
Limited Edition

Author’s Note:
Hi! Another addition to the Cyno/Nilou tag. It’s set on a modern!au with references on places from Genshin Impact and a bit of Yugi-Oh! Just a disclaimer that everything is fictional and some details about the references and characters are tweaked for the story (like how the card collection system works lmao omg don’t hate me for that). Anyway, I hope you guys enjoy this little something!





Treasure High Street is known to be the heart of food in Sumeru. In comparison to other famous landmarks of the city that consist of grand forest parks and monumental libraries, the so-called food avenue’s lined up with many establishments that vary from taverns, restaurants and cafes to authentic bistros and arrays of food stalls that never run out of customers. So it’s not a surprise that on a weekend afternoon, a large crowd of people are seen bustling around the area in high spirits.

Cyno isn’t much of a visitor to such crowded locations though.

However, he’s also not one to despise the beauty his home district beholdsㅡeven if he’s actually from the southern zone of Sumeru, and that he tends to get cramped inside his room than actually seeing the world out there. The guy’s just reluctant with personal trips that involve large population densities, he’d even wear his oversized hood on so he wouldn’t easily make eye contact with other people. Despite all that, he still finds himself shrugging aside the numerous shoulder bumps, accidental foot-stepping and huffs of annoyance from strangers. The lad breaks into a half-sprint after reaching a narrow alleyway, eventually escaping the busy crowd in a hurry.

He heads over towards the eastern stretch of Treasure High Street, mostly through a detour of a couple of establishments’ back entrances. After passing through a few more alleys, he slows down at a winding underground tunnel that leads to an ornamental high door, marking his destination.

Upon entry, one can’t deny that the visual experience is truly magical, especially from a first-timer’s point of view.

Who would’ve thought that there’s a little pocket in the middle of the urban ground that leads you to a majestic garden, underneath the oldest tree in the city?

The place specifically caters visitors of special events with little tents and booths of goods, snacks, and even mini games for such festivities, and of course, lo and behold, more people.

Cyno doesn’t have much of an attention span to admire the vibrant atmosphere of the place, or mind his personal space (or the lack thereof) as he absentmindedly rushes to the booth location he’s been eyeing for quite a while.

 


 Booth 2-C. Third from the right side. Limited edition merchandise release starts at 5pm, until supplies last.


 

He takes a glance from his watch and after confirming that he’s three hours ahead of the time as per his mental notes, then he starts to squeeze his way further into the booth area.

 Hell yes, I’ll definitely get that card .

Apparently, Cyno’s little moment dies down after seeing that a lot of people have arrived earlier than him, which causes the silver-haired lad’s shoulders to tense a bit as he eyes the way the line snaked quite a few turns until his place at the end.

When in disbelief, re-assess everything.

His eyes darted around to scan his surroundings. The line’s origin really does come from the third booth from the right, and he even makes a futile attempt of standing on his tiptoes to get a clearer view of the booth, only to get blocked by a bunch of guys at the row in front of him. They seem to be incredibly jumpy, their voices a mix of squealing and heaving in excitement talking about some anime girl’s pretty hair, outfit and shiny jewelry.

At this point, he’s not even hiding the scowl on his face.

 No way, these losers lined up earlier than me?  

He grunts, shifting his gaze within his vicinity thinking of a concrete plan to get his most awaited card earlier despite his queue number.

Obviously, he can’t turn back time as much as he wants to, and simply cutting at the front seems morally wrong. Should he ditch his place and just bribe the noisy ones for their place in line with cash to buy that anime girl’s merchandise? What are the odds that they’re more interested in the card than a bunch of pixelsㅡokay, that feels completely absurd. Now that he thinks about it, it’s even encouraging people to be more of a creep. He shudders in realization, mentally cursing at his train of thought in the process.

The lad could only sigh at the chaotic mess his head was going on about.

What feels like a hundredth time of looking around and growing annoyed at all that anime girl talk around him brings Cyno seething in silenceㅡtrying to accept the possibility of his one-card-less-from-his-collection fate, albeit only by a miniscule percentage (he’s still in denial).

Cyno defeatedly fishes his phone from his jacket pocket and plugs in his earphones.

He has to admit, sulking and cursing at the world simultaneously doesn’t really change anything, much to his dismay. Might as well preserve all that energy when he gets home and displays his much-awaited item.

If that really does happen.

He groans.

 


 

After hours of waiting and keeping his attention fixated on his phone the entire time, Cyno finally reaches his turn by the booth.

His expectations, however, are downright wrong.

 

“Hi there! Thank you for coming to the event! Do you want me to sign your merchㅡ”

“You’re not blue eyes white dragon.”

“E-Eh?”

 

“There must be a mistake, I even fell in line three hours before 5 o’clock!” He mutters frantically to himself, now looking around to double check his surroundings once more, only to see that the booth is definitely not for his precious card release. There aren’t any duel monsters in standees, or any form of merchandise and card decks on display.

Instead, there sits a petite red-headed girl in white clothing, her blue eyes staring at him with a small, confused smile.

Cyno turns to her for a split second, she tries to open her mouth to respond, but he cuts her off without much consideration of her take on the matter, “How did this happen? I was so sure that I queued at the right booth… Are you sure  you’re at the right booth? Wait…” His voice falters, why does he suddenly feel like he’s seen her somewhere?

“Do I… know you?” He asks, and she could only inch herself back from her seat, looking even more puzzled than earlier.

He actually falls silent for a bit, until she replies.

“I don’t think we’ve met before?” Her voice is softer now, but her tone hints at a light bit of amusement.

Now taking a longer moment to actually look at the girl behind the table, he then realizes that she does look familiar.

 

Pretty, auburn hair in loose pigtails.

Strapless white top wear.

Shiny crystallized jewelry.

Doe-eyes that are vivid blue.

 

“Oh, you’re…”

The girl the dorks in line were fuzzing about.


 Anime girl?


But didn’t they called her… what was thatㅡ

“Waifu?”

It comes out as a low inquiring whisper, but the girl is paying close attention due to the rather interesting starting conversationㅡthus, hearing his question loud and clear.

Anime girl ends up blinking a few times.

There’s a couple of seconds of silence and excruciatingly awkward eye contact until Cyno realizes that he just said the stupidest thing in his entire life and that he probably ended up looking like the largest creep that herㅡ

Her shoulders then start to shake. Almost as if she’s…  laughing ?

Then he hears her voice seeping out as a soft giggle, growing louder into a series of hearty laughter that suddenly brightens everything in his sight.

She smiles at him cheekily, her right hand reaching for his own, like it’s a habit of hers every time she gets a good laugh, to which he stiffens at like the idiot that he is. Her left hand daintily hovers before her beautifully curled rosy lips, and her eyes are now looking like crescents… with vivid cerulean irises that twinkle brighter the more he stares at them.

He feels his face warming up.

Her laugh was the most ethereal sound he has heard that his own speaking voice paled as a mere sound of scratch on a cardboard.

For some reason, he couldn’t keep both his eyes and ears away from her, and it goes on for a long momentㅡMiss Anime Girl laughing like an angel while holding his hand and him standing over there like an ugly rockㅡuntil she finally manages to say something.

“I d-don’t know if… I got that right butㅡ” She tries to speak in between her fits of giggles, unintentionally rubbing her thumb against the back of his hand (he wants to scream). “That was the f-funniest… pick-up line I’ve ever heard! Ohㅡ” She then realizes that she’s been clutching on his hand for quite some time and releases her hold.

To think that he wasn’t even joking.

But  hell , does he want to tell a thousand jokes just to make her laugh and hold his hand.

 

“Honestly, that was a good one.” She starts off even before he could say a thing. “And to answer your previous question, I’m afraid I have blue eyes but not the white dragon. A white outfit for today, maybe?” The girl jokingly says, fidgeting with her fingers on top of the table, “I’m just Nilou, an aspiring idol performer. Sorry to have taken a lot of your time today, but I do hope I can still make it worthwhile?” Her smile this time is apologetic, and he feels a tinge of guilt from it.

Cyno widens his eyes, “A-Ah.. No, it’s okay! It’s my fault for getting things mixed upㅡum. Wait, maybe you can sign, uh… this?” He clumsily takes out a card from his wallet, a ridiculous idea, but he’s quite sure it’d be interesting to have her signature on it.

It’s an older edition of the card he’s hoping to get today.

“Blue eyes white dragon?”

He clears his throat, “It was last, last season’s…”

Nilou stares at the card in momentary bewilderment, then her expression softens to a smile of fondness? Amusement? Genuine happiness?

The lad doesn’t know what she truly feels at the moment, but he thinks that the smile looks beautiful on her.

“For…?”

“Uh, Cyno.”

She nods. Her smile grows wider, her slender hands reaching out for a pen before proceeding to write on the surface with neat, feminine handwriting and a flower doodle at the end.

After the spontaneous signing session, Cyno scans his card discreetly before turning towards Nilou once more. To his surprise, she shyly reaches out a card of her own. It’s not similar to those he collectsㅡit’s a holographic photocardㅡwith her pretty little face in it.

“I know it’s not much, but it’s a collectible too.” She lightly bites her lip in slight embarrassment of showcasing her own merchandise, which she doesn’t normally do. “There’s only ten of those in all of my distributed albums. Take it as compensation for the time you fell in line, if you like?” 

Cyno didn’t hesitate to take it and let out a chuckle at (how cute she is) the funny scenario. Then, another idea strikes him.

“Last favor so that my remaining time here would be worthwhile?” He takes out his phone from his pocket, letting her see that he turned on his camera as an implied request for a selfie together.

“Of course!” The auburn-haired lass giggles once again and beams at him as they both pose for a quick photoㅡher with a peace sign and him showing off his newly acquired Nilou photocard.

“Well then, thank you for visiting, Cyno! See you next time! Not accidentally again, I hope?” She muses, waving at him.

Despite the once again growing heat on his cheeks, the lad manages to wave back as he walks off her booth, his other hand may or may not be clutching too tight on the card that he just received from a pretty anime girl.

 

 


 Next time?


He’ll be five hours early. No, make it six, or longer.

Most definitely queueing in earlier than those dorks.

 

All for  his limited edition blue eyes white dragon.




