one. And  no one  will tell me how. They expect me to get better, to be what they want me to be, to be  happy  , but they never tell me  how  to be that!  How am I supposed to live?? ” Furina can’t stop the words from leaving her mouth. 

Clorinde isn’t interrupting her.  Why isn’t she interrupting her??? 

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   (shut up.) 

“Focalors wants me to live on. The traveler wants me to live on. Navia, Arlecchino, Lyney and Lynette, you…  Neuvillette  wants me to live on! But how?? You all sentenced me to death back then!  Focalors  sent me to death  five centuries ago.  Who am I to deny the will of a god?! Who are  you  to deny the will of a god!? You can’t just take it back now, you  can’t! ” Furina cuts off, heaving for breath. She watches a tear drip down her face and onto the puzzle.


 You’ve ruined everything. 


Clorinde is quiet.


 She agrees. You should have died for your country. 


“I was supposed to die then… I should be dead…” Furina takes a shaky breath, pressing the palm of her hand against her eye, her head bowed, “…You should have killed me…”

Then the silence returns.


 You failed, Furina. 


“…Do you want me to talk now?” Clorinde asks.

Does she want…? Furina wouldn’t be able to stop Clorinde from talking even if she wanted to. So why is Clorinde asking that question? Why, when it is such a useless thing to ask?

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   There is no need to speak. There is no need. There really is none. Do not bother yourself with me, when I do not have anything you could ever help with. It is nothing against you,   liar   my loyal duelist. Perhaps you could help, if it were not for the simple fact that I am a God, and you are a mere mortal. 

Yet Clorinde still waits until Furina nods before she begins to speak.

“Thank you for telling me all of this. I promise I won’t tell  anyone  else what you just told me. Now, I’m… I’m afraid I have some fault in being competent at verbal comfort. Is it alright if I give you a hug instead?”

 Nonononono, she will  hurt  her! 


 You’re supposed to be dead anyway. 


Again, she waits until Furina nods before moving. She stands, stepping around the puzzle and dropping to her knees before pulling Furina into a hug. It’s a loose enough hug, that if she wants to, Furina could easily remove herself from it.

She collapses into Clorinde’s arms. The duelist is silent while she does so, simply rocking Furina back and forth, letting the smaller woman bury her face into her shoulder and sob.

She sobs.

She sobs and someone finally  holds her.

Furina isn’t alone.

The pain of the past five hundred years, the heartbreak, the sorrow, the  loneliness  , all bursts out at once. And though it does not sound pretty, and though it surely does make Furina more tired, it also makes her feel… at ease. For once she feels lighter. 

Only after Furina begins to calm, though she can’t say how long it took, does Clorinde speak. Her words are soft, yet not overly quiet, and Furina feels drawn to listen, “…I can not speak for everyone, but I know that I am very glad you are not dead. I do not hate you. In fact, if we are close enough to do so, I would like to say I love you. You are one of my closest friends, and someone I know I will always enjoy being around.”

The duelist relaxes further, her chin resting on Furina’s head in the sort of position that Furina can feel it moving as the taller woman talks. It is almost comforting in a way, something to focus on.

“ I am very glad I did not kill you, and I think that if I had killed you, I would thoroughly regret it. You are a star, Furina, and you deserve to shine.” 

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:    Of course I do! I am an archon after all! I lead all in the brightest of ways.   Stars are not forgotten.   Stars are always seen. I am a star, and I will prove so! 

“Not when I ruin everything,” Furina mumbles into Clorinde’s shoulder.

The taller woman lets out a chuckle of sorts, one hand coming up to brush through Furina’s hair in a calming manner, “Stars shine without ruining anything for anyone. They are a source of light in dark nights. They are brighter than their surroundings, unique and interesting in every way. That is all.”

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   I can not be forgotten! I am a star! I am a star! I am a star!   …please don’t forget me…. 

“Sources of light always bring shadow.” 

Why is she even arguing against Clorinde? What is the point? She has failed at everything up until now; she will fail at this too. Yet, something in her just does not want  to agree with the other woman. 

If she did not ruin anything, then why did so many of her people die? 

Why did the prophecy come to pass?

It did, didn’t it? Because Furina failed.

And Neuvillette had to fix it.

 No. No one is dead yet. Keep up the act. Don’t let anyone see what is going on, or else they  will  die! This is a plot to catch you unaware. A plot to unravel your narrative and force you to kneel and accept the prophecy. Do not listen. 

Clorinde is silent for a long moment, then speaks slowly, as if weighing every word before declaring them, “I would rather argue that they do not bring shadow, but allow us to see it. If we are unaware of the shadows, how are we to fix them? You show us how to be  better .” 

The shorter woman is silent.

She has no way to reply to that. What is she to say?

….Where is her script?

“I do not have an exact script for how to live to give you, and I doubt anyone does, but I promise that I can try and show you how good life can be. It’s…. It’s okay not to be normal, Furina,” Clorinde finishes, somewhat lamely. She nods once, as if to reassure herself of what she has said.

Furina doesn’t know how to reply. How is she supposed to reply? The script- the script- it’s- it’s gone- what does she do?? What is she supposed to do??


 Run. Flee. 



 You can not run when you are an archon. The citizens are your responsibility, and Clorinde is one such citizen. 


Ignore.

Ignore it.

Ignore them all.


Where is the script??


Furina takes a deep breath, releasing it slowly. Then two. Then three. She sits and focuses on the feeling of Clorinde’s head resting on hers, of the hand in her hair, of Clorinde’s own heartbeat she can hear, a steady rhythm proving existence, proving life. She breathes in and out, following Clorinde’s own breathing; the breathing which she can feel with every rise and fall of the taller woman’s chest.

Then, when she is sure she will cry no longer, she speaks once more, “You are allowed to do whatever you want, but, if you would allow me, I would like to return the words.”

“Of course. You are Furina de Fontaine. You deserve to do whatever you wish as well.”

“But I am not allowed to.”

“…You won’t know unless you try. What are a few rules in the face of an archon?” 

Another bitter laugh leaves her lips, dark and cold. Furina can feel Clorinde tensing due to it, and she regrets letting it escape her at all. And yet… “I am no longer an archon.”

“You are  my  Archon,” Clorinde says, just as immediately.

“How so? What have I ever done to achieve that title? I am nothing more than a  pitiful  human!” Another wave of…  something, crashes through Furina. She hates it. She hates this feeling.

Why won’t it just go away??

What is wrong with her???


What does she say????


“You led Fontaine for many years, and kept us safe for many more. You have earned respect. You have earned adoration. You deserve to have a break, as well. You need not always stay on the stage. Even the best show man must take a break to readjust to their audience.” Replying slowly, Clorinde’s eyebrows knit together, as if she is searching for theater terms.

A break?

How is she to take a break?

Breaks are what would have killed her people.

And yet…

Focalors is dead. Furina’s part died along with her. Her divinity is gone. She is no archon anymore. She… is nothing.

She is not an archon.

She is not a friend.

She is a pitiful excuse for a human.

She can’t even figure out how to live.

Furina doesn’t deserve a break.

So many people died due to the prophecy. So many people are now gone because of Furina’s own lackluster attempts to stop what was inevitable. She couldn’t figure it out. 

Maybe she and Focalors were even one and the same. If so… then even her other half kept secrets from her…. just to die in the end.

“…Furina, I said before that we had betrayed you, Neuvillette is a part of that we. He betrayed you, so I understand if you wish not to see him. I will not force you, but it may help you tie up loose ends. Help you think less about it. If speaking to him doesn’t do so, I will apologize, and never mention him again.”

Clorinde hadn’t led her wrong yet.


 Blade. Pointing at her. Surrender surrender surrender, she must, she can not fight this. If she tries, she will die. 



 She is already dead. 


“….I will give it a try.”

Another soft smile is given as Clorinde pulls away. Furina scrambles to right her hair and clothes— you can not be seen as anything but perfect— and when she looks up, Clorinde’s hand is lifted, palm up. Resting on her palm is a small puzzle piece, the eye of a cat printed on it.

“I think you should have the honors,” Clorinde says. Her hand remains steady, inviting but not overbearing.

Furina takes the piece.

She slots it into place.

She smiles.

Completed kittens stare back at her.










Furina is beginning to realize that those who did not witness the trial came to the conclusion that she is still the Hydro Archon.

While she and Clorinde walked through the streets, towards the Palais Mermonia, Furina could hear the people whispering. This was nothing new, but this time, she was actually able to catch some of what they said. Not enough to fully understand, but enough to realize that all of them believe she is still the archon.

Ha.

….

How foolish of them.

…….

Yes.

Foolish.

She is not an archon.

…………….

Where is her script?

Where is the voice?

…What’s happening to her?

Clorinde walks two steps behind her, as if she is a bodyguard. Even without seeing it, Furinca can tell that the Duelist is glaring at those she finds staring at Furina. It helps Furina breathe easier, if nothing else; for those caught staring turn their head away.

Others continued watching her.

Staring.

At her.

Furina drops in step with Clorinde, grabbing her arm and grasping it tightly. She wants to go home. She doesn’t want to do this anymore.

Yet, as Furina is unable to voice her concerns, they continue walking.

They make it to the Palais Mermonia without incident. As they walk in, the Melusine that works there waves at them. Furina waves back hesitantly, surprised at their friendliness. When they make their way to Neuvillette’s office door, Clorinde knocks loudly, and Furina’s heart jumps out of her chest, her breath stuttering.

“I’ll protect you,” Clorinde murmurs, just as Neuvillette’s voice rings out from the other side of the door, telling them to enter.

The door opens, and Clorinde walks in first. Furina lets her go, watches her walk in, then takes a deep breath.

She could turn back now. Neuvillette wouldn’t even know.

Yet… Clorinde did really think this would help.

 Don’t trust her! She’s leading you to your doom! Neuvillette hates you! He always has, and that was  before  he knew you had been betraying him! 

…Right… he has always seemed annoyed with her, like he only stayed around her because he thought she was the archon. Now that he knows she isn’t…

She betrayed him. He would never love her anymore. Even he had turned away from her at the ending of the trial. Even he…. 

She was left behind.

“…Furina?” Clorinde’s voice is not soft, not gentle, but she still paused only a few steps into the office. She reaches out a hand towards the other woman.

Furina hesitates, then takes it, letting the Duelist pull her into the office.

The door swings shut behind them.

“Ah, Furina. You visited after all. I thought… that you did not want to see me at all,” Neuvillette says. The way he speaks… the way he is positioned… he is very much surprised at her arrival. Did Clorinde not warn him they were coming?

Furina quickly scans the room, noting the papers on his desk, then returns to him. Rather than meeting his eyes, her focus is on his hairpiece, “I’m sorry. You’re working. I’ll leave.”

She wants to hit her head against the wall.


 Talk in longer sentences, you idiot! No one talks in just two word sentences! They’ll find out everything if you keep acting off like this! 


“No, Furina. Stay.” Neuvilette says. 

Furina tenses. Is that an order? He is her superior now. She would have to listen to anything he has to say.

Neuvillette pauses, “Ah, but only if you wish to. You may leave if that is what you truly want.”

Furina slowly nods, “I’ll stay.”

“Would you like me to remain as well, or leave?” Clorinde asks.


 Nonono don’t leave her. Don’t leave her alone with him. 



 Yes. Yes, leave. This is business between an archon and her Iudex, unfit for mortal ears. 


Neuvillette is watching her, waiting for an answer. On the other hand, Clorinde’s eyes remain straight ahead, focusing on the wall behind the Iudex, and away from Furina.

“I… yes, you may be dismissed.” She winces at the choice in words. Even Clorinde is a higher rank than her now. Furina has no right to speak this way. Yet the Duelist nods, turning on heel and exiting the room. The door clicks far too loudly behind her.

A former archon and the Iudex are left alone in the room.

Furina’s chest feels tight, like she can’t get enough air in. She wants to cry. She wants to hug Neuvillette. She wants to run away. She wants to go home. She wants to explain everything to her oldest friend. She wants to go to sleep and never wake up.

“…How has your rest been, Lady Furina?” Neuvillette says, breaking the tense silence.

“There’s no need for the title. I’m a normal human now. I- I’m normal. I just… Clorinde said this might be able to help me, you see. That’s the reason I’m here. That’s all.” Furina winces once again.


 Archons, Furina, you sound like a blubbering idiot. 


What is she supposed to say?!

Neuvillette nods slowly, “Yes, I see. Has Clorinde been helping you rest, then?”

“Ah- yes- she’s been a huge help,” Furina replies, “I wish I could thank her in some way.”

“Perhaps you could get her a gift?” 

“…Unfortunately, I’m afraid I don’t have much mora to my name,” She tugs a lip between her teeth, letting out a sigh. She has been living off of Clorinde’s finances all this time; it truly wouldn’t be much of a gift to Clorinde to buy her something with her own money.

Neuvillette’s brows knit together slightly, “Has Clorinde not been passing along the mora I have been sending?”

A weight rests further in her chest, causing a hitch in her breath, “The mora is from you? You- why?!”

“You deserve at least that much, Furina, and more. I am only passing along what you should have.”

Deserves-?? She  killed people!

“Furina…?”

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:    Ah, my apologies. I got lost in thought. (Chuckle) Though you are right. I am this country’s archon. Of course I deserve   to barely have enough to get by on a daily basis, not to mention plenty of the citizens showing just how little they support me, for I am no longer needed   some financial compensation for all that I do.  

“Ah, my apologies. I got lost in thought.” She lets out a soft chuckle, pressing a smile on her lips. It is sure to look real. “Though you are right. Of course I deserve some financial compensation for all that I did.”

“Yes, you did much for Fontaine over the past years. Your burden was great, and you managed to do far more than anyone else could have. You have done well, Furina. I wish nothing but the best for you moving forward, and I hope some mora can help with that.” Neuvillette says.


 Past years? He’s not even willing to mention how long she actually suffered. He doesn’t care. 


“Especially because you are going to remain the archon, correct?” 

…

What.

She’s…. she’s not the archon.

Is this why Neuvillette has not released a statement explaining things to the citizens? Because he hopes she will return and  work for him again ??

She’s. Not. The. Archon.

 He  knew  she wasn’t the archon, that’s what he was trying to prove! Yet he still speaks as if she is the archon! He still wishes her to play the role of one! 


 You will always be the hydro archon, always, forever and ever, and ever, and ever, and ever, and ever, and ever and ever and ever andeverandeverandeverITWILLNEVEREND 



 FOCALORS IS DEAD. 


 This is your nation. Your responsibility. Do  not  force it onto someone unable to handle this burden! All of Fontaine will fall! 


 And you will be left alone. 


 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:    Yes, of course. I will assist the children of Fontaine in any sort of way I can. It is my duty. It is my job. One I will not be free of, until death lets me rest. 

“Yes, of course. I will assist the children of Fontaine in any sort of way I can. It is my duty. It is my job. One I will not be free of, until death lets me rest,” The words fall gracefully out of Furina’s mouth. But… they don’t sound right to her. They’re… not right. She doesn’t want to do this.

It is written in the script…

“…I thought you were resting now. Did you not rest enough? Do you wish to rest more before you begin work?” His brows are furrowed in concern, an expression she has been seeing from him much lately, “If you do continue as the archon, I hope we can help you set up a good balance between work and rest. There is no need for you to feel constantly tired. You, Furina, are the priority over the archon title, though it is the greatest in the nation.”

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   There is no need for more rest. Fontaine needs my guidance, so I will help. 

“There is no need for more rest. Fontaine needs my guidance, so I will help.” 

Furina is tired. The script continues writing itself, and she must play it out.

 How   dare   he assume she would be fine by now?! It has hardly been a  month  after FIVE HUNDRED YEARS! HOW DARE HE ASSUME SHE WOULD BE READY TO RETURN TO THAT   TORTURE! 

Furina is tired.


 She hates him. 


No. No, nonono, she doesn’t hate him. How could she? He’s- he’s the perfect leader for Fontaine. He’s helped Fontaine so much. He’s perfect. She’s nothing but a pitiful blob trying to impersonate a human. She’s not allowed to hate him!

How dare she hate him. How dare she. She’s nothing close to him. He’s done so much while she’s wallowed away in the suffering that anyone could overcome. She is nothing more than a wimp who has focused too much on the tiny insignificant, inconsequential, simple thing that anyone else could deal with.

The Iudex continues to watch her, gaze resting heavily on her, as if preparing for judgment, “…..Are you sure it is not too soon? I do not wish to burden or hurt you any longer. I did not wish to ever hurt you. I truly am sorry if it ever seemed like I did.”


 So many lies falling from his mouth. Nothing but lies. She hates it. She. Hates. Him. 



 You can’t hate him. He’s more than you will ever be without lying and killing to get your way to the top. 


She’s being played.

No matter what he says now, his actions have spoken far louder than his words ever will. And during that trial, when she was at her lowest, when she was being left by all, he turned away too.

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:   There is no need for more apologies, Monsieur Neuvillette! You have already apologized after all, and who am I to judge you harshly when you are a judge yourself. 

“You have apologized far too much already, Monsieur Neuvillette. There is no need for more,” Furina finds herself saying.

“Then I will not apologize again until you so wish it. You have my word on that,” Neuvillette dips his head to her, “Are you sure you wish to work?”


 No-  



 Yes. Yes yes yes yes you must. This is your responsibility you must you must you must you must you must you must you must you must 



 SHUT UP. SHE DOESN’T CARE ANYMORE. SHE DOESN’T WANT THIS. 


Furina wants to go home.

“…… Are you sure I should? I’m not the true archon anymore, nor have I ever been. You heard the judgment of the Oratrice Mecanique D’analyse Cardinale,” Furina’s hands clench at her side, her fingernails biting through her gloves, “The Hydro Archon was deemed guilty, and that was Focalors, not I.”

 Yet he was the one who still sentenced her to death. He did it with the knowledge that  she  was the one he was speaking of, and not Focalors.  

“The things you have done prove who you are far more than that trial. It was fake at first, yes, but I do believe there was more reality in that role than you thought, and perhaps it would help you to return to parts of it,” Neuvillette shakes his head softly, “You’re still the Archon in the eyes of the law, and the citizens as well, I am sure.”

Something snaps.

“Am I? AM I REALLY?! What does the law have to do with any of this??? Would the other archons have been betrayed by every one of their citizens?!” Furina’s nails bite into her skin, one hand coming up to brace against her chest as she leans forward,  “WOULD THEY HAVE BEEN SENTENCED TO  DEATH  BY  THEIR  IUDEX AND THEN THROWN ASIDE WHEN NO LONGER NEEDED?!!?”

She’s yelling.

“Furina-”

She doesn’t care anymore.

“WHY ARE YOU DRAGGING ME BACK INTO THE SPOTLIGHT WHEN ALL I WANT TO DO IS LEAVE THE STAGE! WHY CAN’T YOU JUST  LEAVE ME ALONE!! ”

“Furina, I was tryin-!”

 He’s a   liar! 

“I abdicate my title as Archon.” Her voice is calm. Quiet.

Yes. This is the right thing to do.

“…Pardon?”

With her chin raised high, and her shoulders pulled back, Furina schools her voice into a confident one, not allowing it to shake in the slightest, “I am no longer the Archon. You never trusted me with my work anyway, so I assume you can handle the tasks that are brought up with my leave yourself.”

She chooses to stop being Focalor’s shadow.

“…Furina. I-” Neuvillette seems taken aback, one of his hands raised towards Furina. He lowers it slowly, and dips his head to her, “… I will handle all the paperwork. Please, enjoy your rest away from the world of the law.”

She leaves without another word.










Ah, of course, Clorinde is gone. Furina thought she would be waiting outside of the office… but no, she’s gone. She shouldn’t have gotten her hopes up. No one would ever stay for Furina’s sake.

Clorinde is a busy woman after all.

Furina strides out of the Palais Mermonia as quickly as she came. The conversation with Neuvillette hadn’t even lasted ten minutes. She truly is too weak to handle something so simple.

Furina’s tired.

But… she’s free.

She’s finally….

It’s real now.

In the eyes of the law. It’s real.

Furina can leave. Furina can  flee .

Perhaps she should invite some people over to celebrate. That is something that most humans do often, correct? Ah, but who would she invite? Clorinde… well yes, of course. She is the one that gave her the chance.

Navia? Perhaps, they have not spoken much.

The Traveler and Paimon? …….Well… They betrayed her, but… they were the closest thing she had ever had as friends before that. Perhaps they could explain their actions, and the three could become friends instead of enemies. Like with Clorinde?

Ah, Furina will have to think on that longer, as well as decide what meal to prepare. Macaroni? Probably not suited for a celebration.

Perhaps she should ask Neuvillette…

No. No. She’s free. He’s….

He’s taking her place. He hates her. If he didn’t before, he must now. She had lost her cool and yelled at him. She doesn’t deserve anything but hate.

It’s best if she keeps her distance from him.

Someone crashes into Furina, or well, Furina crashes into someone, and the other person stays put. Furina looks up to meet their stare. They glare back at her and Furina flinches to the side.

“You have my sincerest apologies. Please forgive me,” She murmurs, dipping her head to them. Moving to the side to walk past, she is stopped by another person stepping in her way. 

Staring at her.

Furina moves backwards, turning to go in a different direction, only for someone else to be there as well. They’re staring down at her, lips pulled back in sneers. 

They’re all staring.

All angry.

Furina wants to go home.

The mutters that have followed her for days are louder now. They’re rippling from mutters, to snark replies, to yelling the more people join in, as if the forming crowd is feeding on itself.

What is she to do? This has never happened before. Sure, she has had people glare at her, mutter things around her, even spit at her once, but- this- she’s alone.

She’s alone and surrounded.


 Sword. Angry glares. Surrounded. The traveler turns away. Neuvillette turns away. 


Someone shoves her.


 She is alone in a crowd of those that hate her. 


Furina’s breath comes out in short gasps, and she spins around, looking for a way out. Angry faces are all that stare back at her, no gaps within the tightly packed bodies. She can’t just shove her way through, that would be a disrespect to her—no, she’s not the archon—to the citizens of Fontaine. 

She can’t get away.

Someone yells something about her acting like everything is completely normal, by coming and going from the Palais Mermonia so casually after murdering so many.

Another person repeats it, adding that she is far too selfish, trying to trick them all and reap the rewards of the problem she called.


 She wants to shove them all. To push and yell and flee. 


Another voice joins the mix, and another, and another. She couldn’t focus on just one. They are all far too loud, all mixing together, all  so much .

Furina can’t breathe.


 All those people dead. Because of you. Because you couldn’t follow the script and keep all of your pitiful feelings a secret. 



 These citizens only have the best of Fontaine in mind. They are right to be angry. Without you here, all their loved ones would be alive. 


A hand tightens around her upper arm and Furina takes in a startled gasp. She’s dragged roughly to one side of the circle, where a woman stares at her, nails digging into the thick cloth of her jacket. “Stop pretending to be something you’re not! You were never our archon!  You’re just a fraud! ”

The rest of the crowd echo the sentiment, the word rippling through the people. 

A fraud.

A fraud.


 A fraud. 


Furina isn’t allowed to breathe.

Everyone is too close. Everything is too loud. Furina should be able to handle this, but she  can’t. 

Why won’t anyone help her? Not one person.

There is not one person who looks friendly in this crowd.

Furina is alone.

She thought that she would be free. 

She thought once the title was gone…

Is this her trial the prophecy speaks of?

Will she  finally be free after this?

There’s a sharp pain in her arm.

Is she going to die?

Focalors is the one the people want, but Focalors is dead. 

Furina should follow.

She is not selfish enough to wish to stay alive.

The voices grow louder, one so loud it cuts through the others and causes Furina to flinch. In what seems to be an instant, everything goes quiet. 

Furina is frozen to the spot where she stands, heaving for air.

She’s aware of the voices around her, of the crowd leaving, being pushed away, and replaced solely by two bodies. Yet she doesn’t focus on them.

Her arm burns.

She hardly focuses as one person speaks to the other, mentioning an arrest, and the other person thanks them. Hardly notices that a recognizable bright purple haired woman walks away, after those that had been arrested, and that she is left alone with someone.

Furina’s tired.

She doesn’t notice when the person speaks to her, all too focused on clenching her hands into fists to keep them from shaking, and of the blood that is splotching her gloves and jacket arm.

Ha. It will be a pain to wash that out. Furina doesn’t envy the poor soul that will have to do so.

…Poor soul.

In what seems to be an instant, she becomes aware that someone is carrying her. That she is gripping tightly to an arm, her body limp in their hold. She takes a deep breath, tiredly closing her eyes when she recognizes the scent that belongs to Clorinde. People are sure to be staring, but Furina can’t seem to get herself to care.

The voices are quiet.

She shifts closer to Clorinde, hiding her face in her chest, and lets herself wander once again.

She can breathe.

She’s safe…?


 She shouldn’t be. 


With the way everyone is acting, how they have always acted around her, it seems that no one knows what she had done. Everyone just thinks she is nothing more than a person who wishes to trick them all for her own gain.

If Neuvillette cares so much, like he says he does, why is she the nameless hero? Why is it that only a select few know what she really did and commend her for it? Why do they commend her while others spit at her? Shove her? Attack her?

…She did… go through all of that for five hundred years. Things she would never wish upon even the worst of people. Doesn’t she deserve to be recognized at least a little by others because of what she’s done? Doesn’t she at least deserve to be seen as something more than… a fraud?

She’s being selfish.

Is she a fraud?

She doesn’t deserve anything more than what she’s receiving.

Asking for more than what she’s getting like this…

She can’t be selfish.

Maybe she’s overthinking things.

Maybe she didn’t suffer at all.

Maybe she’s just… making this all up.

As Clorinde leads her home, glaring at anyone who comes too close, Furina can’t help but think that she doesn’t deserve any of the kindness Clorinde has given her. Furina has started to feel… happy, in some ways. That isn’t right.

Furina’s tired.

A droplet of water hits Furina’s coat, darkening the fabric. Then another. And another.

It begins to rain heavily, and Clorinde shifts to carry Furina in a way to keep her from getting drenched as best as she could.

Clorinde is trustworthy, but Furina is not.

Happiness is not something Furina deserves.

Furina’s a fraud.

 FURINA, THE HYDRO ARCHON:    Oh, come now! It’s not too late! A story can have twists up until the very ending! I deserve far more than this! And I will get what I deserve!   

She wishes the ending would come sooner.


Notes for the Chapter:
Not me having this chapter written for a week before posting it-

I GOT VERY DISTRACTED BY DOING ALL THE CHARACTER STORY QUESTS AND HANGOUTS, OKAY???

>>Edit, Jan 11, 2024

Changed Neuvillette’s dialogue to better represent his thought process, as well as adding in a few missing lines, and smoothing over some areas I disliked.<<





