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    When Keqing dies, Ganyu is right by her side.

 

She has known, for the past few days, that death is coming for Keqing. The way her face contorts in pain as she sits up in bed, her increasingly frequent fits of coughing, her poor appetite - all signs that the cold she caught a week ago is too much for her weak immune system to take.

 

Keqing knows, too. They both know, as it approaches with the finality of a roiling storm with its hurricane gales. But if Keqing is like a house, strong against the wind, Ganyu is like a flower, threatening to blow away at any moment. For years, she’s been mentally preparing for this moment, but now that it’s in front of her, the wall that she built in her mind has crumbled to dust.

 

“Take me out to Guili Plains,” Keqing said in the morning. “Please?” she added, seeing the hesitance on Ganyu’s face.

 

She was never really good at resisting Keqing, so she did.

 

They watch the sunrise, the sun peeking through the clouds, and Keqing smiles her gentle smile as warmth washes over them.

 

“I’m going to miss doing this with you, Ganyu,” she says. Ganyu says nothing, only watches the light reflect off Keqing’s silvery gray hair, grips the handles of her wheelchair tightly, and tries not to cry.

 

They stay there for the whole day, simply observing the world go by and absorbing each other’s presence. At some point, a young Millelith officer walks past and does a double take upon seeing them there. Ganyu merely waves him away, and wonders if he knows that this’ll be the last time he sees the ex Yuheng alive.

 

They don’t eat breakfast, or lunch. Keqing looks across the gently waving grass of Guili Plains, towards Liyue’s mountains, then at the city. Finally, she turns to look up at Ganyu.

 

“Take care of Liyue for me, Yuyu. I love you.”

 

Ganyu can’t get any words past the lump blocking her throat, so she just nods and leans down to kiss Keqing’s forehead, holding her wrinkled left hand. An hour passes, and Keqing falls asleep.

 

Ganyu feels the moment her heart stops beating. The sun is beginning to dip past the horizon, as if taking Keqing along with it.

 

She stays there with Keqing, watching the sunset with her one last time. It’s only when night sets in and Ganyu begins to turn her wheelchair around, back to Liyue, does she allow the tears to fall.

 

-

 

Long before Keqing passed, they had numerous conversations on how Ganyu would handle it. It was such a Keqing thing to do - plan out everything, even after her death.

 

“I’m scared I’ll forget you,” Ganyu blurted, once. They were in bed, wrapped around each other, their foreheads touching and hearts beating as one. It was one of those nights where they stayed up, whispering about their fears and anxieties and working through them together.

 

Keqing smiled and reached up to boop Ganyu’s nose. “I don’t care if you do. I’ve made my impact on Teyvat, I leave. Mortals just aren’t made to last.”

 

“What if I find someone else after you’re gone?”

 

She didn’t mean for it to slip out. Keqing’s eyes flash lightning with some emotion, before it’s gone in the next blink.

 

“I can’t control you, Yuyu. If it makes you happy… so be it.” Despite her words, Keqing shifted closer to Ganyu, capturing her lips with just a hint of possessiveness, and Ganyu allowed herself to relax, just for that moment.

 

Of course, her worries come back to haunt her. They always do.

 

An adepti’s life is long. Although Ganyu only has half her blood from the legendary qilin, it’s still enough to ensure her existence for another few millennia. She wasn’t hoping to remember Keqing for the rest of her lifespan (although that would be ideal), but she didn’t expect her memory to fade this quickly.

 

At first, the grief is still fresh and raw, clawing away at Ganyu’s chest every morning when she wakes up and forgets that Keqing isn’t in bed next to her. It wears her heart down, trying to deal with Keqing’s passing, and every day she wakes up tired and devastated.

 

But decades pass. One day, Ganyu doesn’t feel the stab of pain when she looks at photos of them together. She threads the faded Electro Vision around her neck and it rests against her heart, and for the first time in a while, when she smiles in the mirror she isn’t forcing it.

 

Slowly, she gets over Keqing’s death. But along with that comes the blurring of her memories.

 

It starts out small.

 

Ganyu begins to have difficulty recalling the more minute details of Keqing and their time together. She’ll step into Heyu Tea Restaurant, where they had their first date, but won’t remember what Keqing was wearing when it was so clear in her memory before. The once picture perfect memory of the night sky, on the day Keqing proposed to her, is now distorted. She can remember what they ate, the expression of pure bliss on Keqing’s face, and the fireworks bursting in her chest as she slid the ring onto her finger, but not the sky.

 

It’s frustrating.

 

And although these are all small things, they gnaw away at her, like termites on a tree trunk. A sense of guilt that she can’t shake shadows her.

 

Ganyu has never cursed her near-immortality, even faced with the fact that she had to live her life without Keqing. But this… she wonders what it would be like to die with the memory of her lover fresh in her mind.

 

In those long nights when the bed is cold and the guilt scrapes away at her heart, she looks up at the star flecked sky, and silently apologises to Keqing.

 

-

 

Ganyu moves out of her - their - house. The infrastructure could only withstand so many years of constant wear and tear and repairing before it broke down completely, and besides, it wouldn’t fit with the new look the Qixing is giving Liyue.

 

So, despite the senior position that Ganyu has in Liyue’s governance, she’s made to move into a new house against her protests.

 

She packs all her belongings into huge cardboard boxes, unhooks the photos of them from the walls, spends hours rediscovering all the small objects they forgot about. Some of them she can’t remember the origin of, but she keeps them anyway, trying to ignore the stab of guilt when she can’t recognise them.

 

Despite her scouring the whole house and packing every single thing she can find, she’s still reluctant to step out of their home. There’s a reason she hasn’t moved out of it for the past century - the dent in the hallway wall, the blue wallpaper - everything reminds her of Keqing, and to leave it feels like her second death, the closing of another coffin.

 

She lingers in the doorway until Keqing’s presence grows so strong, she has to turn away before she breaks down right on their doorstep.

 

“This one’s larger than your last apartment, Miss Ganyu. You can see the whole city from here, it’s lovely,” the attendant says, bowing respectfully before stepping out to let Ganyu explore her new house.

 

It’s situated on the side of Mount Tianheng, a new building added as part of the Qixing’s campaign to give Liyue a more modern, fresher look. “Looking to the future,” the posters and proposals read.

 

Ganyu hates it.

 

Hates how the Liyue that she and Keqing meticulously crafted together - the Liyue that she watched Keqing’s careful fingers skim over countless times - is gone; hates how she can’t even keep a piece of Keqing in this way. She looks over the city that she’s loved for as long as she’s lived, and for once feels nothing.

 

How can she, when everytime she shifts her eyes, Liyue seems more and more foreign? She remembers how they pored over a proposal for a new lighthouse together, and the sense of accomplishment she felt when it was finally constructed. For years, they gazed out to sea from their home, both admiring the nation they loved so much. But that lighthouse, just like so many other things they designed together, was renovated.

 

Even as she stands there, a trail of workers carry armfuls of bricks to build foundations for yet another building on the left side of her vision. Keqing is being erased before her very eyes.

 

Ganyu turns away from the city she doesn’t recognise to face the house she doesn’t recognise, collapses into a bed she doesn’t recognise, and tries to dream of home.

 

She doesn’t. She tosses and turns for what feels like hours, trying to recall the shape of Keqing’s lips and the cadence of her voice, but they’re frustratingly out of reach. When she finally does sleep, it’s accompanied by dreams of faceless purple haired girls with silvery laughter, all slightly different yet similar. She tries to grab hold of one of them, but they turn to mist before she can.

 

The next morning, she wakes with tears on her face.

 

-

 

Ganyu has always thought of Keqing as sunlight. Her warmth washes over Ganyu, illuminating the corners of her heart, sending the spiders weaving cobwebs of loneliness skittering away. Under Keqing’s sunny smile, the shield of ice that Ganyu built up around her heart cracked and melted away.

 

But the problem with sunlight is that she can’t capture it, can’t make it stay any longer than it wants to, and as the years go by Ganyu finds herself trying to salvage the golden rays.

 

She holds Keqing’s faded Vision close to her chest as she sleeps, but the warmth it used to give her doesn’t come as frequently as it used to. She sleeps on Keqing’s side of the bed, burying her face deeply into her pillow, trying to remember the scent of her hair that brought her so much comfort. She reads memoirs of Keqing deep into the night until her eyes strain in the flickering candlelight and she falls asleep, exhausted. She sobs into her hands, over and over again, among boxes upon boxes of their photos together, clawing at her head as if that could force out her memories.

 

She tries to use a net to catch the sunlight.

 

But try as she might, it slips through her fingers, again and again.

 

Eventually, she stops trying.

 

-

 

She doesn’t take a new lover until a few decades later, at a drunken night at the winehouse.

 

That day, she wakes up with a strange feeling in her chest. A feeling of grief and loss washes over her, but she can’t seem to place it. It’s as if deep down, her subconscious knows that something is wrong.

 

Frazzled and confused, she tries to ignore it and prepare for the day. She washes up in the bathroom, changes out of her sleeping clothes and makes her bed. Before she goes downstairs to make breakfast, she takes the Electro Vision from her night stand, more out of habit than anything, and freezes in the middle of tugging it around her neck.

 

Of course. It’s Keqing’s death anniversary.

 

Immediately after the realisation, two waves of guilt hit her: one for not remembering, and a second one for not feeling as sad as she should be. She frowns, fingering the Vision, thoughts and emotions warring in her head.

 

She misses Keqing, of course she does, but the constant grief and sadness consuming her every anniversary became draining. And the fact that she forgot what day it is indicates something - something that she doesn’t want to think about, for fear of facing the thoughts she’s been hiding from for years.

 

Eventually, she drops it and resumes her daily life. But even as she buries herself into her work, checking off proposals and signing papers, she can’t shake the feeling of uneasiness hovering over her. It breathes down her neck and wraps itself around her chest, and she becomes so visibly uneasy that someone stops by her desk to suggest that she leave for home early.

 

Ganyu does, but doesn’t miss the confused looks that are thrown her way as she leaves Yuehai Pavilion four hours early.

 

Liyue is different in the evening. The sun is just beginning to fully dip past the horizon, and houses lining the streets are intermittently lit. A quiet atmosphere settles onto the normally bustling city as families settle in for dinner. Somehow, home seems too far and too lonely, so she finds her feet carrying her to a more foreign part of Liyue: the winehouse, Third Round Knockout. She’s only been here a few times, the last one more than thirty years ago, but she doesn’t flinch as she takes a seat and orders some dandelion wine.

 

From there, everything gets a bit hazy. She drinks until her thoughts are little more than a distant buzzing at the back of her head, ignoring the concerned look on the owner’s face as he serves her her eighth cup of wine. Somewhere along the way there’s a woman who approaches her.

 

She’s pretty, is all she thinks.

 

They talk, but Ganyu doesn’t fully hear what they’re saying because she’s too lost in the other’s eyes. Something feels wrong, but Ganyu just drowns it beneath more wine and when the woman kisses her, she doesn’t feel anything except her lips.

 

And when she pulls Ganyu out of the winehouse, a coy smile on her lips and the promise of something darker in her eyes, she follows.

 

After it all, as they lay in bed together, when Minhua brushes a lock of Ganyu’s hair out of her face and whispers for her to stay, she can’t help but nod, drawing the other girl in for another kiss.

 

Somewhere in the back of her head, she knows that she should be feeling guilty, but she can’t remember what for. A small part of her is relieved.

 

-

 

Minhua fills the void in her heart that she didn’t realise was eating away at her. She finds a home in Ganyu’s chest and the spaces between her fingers, her smile bright and comforting.

 

It’s been a long time since Ganyu was in love, and she basks in the warmth of it. There’s something familiar about the way Minhua laughs, and the way she charges headfirst into things, impulsive bordering on reckless. It strikes something deep within her, a sense of deja vu.

 

She can never figure out where it comes from, though.

 

Ganyu eventually stops wearing the Electro Vision. Minhua doesn’t mind it, but it means nothing to her now. One day, she forgets to wear it, then the day after, then the next, until it’s tucked into some obscure corner of their home.

 

Sometimes she thinks about it, but can’t remember why she was ever wearing it to begin with. Did she lose someone? A lover? She digs deep into her mind, trying to remember, but comes up with nothing.

 

She’s forgotten.
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