
a time which exceeds the future we wished for
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  The first time they had reunited after a long absence apart three months ago, Yanfei had done her best to think nothing of it— which was, admittedly, a harder feat than initially anticipated.



  What were you supposed to think about when your pen pal, to whom you regularly write letters, invites you to attend Mondstadt’s Windblume Festival with her?



  She could’ve played ignorant, theoretically, but the Windblume Festival was internationally known as one of Teyvat’s most romantic events, even further up there than attending a summer festival in Inazuma, or spending New Years together in Liyue. And to top it off, that tiny, inconsiderate part Yanfei tried her best to ignore had 
  
    wanted
  
   to attend this coveted festival with Eula— as friends, or more than that, she hadn’t cared.



  And so she had lived day-to-day as a countdown to the festival, to seeing Eula again, and when she had arrived in Mondstadt and Eula had courteously extended her arm for her guest to take, Yanfei had swooned and her crush on the Spindrift Knight could not have been more obvious.



  She thinks about the festival every day; thinks about Eula stooping down to kiss her on that fateful night, about how they’d visited the Statue of the Seven in Windrise the very next morning, how Eula had vowed to stay faithful to her, physical distance and everything.



  And Yanfei doesn’t have a doubt in mind— if there’s anyone to keep a promise, it’s Eula, who had the determination to abandon the clan she knew she had to leave were she to ever break the chain of hatred.



  No, that’s not the problem.



  But rather, as Yanfei slouches tiredly in her chair, unable to concentrate on the numerous legal texts she’s piled in front of her, the real problem is—



  A knock at the door of her office brings her jolting upright, interrupting all thought.



  “You’re looking rather tired today,” Yelan comments with a chuckle, leaning against the doorframe of her office. Then she lets out a low whistle, eyeing the various scattered books, stacks of papers, and folders thrown haphazardly around. “And this place is looking worse than usual.”



  “I know.” Yanfei sighs, slumping in her seat and pulling her hat down to cover her face. “You don’t have to be so frank about it.”



  “I’m just telling the truth,” The intelligence agent replies, inherently amused, and Yanfei hears her gingerly step into the workspace. “Okay, talk. What’s got you so down?”



  Yanfei groans, flicking her hat away and letting it topple to the ground. “I don’t know.”



  Yelan counters her with a single, raised eyebrow. “Alright, I 
  
    know
  
   that’s not true. In fact, I’ve even got a hunch, and it has to do with a particular knightly individual from a neighboring nation.” Yanfei groans again and Yelan pointedly ignores her. “I won’t judge you, I’m not heartless, so how about you go on and admit the truth to yourself already?”



  With a final, heaving sigh, Yanfei sits up and buries her face in her hands.



  “I miss Eula,” she mumbles. “I miss her 
  
    so much.”
  



  Yelan barks out a laugh. She picks up Yanfei’s hat from the ground and slides it back onto the legal expert’s head.



  “I thought so.”



  “I don’t know what to do!”



  Yelan hums to herself, surveying the messy office again. “Well, for starters, you could clean this office. There might be mice in here, at this rate.”



  “Yelan, I thought you were trying to help me!”



  “Now when did I say that?” Not even flinching under the weight of the half-adeptus’s withering glare, Yelan tips her head back and laughs again. “Seriously, though. You might want to clean up.” At Yanfei’s confused expression, the intelligence agent smirks. “Ah, I see. You really don’t know, do you?”



  Yanfei frowns. “Know what?”



  “Forget I said anything.” Yelan shakes her head, her mysterious smile only widening in amusement. “You’ll see soon enough.” She knocks a knuckle against the mahogany desk before motioning to the clock, causing Yanfei to puff out a cheek when she realizes the time. “Now, we’ve got a meeting with the Tianquan to attend. Can you pull yourself together long enough for that?”



  “Of course, I can!” Yanfei huffs indignantly. Then, she hauls herself up from her unrightfully comfortable chair, grabs her large book of legal codices, and strides out of the room with a silently laughing Yelan on her tail, banishing all thoughts of Eula for a later time when she’s alone.



  —



  She and Yelan slip into their seats on opposite sides of the table in the Jade Chamber as Ningguang passes them handouts and proceeds to call for one of her secretaries to bring them some tea.



  “Reconnaissance efforts?” Yanfei frowns, reading the paper. “What does this have to do with me?”



  “Why, it has everything to do with you!” Yelan replies dramatically, grinning.



  Yanfei’s frown deepens, and suddenly she’s getting flashbacks to the last time she had adventured with Yelan— she’s not looking forward to getting trapped in the Chasm again. “I’m not an adventurer, though. I’m not going with you, am I?”



  “No,” comes Ningguang’s nonchalant answer. The Tianquan reclines in her chair, relaxed. “You’ll just continue to be Liyue’s best legal advisor, much as you always are.”



  “Wait, then I don’t understand. Why am I sitting in on a reconnaissance mission debrief if—”



  “Excuse me?” There’s a knock, and the door to the conference room opens a crack. A head of sky blue hair peeks through the opening, and all the air leaves Yanfei’s lungs. “Am I in the right place?”



  “Why, yes you are!” Ningguang enthuses, completely ignoring Yanfei’s gobsmacked expression. “Please, join us!”



  “Oh?” Eula Lawrence blinks, stepping into the room with surprise in her golden eyes. She carefully shuts the door behind her. “You’re all already here. Am I late?”



  Yanfei abruptly stands up, gaping.



  
    “Eula?”
  



  From across the round table, Yelan shakes her head, smirking. She gestures towards the empty chair beside Yanfei.



  “Not at all. No worries, you’re right on time.”



  “Ah, good.” Eula smiles, formal yet easygoing, and as she carefully steps towards her seat, Yanfei finds herself rising instinctively. “I would hate to miss any mission debriefs.”



  
    “Eula,”
  
   Yanfei says again, breathless.



  She doesn’t even realize she’s reaching out until Eula’s familiar, steady hands are tugging Yanfei towards her, and that’s all it takes— a pitched noise of joy leaves the adeptus girl’s throat as she launches forward to be pulled into a laughing Eula’s embrace.



  “Someone’s missed you a lot,” Ningguang remarks in fond amusement, and Yelan hums in agreement. Yanfei blatantly chooses to ignore their teasing, opting to bury her face against Eula’s broad, strong shoulder instead.



  “I can see that,” Eula replies, and without looking, Yanfei can 
  
    hear
  
   the smile in her lover’s voice. She cards her fingers through pink hair, halting in her ministrations to lightly graze the underside of Yanfei’s ivory antlers, and the adeptus girl shivers. “I can’t blame her though— I was missing Yanfei every day as well.”



  Then, softer, just by the curve of Yanfei’s ear so only the two of them can hear, Eula leans in.



  “I’m here now, Yanfei.”



  And with tears pricking at the corners of her eyes, Yanfei nods. She clings to Eula tighter, and when she responds her voice is thick with emotion.



  “Welcome, Eula!”



  —



  Ningguang dismisses the meeting early— it was true that Eula 
  
    had
  
   come to Liyue Harbor for work – namely to collaborate on taking down a common enemy alongside Yelan, and that duo only has Yanfei 
  
    mildly 
  
  worried – but apparently the conniving Tianquan had seen Yanfei moping and quietly requested Mondstadt’s Acting Grand Master for Eula to come to the Harbor a few days early for some necessary recuperation for both halves of the couple.



  And so, it’s an interesting feeling, walking down the streets of Liyue Harbor with Eula by her side. While it isn’t Eula’s first experience in the city by any means, the last time they strolled to Chihu Rock together, they hadn’t been lovers and instead were only something slightly less than that, but the difference had been enough.



  Now, Yanfei glances over at Eula’s hand every few seconds, swinging gracefully by the blue-haired woman’s side with every step she takes, and she purses her lips, unsure of whether or not to take it.



  “You know,” Eula interrupts, amusement flickering in golden eyes, and she reaches out to interlock their fingers, “if you wanted to hold hands, you could’ve just said so.”



  “Oh!” Yanfei stutters, flustered by the other woman’s directness. She doesn’t know why she’s surprised— Eula has always been straightforward, even before they had begun dating. Perhaps it was the time spent apart that was causing her heart to do all sorts of rapid palpitations.



  She settles on shaking her head, an easy smile falling on her lips once the initial fluster wears off.



  “If you noticed me staring, that means you were looking too, right?” Yanfei teases, purposefully pressing the lengths of their arms together as they walk. “So you 
  
    also
  
   wanted to hold hands!”



  “And what of it?” Eula scoffs dramatically, belied by the good-humored twinkle in her eye that makes Yanfei beam. “No matter. It was me that had to make the first move this time, so I’m expecting some penance from you!”



  “Aw,” Yanfei coos, and throwing on her best puppy face impression, she juts out her lower lip in a pout. “I’m sorry I didn’t take your hand first, Eula. I promise I’ll make the first move next time, I swear on my life!”



  They continue like this, walking into Wanmin hand-in-hand as Xiangling throws Yanfei a wink and directs them over to a free table.



  Their hands part, food is ordered, menus are passed back to Xiangling, and then Yanfei reaches under the table to grab at Eula’s fingers again— it’s been only a minute and she already misses the feeling of Eula’s hands against her own. How she managed to go 
  
    three months
  
   without Eula’s touch, she has no idea.



  Across the table, Eula chuckles, a pretty sound for only the two of them together.



  “You’re very cute today, Yanfei,” she says, smile widening at how Yanfei’s cheeks blush a pretty pink to match her hair. “You’re cute every day, but exceptionally cute today.”



  “Yeah, well,” Yanfei flushes darker, “It’s not every day that your foreign girlfriend surprises you in your own country, and just when I had been missing you a lot, too.”



  “I was talking to Yelan earlier, actually,” Eula remarks. Yanfei watches her bite the inside of her cheek to repress a self-satisfied smile. “She told me she had never seen you mope for so long.”



  It’s unfair how attractive her lover is, even when smug to oblivion, and Yanfei doesn’t know whether to lean across the table and kiss her blue-haired knight or pray for Rex Lapis to end her misery at once. Honestly, curse the table for being in the way to begin with.



  “We’ve never been separated for so long like this,” Yanfei says defensively, although she quickly finds herself thankful for the chair keeping her upright— she feels her knees weakening under Eula’s inquisitive gaze. Meekly, she continues, “yes, we’ve been apart for months, but not as… not as…”



  “Lovers?” Eula supplies helpfully, and she laughs at how Yanfei somehow manages to redden even more. “Given how you were always the more straightforward between the two of us, I never thought I’d see you this shy! You were always very direct in Mondstadt.”



  “How are you so casual about this?” Yanfei stammers, nearly flailing her hands in some desperate attempt to distract Eula from fixating on her burning face. At this rate, she’ll be the same color as her Pyro Vision, and not quite the cool and collected Liyue tour guide she had initially set out to be.



  “Well, I can’t take any moment here in Liyue for granted, can I?” Humming to herself, Eula uses her free hand to deftly pick up her chopsticks, spinning them around her fingers in a practiced manner— a stark improvement from when Yanfei had begun teaching her several months ago. “I don’t see any point in hiding it, especially since your friends already know about it.”



  Yanfei groans, recalling how her special agent friend had walked in on her sulking earlier. “Yelan will never let me live this down.”



  
    “I
  
   won’t let you live this down, sweetheart,” Eula corrects with a saccharine smile of sugary quality, and Yanfei whines through her teeth even as their steaming orders get placed in front of them and they have to let go of each other’s hands to eat.



  —



  “Yanfei, you said you were free for the rest of the afternoon, correct?” Eula asks later when their plates are empty and Yanfei deposits Mora onto the table after insisting on covering the expenses.



  “Hm?” Yanfei blinks, registering the question as Guoba, Xiangling’s little panda helper, takes the money in his paws and rolls back to the kitchen. Then, she and Eula stand together, making their way out of Wanmin. “Oh! Yes, I’m free. Is there anything you want to do in particular? I initially had thought I’d be working with Ningguang all day, but she dismissed me after the meeting.”



  “I see.” Eula nods. “Let’s clean your office together, then.”



  Stepping onto Chihu Rock’s bustling early afternoon streets, Yanfei nearly trips on the stone road.



  She gapes at Eula. “You’re kidding.”



  Eula only regards her in amusement, crossing her arms.



  “Do you think I’m kidding?”



  “This is the first time we’ve seen each other in months, you’re only here for a few days, and you want to spend the entire afternoon 
  
    cleaning my office?” 
  
  Yanfei frowns. “That doesn’t sound right at all!”



  “And why is that?” Eula questions, crossing her arms and raising an eyebrow. “We don’t have enough time to do anything too big before dinner with Ningguang, and Yelan informed me that your office is the messiest it’s ever been. This sounds like a good opportunity to be productive, doesn’t it?”



  
    Curse Yelan, that traitor.
  



  “Are you sure?” Yanfei ducks her head, chewing on her bottom lip. While Eula does have a point, and her office certainly needs a makeover from her sulking— “Won’t it feel like a waste?”



  She’s not expecting Eula’s resulting laughter, a chiming noise that has Yanfei sitting up straighter, eyes widening in awe at the music sound. It isn’t the first time she’s heard this kind of laughter from her lover, but perhaps it’s the fond look in Eula’s eyes that has her breathless.



  “Yanfei, nothing is a waste when I spend time with you,” Eula says with a smile, gentler than her knightly title would suggest. She has always treated Yanfei with diligent care, and now is no different as she tucks a curl of hair behind Yanfei’s ear before linking their arms together, starting down the road again. “We could be filing taxes and I would still enjoy myself. Besides, think of this as my vengeance— you must fulfill my request because I’m paying for lunch.”



  Now 
  
    that
  
   garners a laugh from the legal advisor.



  “Oh, Eula!” Yanfei giggles, bumping their shoulders together. “You’re silly.”



  “But you love me,” Eula prods.



  “But I love you,” Yanfei affirms.



  And so they go to clean her office.



  —



  Yanfei doesn’t think that cleaning an office should be this fun.



  Truth be told, if anyone were to walk in on them, right now, the unsuspecting witness would probably be incredibly confused as to why Yanfei cradles her stomach, aching from her laughter. Meanwhile, Eula perches at the far end of her office and reads from whatever files she can get her hands on out loud in the most ridiculously pompous accent she can muster— inspired by the older obnoxious Lawrence Clan members, no doubt.



  
    “If in any case should one attempt to lay their eyes on my residence of choice,”
  
   Eula reads from one particular file she’d found on the ground, “
  
    a penance of several thousand Mora shall be owed to—
  
   Yanfei, is this man proposing that he should be able to fine people for staring at his 
  
    house?”
  



  “That’s exactly what he was suggesting,” Yanfei replies, chuckling to herself. She points towards the trashcan near the door, and with a respectable roll of her eyes, Eula crumples the paper and tosses it into the bin.



  “No wonder his proposal ended up on the floor.” Eula wrinkles her nose in distaste. “Honestly, we can probably judge the importance of these files based on where they landed across this room. For example, all of Lady Ningguang’s assignments are still piled neatly on your desk.”



  “Lady Ningguang would purposefully fill the legal codices with needless intricacies if I dared leave an important file from her on the ground,” Yanfei groans, tilting her head back and letting it hit the bookshelf she’d been sorting behind her. “There was a time I didn’t prioritize a request from her and the next day, Ganyu was delivering an updated list of ‘laws’ to me about how all government workers in the immediate area are to deliver a single radish to me every time the Yuheng yells at the sky.”



  
    “What?”
  



  “It was abolished the following week when I turned in my results.” One hand rubbing her temples, Yanfei chuckles and shakes her head. “That woman knows how to get what she wants, I’ll give her that. The addition was inconsequential enough that Keqing never knew that it was even implemented.”



  “Oh?” Eula raises an eyebrow, smirking. “But did you end up receiving any radishes?”



  “Two. Thankfully, only Ganyu and Ningguang were present with me when Keqing got frustrated at her subordinates.”



  Eula laughs loud at that, simultaneously sweeping up another pile of folders into her arms and beginning to straighten them. Two hours into their cleaning, and Yanfei has to admit, the progress they’ve made is nothing short of amazing. Somehow, in between their laughter, they’d managed to clear most of the room of its clutter, shelving books to their rightful places, sorting files and folders by cases related to immediacy, and even rearranging furniture to allow for easier access.



  (“I didn’t know you were so into interior design,” Yanfei had remarked earlier, when Eula had cleared enough space to safely move the couches around to another area of the office. “You always seem so busy with your duties, I guess it never occurred to me.”



  “I didn’t know I’d be so into it either,” Eula had admitted, a trace of nostalgia touching the corner of her smile. Her hands on her hips, she had surveyed her new work and then nodded, satisfied. “I suppose I realized I liked having the choice of rearranging. When I was living in the Lawrence Clan estate, I didn’t have much of a choice of anything, but when I joined the knights, it was Jean who had found me an apartment. The next day, she and Amber stayed the whole day to rearrange furniture to my whims. It was… surprisingly freeing.”



  Yanfei nods sagely. “You should come to my place and rearrange my furniture. I’ve always felt like something was off with the setup.”



  Eula beams.



  “We’ll make a day out of it.”)



  Now, after Yanfei finishes filing away the last few stray papers and slips them into their respective folder, she strides over to where Eula waits for her on the couch and plops down in the space next to the older woman, smiling.



  “We were productive today,” the half-adeptus comments, the feeling in her chest alight with a happy buzz.



  “We were,” Eula remarks. She reaches out, easily resting her arm around Yanfei’s shoulders to lightly tease. “See? And here you were, thinking this would be a waste. You should know as well as I do that chores can still be fun.”



  “You were right,” Yanfei concedes, adoration glowing like a tiny warm sun in her stomach; a flame.



  She doesn’t know why she hadn’t known it before— even the smallest actions from Eula never fail to brighten her day; a hand within her own, the way their eyes meet from across the room, how Eula reaches out to fix her hair, straighten her hat. Even before the deep longing from separation, even before they had gone and made things official, Yanfei has always loved this, how Eula manages to make her warm from head to toe from just giving her attention. Why she had ever doubted this, Yanfei does know for sure, but she knows better now to never let these insecurities get the better of her again.



  And so she tells Eula so.



  “Thank you for suggesting we do this. Really! I could be doing anything with you,” Yanfei says, because it’s true. “I could be doing anything with you, and I would still have fun, no matter what.” The glow in her stomach grows brighter with the way Eula’s smile alights like the sun. “If I were to clean this place alone, next week, after you had left to go back to Mondstadt, I probably would’ve been super sad, but thanks to you, I was able to make fun memories! You were right earlier— we could be filling out taxes and you’d still somehow find a way to make me laugh. I bet we’d even enjoy ourselves doing the laundry, or washing dishes. I’d have lots of fun because it’s with you, Eula!”



  “We would find a way,” Eula agrees, and she pulls Yanfei in for a hug that the pink-haired girl falls into while laughing. Still, the look in Eula’s eyes when their gazes meet is one of humor and promise. “Although, I would not be disappointed if you 
  
    did
  
   want to go all out for a date, one of these days.”



  “Because I owe you, right?” Yanfei eggs on, wriggling her eyebrows. “You helped me and now you’re seeking vengeance in return?”



  
    “Now
  
   you’re getting it,” the Spindrift Knight from the 
  
    oh, so evil
  
   Lawrence clan replies with a hint of mischief, and not for the first time, Yanfei feels blessed to see it— this fun-loving Eula who seeks Yanfei like how waves seek the shore, feels it in the way their hands find each other like magnets.



  “I’ll think of something good!” Yanfei vows, bouncing in place exciting, her mind already churning with too many ideas to make sense of. “Tomorrow, we’ll do something fun 
  
    outside
  
   of this office.”



  “I’m looking forward to it,” Eula replies with an earnest giggle that has Yanfei positively melting.



  —



  The walk to Xinyue Kiosk for dinner with Ningguang, Yelan, and the others is spent squeezing Eula’s hand every five seconds, and there’s no festival going on, but Yanfei feels the same joyful glee bursting from her chest as every moment she spent with Eula at Windblume— it really 
  
    is
  
   the person you’re with, and not necessarily what you’re doing. 



  They’re crossing the bridge to Chihu Rock, the sun perfectly setting over the harbor, silhouetting the fishing boats against the horizon against an orange canvas fading to blue, when Yanfei feels herself become overwhelmed with an urge to do 
  
    something.
  



  So she does.



  Checking to see that no one else is around them, Yanfei swiftly tugs Eula down a staircase to the left, responding to the the taller woman’s surprised exclamation with a cheeky grin and leading them both to a quiet overhang— a scenic location that Yanfei herself often steals away to for moments of respite.



  “What’s gotten into you all of a sudden?” Eula jokes, still a bit surprised at the sudden change in direction. She chances a quick glance at the sun’s position, slipping below the horizon, remarking, “We might be a bit late, but that should be fine. Ningguang will understand.”



  Her answer comes in the form of Yanfei stepping forward, her arms slipping around Eula’s midriff in a loose embrace as she sighs in content, happy to bury her face into her sturdy, steadfast knight’s shoulder.



  “Sorry,” Yanfei mumbles, the sound muffled by the fabric of Eula’s garb. “Just wanted to hug you. Gimme a few minutes.”



  Eula huffs, amused, but easily completes the hug, her own arms coming to settle at the small of Yanfei’s back.



  “What are you sorry for? I always want to hold you.”



  “I’m going to miss not being able to hug you whenever I want. I don’t know how I’ve survived these past few months without being able to.” Yanfei pouts. “Long distance is hard. Worth it, but hard. I want to see you more!”



  “I know it can be rough,” Eula soothes, her hand rubbing circles into Yanfei’s back. “But that distance has made what time we 
  
    do
  
   have together feel even more special, hasn’t it?” Yanfei feels Eula’s smile press against the side of her head, and the knowledge makes her feel warm. “Of course, I want there to be a time when I can wake up and go to sleep in the same bed as you every day, too, but it’s still so very special to receive letters from you every week, and it’s these moments like right now that give me hope for that future we both want.”



  Yanfei nods vigorously, suddenly filled with resolve.



  “We can do it. We can do anything.”



  “Of course we can!” Eula declares, haughty and prideful and loving and caring, and she is the best person in the whole wide world, this Yanfei knows to be true because it is.



  Their hug lasts for longer than a few minutes, and they’re a bit late to dinner. Yelan whistles lowly and Ningguang has a smug, knowing look on her face when they walk into Xinyue Kiosk, but it’s worth it— more than worth it.



  And half-an-hour later, when Yanfei tunes out of the conversation between Yelan and Eula about exchanging information gathering tactics, Yanfei decides that maybe tomorrow would be a fun time to have a picnic in Jueyun Karst, and that yes, maybe admittedly there 
  
    is
  
   a little bit of an adventurer in her.



  Maybe Eula tends to bring these sides out in her. Just maybe.


 


  End.
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