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Furina thinks about unravelling herself like an old sweater. Of finding the loose thread that keeps her muscles and bones together and pulling on it until her whole body falls apart. Of turning back into the Oceanid she was born as rather than continuing life as the human she was turned into.

She doesn’t know how to be human. She’s not supposed to be human. She needs help to take care of this vessel, needs servants to wash her hair and cook her food. Servants she doesn’t have anymore.

She doesn’t understand humanity the way the others do, doesn’t know how to perform it well enough to fit in. Every movement feels wrong, every conversation feels like she’s back on trial. How is she supposed to fit in and be herself after spending 500 years wearing someone else’s skin?

The very fabric of her soul was made to fit into the shape of an Oceanid and purify water. Focalors can change her body but not the very core of her being.

She’s not like the others who turned human. Her skin doesn’t fit right. She’s not comfortable like this.


She doesn’t belong. Not like they do.


“The power of water is its ability to take any shape…” They say, but she has no power. She’s no longer capable of shifting forms, and the shape she’s now stuck in doesn’t work for her anymore. It has done it’s job and she wants to retire it. Wants to look into the mirror and see something else. All she sees now in her reflection is a retired actress that is still waiting for the call that will put her back onto the stage. She can’t rest like this.

In her mind the oceans, lakes and rivers sing to her but she has no access to her powers, hasn’t had access to them in centuries. Furina isn’t even sure if she still remembers what it feels like to purify water. She knows the memory is in her head, somewhere lost in that enormous space that has been storing too much information from the very moment she was created, but she can’t find it.

It’s too cluttered.

Too loud.

And somehow too empty as well.

It had been easy to ignore these blank spaces in her memory while she was still pretending to be her mirror-self, buried every day in work and thousands of worries, but now she has time.

Too much time, it seems, because she spends half of her day sleeping to escape her thoughts just to dream of a past where she used to be one with her other half, the details of her dreams slipping through her fingers the second she opens her eyes.


Furina never feels more incomplete, never feels the absence of the other half of her soul stronger than in the moments after she wakes up.


In the first week she spends living outside of the Palais Mermonia, she tries new hobbies. She reads books she hasn’t had the time to finish, goes out to fish, learns embroidery and knitting from guides she buys from small shops and falls in love with baking, but it doesn’t take long until she can no longer ignore the whispers.

As soon as the door to her house opens all eyes are back on her and Furina feels like she’s back in the Opera Epliclese, everyones judgemental gaze piercing through her fragile form. It’s like huge stage lights are pointed directly at her front door, activated by motion sensors, waiting for her to bring out the trash or go out to buy new soap.

Not a single moment of peace is waiting out there for her, so she stops leaving the house, choosing to stay inside and listen to the sounds of the people instead.

It’s enough, she tells herself. She doesn’t need more than this. And after a while these words become true.

The former Archon feels like she’s stuck in one infinite loop, build specifically to wear her down even further. She knows she should move on, leave the house, interact with people, get a job, continue to try and find more hobbies, anything to make her more human, to make her soul hopefully adapt to this odd state it’s in and help her live as the human her other half always wanted to be, but she can’t bring herself to.


“Thank you, Furina, for all you’ve done. From this moment on, please live happily as a human, just as I wished we could.”


What if she can’t? What if she will never be happy as a human? What if her entire being refuses to live as a human? What if the part of her that always wanted to be human died with Focalors?

Furinas thoughts roll around her head like marbles as she stares at the wall in front of her, her back turned towards the window, waiting for sleep to overwhelm her again and drag her back into the silent waves of sleep. She’s happy in her dreams, she thinks, despite being unable to remember anything other than endless blue, stretching on for miles. If she could she would give herself to the waves and disappear in them entirely. Turn into sea foam and never think of anything ever again.

She doesn’t know what time it is (or what day, if she’s completely honest with herself) but based on the colour of the thin strips of light that manage to get into her room through the thick curtains covering her windows, Clorinde should come with her food soon.

The champion duellist has made it her task to do the grocery deliveries after the Melusines refused to enter Furinas new home without her explicit consent, something they would never get because Furina refuses to open her doors after the last time she did.

She doesn’t want anyone to leave or enter her little house, wants to split it from the rest of reality and turn it into her own little bubble, separate from the universe and all it’s rules and laws. She wants to be alone, wants to exist without the eyes of a whole nation burning into her skin with a heat and viciousness that nothing, not even Celestia, or those cursed creatures from the Abyss, or even those forsaken Fatui could ever replicate.

Clorinde, of course, doesn’t care about Furinas unrealistic wishes. She just wants to make sure that the former Archon survives, and if she had a healthier mind, if the past never happened, if things were different, Furina would probably be thankful for the care the other woman is showing towards her.

But her mind isn’t healthy, the wounds of the past are still bleeding furiously and Furina is almost sure that nothing about that will ever change, so a small ball of quiet resentment curls in her lower stomach as she listens to her front door open every day, paying attention to every step the champion duellist makes in her private domain.

No visit ever takes longer than ten minutes because Clorinde never does anything other than store away the groceries she bought, clean up a bit and bring out the trash. She never walks up the stairs to check if Furina is even still alive, hasn’t even done it last week when the former Archon couldn’t bring herself to walk down the stairs to get food for three days straight.

How long would it take for anyone to notice if she simply died up here? If she finally succumbs to the wounds of the past that she no longer bothers to try and lick clean like the injured animal she is? Would it take until the undeniable smell of rotting corpse fills even the last crevice of her house? Would Clorinde still come in and bring her groceries as her body slowly decomposes up here in her pretty bed?

The noise of a key entering the lock and opening the door is loud as thunder in the otherwise silent house, and while it does free Furina from her cruel, spiralling thoughts, it doesn’t make her flinch anymore. She used to, at the start. She would jump every time she heard it, sometimes even shriek quietly before hiding under her blankets, waiting with bated breath for the day when Clorinde would finally be sick of her silence, come up and drag her out of her safe four-poster bed.

The day never comes, of course, so Furina stops hiding. She doubts she would have the energy to react like that now anyway. Her entire body feels like it’s sinking into the mattress. Her limbs are heavy and an odd pressure sits on her chest.


It feels like sitting at the bottom of the ocean, her mind supplies, but how would Furina know? She doesn’t remember ever sitting at the bottom of the ocean. She never had much time to explore her nation at all, both the parts above or below the water. She never had much time for anything, and now that she does have time, she does nothing at all. Even simple things she’s supposed to be able to do suddenly feel impossible to achieve.

Her hair is probably tangled and greasy. It’s still in the braid she put it in a few days ago before she went to sleep, but that probably didn’t save her from much of the damage all of the laying around has done. She imagines the knotted strands, the dry texture at the ends and the odd slickness at the top near her roots, the broken and split ends. Furina used to love her hair. It was something that made her feel special. Naturally white hair with blue strands is rare, after all. She loved taking care of it with different oils and hair masks, trying out new conditioners and shampoos. Now it just feels like another burden to carry.


It’s going to take forever to clean and untagle all of that…


A breath of air leaves her chapped lips as Furina turns onto her back, gaze moving up to the ceiling. The hair tie she used is digging into her back and she regrets ever bothering with braiding it in the first place. Nobody cares about what her hair looks like anymore. They just want her gone. Nothing else matters. She’s seen as a stain on this nation. Nobody cares about what exactly the stain looks like. A stain is a stain. Healthy hair, clean clothes and plush lips will not convince them that she’s worthy of being here.

Her throat is dry like sand, but it’s not quite bad enough yet to motivate her to get up. It’s easier to ignore the feeling for a few more hours than to take the 42 steps it takes from her room to the kitchen, just to grab an empty glass bottle, fill it with tap water, and walk back 42 steps.

Downstairs Clorinde takes 13 steps to reach the kitchen, the sound of her shoes – the fact that she doesn’t take her shoes of should bother Furina, she knows, but she can’t bring herself to feel anything at all right now other than a very muted feeling of displeasure – echoing loudly through the mostly empty house. She can’t tell how many bags the champion duellist places on the kitchen table, but she knows at least one of them has some heavy glass items in them, based on the sound they make when they hit the old wood.

Bottled water, maybe? Some jars of sauce, maybe some jam? Furina won’t know until she goes downstairs to check for herself. She wonders again, distantly, when she will get hungry enough to force her body out of this seemingly endless period of stasis and go down. When she will get her head above the waters she’s drowning in to eat something.

Her eyes trace along the ceiling as she listens to Clorinde put away the things she bought, following a few dust particles that dance in the thin sliver of light that grows more and more orange as the minutes tick by. Soon it will be night. Hopefully she will remember to pull open her curtains when she manages to get up to go to the toilet or to get food. She likes looking at the stars at night. It would be a shame to forget it again.

The skin on her back is sore and raw from laying on it for so long, but her sides don’t feel much better either. Her muscles ache when she turns, her bones and joins making odd cracking noises that make her feel like she’s older than the sun.

Her ribcage feels like an old balloon that might pop any second when she breathes in. It’s an exhausting act, and she can’t think too much about it because every time she does she remembers reading in a book that the average human breathes around 672,768,000 times in their lifetime. She will have to force her lungs to expand and take in air around 672,768,000 more times, maybe more, just because her brain needs oxygen to work. Endless repetition that can never stop, not even in her sleep, because the human brain has a built in instinct that forces you to breathe in once it’s running out of it. That’s how people drown. They try to breathe in water because their brain tells them to.


Drowning is painful. Dissolving seems to be a much kinder fate.


Her nails are longer than they’ve ever been, since Furinas former anxiety that forced her to chew them off has left her shell of a body as well, alongside everything else. It’s not noticeable yet, only around 3 millimetres in length, but it’s still a new sight to her. She almost forgot that those little white crescent moons are supposed to crown the tips of her fingers.

The skin around her fingers isn’t bloody from her constant chewing and tearing either. It’s a bit dry, used to expensive creams that she no longer has access too, but no wounds are visible. No need to hide her ruined hands with gloves anymore. Ah, but who would she even hide her hands from now?

Her fingers are numb, just like her feet. Autumn should be coming to an end soon, or maybe it has already ended, and the freezing air makes her breathing visible during the night.


It’s almost pretty, she thinks. It looks like she’s breathing clouds.

The cold air that enters her house through the open window stiffens up her body, but she can’t summon the energy to get up and close it. What would be the point? She would just have to open it again later, then close it again, then open it again. All of those useless repetitions seem so stupid to her now. So much wasted energy. So much endless, meaningless repetition.

This is not the life Focalors wanted for herself, she’s sure of it, but what does a god know about humanity? Her wish to be human was foolish. The almost childish belief of a stupid Oceanid that her life would somehow be perfect and good if she was human. A belief that almost doomed Fontaine.

Furina is not childish, nor is she foolish. She knows that being human can be wonderful. It can be filled with joy and laughter, with love and kindness and adventure.

Or it can be this: The empty, hollow wait for death to finally drag her off to a different place where the people hopefully won’t look at her like she is every horrible catastrophe condensed into a thick syrup and poured into a human shaped mold to harden and later walk amongst them.


Ah, no, wait.



Not death.



She’s not waiting for death.



She’s… she wants to be an Oceanid again. That’s her wish.



Not death.



She doesn’t wish to follow her other half, the rest of her soul, into the peaceful nothingness.



She doesn’t wish to escape the endless and merciless gazes of Celestia, of the Abyss, of the Fatui, of her own people.



She doesn’t want to free herself from the endless loop that has become her life, the guilt of unintentionally forcing people like Clorinde to take care of her, the all consuming hatred that sometimes takes hold of her for a few seconds before she looses steam again and falls back into a dream that seems so much sweeter and happier than her current life.



She just wants to be an Oceanid again and purify water, even if that goes against her mirror-selfs wishes.



And that’s good, right? Furina is being selfish. She’s freeing herself from the last request Focalors has made. She’s tearing off the shackles her divine self has put back onto her in the last moments of her life.



She cannot both be free and follow Focalors request to live as a human because Furina doesn’t want to be alive human.



It’s simple.



Yes.


Downstairs the door to the small room where the cleaning utensils are stored opens with a squeak and Furina lets out another silent sigh. A part of her had hoped that this would be a quick visit, but Clorinde has probably discovered some form of stain somewhere and decided to clean again.

It’s almost funny. As far as Furina remembers the downstairs area is spotless. The whole house is spotless, aside from a few dirty dishes in the sink and the thin but growing layer of dust covering every single surface in the house. The only thing that tells Furina that she truly isn’t repeating the same week over and over again.


Istaroth did not trap her in a cruel time loop.


The dust grows thicker every day.



One day the dust will swallow her too.


She hears Clorinde walk back to the door, but doesn’t hear the front door open. Instead, the sound of the tap running rushes through the house. She must’ve finally taken off her shoes.


She might mop the floor today… Furina thinks, eyes still starring at the dust particles in the air above. They almost look like golden glitter in the late evening light.


The Melusines would sweep the floor before mopping it. Sweeping comes first, then mopping, otherwise the dust on the floor turns into clumps that stick to everything, which makes cleaning harder.


Furina doesn’t care about these things, but she’s almost glad when these thoughts enter her mind. A memory from her past that comes without a stinging feeling of pain, followed by more of this void that has been filling her insides up like water flooding an old family home that was once filled with so much love and joy but now only houses destruction, rot and regret.

There’s nothing bad in her mind right now, just the memory of her watching the Melusines clean her rooms, their careful paws making sure not to damage any of her belongings while Furina, taken over by her curiosity, asks about the soaps they use, about the brushes and rags and sponges they carry around in their buckets. With it comes the memory of the smell of her fresh laundry, the feeling of new bedsheets and new pyjamas and a freshly bathed body.

Gods she misses feeling clean…

It takes Clorinde 5 minutes to mop the downstairs area, 5 minutes until the front door opens and she steps out to dump out the dirty water. Furina can hear it through the open window, hears how her former guard hits the bottom of the bucket to get the last drops out, and asks herself once again why the woman even bothers to do any of these things.

She’s never gonna get a thank you for it, not from Furina at least. She doesn’t want her in the house at all, she’s definitely not going to kiss her feet for breaking in and cleaning up the one space in this world that is supposed to be her last safe place.

They can’t even giver her that, apparently. The trial wasn’t humiliation enough. Now they force themselves to taking care of her, probably because of some underlying feeling of responsibility it can’t be guilt. “It had to happen” after all. It was all part of the plan, therefore no one ever has to apologize to stupid little Furina who still got her feelings hurt instead of simply becoming a clairvoyant mind reader who knows and understands everything and never had to fear that she suffered for 500 years for nothing so they continue to pester her until they feel like they’ve done enough and then proceed to forget about her existence entirely.

Ah. There’s that spark of anger again. It’s almost unfamiliar to her. An odd thing that doesn’t belong. Furina never really had it in her to truly be angry. She can act angry, play pretend to fulfil the role others expect from her, but she never truly feels it.

This is new.

This is odd.

This is… wrong.

Maybe the other Oceanids were right. Maybe the waters here are poisoned. Maybe she needs to get far away to flourish.






2. wild woman

Notes for the Chapter:You know how some people “get better” after a long depressive episode and how that can be a sign that they’re planning to kill themselves? :D





Furina de Fontaine leaves her house for the first time in three months on the 5th of December at 01:42 am with a large umbrella in her hand, a thick scarf wrapped around the lower part of her face and a hood covering her freshly washed and cut hair.

She has attempted to save it. It was a piece of her past, after all. Something that connected her to 500 years of torture, sure, but something that also connected her to Focalors and the time they shared in this world.

Cutting off her twin tails somehow felt like more of a betrayal than going against her explicit wishes, like severing the last thread of fate that still tied them together, but the hair had matted into one long rope of hair, knotted together to the point where she could’ve only freed the strands if she had help during the process.

And who could she possibly ask to help her with this? Who would sit with her for hours, carefully loosening the hair with a comb and several bottles of conditioner to save her precious hair? No one. So Furina climbed out of the shower and grabed the first pair of scissors she could find — a small pair of nail scissors — and started painstakingly cutting through each individual curl for almost half an hour while the hot water rushed out of the showerhead behind her, filling her bathroom with thick steam.

She didn’t cry when she cut it. She hasn’t cried in a while, now that she thinks about it. Not since the day of the trial. That’s good, right? She must be healing.

Now her hair is all the same length, and Furina wonders distantly if she should’ve cut it before. Would that have been better? Saved her from the terror of realizing that her lack of care has ruined her hair and destroyed something that she once thought of as an integral part of herself? Or would the guilt be worse because it would be a decision she made out of her own will and not because her hand was forced?


It’s not like it matters now. What if’s don’t fix anything.


She shakes her head to banish her thoughts to the back of her mind before she begins to walk down the street and up the stairs. It had finally begun to snow in Fontaine and Furina can’t quite stop herself from being fascinated by the pretty snowflakes falling from the sky like small clouds.

It also reminds her of an old tradition. Every year she would go on a walk with the Iudex during the first snow of the winter to enjoy the beauty of the season one last time before the chaos would begin and they had to plan how to prepare the nation best for the upcoming frost. They would always end up sitting on a random bench outside, usually close to the ocean, silently watching the snow fall and enjoying each others company.

And now here she is, alone on her walk, trying to flee the nation like some kind of criminal.

Her plan is simple. Maybe a bit insane too, but she wants to disappear entirely from this nation, evaporate into thin air with no one knowing where she went, and this is the best way to do that. The search for her will be short if she leaves no clue behind. Clorinde will realise quickly that it would be pointless to keep wasting time looking for the former Archon and everyone will finally be able to move on without her.

Furinas disappearance will set everyone, herself included, free.

And doesn’t that sound wonderful? Makes the whole act of running away almost sound heroic, doesn’t it?

It’s late and all the stores are closed. Only a singular Gardemek is still out on her street, slowly walking it up and down to make sure everything is safe, his heavy steps forming the background noise for Furinas little trip. She should probably be a bit more worried about being seen by him but it hasn’t seen her leave the house, her umbrella covers her eyes, and the wide coat, boots and scarf she’s wearing are old pieces, hidden in large boxes no one has opened in years, not even during her move. Not even the Iudex will remember these clothes. The only person who would be able to recognize her in the footage the Meks are recording would be herself.

And she won’t be here to identify herself, so who cares?

Furina is the only person out, but the windows of several houses are still lit and she can’t quite stop herself from looking inside the ones without curtains blocking her sight. She probably looks really suspicious right now, but the Mek doesn’t stop his patrolling to question her about what she’s doing out so late at night, so she continues her trip to the Waterway Hub.

It should be empty at this time besides a few Gardes. She knows the routes they take and their schedules like the back of her hand after having to analyse Garde movements for centuries during her preparations for court cases.

There is no one in the world who can walk through Fontaine without being seen the way she can. Not even the Fatui could ever match her. She made this city what it is, despite the fact that all of the people living in it hate her right now. This place and it’s continued existence is her magnum opus. This city, this miserable place that feels like it’s trying to swallow her whole and erase everything she has ever been and will ever be, is what she will leave behind to later generations if she dies during her travels.

It’s awful. It’s bitter. It’s horrible and unbearable. It’s the truth.

And Furina keeps walking.

The first window her eyes find shows a young man and woman dancing together. They’re laughing, the man occasionally pressing small kisses on the woman’s forehead. It’s sweet. It’s cute. It simultaneously makes Furina want to swoon and drown herself in a lake. She’s jealous, she knows. Every fibre of her being wishes to have someone she can be close to like that. Someone who will hold her and kiss her and tell her that the world will be alright again.


Someone who will pull her out of her bed and help her eat, who will encourage her to wash herself and change the sheets for her while she showers. Someone who makes sure that she isn’t alone in this world.


The second window shows an old man trying to teach his cat something. Furina can’t quite make out what trick the animal is supposed to perform for him, and the cat probably can’t either based on the lack of movement from the beautiful creature. The old man doesn’t seem to care because he simply sighs before bending down to feed the cat the treat he had in his hand. His gaze is warm and filled with pride.

Has someone ever looked at her like that? With love comparable to the love that man has for his cat? Probably, right? She used to be popular, after all. But she can’t remember… it’s all so blurry now.

The third shows two women laying together on a couch, holding each other close as they read together. A few candles are burning on the table in front of them and Furina distantly wonders if they’re scented. She likes scented candles, she thinks. Clorinde used to regularly get her Lavender scented ones, probably in hopes of helping her sleep. The champion duellist never truly understood the real extend of Furinas anxiety, but she can’t be mad at her for that. She’s a good liar. It’s the one talent she has, after all. It’s the reason why she exists. To lie. To trick. To deceive.

It doesn’t take long until Furina is finally able to silently slip through the entry doors at the Waterway Hub and she thanks whoever picked her house silently for choosing one so close to the centre of the city.

She’s already noticing a bit of exhaustion, a bit of pain in her legs and some blurriness at the corners of her vision. The weeks of irregular eating and lack of exercise have taken their toll on her body and she’s weaker than ever, but she refuses to let herself rest. The first few days are the most important when you run away. You have to create as much distance as possible between yourself and the place and people you’re running away from. She has to keep going, no matter what.

The entire entry hall of the Waterway Hub is empty, including the post of the information clerk, and when Furina pauses to listen for a few seconds she can only hear silence.

Good. Just like she thought.

No valuables are kept in the hub. The only reason why Gardes have Patrol here at all is to make sure the parking aquabusses aren’t vandalised and to check who goes up to the 4th Floor, the Palais, to make the jobs of the Garde there a bit easier. Right now, at 2 am, the Gardes are being switched out, meaning no one will be in the building for around 5 minutes.

More than enough time for Furina to quickly walk over to the elevator and get up to the 3rd Floor.

It’s almost a bit too easy for her, all things considered. There has to be trouble up ahead, right? Maybe a bunch of Gardes are waiting to catch her at the Marcotte Station, or the rails are covered in ice and she will slip and fall to her death. Something bad has to happen. This can’t possibly go so smoothly.

There’s no way she can simply leave Fontaine without a fight, right? Someone has to stop her. Someone is going to notice that she’s trying to run and grab her and drag her back into her house. Clorinde will notice, with that weird sixth sense she gets when something out of the ordinary is about to happen, and she will find her and ask her why she’s trying to leave. She will drag her to the Palais Mermonia, bring her cake, and try to weasel the truth out of her, maybe alongside the Iudex. And the Iudex will see her hair and ask her what happened to it  and then he will tell her that he would’ve helped her save it if she had simply told him about the problem.

Of course none of these things happen.

Furina quickly closes her umbrella, shaking the few snowflakes off that got stuck on it as she walks up the stairs and around the corner to get to the elevator. It only takes a few seconds for her to get up to the 3rd Floor, the polite voice of the automated announcer welcoming her to the Navia Line when the doors open again. She quickly gets out and looks around for a few seconds, listening for steps just to make sure she’s alone. She is once again greeted by silence.

The former Archon has to be a bit careful, especially with her backpack, big boots and thick coat, but after a few minutes of awkward shuffling and digging her fingers into the uneven areas she manages to get past the wall that is supposed to block people from stepping onto the sides of the Aquarail, landing on the polished side of the rail that is supposed to keep the water inside.

She quickly walks out of the station, opening her umbrella again and praying to whatever god might still be willing to listen to her after the whole Focalors stunt that she won’t slip and crack her head open like an egg on the slippery, snow covered white rock below her shaking feet, eyes looking around to make sure no one will see her any time soon.

Below her the city opens up.

She missed being high up, used to looking down at the city like she did back when she still lived in the Palais Mermonia. It’s nice to be able to see everything like this. The lit windows and street lights almost look like small star clusters right below her feet. The fact that each of these lit windows represents at least one person who’s still awake is fascinating to think about and she has to stop herself from pausing too long to take it all in one last time.

It doesn’t matter anymore. These people all hate her anyway. She needs to take this chance and leave before one of the Gardes sees her and alerts others of her presence. She keeps walking.

It’s odd to be out, if she’s fully honest with herself. She feels skittish, like a rabbit that has left its usual, safe environment and is now stuck in a place where everything is a possible threat with odd smells and weird noises surrounding her.

She used to feel safe in this city, didn’t she? Those times seem so distant now, like a different life entirely.

Well half of her being did die, so maybe this is a different life. Maybe her old birthday no longer counts. Maybe her new one is the day of the trial.

Ah, but wouldn’t that mean that she has five birthdays now? Her birthday as an Oceanid, the day where she became human through Egeria, the day she ascended, the day of her splitting herself into two, and now the death of her other half?

Would that mean that if Furina succeeds and turns back into an Oceanid she would have a sixth birthday?

How many rebirths are too many? When will she inevitably loose even more of herself? How much more can she loose until she stops existing entirely?

In the distance she can already see the watery ruins of the Research Institute and wonders once again if those cubes will ever loose their energy and come down again. She used to worry about that quite a lot when she was still Archon just a few months ago, but now she just finds the whole thing captivating. The researchers are sure it will stay up and stable but it wouldn’t be the first time they were wrong.

At least it won’t be her problem anymore when the whole thing drops from the sky in a thousand years or so. She’ll be long gone at that point.

When she finally reaches the walls of the city she carefully lifts the hood from her head. She can’t help it. She needs to pause at least once to get a last look of the city she once called home. She won’t be able to truly close this chapter of her life if she doesn’t.

This Nation that was given to her and placed into her care. This little chunk of land and water that she has never left before. This piece of Teyvat that she will probably never return to.

This used to be everything. How weird it is that these things can change so quickly? 500 years reduced to dust, spiderwebs and sad memories that sting like needles all in one singular day. And what a day it was… She would rather be forced to duel the Primordial One for the rest of time than repeat that day again.

Her head is starting to hurt and the familiar tiredness has begun to pull on her arms and legs, begging her to lay down and rest, to sleep until all of the stars have died. Gods she’s so tired. Why is she doing this again? Why doesn’t she just continue rotting away in her house?


Because I have a plan. A new wish. A goal. I need to move. I’m almost there. I just need to keep walking. I don’t have time to waste.


Her eyes find the Palais Mermonia all on their own and Furina lets her gaze wash over the building one last time. Most of the people she loves are probably still in there right now, working hard. At least the Iudex should still be awake, according to the windows lit. She wonders if they will be happy when they realise that she’s finally gone, that the curse of Fontaine has disappeared without a trace, or if they will just be glad that she’s someone else’s problem now.

Maybe wherever she goes Furina will find a way to make her own little bubble in this universe, shut off from everyone else. A place where she can hide forever, with no chance of anyone ever finding her again. A place where nothing can get a hold of her and she will truly be free. That way she can’t truly become anyone elses problem ever again.

The former Archon tries her hardest to engrave the memory of the Palais into her mind before slowly closing her mismatched eyes. This is it.

There’s a small drop of sadness that hits her soul at the thought of that, but she knows she can’t stay here. They don’t want her here… and she doesn’t want to be here either. She can find her answers somewhere else. She can be free somewhere else.

“Goodbye Fontaine. It was an honour to be your Archon, despite everything.” She whispers almost soundlessly into the wind before slowly turning her back towards the city. The hand that isn’t holding her umbrella reaches back to pull her hood back over her head, covering her white hair again and blocking out a chunk of her peripheral vision, before finally opening her eyes again and continuing to walk.

She intentionally speeds her steps up a bit, trying her hardest to be mindful of her time window. Now she really doesn’t have time for a bit of sightseeing in Fontaine anymore.

It takes her an hour to reach Marcotte Station and another two hours to climb onto and walk along the Aquarail that leads to Lumidouce Harbor. It’s easy from here, aside from the distance she has to walk. The worst part is over.

Nobody is going to assume that she has enough spine to leave Fontaine this way. They’ll look for paper trails and recordings, for ship tickets and fontainian witnesses to question. They’ll look for her at Bayda Habor in Sumeru, not this close to Celestia. Nobody would ever think that she’s bold enough to do that after everything.

But Furina isn’t a coward, and she isn’t stupid either. There is no place in Teyvat where Furina could hide from Celestia once it’s decided that she’s deserving of punishment.

A part of her still believes that they are omnipresent and simply watch quietly as things unfold.

That the whole “Celestia is sleeping” thing is just one giant lie to trick those who wish to harm them and disturb the current order into taking action while the all seeing eyes of those above observe.

That even the death of Focalors and the rise of the Hydro Sovereign was somehow planned.

That she never tricked the Heavenly Principles in the first place.

Cowering and shaking won’t get her anywhere with those above, especially not the all-powerful Celestia she has created in her mind, so Furina walks, looking around carefully to make sure no one spots her odd figure walking around.

She will cower in front of humans but never in front of gods. What an odd thing she has become…

Her gaze catches on a Statue of Seven and she distantly wonders what will happen to those. Will her figure be removed and replaced by the Iudex? Or will the statue simply turn to dust? Crumble, just like Focalors did, and take with her Furinas entire past and the only world she has ever known.

Gods, she sounds like she wants to be an Archon again. She hated that job. Hated how people looked at her, the constant threat of being found out looming over her head, the prophecy breathing down her neck like an angry hunting dog. It was a miserable life. It was awful and lonely and cold in ways life should never be.


But wasn’t it still her life? 


Shaking her head again — a bad decision, because her headache immediately becomes worse — she continues to walk, speeding up again. Who cares about the statues? She needs to keep going. The sun should rise in a few hours and she needs to find a place where she will be able to sleep during the next night, an Inn of some kind, or a cave it she gets desperate.

The snow is starting to grow thicker on the ground, covering everything around her in a layer of white flakes.

Time passes, snow falls from the sky, the dust in her house will now grow thicker without her there. Will the next person who moves into her house clean it up soon? Or will her house stay empty for a while? Will spiders build their homes inside? Will someone remember to donate the food she left behind? The clothes she couldn’t carry? What will happen to the plushies she couldn’t bring? To her books and documents and fishing supplies? What will happen to the last pieces of Furina de Fontaine that are still stuck in the Nation of Hydro?

She arrives in a small guest house in Qiaoying Village shortly after the sun begins to rise. She wants to walk further, would walk straight to Liyue Harbor and jump onto the first ship to Inazuma to create as much distance between her and Fontaine as possible if she could, but she’s getting dizzy and her legs are starting to give out below her.

In the distance she sees a statue of Rex Lapis and the sight of it almost seems to reassure her that she has done enough for tonight. She can rest today, maybe get a map as well as some tea for the way.

Her journey can continue tomorrow.

No one is looking for her.

No one is expecting anything from her.

She can breathe.

She is free.

The owner of the guest house is an old woman, looking at her with pity and not a drop of recognition in her eyes as she prepares to write down some of Furinas information into a small book. It’s one of the greatest feelings she has ever experienced.

“Could you tell me your name and age?” The woman asks. “And, if you need help with your trip, perhaps your reason for your stay and where you’re going? My daughter travels a lot. I can ask her to plan a route that is safe for a young lady like you.”

Furina wouldn’t call herself young but she thanks the woman, feeling just a tiny bit worse about lying to her about her identity.

“My name is Vivienne. Vivienne Dupuis. I’m 22 and I’m trying to get to Liyue Harbor as quickly as possible.”

The woman smiles brightly, writing the information down before taking Furinas hands in hers.

“Are you travelling outside of Fontaine for the first time? That must be quite scary. I’ll talk to my daughter, but first we should get you to your room, alright? I’ll get you something to eat too. You need a bit more meat on your bones for a journey like that. Do you have any preferences?”

Furina follows her up the stairs, simply stating that she will eat whatever is available. “Anything warm will do.”

The room is small but cozy, and wonderfully warm compared to the freezing temperatures outside. The woman Mrs. Ning, she had introduced herself, shows her where she can find more blankets and where to bathe herself before going downstairs, explaining that she will warm something up for her.

The wait for the food isn’t long and soon Mrs. Ning is back with a bowl of Black-Back Perch Stew.

“I hope it’s to your liking. Fontainians like fish, right?”

Furina smiles. “Thank you, Madame Ning. Yes, I love fish.”

“I’m glad. Just bring the dishes down when you’re done, alright? And have a good rest.”

The next hour is spend sitting on the floor in her room, carefully eating the boiling hot stew while she tries to ignore her pounding headache. Once again she wonders why she didn’t just continue rotting away in her house.

What made her think she had the energy to run away? She has spend the last few weeks unable to summon enough energy to go get water from downstairs and now she wants to travel four other nations to collect information on Oceanids? Gods she’s a fucking idiot.

When Navia helped Furina move into that house, the Geo User had asked Furina several times if she likes the placement of certain furniture items. Furina had never been able to give the woman an actual answer, and when she finally managed to put that into words — “I don’t think I know what I like” — the blonde woman had smiled and told her that she will be entirely herself again soon.

“You only need some time to heal and soon you will remember who you were before all this, I promise, Furina. You’ll be yourself again in no time.”

What Navia doesn’t know is that there is no Furina. She has never been a person. Furina was created with the singular purpose of being a distraction.

She’s a liar, a deceiver, and actress, a performer, but she has never been a person.

There is nothing to remember because Furina has never existed in the first place.

But maybe she could exist. Now. Or at least at some point in the future.

So Furina pulls out one of the two notebooks she has hidden in her backpack. The black one made of leather stays in the bag. It contains every bit of information on Oceanids and Egeria she could remember from the top of her head. It will be useful on her quest.

The second, the one she’s pulling out, is white and covered in a fishscale-like texture. It was a gift for her birthday a few centuries ago. The paper is supposed to be special, if she remembers correctly. Spill and tear-proof, to make sure all of her notes are safe. She doesn’t remember who gave it to her, just that she has always been too shy to use it before.

After that godforsaken trial it almost seems stupid to hold a notebook in such high regards. Sure, the person who gave it to her is probably dead, but half of her is dead too so who cares?

Quickly pulling out a fountain pen she opens up the book, only sparring a short glance to the carefully written words on the first page Dearest Furina, I wish you a wonderful 222nd birthday… before beginning a small list on the third page of her notebook.

“Things I think I like”

1. Snow (when I’m dressed right)

2. Black-Back Perch Stew (made by Madame Ning)

It’s a short list right now but she has hope that will become longer as her travels continue. She would like to have at least an idea of who she is when she finally becomes an Oceanid again.

When she’s done she washes herself quickly, scrubbing the sweat off her skin with a sponge and a bit of soap before she changes into her pyjamas and carries the bowl back downstairs. The old woman wishes her comfortable dreams and promises Furina once again that she will talk with her daughter before the white haired girl shuffles back up the stairs and falls into her bed, a quiet groan leaving her lips.

Her legs and feet hurt horribly and if the headache isn’t gone after she sleeps she will have to stay here for at least another day. Her back makes odd noises and her shoulders are raw from the weight of the backpack. The muscles all over her body are sore and it will probably only get worse from here, considering the amount of distance she still has to overcome.

But it’s nice, in it’s own, horrible way. This is her pain. Hers alone. Pain she feels because of a decision she has made to reach her own goal. She’s suffering for herself, not for some grand plan or because someone else wants to hurt her. This is all hers and no one will be able to take that away from her.

Hugging her backpack to her chest like she used to hug her pillows she listens to the sounds of the people outside. It’s quieter here, calmer. She feels at peace for the first time in a long time.

When Furina closes her eyes she doesn’t feel like she’s being swallowed.

But she dreams of an ocean all the same.

There is no land visible anywhere, just kilometres of water in every direction with a clear night sky above her head, filled to the brim with shining, beautiful stars.

The former Hydro Archon is standing on top of the water, looking up at the stars with bated breath and wonder shining in her mismatched eyes.

How beautiful She thinks, distantly reminded of the golden dust particles that used to fly above her. It seems so silly now, to compare them to stars. There’s no sight in this world that could ever compare to this.

It takes her a while to notice how still the water is. There are no waves, no movement at all. There is no wind either. Just endless water below and the endless universe above, the still water acting as a mirror that reflects the sky back up to itself.

She knows this place, she thinks distantly. She has been here before.

But when?

“████████”

Her head whips around, looking for the source of the voice. When she can’t find anyone she frowns, convinced that she must’ve misheard it before continuing to walk, eyes still looking up. There should be a constellation up there that’s hers, right? Everyone has their own unique constellation. That’s how Astrologists can read peoples specific fate.

But where was hers again? She always forgets… ah, wasn’t it close to the constellation of the Iudex-

“████████”

There it is again. Furina tears her gaze away from the stars, looking around wildly again.

“Who’s there?”

Her voice is raspy from lack of use. Every word feels like choking up glass shards.

“Where are you? I can’t see you.” She calls out again, trying to clear her throat.

“████████”

“Please, I can’t hear you. I don’t know what you’re saying.”

But the voice doesn’t speak again after that, no matter how much Furina cried and begs. She’s alone again.

When she wakes up she’s back in the small room in the Inn. Her body is warm. She can feel the tips of her fingers and her feet.

Outside the sun is slowly disappearing behind the mountains, drowning the world in warm orange light. Above her, dust particles dance.

Clorinde is probably delivering her food right now.

How long will it take for her to realise that she’s bringing offerings to a ghost that has stopped haunting the house?


Notes for the Chapter:
Things get better before they get worse.

Do not ask me why this chapter is 5k words long I don’t know what happened. It was planned to be 3k words long and then a lot of things happened at once.






3. don’t stand still

Notes for the Chapter:Sorry, my internet provider decided that I can go fuck myself around a week ago so I couldn’t update (I also accidentally deleted this chapter once, it was awful). I’m also pretty sure that I haven’t thought a single thought in all of December so… be aware of that I guess.





Furina leaves Qiaoling Village three hours after sundown, planning to go to Qingce Village next, just like Xuě Lì, Mrs Nings daughter, had suggested. In one of her hands is a small lantern, and in the other one a large bag filled with small boxes and jars of food from Mrs Ning, a thank you for the good payment Furina has given her for the food and bed.

It’s mostly cold dishes like pickled vegetables, dried fish and bread, but also a litre of broth, poured into Furinas vacuum bottle that was formerly filled with tea she completely forgot to drink during her escape.

Furina really wanted to cry when Mrs Ning gave her the bag, overwhelmed with the idea that a stranger she has known for less than a day would give her food and ask her to return if she ever finds herself back in the area. Of course she’ll return. She has to give Xuě Lì her self-written travel guide and the map book that she borrowed Furina back, after all. She might need them when she goes to travel in the summer to visit some of her friends in Sumeru.

Walking along the river she readjusts her grip on the bag and wonders once again why Xuě Lì gave her those books in the first place. There’s a bitter drop of suspicion nestled in her chest, threatening to crawl up her oesophagus and straight into her mind, but she tries to choke it back down before it can take root her mind and send her into a state of panic.

She is not a criminal. It doesn’t matter what the people think. She’s not being looked for. She’s not escaping prison. Even if Xuě Lì knows who she is, she has no reason to send word to the Palais Mermonia to tell them where she is going and what she’s doing. If she knows, she probably just wanted to be kind. Help a former god in hopes of a blessing or something. Or maybe she didn’t recognise her at all and just wanted to help a fellow woman who travels on her own, just like she said. Most people don’t randomly lie. Most people aren’t trying to trick her.

It will be fine.


“I ran away from home when I was seventeen,” Xuě Lì had said, her voice suddenly a lot quieter than before. “I couldn’t stand it here anymore. I think a lot of people who grow up in smaller villages go through this sort of thing. Everyone knows everything about everyone. That quickly becomes too much, especially when you’re becoming an adult. You want to find yourself in peace, grow into your body at your own pace without an entire group of people who have known you since you were a baby watching and judging every move you make.”



Her finger was slowly dancing over the rim of her teacup, her gaze distant as she stared down at the table. “One day it got particularly bad. I fell into the river while I was playing with my younger brother. He swore he wouldn’t tell anyone what happened. A lie, of course, and at the end of the day every person in the village knew what had happened. My brother swore later that he only told his friends, but they told their parents and their parents told everyone else. No matter what I did they kept laughing about it, making stupid jokes about it and all that. I was able to ignore it for a week but I just kept remembering every other time something like this had happened and I got so… mad. It felt like I had no privacy, like small secrets were some kind of privilege that I wasn’t allowed to have. But teenagers don’t want to tell everyone everything they’ve ever done or thought. They want to have a few secrets, and I couldn’t understand why I didn’t get to have that.”



“So I packed a bag and told my mother I was going to visit a friend. I put a letter on my bed to explain what I had done and why - 29 pages long, in case you’re wondering - and left. First I went east, then south, similar to what you’re planning to do, but I went to Sumeru instead of Inazuma. I spend four months there, then went to Fontaine for half a year, then to Mondstadt for a year.”



Her gaze moved to meet Furinas, her dark eyes sparkling with warm nostalgia and perhaps a sliver of melancholy. She took a sip from her tea before tightening the ponytail that was holding her dark green hair together, smiling softly. “When I went back my mother hugged me, cried, and then refused to talk to me for an entire month. She only went back to talking to me after I gave her my travel diary and allowed her to read through what I had experienced. I didn’t just write about the people I met and the places I saw, you see. I also wrote about my thoughts a lot.”



“I wrote about how it felt to be alone for the first time in my life. About what it was like to see a city for the first time and how weird it was to be surrounded by strangers. I wrote about how lonely I was and how much I missed my family, but also about how much I fun I had making mistakes knowing that none of the people who saw me will remember what happened. I think she understood me better after that… of course she also made me swear that I would never leave the village without her knowledge again.”



She laughed, a bright and beautiful sound that is effortlessly elegant and Furina couldn’t stop herself from joining her, giggling quietly to herself.



“Ah, she was so mad. I only realized a bit later how scared she probably was as well. I was quite lucky, all things considered. I was so naive and all alone. Horrible things could’ve happened to me, but I guess the adepti protect stupid runaway teenagers who are trying to find themselves just as much as they protect everyone else…”



A serious look found it’s way onto her sharp facial features, her voice growing stern.



” You should still make sure to stay safe. Don’t rely on gods to protect you. Rely on yourself instead. Stay on the busiest paths, tell people where you’re going and keep a healthy amount of suspicion in the back of your mind as you make as many friends as you can. Meeting new people from new cultures is part of the joy of travelling, after all, but you still need to be careful. Maybe get a dagger or something too, but don’t put yourself into danger in hopes of getting a vision. I tried that and ended up with a broken leg and a cracked skull. It’s really not worth it… ah, and take these books too. They’re not the original books I had back then, but they’re the most recent travel books I filled up. This should be much more useful to you because this is all information from the last five years. It will keep you safer.”


She genuinely seemed to worry for Furina. Her. A strange woman who just showed up in her mothers Inn and talked about how she has to get away from Fontaine as quickly as possible. She could be a murderer! An arsonist! A… a… a thief! A thousand and one horrible evil things! Xuě Lì and Mrs Ning don’t know why she’s running, just that she is. And yet they helped her.

All Furina can do now is hope that they won’t regret it when they find out who she really is.

The snow starts to pick up again at around 11 pm, slowly growing thicker as Furina stumbles on the hard, frozen ground. She’s already regretting leaving Mrs Ning, her shoulders aching horribly no matter how many times she readjusts the backpack. Another day in the Inn wouldn’t have let to her getting caught, she’s sure of it. It would’ve been fine, but instead of sitting in her bed in the Inn, covered by four blankets and eating more stew she’s out, following the river in the middle of the night and waiting for the right street to turn left.

At least her pounding headache from last night is mostly gone. That’s the only reason why she got up in the first place and ignored how much her back and legs protested. Now her feet feel like she’s walking on glass shards, her shoulders are screaming, the handle of her bag is digging into her hand, her nose feels like it’s going to fall off and she can feel how the skin on her lips splits every time she moves her mouth. The only part of her body that isn’t sending pain signals to her brain is her hair. Everything else pulses and hisses horribly, turning every step into torture.

Day two of her escape and her body is starting to shut down. Great. Maybe she packed too many things, or should take longer breaks in Inns, but her own paranoia eats her from the inside every time she tries to relax or take things out of her backpack. She feels like a prey animal, a small mouse that knows for sure that a hawk is circling in the sky above her, waiting to fly down and catch her before tearing her head off.

Every time she thinks about taking something out of her bag a tiny voice in her mind asks her “What if you desperately need this later?”, so everything stays inside, making her bag heavier and heavier. She couldn’t even say no to the food despite the fact that Furina has a bunch of different snacks with her as well, and now all she can do to lighten her load is eat. She isn’t even hungry.

When she finally gives up she finds herself sitting on a rock and sipping broth while she looks though the boxes of food from Mrs Ning, silently wishing she had slipped off the aquarail and drowned in the waters below. At least she wouldn’t be here on this stupid rock, shaking like a leaf.

How long would it take for them to find her corpse? Would they even look for it? Or would they wait until her bloated body washes up on the shore?

Would she even wash up on the shore? Or would her backpack and thick clothes drag her to the ocean ground where she would become food for the crabs?

It’s unclear to her why her thoughts keep circling back to death. She doesn’t wan’t to die. She wouldn’t mind it, sure, and she doubts anyone would truly miss her if she was fully gone, but she doesn’t actively seek out death. The plan is not to throw herself off a mountain, or to slit her throat open. So why do her thoughts keep going back to it? Why can’t she escape them?


“Have you already made some preparations?” Xuě Lì asks between two bites of stir-fried fish noodles.



“Preparations?”



“In case you die. Letters for loved ones, money for a funeral, stuff like that.”



Her hands move to pull her notebook closer to her again, quickly opening it on the first page.



“If you found this book on a corpse, please return it to Qiaoying Village,” is written carefully on the paper.


Death has always been a looming presence in Furinas life. Always there, waiting to grab and hold onto the things she holds dear. Every mortal being she has ever loved is either dead or no longer her friend. Every single thing has been taken from her. There’s nothing left. Nothing except her own life. Now it’s looming over her, clawing at her thoughts, pulling on her arms and legs, begging her to let herself get swallowed by the ground below. Death wants her next, it seems.

Xuě Lì is right, as much as Furina despises that fact. She has to prepare for death. It’s a possibility. She’ll have to put a note into one of her notebooks, asking whoever might find her corpse to send her stuff to… ah. Should she send it to a fontainian museum? Would people want to see the last memories of their disgraced fake archon? Take apart and analyse each and every one of her thoughts?

A dress would probably be needed too, but there’s no way she’ll be able to carry that around for months. She will probably have to store it somewhere and write the place where she left it into her notebook. Same with a casket, her will, shoes, possible jewellery and other items she might want to be buried with.


Ah, her pen. She needs to remember to write down that they should bury her with her pen.


Furina ends up picking a large glass jar of pickled cabbage, radish, carrots and ginger, one of the heaviest containers in the bag, stuffing as much into her mouth as possible. The food is nice, each of the vegetables crunchy and flavourful, but it’s ice cold, so Furina has to keep sipping broth in between bites to keep herself warm. The biting, freezing temperature of the food makes her teeth hurt otherwise.

It takes her almost an hour to empty the container, and the second she’s done she chucks the whole thing into a bush, silently apologising to Morax for littering.

Taking a last sip of her broth she closes the bottle again and drops it back into her bag before getting up, groaning quietly at the stiffness of her protesting limbs. The snow keeps getting worse, obstructing more and more of her vision, but Qince Village can’t be far away anymore. She should be able to arrive before the actual storm hits this area.


Mrs Ning was holding her face between her wrinkly hands, pulling her head down to her level to look directly into her eyes. “You have to make sure that you take the right turn. If you miss it you might not have time to find the Village before the storm gets too bad. You can’t stay out, Vivienne. The storms coming from Dragonspine are no joke. You will die if you get lost.”


There’s supposed to be a bridge coming up soon, Furina thinks, switching bag and lantern between her hands to give the one holding the bag a small break as she continues to walk, head moving around to see if she can find it. She mostly sees water, grass and rock, not really anything made by human hand except some old looking, withered fences, but she’s sure she went the right way. She’s good at following directions and finding her way, even if there is only darkness ahead.

So she keeps walking, taking step after step on the snow covered ground, squinting her eyes more and more as the flakes falling from the sky grow thicker and the winds become wilder. If she didn’t know better she would think that the Cryo Archon is sabotaging her, but there is no way she still cares about her. The Fatui have the stupid gnosis and there is no Hydro Archon anymore. There is no reason to pay any attention to little old Furina. Her existence is meaningless to the world, especially now where she’s actively refusing to fulfil the wish of her divine half. She will not the perfect little human Focalors wanted. Furina will free herself from every last shackle placed onto her body.

She will be whatever she wants to be and no one will be able to say anything about it.

Furina is barely able to finish the thought when her foot slips, sending her straight to the ground. The lantern clatters loudly as it hits the ground, but the candle inside luckily stays lit. A loud hiss leaves her mouth as she feels the biting cold of the flakes on her face. Of course she lands on her face. Of course. The snow isn’t thick enough yet to truly cushion her fall and she can already feel it melt below her and soak into her pants. A string of curses die on her tongue, years of disciplining herself to never let these types of words leave her lips tying them down. Gods don’t curse, so Furina doesn’t either. A small shit might leave her lips, but nothing worse. All of that is reserved for rare occasions in her mind.

Sailors curse, ladies do not, is what the people of Fontaine would say.

All she can do is get back up, shaking the snow off her clothes and checking that none got into her bag before continuing to walk, now a bit more careful with her steps, scared to find another frozen puddle hiding below the snow on the ground. As she walks she pulls the bottle out of her bag once more, drinking a few sips of broth to keep her going and get some warmth into her body. Her coat is long and thick, but the icy winds are brutal. Every gust of wind feels sharp like knives on the skin of her face and she can feel her body heat seep out of her body.

A hat. She needs to get herself some kind of hat. Maybe a new scarf as well, thicker pants, thicker wool socks. Anything to keep her warm. Literally anything that could shield her from these temperatures. It’s so much colder than it was yesterday, probably because of the approaching storm. The weather on Dragonspine must truly be horrific if the wind from there is this cold. How anything manages to survive in an environment where these storms are normal is a mystery to her.

Furina continues to wander for a while, speeding up and hopping around occasionally in an attempt warm her body up, but no matter where she walks, all she finds is more snow. There is no bridge.

Frustration swells in her chest, tightening around her lungs, but Furina still can’t bring herself to cry. Even the realisation that she must’ve somehow missed the turn she was supposed to take can’t crack the walls open that she unconsciously build in her mind.

Furina de Fontaine will freeze to death in a snowstorm in Liyue and no one will care. They might not even find out about who she is. Maybe they will send her body back to Qiaoying Village where Mrs Ning and Xuě Lì will bury her with the name Vivienne Dupuis, a name that both is and isn’t hers. All of that hits her at once, but she still can’t cry.

The funny thing about it is that Furina has never had parents, at least not parents she remembers, but her first instinct when she realises that she’s lost and in danger is to call for her mother.

Maman! she wants to scream. Maman, t’es où? J’ai peur! Yell it until her throat is raw like sandpaper, until the gods above wake up to hear her desperate cries.

She wants to be held, and reassured. To be told that she is doing well and that she will always have someone in her corner. That’s what parents are supposed to do, right? Support and protect their children. And what does she need more than support and protection? Nothing. She needs someone who’s there for her and listens to her. Someone who trusts her. She doesn’t want to be so utterly alone. She doesn’t want to die alone.

But she is alone, isn’t she? Entirely alone in this enormous, cruel world.

Her steps become more and more hectic until she finally looses footing again, falling right into the thick snow once more. This time she’s not as lucky though. Her lantern goes out, cloaking her entirely in darkness.

Furinas whole body shakes as she finally screams, a guttural sound that tears through her chest like a battleaxe as she curls up into a ball. She’s such an idiot. Why did she think she could do this? Why didn’t she listen to Mrs Ning when she offered her the room for the rest of the week?

Gods she can’t breathe. She can’t breathe-

Travelling is dangerous and she has spend the last 500 years sheltered in the largest city in Fontaine, living in a palace. She’s not smart or strong enough to survive this. She isn’t even strong enough to look the people of Fontaine in the eyes.

She’s nothing. Nothing, nothing, nothing, nothing. Just a useless, stupid girl without a single survival skill up her sleeve. Her gloved hands are clawing at her thick coat, trying desperately to grab whatever is choking her from the inside and remove it but she’s so weak-

Clorinde would know what to do right now. She would somehow build a house out of snow and spend the storm in there if she got lost like this. She would never scream for her mother like a stupid child. Navia would’ve stayed with Mrs Ning, helping her cook stews and soups to keep the people in the Village warm during the storm. Sedene would’ve never gotten lost. She would already be in Qince Village, enjoying a warm meal and unpacking her bags.

And Furina, older than every single one of them - possibly even older than the Iudex (it’s hard to say considering she’s missing a huge chunk of memories and he never mentioned his age) - can’t even summon the power to get up anymore, slowly sinking deeper and deeper into the snow as her voice grows quieter and quieter from exhaustion, until that too gets swallowed by the noise of the wind thrashing around her.

Her movements grow slower and slower, her energy seeping out of her body like water rushing out of a sink. After a few seconds she can’t even summon the energy to claw at her chest anymore, hands dropping into the snow in front of her as a defeated whimper leaves her torn and bloody lips.

It’s so cold. It seeps into her skin, her muscles, her bones, hurting at first before making space for that familiar numbness she already feels inside her soul on most days. It doesn’t feel like an old friend though. It feels awful, like an unknown force taking over her body, taking that away from her too. A parasite that wishes to hollow her out.

She won’t be able to return to Qiaoying Village alive, she realises. She won’t be able to return the notebooks.

A frustrated scream tears itself from her throat, sharp and painful, followed by a wail.

Her feet hurt horribly. They were already slightly swollen when she woke up, she wouldn’t be shocked if it’s even worse now. It was easier to ignore when her feet were still carrying her, when there was constant pressure on them, but now that she’s slowly sinking into the ground she can feel how her flesh stings like her shoes are filled with needles.

She doesn’t think she can get up, even if she wants to. Her shoulders ache and pulse, probably raw from the weight of her backpack. Her back feels like she has a knife stuck somewhere in the lower part of her spine. Her hands sting from the cold and the weight of her bag despite her thick gloves. Her ears are probably frozen solid.

She read about freezing to death in a few reports for court, and now that she lays on the ground, her body slowly being covered by snow, she remembers every line of those papers.

How you slowly start to loose feeling in your hands and feet, then your legs and arms. How tired you get. How the biting, cutting cold slowly turns into nothing at all. How your eyes close slowly and your mind starts to drift off, starts to leave the body…


Nobody will grieve me. The two people who might actually see me in a positive light haven’t known me for long enough to grieve me. They will forget me. Everyone will forget me.


She isn’t sure how long she lies on the ground, slowly getting covered by a layer of snowflakes, slowly drifting in and out of consciousness.

It almost feels like she’s floating in an ocean, her head sinking below the waves every few seconds before coming up to the surface again. She feels light. Like a weight has been lifted off her shoulders. Her dreams come to mind, that still ocean with the stars above, and a part of her wishes she was there right now. That would be a nice afterlife, right? Just her, alone, looking at the stars forever. Maybe she could learn how to do astrology correctly and predict the future of the living. She wouldn’t be able to tell anyone, sure, but she would know, and there is beauty in simply knowing things.

It’s almost peaceful. More peaceful than her bed was, at least. The frozen ground below her is hard and her muscles are stiffening up as if her flesh is freezing, but her soul…

Gods she feels like she’s endless. Like she’s bigger than the world and smaller than the smallest grain of salt at the same time. She is everything. She is nothing.

She is so, so tired, so she closes her eyes. It’s not like there’s much to see in the dark.

The noise fades away, first quieting down until it all disappears. She doesn’t even hear the noise of her heartbeat anymore, just silence. There is no rush of blood. Everything is slow and keeps getting slower.

Nothing matters. Nothing at all.

Her thoughts are quiet too. She doesn’t think of Fontaine, of Clorinde and Navia, the Traveller, Paimon, Arlecchino… not even the Iudex or Focalors, her other half. She doesn’t wonder if this is what she felt when she stood under that sword. She doesn’t wonder if Celestia is watching, or if the gods will care about what happened to her.

She just listens to the beautiful, endless silence as even the sounds of the storm slowly fade away..

“████████”

Oh?

“████████ get up!”

Her face feels warm, like someone is breathing onto it, the warm air that leaves their lungs hitting her skin and thawing the ice forming on her lashes.

Who is speaking? She was alone only seconds ago… who..?


“Come on, little duck. Get up!”


Furinas eyes open slowly, and the first thing she sees is a bright orange-red. She doesn’t dare too blink, gaze glued to the odd thing in front of her.

What are you? she thinks. The thing is warm, like the air when you’re standing a bit too close to a fireplace, and it’s touching her nose.

It moves when she finally does blink, fluttering before leaving her nose and flying a few centimetres away from her face, like it was simply waiting for a sign of life from the former Archon, and giving her a chance to look at it’s full body.


A… crystal fly?


She has seen hydro crystal flies a lot during her time in Fontaine, and she has seen a few of the yellow geo crystal flies in Qiaoying Village, but red ones? Crystal flies that seem to radiate warmth? What in the heavens is a pyro crystal fly doing in-


“Get up!”


Flinching heavily Furina sits up, immediately hit with dizziness.

“Who are you? Where are you?” Furina rasps out, pressing the palm of her hand against her forehead as her eyes look around for the owner of the voice. All she sees is snowflakes, now illuminated by the red crystal fly still fluttering around in front of her. The snowflakes never touch the little thing, evaporating before they can touch its beautiful wings and affect its ability to fly.

Now that Furina is fully anchored in her body once again she feels the stinging pain in her limbs, but she realises with a bit of relief that she can move every finger and every toe. Nothing is frozen off, none of the tissue is dead. Somehow, she seems to be fine.

It takes her two tries but after the third one she finally manages to get back up onto her feet.


“Good. Now go. Follow the crystal flies”


Her eyes close for a second, her knees still a bit weak, before she follows the words of the disembodied voice. She doesn’t have the energy to discuss, to question and wonder.

The crystal fly stays close to her, warming her weak body with it’s presence alone like it somehow knows what’s going on and what Furina needs, fluttering its wings and swirling around her body occasionally like a fussy mother trying to make sure her child isn’t hurt anywhere.

As they walk, Furina stumbling after the fiery creature as she tries to suppress the stinging, tingling feeling of blood returning into her limbs, more crystal flies join them, lighting the world around her with their small, fragile bodies and warming her up, giving her strength to keep going.

The snowstorm is still vicious around them but the former Hydro Archon barely notices any of that. She feels like there’s a think layer separating her from the rest of reality. Something she can lean on, at least right now.

She slips a few more times, falling onto her knees and butt around a dozen times, but she get’s up every time without having to be told by the voice. Her body moves like a machine, weak on it’s legs but determined none the less as she soaks up the heat emitted from the crystal flies.

Furina doesn’t know how long she follows the crystal flies, or where exactly they’re leading her, but after a while she finds herself on the doorstep of a rather large building.

Knocking twice she waits as the crystal flies disperse and disappear back into the snowstorm.

When the door open Furina sees the wide, shocked eyes of an unknown woman.

Her lips move, but she can’t hear a thing, collapsing right into the strangers arms.

The words “Good. Now sleep and rest until you’re fully recovered.” ring in her ears before she fully looses consciousness.


Notes for the Chapter:
New POV next chapter because Furina is gonna be out of commission for a bit.

Also sorry for the french. I learned it for three years but that doesn’t mean that I speak it.






4. concerto grosso

Notes for the Chapter:You guys will never believe what happened to me literally 4 days after I posted the last chapter (the one in which Furina gets caught in a snow storm and almost dies, in case you forgot) :D

This is probably incredibly OOC but everything I write is kind of OOC :/





Hell begins for Clorinde as soon as she wakes up on the 5th of December.

She has slept badly, caught in an endless prison of almost sleep as the hours trickled by, and now her whole body shakes, bathed in cold sweat as she carefully manoeuvres herself out of her bed and walks towards her closet to collect her clothes for today.

She showers quickly, using boiling hot water that scorches her skin and fills the room with steam quickly, but no matter what she does, she cannot shake the chill that has a hold on her soul.

Something is wrong the world seems to whisper to her. Something is completely and utterly wrong and you need to find out what or awful things will happen. 

It has been months since Clorinde has last felt like this.  Months. It hasn’t happened since that forsaken trial. This instinct that something dreadful is waiting for her just on the horizon. It makes her teeth ache and wrists itch. Something rotten seems to linger in the air, clouding her mind as she goes through her day.

She can’t even enjoy the snow, too keyed up to do anything other than check every corner, look over every schedule and watch every person who she sees like a freak. Suspicion rises in her chest at every opportunity and it only gets worse as entire days pass and nothing happens.

There’s no assassination attempt on Neuvillette, no protests or serial killers roaming the streets, no celestial nail that drops from the sky, no flooding… nothing. Absolutely nothing happens, but the feeling of unrest refuses to leave Clorinde. It eats her up inside, driving her to insanity.

Not knowing, especially in an environment like hers, is torture. Not knowing means blind spots. It means potential for catastrophe. It means people could get hurt. People who she cares for and loves.

Navia is the first to notice her stress but many follow her, haunting Clorinde with a constant echo of “Are you alright? I don’t want to insult you but you seem a bit… paranoid?”. After three days of stress those words and peoples worried eyes begin to follow her everywhere, and the worst part is that she can’t even blame them.

The famous champion duellist, known for her cool head and calm demeanour, is visibly losing her wits over something and no one knows why. It’s odd and leads to her unintentionally dragging others into her insanity. The gardes around the city are visibly more alert and more meks have been seen on the streets during both day and night.

Clorinde slowly goes insane and the city follows her all on it’s own.

Nothing brings her relief. No matter how many times she checks in with those she considers her friends, the feeling stays, scratching at her consciousness to pull her attention towards… something.

It’s Wriothesley out of all of the people in the universe who offers her an actual answer to her feelings of terror, almost a week into her personal little hell.

“What if it’s about Furina?” He asks randomly while pouring her a new cup of tea, his gaze trained on the steaming dark red liquid pouring into her little cup. Clorinde lets the thought sit in her mind for a bit before shaking her head.

“There’s a gardemek stationed in her street to make sure no one breaks in and she still refuses to leave her house. I’ve also checked her downstairs windows and doors three times in the last week to make sure no one can break in. It can’t be her.”

The duke has the audacity to tsk at her before placing the large teapot back on the table and returning to his seat.

“That may be true but what about the inside of her house? She’s not a clumsy person by any means but that doesn’t mean that accidents don’t happen. She might slip on her staircase and break her neck. Or she could be sick. When have you last seen her?”

“I visit her every day to bring her fresh groceries.”

“Yes, but when have you last seen her? You mentioned a few weeks ago that she doesn’t even go downstairs to greet you anymore. When have you last gone up?”

“She doesn’t want to see me. The first time I tried to go up she told me to go away. I can’t… I can’t break that last boundary she has. It wouldn’t be fair to her, no matter how worried I am.”

Her mind drifts as she takes a small sip from her cup, enjoying the warm, flowery flavour filling her mouth while her thoughts travel back to some of the worst days in Fontaines history.

“Every time I think about going up to her I see that face again. The face she made at the trial, eyes filled with so much… pain. Pain and betrayal and fear. She was terrified of me, of everyone there. I can’t… I can’t see that again. I really can’t.”

A few months ago Clorinde wouldn’t have been able to imagine getting so emotional over Furina. She was her boss, her archon, her god to worship and protect, not someone for her to fuss over. She was untouchable and unreachable, in an odd and unconventional way, but now Clorinde finds herself in a different position.

It almost reminds her of a friend she used to have a few years ago. Isabelle Moreau. A sweet girl, a year older than Clorinde herself, and always busy worrying over her sick mother. Always working, always buying medicine, willing to do anything to make sure her mother was alright.


Her mother ended up dying alone in her bed while Isabelle was at work, if she remembers correctly.


Of course, Furina isn’t her mother, or her older sister, or even her grandmother. She’s a 500 year old…. thing… that worked her whole life to protect a nation. She’s loud and eccentric, a bit impulsive and perhaps a bit too smart for her own good. She involves herself in things that don’t concern her, worrying constantly about all sorts of things that shouldn’t matter to someone like her. The stray cat population, the state of the books in the public libraries of Fontaine, even Clorinde herself used to be something she would fuss over.


Is your uniform comfortable? What about your shoes? Do they fit well?



You look tired. Are you sure you rest enough?



Here. A gift. I heard you have trouble with dry hair. This oil should help with that.



Sit and eat. It’s too much for me and we should never waste food.


It bothered her a bit when she first started to work close to Furina, but how could she ever mention that? How could she tell a god that there was something she didn’t want her to do? So she endured it and even found herself growing fond of Furinas antics.

Who would’ve thought that a god would be Clorindes first boss to actually care about her? The first to send her home when she was sick without deducting any pay?

And now that same god is stuck at home, rotting away like a corpse, and Clorinde has no idea how to help her. And, worst of all, it’s partially her fault as well. She has betrayed her in her most desperate hour, just like the rest of Fontaine. The entire nation turned its back on her.

She feels bile rise in her throat at the thought.

“I think you’ll just have to get over that fear if you want to make sure that she’s fine,” Wriothesley responds, his tone surprisingly serious, “She’s sick and needs help from someone she knows well, someone like you or Neuvillette. Someone she might let in if they work hard enough.”

Clorindes fingers tighten around her tea cup, her head shaking quickly. “No, you don’t… you don’t get it,” she hisses, tone sharp like a knife, “You weren’t there.”

“Does that matter? Because as far as I know you’re still the closest thing Furina has to a friend. You hurt her, yes, but clearly she won’t magically get better on her own. She needs help and you worry about her so much it robs you of your sleep. Go and check if she’s alright before it’s too late.”

Wriothesleys voice is surprisingly cold, leaving no space for discussion between them.

Help her or get comfortable with the fact that she might die soon, possibly through her own hand, stays unspoken but Clorinde hears it anyways, loud as a gunshot. The words settle in her bones, burning her from the inside.

“I can come with you if you want.”

Clorinde feels like she’s a thirteen year old student again, on her way to the teachers lounge to tell someone that their math teacher hasn’t shown up for class while her best friend accompanies her because he knows she gets scared easily. The only thing that’s missing is that he isn’t holding her hand as they walk over to Furinas house.

The fear of getting yelled at and rejected is almost the same, even if Clorinde is now old enough to know that it’s irrational. Even if she does get pushed away, she knows how to deal with that.

The key to Furinas house are attached to the same keyring that also carries Clorindes own private keys to her apartment. The bow of the key is painted with tiny, glittery jellyfish to distinguish it from her other keys, shimmering brightly in the last specs of sunlight. She’s usually not someone to pay extra for these types of decorations, but it felt right in this case.

The door opens soundlessly to reveal the same sight Clorinde sees every day: an empty house.

But something is different this time. Wriothesleys words still wander through her mind, filling up her consciousness like water flooding a basement during one of fontaines vicious autumn storms.

Suddenly the familiar floorboards that she sweeps once a week seem to hold back secrets.

Something happened here they whisper. And we’re not going to tell you what! Figure it out yourself! You’ve overlooked it for who knows how long, after all!

Wriothesley follows her into the house, his own steps heavy and loud in the quiet building as if he already knows that Furina isn’t here to be bothered by the sound. He doesn’t take his shoes off, just keeps walking past Clorinde and sits down on the small couch in Furinas living room, hands playing with the handmade knitted blanket laying next to him while she takes her shoes off and places them carefully next to the door.

She will have to sweep the floors again before she leaves, just to get the dirt out that he just carried in.

“What are you doing?” she hears herself ask as she follows him. She ends up standing in the door to Furinas living room like a package that someone ordered but never bothered to take home.

“I seriously doubt that Furina wants to see me. We’re not exactly close, after all. You should go up yourself and… I don’t know… I guess talk to her. Figure out if she’s alright.”

His voice sounds oddly muffled to Clorinde, and it takes her a few seconds to realise that it sounds so odd because the blood rushing in her ears is trying to overpower all other sound. When she focuses on it, she can hear her own pulse.

She’s nervous. Nervous and scared like a rookie.


What a fucking disgrace.


She’s better than this. She’s more experienced than this. She knows how to deal with situations like this. She’ll just go up and check on Furina and if there’s an issue, she will deal with it then. There’s no point being scared of something that hasn’t happened yet and might never happen.

Furina is probably fine! Or as fine as she can be, at least. And if she isn’t… then that’s something Clorinde will deal with when it happens, like the responsible adult that she is.

“Look for signs of problems. Vandalism, blood, evidence of a break in, anything. In case Furina doesn’t want to talk.”

Wriothesley simply nods, eyes still trained on the colourful blanket.

Taking a deep breath she closes her eyes for a second, collecting her thoughts before calling out, forcing her voice to be steady and calm instead of shaky and fragile.

“Furina? I’m going to come up. I just want to check on you real quick. Is that alright?”

No response. Nothing. Just deafening silence.

Wriothesleys eyes meet hers, his shoulders tensing slightly. He’s bracing himself for something, she can tell. But for what? Furina… Furina might just be asleep.

There’s no smell of blood or rotting corpse. Neither of them will find a dead body in this house tonight. Things will be alright. Things will be alright.

Turning around she quickly walks over to the staircase, covered in a thick layer of dust that turns the colour of the dark brown wood into a muddy grey. Only the middle of each step is free from it, showing off it’s original, beautiful colour, but Clorinde can barely focus on it as she begins to climb up. All she can hear is her own voice on the day of the trial, each word she has spoken that day echoing in her mind while her muscles ache.

She has ended up in this little spiral a few times since that day. Sometimes it happens when she brings Furina her groceries, occasionally during work hours, or when she visits the Opera Epiclese. It has followed her into her dreams a few times as well, waking her up in the middle of the night with sweat covering her skin and the taste of blood on her tongue.

“It wasn’t your fault. You did what you thought was best” her mind repeats every time it happens, but words loose their meaning after a while. One can only tell themselves so many times that it’s okay because they didn’t know until a new voice appears in their mind and responds with “But you should’ve known,” growing louder and louder until the first voice fades away entirely.

“Furina?”

Clorinde is on the second to last step now, starring up into the dark hallway upstairs and towards the door that shuts off Furinas room from the rest of the house. It’s eerily silent up here, the only sounds coming from Wriothesley downstairs who’s probably checking all of the windows for scratches. There’s a singular white feather sitting on the last step, waiting to be blown away by the softest breeze, but nothing else jumps out to her.

She breathes in again, concentrating carefully on every note she can make out.


Old furniture and dust, like grandmas house before she passed. Stagnant air. A weak smell of soap and perfume. No smell of blood, gunpowder or death. No smell of sweat, dirty laundry, or anything else remotely human.



Furina isn’t here.


Jumping up the last two steps she immediately walks up to the dark door at the end of the hallway, minimalistic in design like most modern things are now, and pushes it open.

The room that greets her looks exactly like what she imagined. Empty and abandoned, covered in dust and nothing else. No Furina.

“She isn’t here!”

There’s a moment of silence before the movement downstairs starts up again. Wriothesleys heavy boots are even louder on the wooden steps as he walks up.

“No signs of a break in downstairs, but the shelf she uses to store her shoes doesn’t seem to be missing any.”

Taking a few careful steps Clorinde walks over to Furinas large bookcase next to the door, gaze carefully hovering over the titles as the Duke of Meropide joins her in the empty room.

“Then again, she can’t just disappear, right?”

He moves to check the window before he leaves the bedroom again to check the windows in the bathroom, guest room and office while she continues to read, looking for any books that look particularly well loved or recently read.


Musicae Compendium, Scito de ipsum, La description du corps humain, Tractabus De Intellectibus…


Three whole shelves are filled with the works of fontainian astronomers, philosophers, poets, mathematicians, sociologists and scientists. All of them quite old, all of them well loved, but so are the other books in the enormous and overfilled bookcase. Works from Liyue, Sumeru, Inazuma, Natlan and Mondstadt are carefully placed next to each other, most of them so old that they’re published in the original languages the nations used before the common tongue of teyvat became a thing, and the champion duellist can’t help but wonder if Furina understands all of these languages. The visible use on each of the works seems to suggest it, at least.

“No signs of a break in up here either,” Wriothesley calls from the hallway, slowly walking back to the bedroom and leaning against the door frame. “What are you looking for?”

Clorinde wishes she knew, if she’s completely honest. She needs to find out where Furina is, but here she is, snooping through the former Archons bookcase like a stalker.

There’s just something so fascinating about seeing this room.

It’s not at all like her old rooms. Still beautiful and nicely decorated, but without the odd, almost artificial film covering it all. Her old rooms never looked like someone lived in them. It reminded Clorinde more of a show room in a furniture store than of a home.

This room doesn’t feel like a home either, to be fair, but it feels more… real. Like a real person has spend time here without keeping everything tidy and organised for a silent and invisible audience that judges her every move.

This place is imperfect. It is covered in oddity and character. It has something that could, maybe, develop into something else.

Old furniture shoved into a newly build house, dust covering every surface, ancient books waiting to be read again and again while a stack of new books Clorinde had bought Furina a few weeks ago — all plays, Clorinde realises with a rush of shame while her eyes ghost over the incredibly diverse repertoire of books in front of her once more — still sits in the bag she brought them in on the floor, untouched.

It almost looks like Furina herself is stuck in the past, holding onto things that might already be gone because it’s the only thing she knows.

“Anything that could help us find her. If there are no signs of a break in she might’ve left on her own, wearing a new pair of shoes instead of one of her old pairs. Maybe we can find a letter or something. An invitation to visit a friend, a receipt for tickets for some play, anything.”


Maybe a suici- no.


Clorinde steps over to the little vanity, her socks collecting the dust on the floor as it rolls up and turns into little caterpillars against the dark purple cotton, and she chastises herself once more for allowing Furina to push her away. She should’ve done something. Should’ve called a professional, gotten her medication, maybe even send her to the coast for that Cure Thermale thing her aunt did a few years ago when she got sick (they do that in Mondstadt too, right? She could’ve written some letters, gotten her a place at one of those facilities where people are less likely to know her face so she can relax).

She should’ve done something. Something to make sure that Furina knows that someone gives a shit about her.

The mirror of the vanity is covered by a thin sheet of white fabric, but the rest of the table is uncovered. Several compacts, bottles, tubes, pallets and brushes are carefully sitting in their designated places, waiting for their owner to return and cover her pretty face with them. All of her usual products are right here. Her rouge, her mascara, her different powders, liners and lipsticks. Even her little bag to carry her makeup when she goes out is still here, squished between a perfume box and a rose scented candle.

Would Furina leave without her makeup? The Hydro Archon wouldn’t. She would have put all of her products into her little bag and given it to Clorinde in case of an emergency. But Furina? Does Furina need emergency makeup?

She turns to her bedside table next, looking for something, anything, to tell her where the woman went.

“… Clorinde?” Wriothesley hesitantly says, a distinct nervousness clearly audible in his usual cool and calm voice.

“What?” She responds, not even looking up to meet his gaze. She has to find… something. Evidence, maybe. Evidence of where Furina went and why. A letter of some kind, perhaps. Something to tell Clorinde where Furina is now so she can come and get her and fix whatever problem made her leave.

There’s another used candle on the table, accompanied by three empty snack wrappers, five used tissues, a pack of matches, an empty water glass and a small tube of lip balm. The second bedside table on the other side of the bed is just filled with more books. Most of them are old fontainian Fairytales about Oceanids. Kids stories of Princesses turning into Oceanids, of children becoming friends with Oceanids and going on big adventures with them, of lonely oceanids jumping over their shadows and forming friendships with fish and crabs.

“Shouldn’t we… shouldn’t we start looking outside? Furina clearly isn’t here. One of the gardes can go through her stuff and look for possible clues.”

She’s already shaking her head before he finishes speaking. “Furina doesn’t like it when strangers touch her things. It makes her nervous. She never liked it, and it has only gotten worse since the trial. You can go. Maybe interview her neighbours and ask if they saw when she last left the house, what direction she went. I’ll go through her things on my own.”

Pulling open the first drawer of the bedside table Clorinde uncovers another collection of garbage.

“I don’t think it matters what Furina wants right now. For all we know she could be-”

“Don’t.”

There’s an edge to her voice, a clear warning that reminds her a bit of the warning hiss snakes let out before they strike. She doesn’t know why she’s so touchy about this. Why she can’t bear to be objective and accept the fact that it would fit. She has seen first hand how bad Furinas health has gotten, but actually accepting that she could be… that Furina…

“Don’t even finish that, I’m serious.”

“But-”

“No. Shut up. I mean it.”

The simple idea that Furina could’ve made a choice like that is unbearable to her. The thought alone makes acid rise in her throat.

Not Furina her mind chants. Not her. Anyone in the world but not Furina. Not her.


Not Furina, who has done what she could to make everyone around her as comfortable as possible while suffering in silence. Not Furina, who has wasted so much time to take care of Clorinde of all people.


There’s an immediate rush of pure and vicious guilt that comes with it. It feels like a sea urchin that sits right below her lungs, its sharp spikes stabbing into the sensitive organ every time she tries to breathe in.

It would be her fault too, right? If Furina killed herself? She participated in that trial. Sure, she didn’t want to hurt Furina. She just wanted the best for Fontaine, wanted her nation to be safe and secure, and made several harsh decisions in hopes of helping the Nation of Hydro… but that shouldn’t have to come at the cost of Furina. Not Furina.

If only she had done more to prove to her that she cares about her no matter what happens. She should’ve tried harder. She should’ve tried harder.

A sharp stinging sensation shoots up her arms as she digs her fingernails into the palms of her hands.

“I’ll keep looking through her house. You can go and interview the neighbours. Make sure not to raise suspicion. Nobody needs to know about this.”

Wriothesley grumbles quietly, his body shifting around a bit as he stretches.

“At least we agree on that. The repair work after the last flood only really started a month ago, the last thing we need right now is another flood, this time caused by our very own Iudex.”

With that he leaves Clorinde alone in Furinas house, taking with him all of the energy she still carried in her to hold herself together, her body curling in on herself as she drops to her knees.

She presses her clenched fists against her closed eyes, the awful smell of her own blood reaching her nose as her body shakes and shakes and doesn’t stop.


Furina isn’t here.


She left her house and Clorinde has no idea when it happened. She visits her every day to bring her food and claims to care so much but she didn’t notice.

A sob tears itself out of her throat, filling the otherwise silent house with its pitiful sound, and an avalanche of cries and whines follow. Tears run down her cheeks, dropping onto the hardwood floor and clumping together with the dust there as her body convulses under the force of her weeping.

She wants to tear her hair out, throw it into the air like purple confetti. Rip off her skin and scratch that pain in her bones out that is still burning her from the inside.

But she can’t. So all she does is pull herself up onto Furinas bed and sink into the sheets, breathing in the scent of freshly washed bedsheets.

Furina changed the sheets before she evaporated into thin air. Of course she did.


Notes for the Chapter:
yes most of the book titles are in latin instead of french. fight the french philosophers a few hundred years ago, not me. (let’s just say scientists from fontaine and alchemists from mondstadt used to exchange A LOT of information and they ended up coming up with a new language - latin - for their works (this is pre-teyvat common tongue ofc) because they could save time by avoiding the whole translating french to german and german to french bs that way, okay?)

I’m also terribly sorry for the long break!!





