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      happy birthday, kexia my beloved!! you’re genuinely one of the sweetest people i know, and thank you for making me feel less intimidated on my first day of school- i mean first day in the cc discord- and i will forever be grateful to you for this. you deserve better, and i hope this coming year will be better bc its what u deserve!!!

(yes, i wrote this in like. 48 hours. i regret nothing, because a friend’s birthday is worth staying up past 1am and ruining my sleep schedule for. ilysm, genuinely adore you, hope you get all the strawberry tarts and qiqi content u want)

speaking of qiqi, she now sits on my backpack in your honour o7

(also incredibly sorry that this is late because apparently i can’t get my head out of my ass long enough to focus on something for more than a solid hour orz)

(u will also most likely find many typos because its almost 2am so i apologise profusely and hope you won’t mind pointing them out www)

title from no plan by hozier

    


    
    “I’m home!”

Yanfei shucks her shoes off and removes her jacket, hanging it up on the coatrack, and Shenhe pokes her head out of the kitchen, smiling briefly, looking perfectly at home in a worn t-shirt and grey sweatpants.

“Welcome home. How was your day?”

“Bad enough that I want tofu for dinner,” she whines, stretching and wincing as she swears she hears her spine pop, and Shenhe nods, stolid and serious. “Where’s Yelan?”

“Upstairs. She came home with a hand clutching her other arm, but refused any and all help from me. She told me to start work on dinner because she said you would be tired due to the case with the Fatui nearing an end-”

“-like she always does,” Yanfei sighs, grabbing the first-aid kit and shooting Shenhe a grateful smile. “Thank you, Shenhe.”

“Not a problem. Dinner will be in about fifteen minutes, so try to be back down before then.”

-

“Yelan?”

Yanfei knocks against the door of Yelan’s office, first-aid kit under one arm and a cup of tea in the other.

“Don’t come in,” comes the muffled perfunctory reply, and then Yanfei’s pushing the door open to set the cup down with a totally-not-slightly-angry thunk on the wooden table, taking the bandages out of Yelan’s trembling hands and grimacing at the sight of the angry wound that stretches halfway up her bicep. Yelan’s prized jacket is slung haphazardly over the back of her chair, and there’s a worn archery handguard gripped tightly between her teeth. Gently, Yanfei runs her fingers along the edges of the injury, and Yelan pulls the grip out of her mouth impatiently.

“My other shoulder doesn’t seem to want to cooperate today. I think I might’ve strained it reaching back too far for an arrow, and-”

“Stop talking,” Yanfei hushes, a finger over Yelan’s mouth as she takes the cup and sets it down in front of the taller woman. “Drink. Archons know you haven’t hydrated at all today.”

Obediently, or perhaps because she’s simply too tired to argue, Yelan downs the entire glass while Yanfei works on wrapping the wound. The lawyer works in silence, and Yelan watches her, eyes following the circular motion of the bandages.

“Sorry,” she says tentatively, and Yanfei huffs a quiet laugh.

“I’m not mad.”

Yelan tips her head back, leaning more heavily into the back of her chair. “Liar.”

“Okay, maybe I’m slightly mad,” Yanfei admits, and it’s like taking a sledgehammer to a dam, letting the words pour out. “You know Shenhe worries, Yelan. I worry. Would it 
be too much to ask for you to accept help instead of trying to do everything yourself? You’re not alone anymore, so stop doing this to yourself; we care about you.”

Yelan still looks rather unconvinced, so Yanfei pulls out her best weapon (at least when it comes to either of her best friends); huge, irresistible puppy eyes. One look, and Yelan’s qualms are over as soon as they started, tamped out like the flame of a cigarette under the crushing heel of a boot.

“Please?”

“Ningguang should make those illegal,” Yelan grumbles after a brief pause, and triumphantly, Yanfei ties the bandages off. “Your eyes could kill.”

“She’d have to go through me to set any new laws, and that’s one I’d never approve.”

Yanfei looks at the clock, and then she’s heaving Yelan out of her chair and opening the door. Yelan nods in thanks, hobbling out with one arm around her friend’s shoulders to support 
herself.

“Oh, just in time for dinner! Do you know what Shenhe’s making?”

Yelan shrugs in a semblance of nonchalance, but the smile that tugs at the corner of her lips threatens to give her away.

“Don’t know, but whatever it is, it’ll taste good.”

-

“Say ah,” Shenhe orders, her face so straight that anyone else would have taken it as her being completely serious. Instead, Yelan crosses her arms in her chair as best as she can, huffing 
as she notices the tiny flicker of mischief in her taller counterpart’s eyes.

“I have one other mostly functional arm, Shenhe. Yanfei, tell her.”

“Say ah,” Yanfei agrees, eating her tofu and humming at the smooth texture of the crab roe on her tongue. “Invalids don’t get to complain.”

“This is bullying.”

All the same, Yelan opens her mouth and lets Shenhe feed her.

“En, good girl.”

“I’m going to kill you,” Yelan grumbles through her mouthful, glaring furiously. “This isn’t happening again, okay?”

Yanfei laughs, spooning more tofu and steamed bok choy into Shenhe’s bowl. “We’ll see if you can manage to not get injured again.”

“No promises,” Shenhe concurs, nodding. “Say ah.”

-

Post-dinner is an uneventful affair. Yanfei leaves to make sure the irrigation system for her flowers is up and running, checking on the temperature and prodding at her lotus heads with 
an inquisitive finger, and then she’s washing the dishes, taking a yellow sponge to the dish with increasing ferocity as one of the stains refuses to come out.

Shenhe steps through the coolness of their living room to join Yelan, sitting on the porch and swinging her legs as a fan rattles wearily next to her.

“Give me your arm.”

The bandages are unravelled, and Shenhe’s examining her wound with a critical eye, nodding.

“Yanfei did a good job.”

“Of course she did. Wait, look- a shooting star. Make a wish.”

“I wish you would stop getting injured,” Shenhe says, straight-faced, and Yelan bumps a shoulder against hers.

“Not fair. Doesn’t count, you said it out loud.”

Shenhe points out another shooting star, staring unblinkingly at Yelan as the latter watches it streak across the sky and fizzle into nothing.

“There. Happy?”

“Alright, alright,” Yelan winces, raising her hands defensively. “I get the point. I’ll start taking more care of myself.”

“Good. Now tell me if you see any more shooting stars.”

Yelan takes the cue and turns away, pretending not to see the bowl of cold water at Shenhe’s side and the brown towel soaking in it.

“There’s one.”

Shenhe hums non-committally, and Yelan holds back a hiss at the shock of the cold, almost flinching away had it not been for Shenhe’s iron-tight grip on her wrist.

“Oh, there’s another one; it’s brighter than the previous one.”

“Is that so?”

“…I cleaned it myself already, you know.”

Shenhe blows a lock of ice-blue hair out of her face with impatience, squinting. “Let me fuss over you. The alternative is letting me worry, Yelan.”

“I’m sorry,” Yelan whispers into the night air, like it’ll make up for the sleepless nights her friends have spent waiting for her to come home, the red eyes and bruised knuckles and property damage fees incurred when the doctor tells the pair they can’t visit Yelan just yet because her condition’s still unstable, the snipped stems and the lovingly grown flowers in the 
prime of their life bundled together in a bouquet to sit by Yelan’s bedside so the first thing she sees when she wakes up isn’t the white ceiling of a hospital room. “I’m sorry. I’ll be more 
careful.”

(It won’t make up for it, of course, but Shenhe and Yanfei have never been the type to hold a grudge.)

Finally, Shenhe sits back, and Yelan inspects her newly-bandaged wound with satisfaction.

“Yelan. Another shooting star. What are you wishing for?”

Yelan shrugs, and then a bright voice is cutting into their conversation as the light behind them is blotted out by her shadow.

“Well I wish the two of you would go to sleep instead of sitting out here to feed the mosquitoes,” scolds Yanfei, prompting Shenhe to stand and heave both of them over her shoulders 
like twin sacks of potatoes as Yanfei squeals at the sudden change in proximity to the ground.

“I hope heights do not scare you, Yanfei.”

Yanfei smacks Shenhe’s shoulder for the jab at how she’s the shortest among all of them, and sucks in a breath at her throbbing hand, marvelling at how the hard muscle of Shenhe’s 
back doesn’t even yield at the action.

“Shenhe, when did you complete your transformation into a brick wall?”

“Three days ago,” comes the dry reply, and then Shenhe is closing the insect screen door with a careful foot behind them, catching a glimpse of a row of white porcelain bowls and 
plates, stacked neatly in the wire rack and drying in the warm summer air. “Master had me carry a new fridge up the mountain for Chongyun. He said he was interested in coming to train 
under her, and she was worried for his condition.”

“We’ll spoil you for him,” Yelan promises, and Shenhe sighs.

“Do not spoil my nephew. Or I will personally challenge you to a spar, and you know I will win.”

“You’d fight me? Your poor injured friend?”

“You certainly weren’t singing that tune at dinner,” Yanfei comments, her voice shaking with each step Shenhe takes up the stairs. “Ai, Shenhe, could you handle us a little more 
gently?”

“No.”

Still, all the same, her steps even out, and her shoulder feels less like a baseball bat to Yanfei’s stomach and more like a particularly lumpy mattress.

“Thanks.”

For all the three bedrooms in the house, Shenhe has seemed bent on only using one from the day she bought the house, leaving Yelan to repurpose hers into a miniature gym and Yanfei 
to turn hers into an office - that has also ended up being shared between the three. Yelan, for one, particularly enjoys collecting old furniture from whatever thrift shops catch her eye, and 
Yanfei has watched her office fill up with various kinds of old sofas and knickknacks, powerless to stop the slow accumulation.

It’s one of these knickknacks that Shenhe nearly knocks over, Yelan wincing as she waits for the surefire shattering of porcelain against wood, only for Yanfei to barely catch the small 
ceramic statue of a crane and set it back on the counter.

“Be more careful,” Yelan grouses. “I bought that for you.”

Shenhe hums in quiet apology, stepping over the threshold that leads to their bedroom, and then Yanfei’s sliding off her shoulder to close the mosquito nets over the windows as Yelan 
is carried into the bathroom to change, faint complaints trailing in Shenhe’s wake all the while.

“And brush your teeth,” comes the last demand, and displeased muttering follows in Shenhe’s footsteps as she pulls on the string of the fan and turns the lights down.

“You’re sleeping in the middle tonight, right? Yelan’s going to complain again if I accidentally wake her up by making it too hot with my Vision - even though I keep telling her it was a 
one time thing.”

Shenhe nods.

“I will protect you from Yelan’s wrath.”

“So instead of preparing to sleep, you’re badmouthing me?”

Yelan limps out of the bathroom, rubbing a towel over her hair with her good arm, and wordlessly, Shenhe takes the towel from her when she sits down on the edge of the bed, helping 
her towel her hair dry.

“Only a little,” Yanfei justifies.

Yelan snorts, relaxing into Shenhe’s ministrations. “I’m going to make you recite Liyue’s codices to me until I fall asleep tonight.”

“With pleasure.”

-

“I got fired,” Yanfei announces.

It’s Yelan’s turn to poke her head out of the kitchen now, followed by Shenhe from the living room.

“Liar. Ningguang sends me emails, you know. She said you wouldn’t be happy, and didn’t want to put up with either Shenhe or I-”

“Or the both of us,” Shenhe interjects, pulling a comb through her hair from where she’s sitting on the sofa.

“-Or the both of us storming up to her office asking her why in her right mind she would fire Liyue’s best legal advisor.”

“It is not very fitting of a legal advisor to omit facts in court,” comes Shenhe’s voice, and then Yanfei’s flopping down on the sofa next to her friend, slumping into her shoulder.

“She said you deserved a break after the Fatui case closed, and I am not one to argue.”

Gently, Yanfei is coaxed into sitting upright, and then her hat is removed and Shenhe’s comb is running through her hair, soothing the tangles and knots from a long day of running in 
Ningguang’s wake and presenting court cases, and the lawyer nearly just barely catches herself from falling into the shadowy embrace of sleep several times.

“Yanfei. Yanfei?”

Yelan’s voice tugs her back to wakefulness, and blearily, she opens her eyes to see both Shenhe and Yelan leaning over her, the former of whom looks slightly exasperated and the latter of whom has draped her jacket over Yanfei’s midriff.

“Archons, did I drift to sleep on rocks?”

“Don’t speak ill of your pillow,” Yelan smirks as Shenhe rubs the back of her neck awkwardly, looking away, and once Yanfei gets up, stretching, she realises that it’s actually Shenhe’s 
thighs that have been cushioning her head - as much as pure muscle can, anyway.

“Shenhe…”

The woman in question huffs, standing. “You fell asleep on me. Do not look at me like that.”

“Congratulations on winning the case with the Fatui, by the way!”

Yanfei grimaces, sliding into her seat and taking the bowl of white rice Yelan hands her. She casts one glance at Yelan’s bowl and looks away, wincing at the sight of grains that are 
practically red with Jueyun Chilis.

“I don’t think I convicted them for as long as Ningguang would have liked. Had it not been for their slippery rat of a lawyer-”

Shenhe cuts her off, holding a hand up in a way that brooks no room for argument - even in the face of a born-and-bred lawyer. “I am sure they are saying the opposite in the same tone 
about you in prison, Yanfei. What matters is that you could convict them.”

Yanfei laughs, a watery sound. “What did I do in a past life to deserve friends like you guys, who cook me tofu when I want and reassure me that all isn’t wrong with the world?”

Yelan shrugs, pulling the fish’s cheek out of its skull and depositing it in Yanfei’s bowl when her head is turned.

“I don’t know, but it must’ve really been something.”

“Maybe we could not save you,” Shenhe says with a bitter smile on her face, like she’s remembering something. “Maybe you died and we could not give you a proper funeral, so we are 
making it up to you in this life.”

Yanfei sighs, clicking her tongue. “Aiya, Shenhe, don’t say that. I trust you guys with my life; I’m sure you wouldn’t have let me go that easily.”

Shenhe’s face softens, and then she’s shooting Yelan a dirty look as the blue-haired woman’s very-definitely chili-stained chopsticks lay the second-nicest part of the fish in her bowl.


“You will burn my tongue off, Yelan.”

“Shush and eat so we can carry Yanfei to bed.”

Yanfei swears she sees Shenhe gulp, and then she’s composing herself and taking a bite. Neither Yelan nor Yanfei miss the way her throat bobs like she’s trying to keep it down, and 
then the room plummets several degrees as her eyes flash silver briefly.

“Unfair.”

“I am free to use my Vision as I please,” Shenhe fires back as she takes another bite. “Which includes protecting myself from your frankly-horrifying spice tolerance.”

“Yeah, and-”

Yelan’s hand shoots across the table, catching Yanfei’s head inches above her bowl of rice, and blearily, teal eyes blink open.

“…What happened?”

“Maybe dinner can wait,” Yelan murmurs, and she retracts her hand as Yanfei staggers back into an upright position, chopsticks hanging loosely in her hand.

Shenhe presses the back of her hand to Yanfei’s forehead, worried. “Would you like to go upstairs first, Yanfei?”

-

A little time later, Yanfei lies spread-eagle on their shared bed, letting the circular motion of the ceiling fan lull her back to sleep. Distantly, she hears cicadas whirr and crickets chirp as 
the grass rustles in the wind, and briefly, very briefly, she is at peace, falling asleep to the sound of her friends preparing for bed, leftovers packaged into glass containers, sitting neatly in the fridge.

The last thing she hears is the crackling of ice and twin exclamations of dismay, as if someone had accidentally frozen the tap in their bathroom over, and then she is drifting off, a smile 
on her face.

-

Of course, peace is never long-lived in a household that consists of an Adeptus’ disciple, a spy, and a half-Adeptus lawyer who’s been put on mandated break. 

This peace is shattered one morning by Shenhe pulling the curtains open early one morning and whisking the blankets off of the still-sleeping pair. 

“Shenhe…”

“Wake up. Yanfei, your sleep schedule has gotten worse since Lady Ningguang put you on break. Yelan, your sleep schedule has always been terrible. The sun is high in the sky, and we 
are wasting valuable time.” 

Yelan‘s hand reaches for the blankets, blindly searching, and Yanfei watches through half-lidded eyes how Shenhe pulls the blankets further back every time Yelan’s fingers just barely 
graze the edge, closing on thin air. 

“Why are you making me get up so early?” Yelan groans, a far cry from the typically serious woman that protects Liyue by night and gambles by day; a difference that speaks volumes 
about the amount of trust she puts in her friends. 

“It is still summer; if we wait any longer, the plants will wither. The herbs will not pick themselves, and Master needs new ingredients and Mist Flowers for Chongyun.”

It’s only at the sound of Chongyun’s name that Yelan rolls out of bed, landing facedown on the carpeted floor with a dull thunk. 

“Ugh…only for your nephew, Shenhe.”

Yanfei follows shortly, sliding off the bed to prod at Yelan with a cautious foot and quickly retreating when the woman in question makes a blind grab for her ankle in the hopes of 
pulling her onto the floor as well. Shenhe tsks, and then the blanket is spread neatly over the mattress with a cursory flick of her wrists. 

“Be down in fifteen, or I will be returning to scrape you off the floor.”

-

Several hours pass in the afternoon sun, Shenhe so confidently balanced on sheer mountainfaces as she plucks Violetgrass Yanfei can’t help but wonder whether she’s been talking to 
Ganyu more. Yelan also looks like she knows what she’s doing, and Yanfei sees no reason to doubt her until when they all reassemble in the shade of a Cuihua tree, sat on a picnic blanket as 
Shenhe checks over their collations.

Yanfei’s looks alright - there might be one too many stalks of Mint mixed in, but Shenhe doesn’t mind. And Yelan’s is -

“I can’t use any of this,” Shenhe says, her face carefully blank, and subtly, Yanfei shoves Yelan.

“Were you not going to tell either of us you didn’t know what the proper herbs looked like?” she hisses out of the corner of her mouth, and Yelan shrugs.

“They’re all flowers to me.”

“You drink Violetgrass tea, Yelan,” Shenhe says slowly, like she’s still trying to process how Yelan spent several hours doing absolutely nothing of value. “How do you not know what they 
look like?”

“In my defence,” Yelan justifies, accepting the steamed bun Yanfei passes her. “All tea leaves look about the same when brewed.”

Shenhe closes her eyes, and Yanfei can almost mentally hear her count to ten.

“At least you managed to drag me out and make me get some sun, right?” Yelan offers placatingly, and opalescent eyes crack open to fix her with a stare.

“…Hm.”

“Have a bun,” Yanfei follows, shoving one into Shenhe’s hands in an attempt to distract her. “It’s vegetarian.”

Somehow, once their meal is finished, Yelan’s head manages to find its way into Shenhe’s lap, where she currently lies, with Shenhe’s hand combing through her hair slowly as Yanfei 
fiddles with the flowers, pulling blossom after blossom out of the depths of the basket.

“I still can’t believe you couldn’t find anything we needed.”

“I’m asleep,” Yelan grouses, the crook of her elbow over her eyes. “Don’t talk to me.”

“Are you…in need of…herbs?”

Shenhe’s hand flies backwards for her polearm before realising Calamity Queller is at home, and Yanfei swears she almost jumps a full foot in the air as what appears to be a lavender-haired child peeks around the trunk of the tree they’re sitting under. Yelan doesn’t even stir, apparently trusting the two of them to take care of the threat for her.

“If you have any to spare,” Yanfei says, trying to calm her racing heart. “What’s your name?”

“This one is Qiqi, apprentice of Bubu Pharmacy,” comes the dull reply. “And that…is Miss Shenhe. Doctor Baizhu has never seen anyone eat Violetgrass by the handful.”

Yanfei pats the seat next to her on the quilt as Shenhe stares on confusion, and the girl sits, cross-legged as her braid flutters in the wind.

“Sounds like you really made an impression if even Qiqi can identify you on sight,” Yanfei giggles, and then she’s passing a flower crown to Shenhe to lay on Yelan’s head, Sweet Flowers 
and daisies alike rustling in the gentle breeze, and Qiqi cracks a tiny smile.

“Doctor Baizhu simply talks about her a lot.”

Another wreath is swiftly weaved out of silk flowers and plopped on Qiqi’s head, prompting her to look up, and the crown slides slightly on her head, slipping down to cover one eye. 
Yanfei huffs a laugh, and pulls it higher.

“What are you doing here anyway, Qiqi?”

The little girl pulls her notebook out, flipping through it with an expression of adorable concentration on her face. “Qiqi was ordered to go out and pick herbs because Bubu Pharmacy 
was running low.”

“In that case,” says Shenhe, sliding her basket over to sit at Qiqi’s knee. “Take ours as well. We can always get more, and Jueyun Karst is nowhere for a child to be.”

“Qiqi can take care of herself,” says the girl, frowning slightly. “Qiqi can fight.”

“We know. But you shouldn’t have to,” Yanfei hums, and her hands pause so she can pat Qiqi’s head briefly. “Shenhe, do you want Mint or Snapdragons?”

“I don’t need one.”

“Mint, then,” Yanfei says, barrelling on like Shenhe hadn’t said anything, and the taller woman breathes a sigh as a circlet of heather and Mint is dropped onto her head several minutes 
later.

“Thank you.”

“Miss Yanfei should take up growing…flowers…for a hobby.”

Yanfei cocks her head, and her hands still in her lap. “Really? Why?”

In lieu of reply, Qiqi points at Shenhe, who’s touching the crown atop her head as an uncharacteristic expression of unfiltered joy takes over her face. Yanfei knows how calloused 
Shenhe’s hand is - a result of holding her hand on late nights when Shenhe sits up straight in bed, heaving for breath as she comes down from a nightmare as Yelan rubs her back, but none 
of this toughness is apparent in the gentleness with which her fingers dance over delicate purple petals.

“You make her happy, Miss Yanfei. So does Miss Yelan. Granny Ruoxin worries for her. It would be good for everyone if Qiqi can go back to Qingce Village and tell them that Shenhe is 
happy.”

“I’ll consider it,” Yanfei promises, and she hooks a pinky around Qiqi’s much smaller finger.

-

The sun is setting by the time they reach a little hut, squatting bow-legged on the mountainside. Qiqi is long gone, having taken half of Shenhe’s basket (at Shenhe’s own insistence) and 
waved, before traipsing back in the direction of Liyue Harbour.

Briskly, Shenhe knocks, and then the door is opening as a pair of clear blue eyes regard them with slight suspicion.

Shenhe dips her head. “Master.”

“Lǎoshī!”

The door opens swiftly and the three are ushered into the house by a similarly blue-haired woman, lithe and graceful. She carries herself much like Shenhe, and had the two not known 
that Shenhe’s parents were long gone, they would have assumed this was her mother.

“One is glad to see you both again,” Retainer smiles, hugging Yanfei tightly as Shenhe deposits the baskets on the windowbay. “One has recently finished a batch of 
liángfěn. Would you all like to stay?”

“If you don’t mind having us,” Yelan yawns, stretching. “We wouldn’t want to be a bother.”

Retainer waves it off, already sailing into the kitchen.

“You all could never be a bother. Would you like to hear about Yanfei and Shenhe’s childhoods?”

“I’m leaving with Yanfei to dry the herbs,” Shenhe groans, and then the basket is over one arm again, her other hand slipping into Yanfei’s. “Master, no embarassing stories, 
please.”

“Of course not. I will regale Yelan with a tale of your youth, and when you are done, the dessert will be ready.”

Shenhe leaves, shaking her head, and Yanfei shoots a glance back at Yelan to catch her leaning over the kitchen counter in interest as Retainer opens the fridge.

“Where did it all begin? Ah, yes. Shenhe was very small when she first arrived at my abode…”

-

“You were a very cute kid, Yanfei,” is how Yelan restarts the conversation, walking out onto the porch with a bowl in each hand as Shenhe works on laying the violetgrass out on a 
bamboo tray, and Yanfei blushes a shade that matches her rose-pink hair.

“Oh no, was it that story?”

“It was,” Yelan confirms, smirking and sitting down in between the two. “I have to say, it is adorable that you decided to take up law so you could defend Shenhe if her dad ever came 
back and tried to get custody back-”

“-and Master forgot to tell her that Ningguang had already sorted everything out ahead of time,” Shenhe supplies, a soft smile on her face as she takes one of Yelan’s proffered bowls, 
eyes lighting up as she notices red sugar in the bowl along with the herbal jelly.

Yanfei groans. “I was always going to be a lawyer, with my contract with Bà and whatnot, Shenhe. You just solidified my motivations. So don’t feel obligated, or responsible, 
or anything like that.”

“Shenhe, could you…?”

Shenhe reaches out for Yelan’s bowl, her eyes flashing silver, and then several ice cubes are materialising out of thin air and falling into the dessert, clinking against porcelain.

“Thanks.”

Yanfei’s warm gaze catches on something on Shenhe’s head, and then she’s frowning.

“Just leave the flower crown behind, Shenhe. It’s not that big a deal.”

Shenhe shakes her head mutely, leaning away with a hand over the unfurling stems and wilting leaves when Yanfei reaches for them. The lawyer sits back on her heels with a huff, 
confused.

“What is it?”

Shenhe mumbles something, and her two friends just barely catch the end of the sentence as they lean in.

“…it’s a gift. From you.”

Suddenly, Shenhe looks like she’s six again, holding onto Yanfei’s hand as tightly as she can when she hears Cloud Retainer arguing with Shenhe’s father over custody, and Yanfei’s heart hurts too much to insist.

“Alright,” she says, taking Shenhe’s hand and rubbing a thumb over her coarse knuckles, and on her right, Yelan puts an arm around her shoulders, sitting in thoughtful silence. “I’ll make you more, you know. Maybe I’ll even open a flower shop; Qiqi raised the idea today, and I think it might be an interesting venture.”

“Will you?”

Yanfei shrugs. “Or, at the very least, I want to grow flowers. Properly. You guys will never, ever, ever be rid of pollen on your clothes.”

“As long as Shenhe gets her flower crowns, I’ll be happy,” Yelan laughs, and Shenhe leans down to rest her head against Yelan’s.

“I will be happy as well.”

-

Scarlet Cloud Florists opens in a week; a small pop-up store by the west gate of Liyue Harbour. Yanfei comes home empty-handed with a heavy Mora pouch weighing down her bag almost every day, and eventually, Yelan manages to pull some strings to get them a small storefront near Feiyun Slope.

She doesn’t expect anything in exchange, until-

“A delivery for you, Lady Yelan. From Scarlet Cloud.”

Yelan throws her dice without looking, watching it roll across the table as her opponents wince, one of them already reaching for his wallet. “What is it?”

“Just flowers,” Shanghua bows, a hand over his heart as she dismisses him.

“Send them in.”

-

“You two don’t look like flowers,” Yelan mumbles back in her office, staring at Yanfei holding a bouquet of flowers in a glass vase, as well as Shenhe holding several boxes of food from Wanmin. The tables outside have long been cleared out, Yelan’s opponents running as quickly as they can as Yanshang Teahouse empties for the day, the evening sunset painting the sky tangerine orange and jade blue.

“Sorry we made Shanghua lie to you,” Yanfei shrugs, and then she’s setting the vase down with a heavy thunk to open the curtains as Shenhe pushes Yelan’s feet off the table and clears a 
space for their meal. “I don’t think you would have let us in, otherwise.”

“Guilty,” Yelan winces, shooting Shanghua a glare through her open door as he looks away conveniently, whistling. Shenhe closes the door with a foot, and then she’s unpacking Flash-Fried Filet and Wanmin’s famous Black-Back Perch Stew-

“Extra spicy,” Shenhe sighs, at the sight of Yelan’s roving eyes. “Because of course it is. Xiangling didn’t even blink when we said it was for you, and even added some extra chilis.”

Yanfei coughs into a fist when Yelan opens the box, Shenhe snapping a pair of chopsticks and handing them to Yanfei, along with a cup of iced tea.

“This is revenge for making me work double overtime,” Yanfei complains, but there’s a smile on her face. “I get people showing up at the flower shop asking me for legal advice, so I’ve 
taken to getting Shenhe to stand behind the counter and glare at people when they only come to see me and not buy anything.”

Shenhe looks up from her stir-fry at her name, a noodle hanging out of the corner of her mouth.

“…What?”

“Nothing,” Yelan laughs, her chopsticks picking the noodle up and putting it properly in Shenhe’s mouth. “Take care of Yanfei, okay? She’s supposed to be on break.”

Shenhe almost snorts, but holds herself back at the last moment.

“Of course. Who do you think I am?”

“One of my best friends,” Yanfei coos, wrapping her arms around Shenhe as the taller woman huffs a quiet laugh.

“Eat your dinner so we can go home, Yanfei.”

-

“Shenhe! Yelan!”

Quick as a flash, Yelan’s on her feet when Yanfei dashes through the doors leading to the living room, panting for breath. Shenhe nearly trips down the stairs, Calamity Queller in hand.


“What’s wrong? Who do I need to kill?”

“No one! Put the spear down, and-”

Shenhe sets her polearm down, and then the two are being dragged into the greenhouse, Yanfei running as fast as her legs can take her, speeding past rows and rows of Glaze Lilies and 
dahlias and forget-me-nots alike, only to skid to a stop in front of a shelf in the back.

“It’s you, Yelan,” Yanfei says, pointing at an orchid in a brown porcelain pot. Yelan frowns.

“…Have you gotten into voodoo recently, or…?”

“No, you idiot,” Yanfei huffs, and then she’s dragging Yelan’s hand up to put her bracelet next to the flower. “It’s your colour. I finally got it.”

Yelan realises; Yanfei’s been talking about cross-breeding flowers to get the right colours all the way up until last week, where she just smiled mysteriously every time either Shenhe or 
Yelan asked her about it. “…You didn’t.”

“I most certainly did,” Yanfei smiles, looking as proud of herself as she can be with a smudge of soil over her cheek, and affectionately, Shenhe reaches out to rub it off. “The midnight 
variant, newest addition to the orchid part of the flowershop.”

“And mine?” Shenhe asks, only half-joking, and then Yanfei’s holding Shenhe’s braid up to a small group of hydrangea blooms, flowering in a small pot.

“Not quite done, but I’ll get the shade of blue right eventually.”

“Oh,” Shenhe says, lost for words as her knuckle brushes over the blooms gently, sending them swaying in the humid air of Yanfei’s greenhouse. “Oh.”

“Don’t look so surprised,” Yanfei giggles, and then she’s slipping a blue lily behind Yelan’s ear and standing on tiptoes to slide yet another flower crown atop Shenhe’s head. “I wouldn’t 
be a very good florist if I didn’t breed flowers specifically to make my friends happy, you know.”

Shenhe looks from Yelan to Yanfei, and then back again, like she can’t quite believe any of this is real, and slowly, a smile spreads over her face; the most emotion either of them have 
ever seen her show.

“Thank you, Yanfei.”

“So you can smile,” Yelan teases, and quickly, Shenhe wipes the expression off her face, even though joy still glitters in the depths of her eyes every time she looks at the hydrangeas.


“Of course I can. I just choose not to.”

“So- hey, does that mean you don’t like my jokes?”

Shenhe purses her lips, looking away pointedly, and Yelan pokes her cheek, pouting.

“Shenhe…”

“I like Yanfei better,” Shenhe deadpans, and then Yelan’s laughing as an unwitting smile tugs at the corners of Shenhe’s lips, and Yanfei’s heart feels so full, looking back at her two best friends being happy, that it feels like it might burst.

  
Author’s Note:thank you for reading! as always, leave a kudos or a comment if you enjoyed it <3

–

my notes for this fic! flower symbolism, character backgrounds, etc. call it a secondary gift or something, a glimpse into the brain of a barely functioning fic writer or whatever


  flowers 


- yelan

- glaze lilies - transforming the memories of the land into its fragrance during florescence

- orchids

- yellow - friendship/accomplishment

- purple - royalty/admiration, given as sign of respect

- shenhe

- qingxin - leaving the warmth and moisture of the plains to gaze out afar from the solitary mountaintops

- forget-me-nots - obvious meaning

- hydrangeas (increase acidity of soil to make them a clearer blue) - genuine emotions, understanding, remorse, gratitude, or disinterest and apathy

- yanfei

- silk flowers - to bloom like rainbow clouds (yanfei’s name means scarlet clouds/smoke)

- begonias - justice or peace, gratitude, harmony

- dahlias - new beginnings and fresh starts, diversity in a boring world, enduring kindness and grace (even when things are hard), commitment to what is good

- pink - grace and kindness

- shenhe - exchanged for a spell with a mountain 仙師 (cloud retainer) to try and bring his dead wife back, retainer only took the child and refused to do the spell expecting him to come back in a sounder state of mind except he didnt come back after trying several times so she has a new child now, raised in the ways of herbology and martial arts and eventually found a nice house on the outskirts of liyue harbour in the mountains to settle down in

- yelan - works for ningguang (as always), met shenhe after being dragged by her to retainer’s abode after injuring herself on a mission gone wrong, does most of the same as she does in-game, runs the yanshang teahouse as well and occasionally shenhe and yanfei show up to gamble and she cant help but go easy on them

- yanfei - lawyer on weekdays and florist/joint-apothecary with shenhe on the weekends, “hey didn’t you get my cousin out of jail?” [deadpan] “no that’s my identical twin“, friends with shenhe through retainer and her dad being friends and promised to take up law to make sure if shenhe’s dad ever came back and tried to sue retainer/regain custody she could defend shenhe and retainer didn’t have the heart to tell them ningguang already transferred guardianship





