
her lover waits like calming tides

Author’s Note:
!! this should be read after playing or watching the entirety of the ‘Her Foes Rage Like Great Waters…’ quest series !!

listened to blue hair by tv girl one too many times and I wrote this. jeht my beloved. best npc, unmatched.

translation note:

- ya amar (يا قمر) is an Arabic term of endearment, meaning ‘my moon’.

- ‘Amun’ is another name for the Scarlet King/King Deshret





By the time they slowed their sprint, the sun had finished ducking below the horizon and the gleam of blood on their skin and clothing had dimmed.

The four came to a stop by a small river at the bottom of a dune, a tiny oasis to wash and catch their breath, not that Paimon or Benben needed to do either. The pair were a short way off, picking through an old camp’s debris for salvageable splints or bandages, staying within eyesight but not within earshot.

Lumine was glad Paimon had taken the initiative to leave her and Jeht be. They’d looked between the two with the wide-eyed fear that never seemed entirely sincere, voice faltering slightly after the fight that they’d witnessed.

“Hey, Benben?” their high voice had erred with uneasiness. “Wanna, uh, go look for stuff to help with their injuries?”

Benben had made a series of indistinguishable beeps and boops, but it followed Paimon when they floated away, traipsing after them like a lost duckling. Lumine silently thanked the seelie under her breath, promising to get them as many Sweet Madames as they wanted when the pair next returned to the city.

That left Lumine and Jeht alone by the riverside. Some of the latter’s hair had come loose in the fight, locks missing from where stray blades had shorn it, so Jeht removed all the remaining ties and combed out the tight braids, shaking it all out in a waterfall of thick curls. There’s a nasty burn on her right hand, a final gift from Babel delivered during an attempt to turn her hydro katars to steam, glistening red and raw from the severity of the blow.

A mother’s conditional love, burned into her skin, for however long until it faded. Lumine felt a phantom stinging sensation needle into her own hand just by looking at it. She’d left the fight fairly unscathed, but she had a feeling in her stomach akin to whenever Paimon lay across her in their sleep, heavy and uncomfortable. Jeht had lost everyone she trusted in an entire day – well, not everyone, Lumine thought, watching her companion turn her back without any hesitation – and it wasn’t even the first time. It wasn’t the first time Jeht would be left all alone, and she vowed she’d do what she could to make this time the last.

They washed and put themselves back together in silence, making use of the feeble first-aid kit Lumine kept on her for situations far from this one. Without a word, she gestured to a rock set into the lip of the stream, the stone diverting the rushing water around it. Jeht did as she was silently told, setting down her katars at her hip and sitting still while she was evaluated for her injuries.

Aside from the light scratches that had already filled in an attempt to heal, there was only a handful of open wounds dotted over Jeht’s body. Lumine’s eyes ultimately fell on the open gash down the top of her chest, striking down from under her collarbone and chipping into the hem of her top. Jeht said with a tiny smile and a quiet voice that it was hers, Lumine left it there, an accidental strike in the midst of battle. She followed the trace of Jeht’s finger, entranced, over the wound and along the stretch of it, down, down, down. She quickly diverted her attention to a slightly less worrying slash up her arm when she was caught staring.

“What will you do now?” Lumine asked, binding the light muscle of Jeht’s bicep in a long strip of white bandages. Her skirt was as white as a Mondstadtian wedding dress, save for the striations of red that looked pitch black in the moonlight. Jeht idly used one of her katars to wash them out as Lumine tended to her old and new wounds, and she didn’t answer, head following the sway of hydro as it sunk in and out of the dress. Lumine decided to take the leap.

“You could travel with us, if you like?” She tried to not hold her breath too loudly, tying off the bandage as neatly as she could with hands that wouldn’t still. “You don’t have to stay here.”

Jeht shook her head, looking up to Lumine so she could face her while she stood. “I can’t, Amun knows I want to, but I can’t. Masseira’s still out there, walking free. He’s just as guilty as the rest. I can’t rest until I cross off his name.”

Masseira. Tadhla’s ‘father’, or rather, her curse. In all the slaughter and betrayal, Lumine had forgotten about the turncoat that was at the bottom of Jeht’s neatly-written list in her tent, the only one not slashed through with knife-edge and ink. She could still remember the thinly-veiled threats that’d left his mouth whenever she’d spoken to the snide clan elder, the scornful sneer that grew with every word.

You’d better watch out for your friend Jeht, he’d taunted, watching the sky with a beady glare and a curling lip, like he was waiting for his falcon daughter to come falling down with wings he’d plucked bare. Take care of her, hide her fangs, and smooth her raised hackles.

She wouldn’t have ever taken his condescension disguised as advice, but she wished she’d tracked him down the moment he’d fled, so she could make him atone for what he did to Tadhla. For what he said about Jeht.

“You’re going to try to find him? That could take years,” she said incredulously, as if she wasn’t thousands of years old and willing to wait a few more. Jeht shrugged, smiling weakly. The gash across her chest stretched and bled painfully with the movement.

“The time will pass anyway.”

Lumine was silent, given pause by the drained tone of Jeht’s voice, dull with resignation, and the sluggish bleeding of her remaining wounds. She could imagine what Jeht would say had she not lost a fair amount of blood and her newfound family in one night – I will be his end, even if I have to dig up every sand dune in the desert – something spirited like that.

She couldn’t find anything to say for herself, automatically reaching for the prized part of her first aid kit, a potent healing gel she’d been gifted by Kokomi in thanks for what she’d done for Watatsumi and its people. She’d used almost all of it up in her travels, save for several traces she gathered together to massage into the back of Jeht’s palm, and slowly but steadily, the burn healed up without a trace, leaving the warm brown skin of the back of Jeht’s hand.

Jeht didn’t stop her. She leaned into the touch, her body weight swaying to rest on Lumine’s front, watching her sword-calloused hands caress her own as she rested her head against the Traveller’s chest.

“You have your walk of life, and I have mine,” she murmured. “Maybe, once we’re both done with it all, we could walk together.”

The Traveller couldn’t see her face, but she could see Jeht’s spare hand rubbing down her nicked thighs, pretending to occupy herself with all the little cuts and bruises so she didn’t have to look at her.

“You, me… Benben and Paimon. Just going wherever.”

Lumine smiled at the thought. She traced a small silver scar across Jeht’s thumb with her nail, thinking of ‘wherever’ could be, relishing in the slight hitch of her breath at the tender touch.

“I hear Mondstadt is pretty this time of year.”

It would probably be Windblume soon. Venti would like Jeht. He’d gift her the true freedom she deserved.

“Oh yeah?” Jeht drew away and finally looked back up, her nervousness pushed aside to make way for a relieved grin. If her blindfold was removed, Lumine was sure her eyes would be twinkling like all the stars in the night sky. “I’ve never been.”

“I’ll take you,” she reassured. “After you find what you’re looking for.”

She stepped back slightly, reaching for the gel again to scoop the very last dregs and brush her fingers toward to the gash at the top of her chest, but Jeht stopped her immediately.

“No,” she pleaded, all her armoured nails set with her katars so her fingers were free to curl around Lumine’s wrist. “Please don’t heal it. Just sew it up, I want it to scar. I want to have something from you to carry with me.”

“Can’t I give you something else?” Lumine whispered, watching Jeht’s healed hand trail fingers down the wound, again and again and again. “Something that doesn’t hurt you?”

Jeht shook her head, but the question gave her pause and she turned her head to the horizon over the dunes, where the moon hung in the night sky. Lumine abided by her choice, sewing and disinfecting the gash and trying to earnestly thread her reverential love and her inconsolable worry into every stitch, and she wished she could see underneath the silken blindfold, if only to understand a little better what might be going on in Jeht’s head.

She’d tried one of them on before and you could see surprisingly clearly through them, but everything was cloaked in a crimson haze. She could imagine how Jeht saw the moon in this moment – the same rosy tint over it, as warm and red as the sun.

After she’d tied off the stitches and covered the wound the best she could, Jeht combed her fingers through her hair, separating out a small portion of it close to the front. She held it out to Lumine, a piece cut from the end of her stained white ribbon in her other hand.

“Plait my hair for me?”

Lumine fumbled. She’d fought a god’s dragon and a god’s human weapon, she’d fought a god’s shell and the same god’s son, but only now did her hands tremble, while weaving the royal blue hair of a beautiful girl who’d been forsaken by any god out there. The well-loved white silk slipped through her grasp twice before she managed to tie off the hair in a fairly neat braid. She’d done this plenty of times for Aether, but blood hadn’t stickied the inside of her fingers, and love distended by sorrow hadn’t risen on the back of her throat.

She trailed her fingers along it as she let it fall loose at Jeht’s cheek. Jeht took up one of her katars and stood up with resolve, and when Lumine didn’t flinch or back away, she smiled a little, like she’d expected her to flee. The katar was risen to the little braid, slicing it away. She pressed it to Lumine’s palm, closing her fingers around it so she could kiss the back of her hand.

“Keep this,” she breathed. “To remember me by.”

She spoke like it was really the end. She turned to leave, and it was Lumine’s turn to stop her.

“Will I really see you again?” the Traveller winced at the crack of her voice; her hand pressed to Jeht’s shoulder, oh so close to the wound.

Jeht finally pushed up her satin blindfold, revealing warm downturned eyes a fiery brown, casting to the sands to speak of all the fear she left unspoken and all the answers she couldn’t give. Maybe this really was goodbye forever. There was little guarantee Jeht would survive her manhunt, and by Jeht’s expression, she couldn’t give her an answer or a reassurance to it either.

So Lumine gently pulled Jeht in and kissed her, going up on her tip-toes to reach and hug her closely, hands cradling her face with earnest affection. She felt Jeht stagger backwards slightly from shock, before hands came down to softly cup her waist, so careful and hesitant yet kissing back with equal fervour.

Jeht smelled like blood and spice and love, all dangerously hers.

Lumine wasn’t sure how she managed it mid-kiss, her mind wiped clean of any cognisant thought other than stay, stay, stay, but she fumbled through her own starlight hair to pluck one of the Inteyvats from over her ear, threading it through Jeht’s loose tresses all while impossibly close in their embrace.

An ache began to grow in her chest when they parted, Jeht’s hands still resting at the top of her hips until she felt the gift parting her hair, slowly reaching up to brush her fingertips over the crystalline petals, her eyes crinkling with mellowed delight. It seemed to bloom brighter there; a silver flower nestled between her indigo locks like the silver moon hanging in the indigo sky.

“My first flower from a girl,” Jeht murmured, a flush dusting over the top of her cheeks. “You really want to be with me?”

“I wish for nothing else,” Lumine said fiercely, taking up her hands in both of her own, pressing her lips to her knuckles in retaliation for her earlier attempt to leave.

Jeht swooped in for another proper kiss, her smile still wistful but gaze sparking with hope. Benben was trying to make its way back over, Paimon’s cries attempting to beckon it back by themselves, and Lumine knew their time alone was up.

“Then let’s meet again by this river, ya amar,” Jeht promised, the hesitant endearment ever so soft on her tongue. She squeezed her hands and slowly, steadily, sorrowfully, began to let go. “Under a lovelier sun.”

Lumine held on till the last moment, Paimon’s screeching just background noise in her mind as she tried to burn the memory of Jeht holding her gaze and smiling, pulling down her blindfold and turning to go.

Benben beeps and the wind began to roar, and Lumine watched Jeht’s hair weave through the breeze, her deep blue curls impossibly more intense under the young moon, the brilliant colour her final glimpse as Jeht disappeared over the dunes and into the night.

Lumine stood by the river and watched her go, feeling like she’d lost the only person on her journey she’d ever wanted to stay.


Notes for the Chapter:rejoice, for the 3.6 update gave jeht scraps in the nameless researcher’s notes - she’s running with her own mercenary group now!! I really hope we get to see her in a future quest since she won’t be able to actually join us on our journey :’)

I’ll do grammatical corrections later.







