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Keqing glares at the victory screen as a blue hedgehog dances across it. Bleh. Lucina, Keqing’s character, claps under a humiliating number 2, in bold silver, for all her viewers to see.

As if that wasn’t bad enough, Keqing also loses the poll she set up, where her viewers could bet channel points on the victor. The 13% that bet against her are handsomely rewarded, while her loyal fans spam their dismay at her loss.

She gets the distinct white-male urge to chuck her controller at her setup, but she quells it down.

“Did you really win if we’re playing online?” Keqing questions, still fuming at the lag and significant dropped frame rates she experienced. She slumps back against her chair, trying not to pout. “Would love to see these skills at a tournament, if you can make it.”

“You wound me,” the older guy’s garbled voice speaks through her headset, with laughter behind his words, “playing in these conditions requires a lot of skill, you know?”

“You live, like, at the edge of the world. Chat says your Internet runs on a hamster wheel.” Keqing may not have smashed her controller, but it doesn’t mean that she can’t rage in her own special way. The streamer sinks further back, rubbing her temples, “Attacking and then running away like a bitch isn’t skillful, Tartaglia. Especially if you know you have terrible connection!”

“A win’s a win,” FATOOEY11’s voice doesn’t lose that trim of amusement, “what I can offer is a best of five. Ya interested?”

The urge to say yes gets stuck in her throat, and Keqing swallows it back down. Her other main, Fox, wouldn’t fare much better in these conditions— and she cannot stomach giving FATOOEY11 another win.

“I have to do a promotional thing in a few,” she says instead. “So, another time?”

“Sure, girlie. Good night!”

Keqing waves half-heartedly before she ends the call with a sigh. Her chat manages to bring a smile to her face with their quips and jokes— and the small donations paired with encouragement don’t hurt, either.

Others are a lot less polite about it. A few randos boast that they could beat her, if Keqing only gave them a chance.

“No, guys. I won’t be making another arena. I have—”

“Hi, darling.”

Her chat suddenly explodes into a blur of color.

Keqing scrambles to put them into slow mode. Her favorite and most veteran mod, QilinCloud, beats her to it. So reliable. Keqing should really send her a giftcard or something as thanks for all her hard work.

While Keqing’s chest bubbles with the same excitement as her chat, she schools her face into normalcy. She swivels in her chair to face her wife.

“You’re back early,” is Keqing’s dumb way of greeting. She ignores the avalanche of donations and gifted subscribers that bounce across her screen; such is the fervor for her wife.

Ningguang shrugs, offering a lopsided smile. “The potential investors did not take kindly to Beidou’s playstyle in doubles.” She removes the fancy visor from her head, still smiling, “It appears they are lacking both in business and in tennis.”

Keqing sees the evidence of her words, all while she tries to remain cool and collected. For once, her wife’s silver hair is pulled up into a messy ponytail. Her eyes travel down to Ningguang’s collarbone, dappled with sweat, making parts of her polo shirt stick to places Keqing doesn’t want to think about while on camera. The skirt she’s wearing also leaves little to the imagination. There’s a speck of mud on her jaw, meaning the game was probably held at the courts by the country club’s lake.

As if reading her mind, Ningguang grabs the hem of the shirt and brings it up to dab at the dirt, exposing her midriff in the process.

Keqing leaps out of her chair, pushes Ningguang out of frame until the taller woman’s knees hit the couch. “We’re not alone!”

Her viewers doubled in the scant seconds that her wife made her appearance. The businesswoman’s visit to the semi-popular stream is probably trending by now. It could even make the news, given that her wife is a public figure. The thought makes a vein in Keqing’s forehead throb with worry.

Ningguang, though. She seems to think it’s funny. Her wife’s scarlet eyes sparkle with mirth, “Calm down, my dear. It’s not like the platform will ban you again—”

“It’s not that!” Keqing huffs, walking backwards into frame while making sure her wife stays put. “You’ve no idea… what you just did… the edits, the memes, the gossip channels—”

Keqing sits back down with her wife’s airy laugh filling her office. She needed to do some damage control. She expects any creepy assholes had been swiftly banned by QilinCloud and her team of mods, but Keqing had to address this promptly.

Before she can decide if she wants to ruin her chat’s fun by obscuring the webcam, Ningguang’s imprudence strikes again.

“Let’s take a bath, hm?”

Archons above.

Keqing thanks each and every single one of her lucky stars that her alerts are so goddamn loud. No one in the chat reacts to Ningguang’s words, so it’s safe to assume that they did not hear her. They’re way too hyped over her mere presence to catch it, let alone register it.

Good.

Crisis adverted.

For now.

“I’m. Streaming,” Keqing hisses, gesturing at her screen.

Ningguang blinks, completely unimpressed.

It’s to be expected. Keqing’s dual monitors show what must be incomprehensible things. From the OBS menu that shows her desktop and mic audio, the obnoxious donations, to the open Discord server; all of it means nothing to Ningguang.

The older woman waves a dismissive hand, while she struggles to take off one of her designer sneakers with the other, “Well, turn it off,” she says, “your wife needs you now.”

The sharpness of the last word makes a blast of heat erupt in Keqing’s belly. She fights down the blush threatening to color her cheeks.

“I can’t. Um, not right now,” —finally Keqing has the good sense to hide her cam, mute their argument, put up her BRB screen— “I’ve got a sponsorship deal today. I need to play their game so my viewers can get custom drops.”

Her chat  immediately explodes into outrage at the blackout. Good old QilinCloud censors them once more, this time, by only allowing emotes. It helps, but does not stop the wall of crying and angry faces that floods the screen.

Her wife’s brows furrow together, “Why would you need a sponsorship if you dropped out of school?”

“Not scholarship. I mean— a sponsor! A big company is going to pay me to endorse—”

“I have a big company,” Ningguang says, as some of her usual irritation at the novel world of technology creeps into her tone, “Jade Group can be your sponsor.”

“If you want to sponsor me, it has to be legit. The amount of work done and the compensation given has to make sense,” Keqing says, recalling the one time her wife tried to support her line of work.

When she first started streaming, Ningguang offered her an obscene amount of money just to say the name of her company. A ploy, really, because she worried over Keqing’s income when she set out on this crazy adventure. It was well-intentioned, but not what she wanted.

Keqing had a revulsion for any kind of handout, especially now, when she’d worked hard enough to be able to support herself doing what she liked. They eventually agreed not to collab, and keep both worlds separate.

Ningguang had been… supportive, but she still did not completely understand.

“Very well. So, may I compete with this sponsor of yours?”

“It’s not an auction. I already have a contract with them,” Keqing says, using words her wife can understand. The latter nods. “See, I need to play their game on-stream for a certain amount of time, so the viewers can use my affiliate link…”

Keqing trails off as Ningguang’s expression glazes over. Okay, maybe she completely lost her with that last part. So, she switches tactics, “Uh, listen. Why don’t you talk to QilinCloud? She can explain this, because I—” Keqing glances back at her muzzled chat, biting her lip, “—I need to go.”

Ningguang’s face twists like she swallowed something sour, “QilinCloud? Is that a virus?”

“Ganyu, her name’s Ganyu,” Keqing says, easing the chat into subscriber-only mode. She can confirm that her wife is still the main topic of conversation. Once Ningguang left the room, she hopes they’ll stop going wild over her. “She’s one of my mods. I trust her with my life. She’ll get in contact with you, okay?”

“But… I bought a bath bomb…”

Keqing’s pained expression mirrors her wife’s. She’s still muted, but she cups a hand over her mouth to say, “Take a quick shower and we can do the bath later, okay?” As she watches Ningguang leave the room in what can be called a dejected walk, she murmurs after her, “I’m sorry…”

The chat seems to be up in arms that they couldn’t read her lips for that last one. Keqing squares her shoulders and puts her headset back on, slipping into streamer mode once more.

“Okay! I’m back. As you can see, everyone who was disrespectful to my wife got banned. And I won’t be reading the appeals, I don’t want you here. Your disgusting comments weren’t mistakes, written by your dog or by your friend. So save your excuses.”

The community that Keqing had built around herself was mostly good, but as a woman on the Internet, she still got the occasional clown who thought they were being witty by commenting on her wife’s appearance or her money. They also tended to have the biggest mouths. It was easy enough to weed them out.

Keqing smiles as the messages of support start pouring in, even with Ningguang gone. “To everyone that was nice: thank you,” she says, genuinely appreciative to those who were sweet and knew how to behave like a normal fucking person.

“And to those saying I’m stupidly lucky: Yeah. I very much agree.”


 

There’s a rule that Keqing implemented once she got very successful.

When she is playing a game, she sets donation alerts to at least 2,000 bits. Keqing had a big enough base and strong enough income that she could do without the small contributions during certain slots of time.

Keqing personally gave thanks to the bigger donors, wished them luck on an exam or whatever else their message requested. Anyone who spent 2,000 bits just to catch her attention while she was gaming deserved at least that much.

However, this time, a particular username piques her interest.

Keqing thinks it’s a troll. It must be. And yet…

“How many bits so you stop streaming?” Keqing reads, followed by a soft scoff.


  Who the hell…


She just got done with her ad deal, fulfilling her obligation to the sponsor. Next, Keqing planned to hit up Lumine to see if she wanted to bully some incels on Valorant. She wanted a few victories under her belt before she had to go grovel for her wife’s forgiveness after snubbing her.

STOPSTREAMING123 just sent her a few grand to tell her to… what? Turn off her computer?

“Thank you for your donation, um… STOPSTREAMING123,” Keqing says, unsure if she should shut them down or play along, “but I don’t think you can match my price.”

STOPSTREAMING123 is not deterred. Another 2,000 bits are thrown her way, along with a new message: How many bits to uninstall the game.

Keqing has to laugh. While funny, she had no plans to escape the hellish world of Valorant anytime soon.

Mouse in hand, Keqing checks to see exactly who she’s dealing with. A quick investigation reveals that the account was created that very day. It’s… weird, to say the least. She wonders if she should humor the mystery donor, see if they’ll keep talking to her for 2,000 bits-a-message.

Ultimately, she bans STOPSTREAMING123. Their chaotic energy was too much, and they were starting to rile up other people in the chat.

The peace lasts for less than five minutes. Keqing feels a pang of confusion when QilinCloud donates the same high amount, asking the same question.

How many bits so you stop streaming.

Did someone hack Ganyu…?

Keqing sends her trusted friend a private message, but gets no response. She inquires with the other mods in their private channel, but they’re just as confused.

Ganyu supported Keqing in many other ways, but money was never one of them.

She thinks about the most ridiculous sum she can. Keqing’s biggest donation ever had been 80,000 bits— a stunt by another streamer (FATOOEY11, actually) seeking to make a video out of her reaction.

“Two hundred thousand bits,” she says, feeling the corner of her mouth curl up into a smirk, “and I’ll go offline immediately.”

Ganyu’s hacker takes a while to respond. Keqing thinks they’re gone, intimidated by the disgusting number, so she activates the smaller alerts for donations again. But right after she does, she’s gifted a measly 200 bits from QilinCloud with only the words DONE.

The young streamer is about to tease them about the many zeros missing, when 200,000 fucking bits flash before her very eyes. Keqing cannot believe her screen as the alert for it blares in her ears, as the annoying GIF that accompanies it dances across her display.

That’s a ton of money. Keqing can’t even convert it back into Mora in her head without feeling like the room is spinning.

The chat goes crazy.

Keqing is so stunned that she abruptly ends the transmission, without so much as a goodbye. Her breaths come short and uneven.

Then, two things happen at once.

Her phone pings with a simple ‘SORRY >.<’ from Ganyu, and her wife struts in.

“I did it,” Ningguang says, looking impossibly proud. “No more streaming!”

It’s like a harsh, brilliant lightbulb floods the inside of her head, shedding light on what just happened. In one hand, Ningguang holds her phone— Keqing can see her banking app is still open. In the other, she’s clutching a purple bath bomb shaped like a bear.

“What— you—” Keqing buries her head in her hands, taking deep breaths. When words fail her, she snaps her gaze back up, “We’re going to have to talk about this… Also, how did you rope Ganyu into helping you?”

Ningguang shakes her head slightly, lips pursed into a smile, refusing to answer. She looks so pleased with herself that it’s impossible to be upset. Keqing doesn’t have the heart to explain to her wife that she didn’t end all streaming; it was just the transmission for the day. The platform would sill be there the next day.

“No more streaming,” Ningguang insists, her eyes bright and fond.

Keqing’s shoulders slump in defeat, and she tries not to grin. She takes the phone from Ningguang’s hand and threads their fingers together.

“No more streaming,” Keqing agrees.

 

  
Author’s Note:inspired by streamer elded & his “apagando directos” series xd 

ps. i dont know what a valorant is; do not look at me..
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