
still beautiful

Author’s Note:
      chongyun is so stupidly in love i’m tired of him (they’re about 21-22 ish here btw)


  russian translation here!


    


    
    Xingqiu is as beautiful as he was the day Chongyun left him.

Standing by the docks, he is a lone glaze lily amidst a field of dry grass. Skin painted with sunlight, a waterfall in his hair. Lip caught thoughtfully between his teeth as he thumbs through thick pages with experienced fingers. His eyes are partially hidden beneath fluttering lashes, but every so often they will widen and Chongyun will see gold.

Xingqiu is still beautiful, if not more, and Chongyun could stare forever.

The ship’s horn blows, shaking him. Someone is yelling—Captain Beidou, probably—but he can’t hear what they are saying. He doesn’t care, not when all he wants is to rush down the plank that hasn’t even dropped yet, sprint across the harbor shoving aside bodies like a madman until there is only one person standing before him. He wants to call out his name, feel it on his tongue not as a distant daydream but a greeting, a declaration of his homecoming, a confession that really just sounds a lot like  I missed you. 

More than anything, he wants to relearn the masterpiece he had once tried to memorize.

Will Xingqiu remember him? Will he recognize Chongyun’s face through his matured features, through the tan he had earned from so many long days traveling and training beneath the sun?

Or will he pretend not to know him, simply let his gaze pass over Chongyun as if they were two strangers—never met, never to meet again?

He does not know. He is scared to find out. But he must, otherwise the pounding in his heart will never cease, never give him a peaceful night until he dies.

Chongyun tells his legs to move. They are still weak on the solid ground—perhaps the seas had conditioned him too well—and only seem to grow weaker with each step he takes. The crowd is thick and hot, endless. Voices swirl loudly around him. He smells fish, spices, flowers. Home.

He’s close. He’s closer. He speeds up, raises his hand to wave, opens his mouth to say— 

“Master!”

Xingqiu looks up, eyes landing not on Chongyun but a man rushing over from the other direction, expression similar to that of swallowing sour plums. Xu, he realizes after a moment. The servant who used to chase them all over the city whenever Xingqiu had neglected his duties. It seems that not much has changed.

The man passes him what appears to be a letter, leans close to whisper into his ear. Chongyun’s stomach churns; that could have been him, if only he had gotten there first. Xingqiu unfolds the paper, scans its contents, then promptly rips it up. The pieces scatter from his palm and land at his feet, not unlike the shredded snow Ningguang Tianquan used to send falling over the city when her Jade Chamber still floated in the pristine sky.

Chongyun’s mind suddenly flashes to his own letters he had sent home. There were only three—one for each New Year’s spent away from Liyue—and he has no idea if they ever made it to their intended destination. With limited time and even less freedom to disclose any part of his mission, he had only written to his family about his well-being and longing to return home, hoping they had half a mind to share the few updates with his friends as well. 

But each envelope also contained a sealed slip of paper addressed to a certain Xingqiu, meant for one pair of eyes alone. Like the other letters, not much is written on them. A short description of a dream, a poor attempt at a romantic poem, just some kind of reminder of his persisting affections was all he could ever fit.

The thing that really mattered, though, was the dried blossom pressed within the folded page. For each new place he visited, Chongyun had picked a foreign flower as a souvenir, always choosing the prettiest one to send back as a gift for Xingqiu. No words were ever needed to express his message, because it was one he had told Xingqiu countless times with countless other blooms:  this flower reminds me of you, but it’s still nowhere as stunning. 

Seeing Xingqiu ruthlessly rip up the letter Xu had handed him, however, Chongyun can’t help wondering if his too suffered the same fate, should they have reached Liyue safely. He wouldn’t be surprised if they did—a letter was not a safe return home, especially not when it told nothing about his whereabouts nor how to send a message in reply. Not even a picture had ever been included, so he knows he can’t blame Xingqiu for any resentment towards him.

He just hopes that Xingqiu had at least found the flowers before he tore everything up.

Chongyun is too far to make out what he murmurs to Xu, and can only watch curiously as Xingqiu turns to the merchant he was previously talking to, exchanges some final words and mora, collects his books and follows Xu back up the mountain of stairs to Feiyun Slope. The half of Liyue Harbor where the lights never stop glittering. The world Chongyun has never quite belonged to.

Someone bumps into him from behind, and he is forced out of his daze. After a quick apology, he glances back towards the ornate buildings, searching, searching. One more look, he tells himself. Just one more can’t hurt.

Right before it disappears from view, he catches it—an elegant blue ponytail, swinging teasingly in the sun. Daring him to come chase after what he has lost.

Chongyun inhales sharply. Fish, spices, flowers. Silk flowers.

Home.

He smiles. Perhaps he will soon enough.

 

 

 

Chongyun takes his time reacquainting himself with the city.

It hasn’t changed much. There are still merchants and vendors at every corner, beckoning passerby to take a look at their latest deals. The neighborhood dogs still run around demanding head pats and scratches, tails wagging so hard he wonders how they have not broken yet. Wandering through Chihu Rock, he inhales the scent of all his favorite food stalls, mouth watering just thinking about eating Liyue delicacies again. There is a familiar clang of metal resounding from the blacksmith; he reminds himself to pay a visit later to have his claymore fixed up. Colorful kites fly overhead in the gentle sea breeze, and children laugh endlessly in the distance.

Slowly, he feels his spirits rise as he greets all the familiar faces.

“Is that Chongyun? The little exorcist who used to run around—”

“—waving a giant sword? My, you’re all grown up now!”

“How long has it been?”

“Do your parents know you’re back?”

“How much taller have you grown?”

“When did you get so handsome!”

It’s a lot. Chongyun has never gotten this much attention before. If he was still the reserved kid from three years ago, he probably would have only lasted about a minute before awkwardly excusing himself and making a run for home, stopping only to buy an ice cream bar to cool himself off so his condition would not trigger. But now, with new and practiced techniques under his belt, he is able to chatter back, laugh and joke without restraint, even allow his face to grow warm when someone says something embarrassing.

This is fun, he realizes halfway through a conversation with Granny Shan. I’m having fun. Oh gods, I can do this freely now. What will my friends think? What other fun things can I finally do with them?

Much to his disappointment, Xiangling is not there to answer his questions. He arrives at Wanmin Restaurant to find that it has grown considerably over the years, and her father reports with an apologetic smile that the girl had just left for Mondstadt to finalize the preparations for their long-awaited opening in the neighboring nation.

Chongyun pauses mid-bite in his noodles (not spicy, he’s still wary of chilis) as he processes the news. Xiangling, taking on more of the business beyond creating strange and exciting new dishes to put on the menu? It seems that he isn’t the only who has changed over the years. He can’t wait to congratulate her when she returns home as well.

On the way to test his luck with Xinyan and her special performance at the Heyu Tea House—information courtesy of Chef Mao—Chongyun is caught by someone he was not expecting to run into on the streets tonight.

“Chongyun, is that you?”

He turns in the direction of the vaguely familiar voice. Eyes widen when he realizes who it belongs to.

“Yunjin,” he greets, hastily tipping into a bow. “It’s been a while.”

“It certainly has,” the singer smiles, stunning as always. “Did you just return?”

“Yes, just a few hours ago. I’ve been trying to catch up with everyone.”

“Well, if you don’t mind, I do hope you can add me to that list. I’m quite curious about your adventures abroad—perhaps they might provide some inspiration for new plays.”

Chongyun laughs, nerves melting. “I’d be honored. I’m actually heading to the Tea House right now, if that’s convenient for you?”

“Ah, for Xinyan? How lucky, I was planning on watching her myself! Shall we go together?”

He agrees, and they start back down the path toward Feiyun Slope, falling into light conversation along the way. While he had never been particularly close with Yunjin, only ever seeing her onstage at the Tea House, Chongyun finds Yunjin surprisingly easy to talk to. Perhaps it was her smile, warm and inviting, putting him at ease just from a glance. Or maybe it was her lyrical voice, sweet on his ears whenever she giggled in response to something he said, full of sincerity. No wonder she always had an entire audience of admirers falling at her feet after each performance. If he wasn’t already so taken to a certain someone, perhaps he would be absolutely infatuated with her as well.

By the time they reach the outside of the Tea House, Chongyun has gotten through telling a good portion of his travels (at least, the parts unrelated to his mission that he  can  disclose), and Yunjin looks more intrigued than ever.

“Oh, these are the most thrilling tales,” she says, clapping in delight. “Xingqiu will adore listening to them.”

The sudden mention of that name throws him off. “Xingqiu?”

“You are close with him, are you not? I had always thought you were sworn brothers, if not lovers.”

“Uh,” he fumbles. For how inseparable he and Xingqiu always were, he can’t recall if they had ever put an explicit name to their relationship. Best friends, sworn brothers, lovers… somewhere down the line, the words had simply blurred, and they were just  together.  As Chongyun and Xingqiu. A label had never occurred to either of them; it simply wasn’t necessary.

“We are close. Definitely. At least, we were before I left.”

“You haven’t gone to see him yet?”

“No,” he sighs. “I saw him by the docks when I arrived earlier, but he looked busy. I didn’t want to bother him. It probably wasn’t a good place for a reunion anyway.”

Yunjin hums. “That’s a shame. He was just talking about you the other day.”

“Yeah—” Chongyun starts. “Wait. You talked with him recently?”

“Hm? Oh yes, we have tea together every weekend,” she replies. “It’s become our time to catch up, share story ideas, maybe gossip here and there.” 

“What did he say? About me?”

“Well, it was very brief, if I recall correctly. A complaint, perhaps? That you were taking your sweet time coming home,” she says. “He really has not been in the greatest mood, especially with all the proposals he’s been getting lately…”

Chongyun mulls over her words. “Proposals?”

“Oh, yes. Marriage proposals, to be specific.”

The expression on his face must be terrifying, because Yunjin immediately rushes to do damage control.

“Rest assured, Chongyun. Xingqiu isn’t remotely interested in any of them,” she laughs. “They are merely for business purposes, after all.”

Chongyun relaxes just the slightest. Of course. Xingqiu did take up some greater responsibility within his guild when he came of age, but he is still that boy who had declared he would never marry for the sake of money. And when Xingqiu sets his heart on something, he will always make sure it goes exactly his way.

“Do you know when I can see him?”

Yunjin taps her chin in thought.

“Well, the Feiyun Guild is hosting a gathering soon. A party, if we were to be less formal about it. He’s been quite preoccupied planning the entire thing.”

“A party?” Chongyun perks up. “Is it exclusive?”

“It is exclusive to the businesspersons of Liyue Harbor.”

“Oh.”

He kicks at the ground. Well, there goes his plan for surprising Xingqiu. Unless…  

“Are you thinking of sneaking in?” Yunjin says, as if reading his mind. He flushes, caught.

“Maybe,” he mumbles. “Do you know if I can?”

“Hm.” She purses her lips. “It would be difficult. I imagine you can only enter with an invitation. And they will probably be checking very thoroughly.”

Suddenly, she lets out a soft gasp. Chongyun nearly jumps when she clasps his hands in hers.

“Give me a few days, alright? I’ll get you an invitation,” she says, eyes bright. “Promise. We are getting you into that party.”

“Oh—okay,” he says, despite his confusion. “Is this a contract?”

“This is a contract,” she affirms. “And you shall be paying with more stories. But let’s discuss that another time, alright? Someone is waiting for us.”

Yunjin gestures to the stairs of the Tea House. A heavy guitar riff sounds from above, inviting them closer. He feels his heartbeat quicken at once. He thinks about the first time he had ever watched Xinyan perform, when her fiery music had blasted him full in the face, excited his blood until he lost control and ended up on the stage with her. Will that happen again tonight?

Chongyun turns to Yunjin, grinning widely. “After you.”

He can’t wait to find out.

 

 

 

Chongyun is nervous. 

He is standing in the corner of Feiyun Slope, warily eyeing the line of people gathered outside the city’s grand reception hall across the plaza, debating whether or not he should just turn away right now instead of going through the trouble of entering this party he wasn’t even officially invited to.

No, he can’t do that. Not when Yunjin had already went and done all the hard work for him.

“As promised, here is your exclusive invitation,” Yunjin had said with a victorious smile when she dropped the elegant envelope into his hands two days ago. “Don’t go losing it now, I had to pull so many strings to get it for you.”

He had thanked her profusely, to which she simply laughed and made him promise to fill her in on every detail that was to happen that night.

“Tell me everything afterwards,” she smirked, and Chongyun swore her eyes gleamed with mischief. Nevertheless, he agreed, because a contract was a contract, and to break one went against everything they were raised by.

He stares at the invitation in his hands now. It’s a pretty thing: rich ocean blue with the pattern of waves printed into the paper, the golden seal of the Feiyun Commerce Guild gleaming on top. When he brings it to his nose, he can catch the faintest scent of silk flowers.

Someone hasn’t grown out of flaunting himself. If anything, it seems that Xingqiu’s habit has become more obvious than ever. Chongyun can’t help but break into a grin at the thought of teasing him about it later—he can already envision Xingqiu covered in an embarrassed blush, feigning ignorance as he tries to stay in his humble character. It’s one of the few instances where Chongyun has the upper hand, and he would be lying if he said he doesn’t savor every second.

Chongyun glances back at the building where the reception is being held. Slowly but surely, the crowd has thinned, each guest making their way inside after a thorough check from the guards. Soon, the plaza will be all but empty, and he will not be able to stall here any longer.

He gives himself a quick scan. For the sake of appearances (and at his parents’ insistence), he is dressed in an outfit considerably nicer than anything he has ever worn before. Although the new fabric is still a little stiff around his shoulders, and his mother had definitely fastened the belt one notch too tight, the clothes are undeniably gorgeous. Layers of blue silk flow off his body like an icy waterfall, with golden leaves embroidered down the front and sleeves to imitate the ginkgo trees of their nation. Black leather shoes shine on his feet, matching the ornate belt and cuffs around his arms. His long hair is tied back as neatly as possible with a dark blue ribbon, and a single gold earring hangs from his left ear. It’s probably nothing compared to the fancy things a wealthy businessman can afford, but Chongyun has a mirror and a pair of eyes—there’s no way they can so easily turn him away from the door looking like  this. 

And there is only one person’s opinion he really cares about, anyway.

He takes a deep breath. Striding up to the guards, he offers a polite smile and bow before handing the envelope over. He had only opened the invitation once—a single glance at the illegible calligraphy was all he needed to know that it was authentic. From the guard’s unbothered expression and almost immediate nod, it seems like they share the exact sentiment.

“Pardon us, we must check for weapons,” he says, handing the invitation back. Chongyun nods, allowing them to pat him down. Good thing he had the sense to leave his claymore at home, otherwise he would have some serious explaining to do. The Vision hanging on his belt does not go unnoticed though, judging from the widening of the guard’s eyes, and he feels the slightest bit smug when both men hastily step back to give him a deep bow.

“We hope you enjoy your night, sir.”

Chongyun thanks them, then steps inside. Already, he’s met with a small blast of heat, and it takes him a moment of steady breathing to calm himself. He walks briskly down the ornate hallway, reaching a large set of stairs where a servant directs him upwards two floors. At the top, he is greeted by another, who once again takes his invitation and lets him through the lacquered doors.

The room is bright, so bright, and he has to blink several times for his eyes to adjust. All around him is gold and red—the walls, the ceiling, the floor, even the furniture. Several enormous chandeliers hang from above, shimmering endlessly as if to rival the sun. Refreshment tables line the walls, laden with all sorts of delicacies no doubt made by only the most renowned chefs in the land. People mill about in expensive silks, chattering over sparkling glasses, laughing behind fluttering fans and bejeweled hands.

It’s luxurious, it’s extravagant. It’s so gaudy that he has to spend a moment to shove aside the thought of turning around and going home right this instant because he most definitely does not belong here.

You’re here for a reason, he reminds himself. Don’t run away now.

From his elevated position in the back, he begins his search, eyes flitting from face to face as he slowly moves towards the main floor in the center of the hall. Along the way, he snags a drink from a passing waiter with the intention of blending in, only to return it immediately upon tasting the bitter liquid. No alcohol for him, nope—Chongyun knows his limits, and he is  not  embarrassing himself tonight.

He continues on, squeezing past people with brief apologies, careful not to stumble down the steps while surveying the crowd. Eventually, he reaches the heart of the room, where a large golden dragon sits in the middle of a fountain, endlessly spewing water into a pool filled with glittering coins. Occasionally, someone will add to the collection, giggling as if it would bring them good luck.

And perched just at the edge, a laugh passing through his lips, is Xingqiu.

Chongyun freezes. Stares. Forgets everything except one name.

There is someone talking with him, partially blocking the view, but all Chongyun can see is the beautiful boy he used to call his.

Gone is the high collar Xingqiu used to fancy in their teenage years. In its place is an elegant deep cut, revealing just the edge of those collarbones Chongyun used to leave bruises on. His signature ruffled sleeves have yet to be discarded, falling daintily over slender hands Chongyun yearns to hold. Xingqiu’s jacket is longer now, gathered at the waist with flowery sashes, but through the slit in the side Chongyun can still see those smooth, pale legs balancing on gilded heels. Gold dust shimmers on his eyelids, suddenly alluring in comparison to their surroundings. His hair is down, spilling over his shoulders, though part of it is collected in a small braid at the back, fastened by an ornament that matches his single earring.

The earring Chongyun had gifted him before he left.

The earring that matches the one on his own ear right now.

All of Chongyun’s inhibitions, worries, doubts, immediately fly out the window. Without even realizing himself, his feet begin to move.

He reaches him in three strides. Clears his throat, so the other guest knows their time is up. They look at him funny, probably saying something rude in return, but Chongyun doesn’t care. Not when Xingqiu is gaping at him, fingers pressed over his open mouth, unable to utter a single word from surprise.

Chongyun takes Xingqiu’s hand in his. Lifts it to his lips to press the lightest kiss against his knuckles. He pulls back, catching those stunned eyes and making sure they see his smile.

“Hello, Xingqiu.”

Xingqiu doesn’t even let him finish. With a twist of his wrist, smooth as water, he has threaded his fingers through Chongyun’s and clasped them together tight, so tight that not even the force of pushing through the crowd can tear them apart. People must be looking at them, murmuring about them, but Chongyun cannot be bothered to check. His eyes are on the back of Xingqiu’s head only, ears filled with nothing but the sound of his own heartbeat growing louder, louder, louder.

They barely make it to the balcony. As soon as they pass through the doorway and step into the moonlight, Chongyun feels his back hit the wall. Xingqiu’s hands are fire over his shoulders, chest, neck. Touching and searching and grasping for something they have been deprived of for three years. Even with a layer of clothes between, every spot he reaches burns.

When those slender, trembling fingers brush against his lips, Chongyun stops breathing.

Xingqiu pauses. Slowly presses down. On instinct, Chongyun chases them, chases the sweet pressure he has longed for every single night as he awaited sleep to overtake him. He gets one, two featherlight kisses in, savoring the shiver that passes through Xingqiu at the sensation, the way his composure shatters from something so little.

It hardly seems real.

Patience spent, Chongyun leans in and finds his way home.

Xingqiu tastes like wine, bittersweet with a hint of flowers and fruit. It’s not an unwelcome taste, but Chongyun knows it will leave him even more drunk than he already feels. He kisses him harder.

Xingqiu sighs, beautiful sounds falling out of his soft mouth for Chongyun to inhale. His hands make their way into Chongyun’s hair, tugging at the ribbon keeping his long strands together, tangling tightly to prevent him from escaping. As if Chongyun could ever run from this.

He slides a hand down Xingqiu’s side, squeezing lightly at his waist before circling around to the small of his back and pulling him closer, chest and hips completely flushed against his own. He cups at Xingqiu’s face, thumb smoothing over the soft skin of his cheek, tucking a stray piece of hair behind his ear as he angles their faces and slips his tongue into Xingqiu’s mouth, drawing yet another sweet gasp from him. Chongyun’s heart quickens in his chest. Gods, how did he survive without this for three entire years? It’s like he had forgotten how utterly addictive kissing Xingqiu is.

He vows to never make the same mistake again.

When Chongyun reluctantly pulls away to catch his breath, Xingqiu lets out a whine, tipping forward with pouting red lips to chase the lost sensation. His eyes are still half-closed, unfocused and full of bliss, and it takes everything for Chongyun not to defile him right there. Instead, he humors the boy, smiles as he lets Xingqiu tug his head back down and greedily capture his mouth again. Xingqiu hums pleasantly, nips at his bottom lip in possible revenge, then kisses a trail across his jaw until he reaches Chongyun’s neck, breath ghosting hotly over the sensitive skin.

Chongyun stills. There’s this one spot on his neck, just beneath his ear, that used to drive him nearly insane whenever Xingqiu kissed it over and over. A spot that is awfully close to where Xingqiu is lingering now.

Does Xingqiu remember?

A single bite on the mark is answer enough. Chongyun shudders, a groan ripping through his throat, hand pulling at Xingqiu’s hair as he keens into the sensation. He can feel Xingqiu grinning, that bastard, but any sharp words he wants to say immediately dissolve on his tongue when Xingqiu presses his lips and teeth to his skin again.

And again. And again… 

Gods, Chongyun thinks, mind clouding with want. I’m going to make him pay for this later.

Once Xingqiu seems to be satisfied with his work, he drops a final kiss on Chongyun’s begging lips, then leans forward to press their foreheads together. It’s a little more awkward than their bodies remember, with Chongyun having to duck down further and Xingqiu slightly perched on his toes despite wearing heels, but neither really care. It’s still warm, still familiar, and it’s perfect.

Some heartbeats later, Xingqiu finally speaks.

“You’re back.”

“I am.”

“You’re taller.”

“I am.”

“Say something more than two words, why don’t you.”

“And why should I?”

“Someone is far more insufferable than I had remembered,” Xingqiu scoffs. Even so, he presses a gentle hand to Chongyun’s cheek. “I missed your voice. Let me hear it.”

Chongyun chuckles. Reaches up to laces their fingers together, turns to press a kiss to Xingqiu’s palm.

“I’ll say whatever you want me to.”

Xingqiu makes breathy noise.

“Will you take me to bed,” he murmurs. “And say my name, my dearest Chongyun?”

“Don’t they need you inside?”

“I don’t care about them. I have missed  you  for three entire years now, and if you plan on making me wait any longer, I might just truly lose my mind.”

Just to emphasize his point, Xingqiu rolls his hips against Chongyun’s, and Chongyun cannot stop the moan that slips from his mouth.

“Fuck,” he chokes out, hands grabbing at Xingqiu’s shoulders to push him away from the pooling heat. “Xingqiu, not here—”

Xingqiu sighs, frustrated.

“Fine. I suppose I’ll have to  wait.  But don’t you dare think about holding back when we get home.” Then, leaning in to whisper seductively into Chongyun’s ear, “You’re lucky I live next door.”

So Xingqiu takes Chongyun by the wrist once again, dragging him back inside to some “inconspicuous” passageway that definitely does not evade most of the guests’ knowing stares, then pulls him through several more doors and up countless flights of stairs until they stumble straight into Xingqiu’s bedroom, completely breathless on daring and laughter.

Chongyun lets Xingqiu shove him into his ridiculously large bed, lets him remove each layer of his clothes and caress every part of him he can reach. In turn, Xingqiu lets Chongyun undress him, and he takes his chance to lay soft kisses across Xingqiu’s shoulders, chest, whatever he slowly reveals, until Xingqiu grows impatient and just tears the offending fabric off himself.

“You are insufferable,” he says, crashing into Chongyun’s mouth. “Rude, terrible man.”

“I missed you too,” Chongyun replies between hungry kisses, reveling in the way Xingqiu moans when he dips his hand low. “Xingqiu.”

There is less talking after that, words replaced by gasps, names barely rolling off their tongues as they wrap their arms around each other and move as one. Each thrust leaves Chongyun wanting more, more, chasing the heavenly heat until Xingqiu is a trembling mess below him. Until he knows Xingqiu sees stars.

“Mine,” Chongyun whispers into Xingqiu’s hair. A lovely mess of rich blue silk, framing his flushed face and swollen lips, a sight meant for no one to behold but him.

“Yours,” Xingqiu answers, sounding utterly broken from pleasure. “Always yours.”

When Xingqiu comes around him—nails burning into his back, arching off the bed with a beautiful cry—Chongyun fixes his gaze and memorizes everything.

 

 

 

“I had a feeling you were going to show up,” Xingqiu admits later, when they’re a tangle of tired limbs on his expensive (and now dirtied) sheets.

“Hm?”

“When Yunjin asked me for a special invitation, I knew something was going on.”

“Did she now,” Chongyun murmurs, playing with Xingqiu’s fingers.

“Mhm. She said she wanted to go. But I know she doesn’t care for fancy events like these, and Xinyan had also informed me a week prior that they were going out on a date tonight. Yunjin also had this mischievous look on her face, like she was plotting something, so I eventually concluded that the invitation must have been for someone else.”

“How very clever of you, great scholar.”

Xingqiu smacks him lightly on the shoulder. “Don’t interrupt me! Anyway, I was wondering, who could possibly want an invitation to my party that badly? And knew Yunjin well enough to ask through her?” He snaps his fingers dramatically. “And then it hit me, clear as water. My dearest Chongyun was finally back, and what more romantic gesture than to reunite in the middle of a ballroom? It was simply too good of a plan to pass up—I even asked the guards to keep an eye out for a certain frosty exorcist wearing a Vision, should he show up at the door.”

Chongyun blushes, but he still frowns at the explanation.

“How could you have possibly guessed from just that? I was never actually close with Yunjin, too. I think that was actually our first time properly speaking with each other. Shouldn’t you know this?”

“Well,” Xingqiu says. “Fine. It didn’t go like that. I happened to overhear the news of you coming back when I was passing through the city.”

“What.”

“Oh, you know how people gossip. Especially the aunties. Do you really expect them to be quiet about a handsome young exorcist returning to the city, possibly single and the perfect match for their own child? It’s all I heard when I went to visit Wanmin the other day.”

Chongyun doesn’t miss the shred of jealousy in Xingqiu’s voice. He chuckles, lifting his head to find Xingqiu’s pouting expression. Adorable.

“Why are you laughing?” Xingqiu complains.

“Because they’re wrong. I’m not single,” Chongyun says. “Or a good match for their children. Not when I already have you.”

Xingqiu looks away, flushing.

“That may be true but…” he sighs. “Why didn’t you come find me first? Why did I have to find out from other people?”

Chongyun brushes Xingqiu’s hair out of his face as he gently pulls him back to meet his gaze.

“I’m sorry, I wanted to surprise you. I thought you would have liked something more romantic than reuniting in the middle of some smelly, hot harbor.”

“You’re so stupid,” Xingqiu mumbles, hiding into Chongyun’s neck. “I don’t care where we reunite. All I want is to see your face and hear your voice and feel your arms around me again. Nothing else matters as long as I have that.”

“Oh,” Chongyun says. “Oh. I am stupid. I thought you wouldn’t even remember me.”

Xingqiu pulls away and hits him in the chest.

“Chongyun! You can’t be serious!”

“I am…”

“Archons, why do I love you?”

Chongyun stops mid-laugh, mind processing. “Wait, wait. Say that again.”

Xingqiu frowns. “I love… you?”

Chongyun beams, swoops over to steal a kiss from his downturned lips.

“I love you, too.”

Xingqiu sighs in exasperation, but doesn’t protest when Chongyun tugs him close and kisses him again, slow and sure.

“You still have to tell me about your adventures later.”

“Do I?”

“Of course! You promised when you left, remember? And you told me absolutely nothing in your letters, so I am expecting to hear a lot of grand stories soon.”

“You got my letters? And my flowers?”

“Yes, Chongyun. Yes, I did. I saved and memorized every single one of them.”

Something prickles in the corner of Chongyun’s eye. He blinks a few times, trying to hold the emotions back as he searches for the right words.

“Xingqiu?”

“Hm?”

“Thank you for remembering me.”

Xingqiu smiles. His golden eyes shine softly through the shadows.

“Oh, Yunyun. I could never forget you even if I tried.”

They are warm, a small fire glowing in the dark. They are two puzzle pieces, fitting together perfectly. They are the most beautiful masterpiece in the entire universe.

Chongyun holds on tight and promises to never let go.

  
Author’s Note:/vibrates/ i need to stop writing xingyun but they are just so cute ugh ,,, here’s my attempt at lowkey angst bc i am trash for lots of yearning :’)

just realized i subtly bullied xingqiu for his handwriting again LOL sorry my son it’s my duty <3

also no i will not elaborate on chongyun’s mission my brain isn’t big enough for that lmaoo

other stuff:

- this whole brainrot was basically inspired by this very pretty art i found

- grown up xingyun designs based off of this gorgeous piece

- reference for chongyun’s outfit
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