
Put On The Maid Dress, Yaksha


    
    “So this room shows you your greatest fear?” Xiao asked, resting a hand on the wooden handle.

Yanfei nodded. “That’s right. I experienced it myself, as did Shinobu and her friend. Yelan refused to, though.”

“I see.”

By some miracle, the fantastic compass had survived their escape from the chasm. The magic that powered the device had degraded over time, however, and thus it was agreed that the adepti would have to purify it before it could be safely be used again.

Which was what Xiao was doing at this present moment.

“You sure you don’t want me to get Ganyu?” Yanfei asked. “I know you said it was too dangerous for me to accompany you, but I’m sure she could—“

“There is no need,” Xiao said flatly. Yes, the qilin was skilled at many varieties of spiritual cleansing, but he could manage perfectly fine on his own.

And besides, they were two incredibly trauma-stricken individuals, so who knows what the result would be of both their fears manifesting at once…

“Very well.” Yanfei nodded. “Just be safe, and don’t try any of that self-sacrificial nonsense again…”

“Ah… I won’t,” he said, feeling a tinge of pain in his chest. It was still hard to believe that there were people who cared about his well-being to such a degree… but well, that was family. “I’ll be off now, see you in a minute.”

“Good luck!” She waved him off as he stepped through the door and shut it behind him.

Truthfully, Xiao had no idea what would constitute his ‘worst fear.’ So much of his long life had felt like a nightmare that it was hard to say with any degree of certainty. Watching Guili Assembly come crashing down to floodwaters? The brutality he was forced to enact as a slave to evil forces during the Archon War? Losing the yakshas one by one in the conflicts that followed? Who could say which of these was more horrifying than—

“I’ve been waiting, yaksha.”

A shiver ran down Xiao’s spine. He knew that voice. A feminine and emotionless voice. Somehow familiar and… not, all at once.

Slowly, he turned around, feeling his whole body tense as he did so.

He was in an office. Desks, bookshelves, drawers… all in the Liyue style, as if he were somewhere in Yuehai Pavilion. Not that he would know, of course, since he hardly visited the harbor. In fact, the only reason he could recognize this as an office space was because it looked exactly similar to the only one he had ever been in.

The same one that belonged to the woman standing in front of him, peering at him with dull, empty eyes.

“…Qilin?”

Without a doubt, it was Ganyu. And she was dressed in her work outfit, which he had grown accustomed to seeing her in over the centuries.

But something was off.

The Ganyu of modern Liyue was a calm, sweet woman who had taken to human mannerisms. But this Ganyu… she looked upon him with an expressionless visage, spoke with a flat tone. Her posture was different too — relaxed, but expectant. Like an ambush predator poised to strike.

Yes, there was no mistaking it. This was the Ganyu he had known during the war. But the oddities didn’t end there.

Because… clutched in her hand… was…

“Put on the maid dress, yaksha.”

Xiao stared at the mess of frills and ribbons, then swallowed.

“Q-Qilin, surely we can talk about thi—“

She lunged forward, and Xiao dove to the side.

“The time for talk is over,” she said, as he regained his footing, “every second we delay is a second wasted.”

He pushed over a bookshelf, impeding her progress as she dashed towards him. With her adeptal strength it took only a second for her to smash it to pieces, but in that second he had made his way to the opposing wall.

“Isn’t there any other way?” he shouted, chest heaving. Adrenaline was flooding his veins, and sweat beaded his brow. “Can’t we be reasonable?”

“Don’t worry,” she said, catching a chair that he sent flying towards her and slamming it into a wall. “I’m a very reasonable woman.”

“Then put it down!” He activated his anemo vision and leapt across the room onto the office table. “Let’s compromise, alright?”

“How’s this for a compromise?” she asked, holding up a thin ring of white fabric. “You don’t have to wear the choker as long as you wear the stockings.”

“What? That’s not a compromise at all! How about neither?”

“Excuse me?” The temperature of the room dropped several degrees, and layers of frost spread out like spiderwebs across the walls. “The stockings are not negotiable.”

She sent forth a whirling mass of snow, and he redirected it by shaping the winds to send it upwards, where it crashed violently into the ceiling.

I need to get out of here, he thought.

His eyes locked onto the door, and Ganyu apparently noticed, because she went running towards it.

“No!” Xiao flew forward, commanding the winds to carry him as he rushed for the door.

She turned on her heel at the last fraction of a second, intercepting him in midair. “Just… put it on!”

“Drop it!” He struggled to break free of her grasp as she attempted to pull a frilly headband over his hair.

“We can have tea, yaksha!”

Rex Lapis, he prayed, please save me.

As fate would have it, he managed to slip out of her hold at exactly the right moment, seizing the opportunity to flee the room and slam the door shut behind him.

“Whoa,” Yanfei said, looking at Xiao with sudden concern in her eyes. “Are you alright?”

He steadied himself, breath heaving. “No.”

“What… did you see in there?”

“The most frightening thing you could possibly imagine, xiezhi.”

She swallowed. “Well… at least it’s over, right?”

He nodded. “Thankfully.”

“We’re just glad you didn’t overexert yourself again.”

“Well, I… wait, ‘we’?”

“Of course,” Ganyu said, stepping into view. “After all, I—“

What she said next never reached his ears however, for he had already escaped to the winds, bound for the mountains of Jueyun Karst.
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