
Haircut


    
    Xiao had been standing on the balcony of Wangshu Inn for no reason in particular when he heard Verr Goldet call out from inside.

“There’s someone here to see you, Xiao.”

“Send them away.”

“It’s Ganyu.”

“Oh,” he said. “Send her away.”

“I’m letting her up.”

Damn it. He turned around just in time to see the qilin arrive, carrying a small box in one hand.

“What’s in there?” he asked.

Ganyu set the box onto a table, opened it, and pulled out a fearsome blade from within. “It’s time, yaksha.”

So the day has finally come.

“Is that what I think it’s for?” he asked.

“Of course. Isn’t it obvious?”

His heart sank in his chest. He had been dreading this moment.

“Can I convince you to reconsider?”

“No,” she said. “This is long overdue.”

He let his shoulders slump, a solemn expression across his face.

“I won’t fight it, then. But please, make it quick. I would prefer not to suffer.”

“Don’t be a baby,” she said, bringing the scissors up to his head. “It’s just a haircut.”

—

“So,” Ganyu said, snipping away at his hair from behind, “how have things been?”

“The same as usual.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

He nodded. “What about you?”

“Hmm. Yesterday, another leviathan rose out of the ocean to destroy the harbor.”

“Did it succeed?” he asked.

“No. Ningguang bought it for ten million mora, and now she keeps it in a giant fish bowl.”

“Wow.”

Ganyu began brushing his hair with a fine-toothed comb.

“Conquered any demons lately?”

“I killed a spider in my bedroom yesterday.”

“A terrifying warrior, indeed.” She stopped brushing. “Wait, why do you have a bedroom?”

“Huh?”

“You don’t sleep, and I know you don’t have bitches.”

“What does that mean?”

“You don’t have girls coming to see you.”

He raised an eyebrow. “You came to see me, and you’re a—“

“I’ll toss you over the railing.”

“I can fly back up.”

“Good, that means I can do it again.”

You sure are violent for a qilin.

“For the record,” she said, trimming the locks around his ear, “I only come here to cut your hair. Because if I don’t, you’ll let it grow so long that you’ll trip over it and die.”

That’s true, he thought.

“Is Yanfei doing well?”

“Yes. Yesterday, she found out that it’s legally permissible to fire a cannon without a license as long as it’s sparked by a vision and not a matchstick.”

“That’s considered doing well?”

“Yes.”

“Huh.” Xiao rubbed his chin. “If I had a pyro vision, perhaps I’d try that for myself.”

“It’s no longer legally permissible,” she said flatly.

“Oh.”

Ganyu poured some moisturizer onto her hands and began massaging it into Xiao’s scalp.

“That feels nice,” he said.

“Don’t get too excited, now.” She clicked her tongue. “Maybe I should start charging for this.”

“You have that many people wanting head massages?”

“Oh, no,” she said. “I’m just talking about you.”

He rolled his eyes. “It’s not like I’d be able to pay, anyway.”

“You should do some chores around the inn. Maybe Verr would give you a salary. As it stands, you’re probably losing her money by scaring away potential customers.”

“Hmph. Menial labor is beneath us illuminated beasts.”

“Yaksha…” Ganyu sighed, then suddenly perked up. “Ah, wait. You can fly.”

“Yes. What of it?”

“You could do postal delivery!”

Xiao stared at her.

“What? Think about it. You know how much people would pay for same-day delivery? I’ll even give you half the profits.”

“What? Why am I getting half?”

“Cause I like you. Duh.”

“Should I not be getting all the profits?”

Ganyu shook her head in disapproval. “Greed is a sin, yaksha.”

“I’d rather stay poor.”

“So be it.” She removed her hands from his head, and clapped. “Alright, all done.”

“Do I look good?”

“No.”

“My hair, qilin.”

“Oh. It’s fine.” She brushed it one last time with her fingers. “Could be better.”

“So why didn’t you do it better?”

“Why?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. “You have someone you’re trying to impress?”

He buried his face into his hands and groaned.

—

“It looks fine,” Verr Goldet said.

“Thanks.” Xiao sighed in relief. Can’t trust what that qilin says. “At least it’s over.”

“Do you dislike her cutting your hair that much?”

“Yes. I would rather live through the archon war again.”

“Wow.” She blinked in surprise. “If it’s that bad, I can cut your hair next time.”

“No,” he said. “That’s alright.”

“You’ll cut it yourself then?”

“No.”

“Uh, she’ll just come back again to cut it then.”

He stayed silent.

“Xiao? Did you hear me? She’s going to come cut it again if you don’t—“

“I’m well aware,” he said, walking back out onto the balcony and shutting the door behind him.
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