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The little girl with sharp eyes stares at her reflection in the mirror. With a precision honed through years of thorough repetition, she carefully places her periwinkle locks up, curling them into two pointed buns before removing the delicate hairpin clenched between her lips. She slips the hairpin into place and regards herself again in the mirror.

 

A turn of her chin first left, then right. Another turn

 

Her features twist into a fearsome scowl, comical in its intensity. An impatient sigh escapes her lips and she removes the hairpin, shaking out the curls. Again. Until it is perfect.

 

“Anchun!” 

 

The little girl with sharp eyes continues her task at hand. Two twists left, one twist right, fold and cross. There. One done, now the other.

 

“Enough dawdling. Qingming Day will be over by the time you are done. We still have to pay our respects to grandfather and the others.”

 

Smooth, straighten, place- no, stop. Wrong. The little girl with sharp eyes clicks her tongue and unravels all her work. Again. Until it is perfect.

 

“Anchun!” This time the voice is sharp, forceful. There will be no more negotiations.

 

The little girl with sharp eyes lowers her hands. The scowl has twisted into a frustrated grimace. She makes to pick the hairpin off the vanity, but before she can, another hand reaches out first.

 

Ganyu takes the hairpin, curling her daughter’s hair expertly with the other hand, and secures it neatly in place. She crouches down to her daughter’s eye level, placing their faces side-by-side. One face with brows furrowed with frustration, the other face calm, smoothed by the peace of age. A study in contrasts, with only the shape of their eyes being identical.

 

“It looks wonderful,” says Ganyu, and the little girl sighs. Oh, how her mother humors her.

 

“It looks wrong,” grumbles the little girl. She must resist the urge to reach up and undo her mother’s work. The consoling pat on her shoulder is ignored. “They won’t like it.”

 

“They won’t be able to see it if we’re this late.” Keqing comes to the other side of their daughter, arms crossed, lips thin with impatience. At Ganyu’s small frown though, she sighs and relents, uncrossing her arms. “I’m sure they won’t mind if it looks slightly off.” 

 

“And if we’re a little late.”

 

Mother and daughter turn to Ganyu, united in their disbelief, with matching expressions of mild disgust. Ganyu stifles her amusement behind a hand. Like mother, very much like daughter.

 

“Well, then,” she stands up, making her way to the door, beckoning the others to follow. “Shall we be off?”

 

—

 

To make up for lost time, they forego the walking path and take a boat at Tianqiu Valley to reach Nantianmen before the afternoon. The captain is an older gentleman, skin bronzed by the sun and wrinkled with age, yet he still has the energy to laugh at Anchun’s curiosity as she peppers him with questions on boat faring, navigating the waters, and more. His answers are more than satisfactory. Anchun even tolerates when he pats her head, accepting the affectionate gesture with all the solemn gravitas of a king receiving a tithe from his subjects. 

 

The captain’s wife, a ghost with long, black willowy hair and a delicate brow, hovers near him. Neither Anchun nor the captain can see her, but the ghost does not seem to mind- her gaze is solely on the captain and is fond, filled with an easy affection that comes only with time and love.

 

“I was not nervous.”

 

Keqing stands at the stern of the boat, arms folded neatly behind her back as her gaze captures the flow of the water, the rocky cliffs, and the rising sun before her- ever the constant surveyor of the lands. Even on holiday.

 

“If anything, I think our first meeting went rather well.”

 

“Mm,” goes Ganyu from her comfortable seat, much more content to simply enjoy the passing scenery. She says nothing more. Keqing notices her tell-tale silence- she always notices, and her own small frown turns into an exasperated smile.

 

“Clearly, you think otherwise.”

 

Caught in the act. Ganyu pretends to look away for their daughter, who is in the middle of a crash course lecture on different oar types by the captain and listening in rapt attention. 

 

“Love…”

 

“Father did say you looked very brave when you were asking for his permission to marry me,” Ganyu concedes, turning back to Keqing with an innocent smile.

 

“Good man,” Keqing puffs.

 

“Even if you were shaking just the slightest bit.”

 

“Observant man,” Keqing grumbles, scowl melting into another exasperated smile as Ganyu laughs softly. The noise catches Anchun’s attention and she looks over, curious. Ganyu waves reassuringly back, making Anchun’s eyes narrow in suspicion, but she doesn’t question it and turns back to the captain instead, ignoring the rest of the world in favor of her questions.

 

At the snub, Keqing’s expression melts into a sigh.

 

“Always stuck in her own little world. I hope your father doesn’t take offense at her poor manners. Or lack thereof.”

 

Ganyu lets out a light scoff. “Anchun? Poor manners? If anything, I’m more worried that she’ll be  too  formal with him. That would break Father’s heart.”

 

But Keqing shakes her head, not meeting her eyes. “That’s not what I’m referring to.”

 

Ah. Ganyu’s smile dims. This again.

 

“Just because Anchun can’t see him, doesn’t mean Father will love her any less.”

 

“She doesn’t believe he’s real,” says Keqing. She’s fiddling with her gloves and pulls at them harder than is necessary. “She thinks all we’re doing is sweeping an old gravestone and playing make-believe with our imaginary friends.”

 

“And that’s how children are,” says Ganyu, with the same patient tone that she always uses when they discuss their daughter’s mortal lineage. Only those with the heritage of an illuminated beast can commune with the spirits of the departed on Qingming Day- a power forged in contract between the first illuminated beasts to walk the land and divinity older than even Rex Lapis himself. For Anchun, that power is lacking. The blood of the qilin runs thin in her veins- the blood of man, of mortals, runs thicker. “They believe only what they can see in front of them. Only as they grow older and wiser, they learn to have faith in the uncertain.”

 

Keqing says nothing.

 

“These things take time,” says Ganyu. “Be patient with her.”

 

The look in Keqing’s eyes softens. The tension drops from her shoulders and she comes down from the bow, sitting down next to Ganyu, and rests her head against her shoulder. 

 

“I wish we had more time,” she says, looking out to their daughter.

 

“Me too,” says Ganyu and they fall silent afterward, letting the flowing waters carry their thoughts left unsaid.

 

—

 

“Honored grandfather.” Anchun’s bow is textbook perfect- rigid and strict. She straightens up, staring up and to the left of where she assumes her grandfather’s face is, and recites the ritual salutations from memory. Though she may not quite believe her mother that the spirit of her grandfather is there in front of her right at this very moment, she respects the tradition regardless. “Greetings and blessings to you on this auspicious day.”

 

An amused smile plays on her grandfather’s lips. Whether it’s from Anchun’s heavily accented dialect or from the utmost seriousness she presents herself with is unclear. Nonetheless, he mimics Anchun’s bow with one of his own. “And blessings to you, honored granddaughter of mine. Happy Qingming Day. And to your mother’s as well.” He turns to Ganyu and Keqing, smiling gently at the two. “You get more and more beautiful each time you visit, Xiaoyu. Your wife as well.”

 

Keqing dips her head at the compliment, aiming a good-natured smirk at Ganyu. Ganyu simply rolls her eyes and shakes her head with exaggerated exasperation. “You say that every year, Baba.”

 

“Only because it remains true every year.”

 

Still shaking her head, Ganyu turns to Anchun, who is waiting expectantly. “Yeye says hello and Happy Qingming Day. And that the pronunciation of your Lao Liyue Hua is very good.”

 

“It is,” her Father agrees solemnly while Anchun stands up even straighter, preening at the compliment. His eyes linger fondly on her for a second before he turns to Keqing and says, “I see she copied your style,” he gestures to her hair and smiles. “Like mother, like daughter.”

 

Keqing blinks, looking taken aback at being suddenly addressed. “Ah. Thank… you. That is kind of you to say,” she says, composing herself. “I’ve always said Anchun takes more after Ganyu than me. I’m afraid the only thing she inherited from me is an inclination towards impatience.”

 

He chuckles, a deep rolling sound, and crosses his arms beneath the sleeves of his robe, preparing for a story. “Is that not all children? Ganyu was not so dissimilar herself. Why, I remember when she was young, she-”

 

“Anchun, why don’t you show Yeye your Yunlai forms?” says Ganyu, looking pointedly over at her father, who accepts the subtle chastisement with amused grace. “If you can perform all the stances correctly, we can pick some Qingxin on the way home.”

 

Anchun’s eyes light up, the promise of the bitter flower immediately motivating her to action. With barely controlled eagerness, she summons her practice jian and immediately launches into a near-perfect rendition of the Yunlai forms, flowing seamlessly from one stance to the next. 

 

Keqing sidles behind her, arms crossed and brows furrowed.

 

“Arms higher. Less weight on the left leg.” She nods approvingly as Anchun continues into the next form. “Good! Don’t forget to center your breathing or you’ll lose your balance. And watch those steps!”

 

And like that, mother and daughter slip off into their own little world. Ganyu steps to the side, letting the two have their moment together, simply content to watch the two loves of her life.

 

“She’s grown so much.” Ganyu’s father comes next to her, watching with her. There’s a wistful note in his voice, and Ganyu looks up at him. He catches her eye and smiles, giving a helpless little shrug. “It feels like the next time she visits, I won’t even be able to recognize her anymore.”

 

Her father was always more inclined to sentimentality than anything else, an inclination that hasn’t changed even in death. If anything, it’s gotten worse over the years. “You know that won’t happen, Baba,” Ganyu chides gently. “People don’t change that quickly.”

 

“Ah, but children do,” he says, smile turning wry. “And their memories morph just as swiftly.”

 

Ganyu opens her mouth but stops herself. He’s right, to a point. Anchun’s heritage may be both mortal and illuminated beast, but her human lineage far outweighs her adepti one. And while she may not age as swiftly as a human, compared to an adepti, her growth is as swift as the changing seasons, coming and going within a blink of an eye. 

 

But change is not what worries her father.

 

“She won’t forget you either.” 

 

Her father continues to stare over to where Anchun is.

 

“Maybe it’s best she does,” he finally says, his voice a low rumble. “Holding onto the memory will only bring her heartache in the future.”

 

A warning, a cautionary tale. The blessing and curse of those with an illuminated bloodline. 

 

“It will be terribly lonely for her.”

 

Ganyu follows his gaze, looking over to where Keqing and Anchun are. Their silhouettes are miniscule against the mountainside. Mere specks in the grandness of it all.

 

Ganyu lets out a breath.

 

“Even when the day comes and the story ends, the memories we made and the feelings we shared will last beyond eternity.”

 

Her father inclines his head, but says nothing, letting Ganyu speak.

 

“Someone once told me those words,” says Ganyu, “and I believe their worth, even to this day. Every memory Anchun makes, I want her to treasure, no matter the joy or heartache it may bring. I want her to know of love and being loved, of loss as well as triumph. Anything and everything.”

 

Anchun strikes one final pose before coming to a stop. She closes her eyes and lets out a long breath. When she opens them, she turns to where Ganyu is, a questioning look on her face.

 

Ganyu nods and then smiles. She begins to clap and a rare, satisfied smile appears on Anchun’s face.

 

“Not bad,” says Keqing, and Anchun giggles, the cool breeze carrying the noise away into the mountains.

 

“I want her to live a life that she can be proud of, whatever it may bring.” Ganyu lowers her hands and looks up to her father. “That’s all I want for her.”

 

Her father says nothing. Slowly, he reaches over and places a hand on her head. Ganyu closes her eyes, leaning into the phantom touch, and remembers the warmth it once brought to her, so very long ago.

 

“I miss you terribly, little one,” he says, the grief in his voice tempered by time, and Ganyu has to look away. She does not want their parting to be one of tears and forlorn smiles.

 

“I miss you too, Baba”

 

—

 

On the way back to Liyue, with the sun setting at their backs, they run into some old friends.

 

“Well, well!” The Captain of the Crux crosses her arms, looking more than a little pleased at the chance encounter. She grins at the three of them, her single visible eye crinkling with warmth. “If it isn’t my favorite family of workaholics! Fancy running into you guys out here! I swear, me and her royal highness over here,” she gestures back with her thumb over to her traveling companion, “searched all over the city looking for you guys.”

 

Beidou is as loud and as exuberant as ever, waves crashing against the bow of a ship. Her enthusiasm is infectious. Keqing even cracks an indulgent smirk aimed at Ningguang, who comes up to Beidou’s side, shaking her head with fond exasperation.

 

“Our brilliant captain here insisted on visiting all the old haunts before finally realizing that the two of you weren’t even in the city,” Ningguang says accusingly, the bite of her words softened by the smile playing on her lips. “You know, I could’ve told you where they were if you just stopped and listened for one second.”

 

Beidou scoffs, waving her hand. “Ah, where’s the fun in that? It’s the journey, not the destination. We found them in the end, didn’t we?”

 

“Right at the end of the day, mind you,” Keqing points out and Beidou at least has the decency to turn her grin slightly apologetic. “We could’ve just as easily missed each other on the way into the harbor too, you know.”

 

“But we didn’t,” Ganyu gently interjects, catching Keqing’s eye with a meaningful glance, and the former Yuheng relents with a slight shrug. “So all’s well that end’s well. Regardless, it is good to see you again, Captain.”

 

“Aw, Yuyu…” Beidou has always been one for theatrics. She places a hand over her heart, touched. “I knew there was a reason you were my favorite out of them all.”

 

“Brave words to say to someone other than your wife, who just so happens to be standing right here.” Ningguang pokes at Beidou’s side with a finger as Beidou lets out a loud laugh. With a shake of her head, she turns to Ganyu and Keqing, still smiling. “It is good that we caught the two of you before the day’s end.” Her smile creeps into the edge of wistfulness as she regards the two fondly. “It’s only so often that we can all meet again like this.”

 

Ganyu opens her mouth, ready to agree, but before she can, Anchun walks between them, disrupting their conversation.

 

“Ahoy there,” Beidou says in way of greeting, but Anchun simply continues walking, ignoring the captain.

 

“Anchun!” Keqing’s mortified reprimand is mixed in with the tinkling chuckle of Ningguang. “Young lady, get back here!” But Anchun only walks on, nearly to the city gates before she finally notices no one is following her. Curious, she turns around, looking to her mother for answers.

 

Ganyu waves her hand in their direction with an apologetic smile. “Old friends,” she says in way of explanation. “It’s been a very long time since we’ve seen them. Say hi to your aunties, Anchun.”

 

Anchun’s eyes narrow in suspicion. She looks in the direction of the strangers and dips her head, the bare minimum of courtesy. 

 

“Hello. Happy Qingming Day to you,” is all she says, before turning around and continuing on into the harbor.

 

Keqing steps forward, horrified. “Anchun!” she says in a scandalized hiss, but it’s drowned out by the uproarious laughter from Beidou.

 

“Ha! No respect for authority, that one!” she says with a cheeky grin. She nudges Ningguang with her elbow and lifts her chin at Keqing. “Remind you of anyone?”

 

Keqing’s mood shifts from mortification back to general exasperation, like a cat slowly relaxing at a sudden scare. “Hilarious,” she remarks dryly, crossing her arms and ignoring the knowing looks that Beidou and Ningguang exchange. “I was never that bad. I bent the rules, never broke them.”

 

“Bent them, twisted them, and then hammered them into completely different shapes more like,” Ningguang says, hiding a placid smile behind her fan. Keqing scowls back at her, to little effect. “She’s a headstrong one, that daughter of yours.”

 

“Maybe a little,” Ganyu admits sheepishly. “I was told by my father that I was of a similar temperament when I was young. Those with adepti lineage are said to be rather obstinate thanks to the long lives that we live. For us, change is slow.”

 

“Headstrong and obstinate. What a combination.” Keqing sighs, rubbing at her brow. She looks to Anchun’s retreating back and sighs again. “That child. Hopefully, it’s just a rebellious phase she’s going through. There’s only so little time she has to waste on stubbornness.” 

 

“Ah, lighten up. She’s a kid,” Beidou reminds Keqing, though not unkindly. She slaps an understanding hand on Keqing’s shoulder, earning a glare from the former Yuheng. “We were all young and stubborn once. She’ll come around. I mean, you two did.”

 

At the incredulous looks she receives, Beidou innocently holds up her hands. “What, it’s true! Before, the two of you were like oil and water, and look at you guys now. All shacked up and married!”

 

Ganyu splutters. Keqing pinches the bridge of her nose, muttering an aggravated prayer to Rex Lapis for patience beneath her breath.  

 

“Sure, your daughter might be a little brat right now, but whose kid isn’t?”

 

Keqing’s hand twitches, specifically the index and middle finger on her right hand, which incidentally are the fingers she uses to toss an Electro-infused hairpin with. Thankfully for everyone present, Ningguang speaks up before anything drastic can happen

 

“What our dear, land-addled captain is trying to say is your daughter is the best parts of both of you,” the former Tianquan says and just like that, the fire flickers out from Keqing’s eyes. “She simply needs time to shine. Like a drop of Cor Lapis hidden deep in the earth- unpolished and unassuming, but brimming with worth beneath the surface.”

 

Keqing eyes her suspiciously. “And you gleaned all that from one, singular interaction?”

 

“I have an eye for those sorts of things,” says Ningguang, smug satisfaction in her enigmatic response. “I can tell. And more importantly, I can tell that your daughter is in good hands. After all, who better than the former Yuheng of the Liyue Qixing and the general secretary of the Tianquan to guide her?”

 

Keqing says nothing. She turns her head back towards the city, watching as Anchun drifts further and further away, into the sea of people and life. A cool breeze blows past them, but only Ganyu shudders as it passes through, nearly missing the soft question that Keqing asks the biting wind. 

 

“But for how much longer?”

 

—

 

By the time they finally enter the city proper, it’s well into dusk. Lanterns flicker into life, a pale glimmer against the orange sky, but steadily growing stronger as the evening takes hold. The streets are less crowded and more quiet than usual, no doubt in part to the somber holiday, with many families electing to spend the rest of the night indoors in solemn remembrance of their loved ones.

 

Anchun forges ahead while Keqing and Ganyu lag slightly behind, quietly taking in the hushed murmurs of a city caught in the twilight.

 

Keqing hasn’t spoken a word since their meeting with Beidou and Ningguang. The dim light from the street lanterns sends long shadows stretching down her face, hiding her thoughts. The silence doesn’t bother Ganyu. She can be patient- time is a currency she can afford to spend freely. Whatever is on Keqing’s mind will come to light in due time.

 

Soon, the tall commercial buildings of the commercial district give way to the smaller, more humble abodes of the housing district. The streets turn narrow and worn and the sounds of the city are quietly swallowed by the encroaching dusk.

 

Only when the two of them are stepping over the threshold gate to the entrance of their home, does Keqing finally speak.

 

“Do you think she resents me?”

 

Ganyu pauses from slipping her heels off. Keqing is standing at the threshold gate, right before the entryway. Her right arm is crossed over her chest, grasping tightly at her left bicep. The expression on her face is drawn, haunted- white as a ghost. 

 

“Why,” Ganyu pauses, gathering her thoughts. She breathes in deeply. “Why would you  ever  think that?”

 

Keqing looks up, not at Ganyu, but past her, into the dark hallway where their daughter has disappeared into, far out of their reach. When she finally speaks, the words fall from her lips like stones into a pond, shattering the surface.

 

“I see so much of me in her,” she admits, and there’s no warm pride in her tone, only a gnawing anxiety that twists her words every which way. Her grip tightens and it has to be physically painful for her at this point. “And… that scares me.”

 

She’s not making any sense. “You’re scared… of her becoming like you?” Ganyu asks, trying to make sense of the pain in Keqing’s words. “Why?”

 

“Because I never wanted her to make the same mistakes I did.” Keqing gestures to herself, a bitter smile forming on her, full of deprecation. “I was so narrow-minded back then. Narrow-minded and hurtful. The person I am today is only here thanks to you and countless others showing me that there was more to the world than just my point of view.”

 

Keqing’s hand drops, almost helplessly.

 

“I wanted to teach her that lesson. I wanted to teach her to be an even better person than I ever was, to succeed where I failed. I wanted everything for her. Everything…”

 

“And… you’re scared that you failed to teach her that.”

 

“No,” says Keqing, and Ganyu blinks in surprise. “I’m scared that I spent so much time being a teacher that could guide her… that I…”

 

Keqing swallows.

 

“That I didn’t spend enough time being a mother that could love her.”

 

Ganyu’s breath catches in her throat.

 

Silence.

 

“Was I a good mother to her?” Keqing’s voice is barely above a whisper. “Did I love her enough?” 

 

She looks into the blackened hallway after their daughter swallowed by the darkness.

 

“Did she feel loved?”

 

She says nothing more, hanging her head. 

 

In the pale light of the lanterns, she looks so, very, very alone. 

 

Ganyu raises her hand. It trembles, hanging in the air. And then, she drops it.

 

Her heart hurts. Each beat tugs with a thousand hooks. She wants to reach out, to take Keqing’s hand in her own and hold it against her chest. She wants to feel the warmth of her skin against hers and tell her that it’ll be alright, that Anchun will be alright, that they’ll be alright. She wants so many things but she can’t want, she can’t, she just  can’t .

 

But there is one thing she can do.

 

“Why don’t you ask Anchun what she thinks?”

 

Keqing’s head snaps up. Her mouth moves silently, up and down.

 

Ganyu stands up and gestures for her to follow. “Come on,” she says and walks into the house. 

 

A second later, Keqing falls in step next to her. Together, they walk through the silent halls, until they reach a room in a far-off recess of the house.

 

The room is small, simple. The walls are bare and unadorned and there is only a single window that lets in a thin beam of moonlight into the room. The only thing of note is the small, humble altar against the far wall, surrounded by a few candles that cast a warm glow against the stone marker set in the center.

 

Anchun is already there before them, lighting a stick of incense. She places the incense in the holder before sitting back on her knees. She clasps her hands together, closing her eyes in a silent prayer. 

 

Ganyu enters quietly, going through the same ritual as Anchun. Once she finishes placing the incense stick, she sits next to Anchun, and waits.

 

Keqing remains still, standing behind Anchun, watching silently, expression hidden by the shadows.

 

After a while, Anchun opens her eyes. Her gaze is fixed forward on the altar, on the name carved on the stone marker.

 

“Hello, Mama,” she says softly, and Keqing’s face crumples. “Happy Qingming Day.”

 

For a moment in time, there is only the unending silence. 

 

Then, slowly, Keqing lifts her hand. She pauses, just for a second, hovering between hesitance and acceptance before placing it down on Anchun’s head.

 

“Happy Qingming, Baobei.” Keqing’s voice is barely above a whisper, filled with unsaid emotions. “I’ve missed you. So, so much.”

 

Anchun says nothing. She simply waits. Back straight, hands clasped together neatly, just like how Keqing taught her. The only indication of her nervousness is the quick glance she shoots at Ganyu, waiting for any sign from her.

 

In that moment, she looks so much like Keqing.

 

“Mama says hi,” says Ganyu softly, and for just a flash, surprise, relief and even joy flit across Anchun’s face before she schools her expression. “She says she misses you, a lot.”

 

Something cracks in Anchun’s face. She remains strong for a second more. Then her lip trembles and she lowers her eyes, breaking decorum. 

 

“I…” she hesitates. “I miss her too.”

 

Keqing’s face crumples. She opens her mouth, but no words come out, nothing to convey to her daughter. A second later, she closes her mouth and kneels down, placing her arms against Anchun’s shoulders in a hug.

 

There’s no sensation of feeling, of warmth. But Anchun shifts unconsciously, resting her head on Keqing’s shoulder. 

 

They stay that way for a while. Mother and daughter. Reunited in a moment frozen in time.

 

Ganyu wishes the moment could last forever. 

 

It almost pains her when she has to break the silence. 

 

“Baobei.” Anchun looks up. “Didn’t you have something you wanted to show to Mama?” 

 

Anchun’s eyes light up in recognition. With an earnest nod, she reaches into the pockets of her dress, rummaging for something. Keqing looks to Ganyu with a questioning glance but Ganyu simply shakes her head.

 

Anchun takes her hand out of her pocket, small fist enclosed tightly over a small object. 

 

“It’s…” Anchun falters. Doubt creeps into her posture. Ganyu reaches over and smoothes back her hair.

 

“It’s alright. Go on. Show Mama what you have.”

 

With a deep breath, Anchun nods, and opens up her fist.

 

Lying in her hand is a bright, brilliant-red gem. Fiery flames are etched on the surface, flickering proudly even in the dimness of the room. A quiet, burning ember, pulsing with fervor beneath the surface.

 

Keqing says nothing. Her eyes are wide.

 

“It’s not like your Vision.” Anchun’s voice shakes with nervousness. “Or Mother’s Vision. I thought someone must’ve made a mistake, that they gave me the wrong one. I even went to the Statue of Seven and I said to Rex Lapis that I can’t live up to Mama’s legacy if mine is different. I-I even asked him to change it b-but I didn’t hear anything, so I… I… I…”

 

Anchun swallows. Her words trail off.

 

“I’m sorry.”

 

A whisper. A disappointment. 

 

Keqing reaches down. Her fingertips ghost the surface of the vision. As soon as they meet, the red gem flashes brightly. Sparks of indigo dance among the flicking flames.

 

Anchun gasps. She starts, nearly dropping her vision. Whether from surprise or an unconscious feeling, her head snaps up, right in Keqing’s direction.

 

And Keqing finally smiles back at her.

 

“I’m so proud of you.” 

 

There are tears in Keqing’s voice, tears filled with pride and love fiercer than fire.

 

“Tell her that, Ganyu,” Keqing says, eyes never leaving Anchun’s face as if to sear the memory into her mind. “Tell her I’m the proudest mother in all the world. We both are.”

 

As if sensing her words, Anchun looks over to Ganyu and it takes all her willpower to not break down in that moment.

 

“Mama says she’s so very proud of you.” Ganyu hugs Anchun fiercely, holding her little spark close to her heart. “We both are.”

 

Keqing kneels down. She places her arms around them and Ganyu closes her eyes, imagining the warmth of a memory.

 

“I love you,” Keqing whispers. She brushes her forehead against Anchun’s. “My pride, my joy. I love you.”

 

She looks at Ganyu, the look of affection in her eyes overwhelming and this time, when her heart beats, it aches with a love that once was.

 

“My heart,” says Keqing, reaching out to brush her fingers against Ganyu’s cheek. “My everything.”

 

“I love you,” says Ganyu. Her voice catches and she feels her own tears beginning to fall. But even then, the words aren’t enough. There’s so much left to say, so much she still wants to say. “I love you.”

 

And Keqing smiles knowingly, leaning down to capture her lips. 

 

Ganyu closes her eyes, letting the memory take her one, last time.

 

When Ganyu opens them again, only the scent of incense and lightning remains.

 

— 

 

The little girl with sharp eyes stares at her reflection in the mirror. With a precision honed by years of thorough repetition, she carefully places her periwinkle locks up, curling them into two pointed buns before removing the delicate hairpin clenched between her lips. She slips the hairpin into place and regards herself again in the mirror.

 

A turn of her chin, first left, then right. Another turn.

 

Hm. Not perfect. 

 

But… not bad either.

 

With a satisfied nod, the girl with sharp eyes stands up. She smooths her hair one last time and checks the Pyro Vision tied to her hip is properly secured. The red gem glows, catching the first rays of the morning sun peeking through the window. Before, the weight of the Vision against her hip had felt foreign and strange but now, she finds the weight to be comforting. A reminder of the dreams she carries with her.

 

Dreams that are now hers.

 

“I’m off,” she calls out to her mother, opening the door. She touches the Vision, for good luck, and for just a brief moment, she swears that when the gem catches the light, she sees a glimpse of indigo deep within the flames.

 

“Take care,” her mother calls back to her, and the little girl with sharp eyes smiles to herself, striding proudly into the world.


Notes for the Chapter:come scream at me - https://twitter.com/P2W_BTW





