
i’ve changed so that i can meet the new you

Author’s Note:
      i got eula the other day!!!! surreal stuff, man. she’s also got 2 voicelines for yanfei, but that’s irrelevant, i’ve wanted to write about them since they first got leaked bc their color schemes were very pretty together lol

    


    
    It’s the start of something when Eula visits Lisa’s workshop early one morning. She’d only been there to ask the librarian if she’d known of any potions to enhance elemental sight, but the next thing she knows, as the potion is being passed into her possession, Lisa is grabbing her hands inquisitively, and Eula is blinking, wondering just what by the Archons is happening.

“My, your fingers are icy,” Lisa comments, and she squeezes Eula’s fingers experimentally.

All the while, the Spindrift Knight indulges her in silence, expression carefully neutral. Lisa’s observation is not news to her— she can’t remember a time when her fingers  weren’t  cold. While she had never understood the comparisons, she had been told by the few people who dared offer her a handshake that her fingers in particular felt frigid, like ice itself. And she had felt it then— the difference in heat between the warmth that pulsed through their palms, and the lack of heat from her own appendages.

Eula could only assume that the rest of her body suffered from a similar fate. Perhaps it wasn’t that she was immune to the cold, but rather, she had simply gotten used to it.

Finally, after what feels like an eternity, the older woman finally retracts her own gloved hand, fixing Eula with a kind smile that the captain wishes she could take more comfort in.

“How about you join me for my afternoon tea?” The suggestion is light-hearted, and Lisa sounds genuine. “I’m sure it would warm you right up!”

“Thank you for the offer,” Eula merely replies, polite and curt as per usual. “But I have many duties to attend to, and I don’t believe the tea will work anyway.”

The librarian looks hesitant at the upfront refusal. “If you’re sure, dear.”

“I am, but thank you for the consideration,” Eula attempts to amend, and it garners her a relieved smile from the woman garbed in royal purples.

In truth, Eula doesn’t quite know where she stands with Lisa— the older woman, with the world’s boundless knowledge at her disposal, has always been a point of intrigue for the Spindrift Knight. Nevertheless, despite her interest, teatime with Lisa sounds  intimate , and if there is anything Eula falls astoundingly short at, it’s intimacy.

Not to mention, Lisa’s own personal attachment to a certain Dandelion Knight.

“Eula! I’m glad I managed to catch you!”


   Speak of the devil. 


“Acting Grand Master.” Eula dips her head in acknowledgment, expression schooled strictly neutral.

“Hello, love,” Lisa coos, saccharine like honey, and Eula isn’t blind— it’s impossible not to notice the way Jean brightens up like a puppy seeing its favorite person, obediently coming to stand at Lisa’s side as though she’s always belonged there. “Come to see our favorite Reconnaissance captain before she rides off tomorrow morning?”

“I did.” Jean chuckles, directing one of her signature disarming smiles Eula’s way. How does she do it? Eula’s always been morbidly curious— not that a member of the esteemed Lawrence Clan would ever stoop to such acts of frivolity. “I just wanted to make sure that you and your men were ready for the journey. I know that these tracking missions can be difficult, what with how few leads we have, but I’m grateful for your service regardless.”

After years of watching the back of Jean’s unwaveringly steady figure from behind, Eula has gotten incredibly good at squashing the terrible fluttery feeling in her stomach.

“Think nothing of it,” she says, flippant as she looks away in time to nearly miss the smirk that tugs at Jean’s lips. Have the curtains always been such a lovely shade of lavender, or had that been Lisa’s personal touch? “Besides, our prime suspect is in Mondstadt today— sounds simple enough to me. Vengeance will be served to any who bring harm to Mondstadt, and that is all.”

“I wish you the best of luck, Captain,” Jean says with an earnest dip of her head, amusement hardly masked in her tone.

“Please, do take care of yourself, dear,” Lisa adds, doing a far better job at repressing her smile. Regardless, Lisa’s concern is always genuine, like a mother bird too afraid to see her child leave the nest, despite the said child being a full-fledged adult already. Were she anyone else, Eula might have even called Lisa’s worries  endearing— hell, she’s almost thankful. Almost.

Not that she would ever admit that out loud.

“One of these days, you’ll pay tenfold for patronizing me,” she simply says, keeping her tone featherlight, shrugging. “I  will  have my revenge.”

Lisa tips her head back and laughs, her royal purple hat tipping to one side as Jean bites back another smile accompanied by a barely concealed giggle.

Eula slips out the door and doesn’t allow for even a crack of a smile to escape her lips until she’s out the door, striding to rally her men before they hightail off to catch themselves some Abyss cargo.

—

After weeks of cutting down leads, and double-checking every ship that comes in or out of the nation, Eula’s nearly out of options. Still, if there’s anything she has in spades, it’s stubbornness, and the knights in her company have grown to respect and thrive off of it.

Today, though— today might have a breakthrough.

The ship in question looks just like any other Liyue merchant vessel, and its sailors have no problems with letting them board and have their way around the ship. It’s simultaneously a good and bad sign— good because, as far as Eula can tell, the captain and his seafolk are honest merchants with a legitimate track record to match, so they’re in the clear. It’s bad because Eula’s running out of leads, and if this vessel isn’t it, then they’re back to square one.

Ordering her men to remain towards the front, Eula alone makes her way to the cargo hold.

The first thing Eula notices are the antlers.

The Spindrift Knight freezes in her tracks the moment she registers the head of soft pink hair, crouched over and peering curiously at the neatly stacked crates— so it appears the Reconnaissance Company hadn’t been the only one doing some snooping. Still, the sight of the girl’s petite frame causes her to frown. What could someone like her be doing on a cargo ship?

 A shame if she were part of the Abyss Order,  Eula muses to herself. She steps forward, intentionally making her presence known.  What a waste. 

Immediately, the girl straightens in surprise, peering over her shoulder. Pretty teal-green eyes flicker up to meet the knight’s own golden ones.

Eula feels the air leave her lungs.

“Oh!” The girl exclaims, brightening considerably. “Are you here to check the cargo?”

“Yes,” Eula says, warily looking over the other girl. “I am from the Knights of Favonius. We were instructed to check every vessel that enters Mondstadt waters.”

“I see.” The pink-haired girl nods her head in understanding, antlers bobbing with her. She sticks her hand out, friendly. “I’m Yanfei! I’m currently acting as a consultant for this vessel. You?”

Gingerly, Eula takes her hand, shakes it.

“Eula.”

“That’s a very pretty name!” Yanfei chirps, and she holds Eula’s hand for longer than the knight is used to. “Say, Eula. Before you check anything, may I ask something?”

“That would be fine.”

“The contract states that under no circumstances is the merchant company to open these crates and take inventory,” Yanfei recites, and she crosses her arms indignantly, casting Eula a pointed look. “Does that not sound suspicious to you?”

“It does,” Eula admits. It also sounds like a bullseye— they’ve found their target. “I suppose since you’ve been so honest with me, then I can explain our reasons for boarding this vessel. Would you happen to know if this cargo has any ties to the Abyss Order?”

Shock colors Yanfei’s features, eyes widening in a way Eula has no other choice but to recognize as genuine. “The Abyss Order? I… I wouldn’t know, but I also wouldn’t rule that possibility out. If you came here tracking Abyss Order cargo, there’s a good chance you’ve found it.”

Vaguely motioning towards the crates, Eula cocks her head at Yanfei in question.

“May I…?”

“Go for it.”

“Really?” Eula’s brow arches. “I would’ve thought you’d try to stop me, given how Liyue is with contracts.”

“I mean, this is a rather basic flub on their part, yes?” Yanfei shrugs, a corner of her mouth quirking up in a smirk. “The contract specifies that no one of the Kou Merchant Guild is allowed to open the crates. I’m simply a law advisor contracted for this single excursion, and you’re not even from Liyue. I was about to open these crates myself, and the contractors — whoever they are — should’ve covered more grounds anyway.”

“You’re right about that.” Eula chuckles. She flicks a strand of hair over her shoulder. “Do you think they were desperate?”

“Desperate enough for a quick trip that they were sloppy.” Yanfei’s eyes twinkle with amusement, and Eula makes a noise of agreement.

And with that being said, Eula summons Song of Broken Pines in one hand, its deep blue flickering in the daylight — somewhere in the background, Yanfei lets out an  ooh  — and promptly pries open the nearest crate.

—

The Abyss mages had shown up not even a minute later, and without an ounce of hesitation, Eula had pulled Yanfei close to her chest, sending a frigid rush of ice to counteract the fireball one of the three mages had sent her way as Yanfei had let out a squeak.

 Three Pyro mages.  Eula had scoffed, easily twisting her body to shield Yanfei.  It’s like they’re asking to be beaten up. 

Cryo Vision giving her the clear advantage, dispatching their sudden foes had been easy enough work from there. A few swings of her claymore had been more than enough for Eula to send the Abyss mages’ smaller bodies hurtling into the water with a splash, and Eula had watched, unimpressed, as they’d dissipated into that strange Abyss darkness; vanishing as though they’d never been there to begin with.

“You’re my  hero!”  Yanfei gushes the moment they’re finally able to breathe. She latches onto Eula’s arm as soon as her claymore is whisked away into a spark of particles, and with a jangle of the off-kilter tassel atop her hat, the law advisor stares up at her with wide, emotional eyes. “I would’ve been a  goner.” 

It’s only then that Eula takes notice of the orange glass orb attached securely to her hip, the Pyro orb glinting in the bright midday sun.

A Pyro Vision facing off against Pyro mages certainly wouldn’t have been the easiest task, indeed.

But then all at once, she becomes  far too aware of Yanfei’s petite body pressed easily against the length of Eula’s arm.

“Um?” Eula carefully untangles herself. If Yanfei is bothered by the action, she doesn’t say, opting to merely bounce on the balls of her feet energetically.

“You were  amazing!”  Yanfei praises, basically glowing. She bounces up and down again, antlers dancing with her. “I’ve never been so captivated by a claymore before— okay, don’t tell Captain Beidou that, but  the way you moved!  I’ve never seen someone cartwheel with a claymore before! It was like you were dancing— you must be the most graceful knight ever!”

“How many knights do you even know?” Eula asks with a raised brow.

“Just you!” Yanfei grins. “Unless you count the Qixing, maybe.”

“You’re ridiculous.”

“And you refuse to take a compliment!”

“Why would I take such a half-baked compliment?” The words leave Eula’s mouth on reflex. “I should make you pay for such flimsy words!”

Yanfei simply laughs, hands on her hips. “You’re really funny, Eula!”

The Spindrift Knight merely rolls her eyes.

“Enough of this. Help me bring this cargo back into the city for evaluation.”

—

Night eventually falls, a dark blanket over the City of Freedom, and somehow, against all odds, Eula finds herself escorting Yanfei back to her own home.

“Please don’t flatter yourself too much,” Eula states plainly, although it does nothing to quell the dancing humor in Yanfei’s eyes, or overall spring to the law advisor’s step. She produces a key from her pocket, slotting it into the doorknob. “There was no room left at the inn, and you were the only other female on that vessel who wasn’t the captain’s wife. Obviously, I’d prefer your company in my house over some random man’s.”

“Or you could just say you wanted a sleepover with me,” Yanfei suggests with a hum.

“Not on your life.”

Eula pushes the door open, then steps aside to allow Yanfei in.

“I can take the couch tonight,” she says, observing the way Yanfei takes in the rather cozy, surprisingly well-decorated living space. The other girl disappears down the hall as Eula loosens the tie around her neck. “You can take my bed.”

“Your bed is big,” Yanfei counters, head popping out from the master bedroom. “Why don’t we share?”

Eula raises an eyebrow. “I know you’re not from around here, but I don’t think you know what you’re asking. You’re making a mistake.”

“I’m not,” Yanfei replies, hands on her hips, and for a moment, Eula is genuinely taken aback. Usually, Eula herself is the only one capable of such blunt returns, and to hear such conviction from a half-adeptus law advisor who stands nearly a head shorter is… surprising, to say the least.

“Look,” Eula says, praying to whatever Archon would listen for patience. “I know you’re not from here, but I don’t think you want to be sharing a bed with someone from the Lawrence Clan.”

“The Lawrence Clan,” Yanfei repeats, and Eula can virtually see the gears churning. The smaller girl gingerly sits on the edge of Eula’s bed, cocking her head. “That was the clan that held Mondstadt in a corrupt aristocracy a thousand years ago, yes?”

With a sigh, Eula leans against the doorframe and massages her temples.

“You would be correct.”

“And?”

“What do you mean, ‘and’?”

“Why would that prevent me from sharing a bed with you?” Yanfei blinks. “Am I supposed to hate you for actions you had no part in? Even though you’re a good person?”

“Let’s just say I’m not the most liked person in Mondstadt.” Eula’s resulting laugh holds no humor. “I’ve been branded a social pariah. If you’re seen with me, it won’t reflect well on you.”

“Good thing there are four walls to a house, then!” Yanfei hums, bouncing up and down on the plush mattress. Then she stops, expression contemplative but kind. “But really, Eula. Why would I care about what a bunch of nameless faces thinks of who I choose to walk besides?”

Eula has no good comeback for that. She finds herself lying in bed with Yanfei a mere fifteen minutes later. She’s turned off the lights already, but the pink-haired girl takes the liberty to squirm in closer for additional warmth anyway. If Eula didn’t know better, she would’ve thought Yanfei was cold-blooded with the way she constantly seeks heat.

“Hope you don’t mind, but you’re very warm!” Yanfei comments, curls in tighter, and if she notices the way Eula physically stiffens, she doesn’t mention it.

“You’re joking.” Lying on her back, Eula pointedly looks to her left.

“What?” Cuddled against her right side, confusion colors Yanfei’s expression. “No, I’m not.”

The knight sighs. “Listen, you don’t have to go so far for this. I already know that most people cannot even stand touching me, let alone be able to look me in the eye.”

“Okay, I know I said that you’re warm, but it’s not like you’re  boiling  —  ” 

“I’m  what?”  Abruptly, Eula’s gaze snaps back over to Yanfei, whose innocently genuine befuddlement can only be categorized as such— complete, legitimate confusion. “No, no, the problem is that I am  too cold.” 

They pitfall into silence, both of their bodies turning stock-still beneath the woolen blankets.

Yanfei opens her mouth.

“You’re kidding.”

“Do I  look  like I’m kidding?”

“Did you mean figuratively cold? Or literally—”

 “Yes!”  Eula exclaims exasperatedly, nearly throwing her hands up in the air were it not for the heavy comforter atop both of their bodies. She huffs out a breath, fighting the urge to bounce her leg impatiently. “Literally  and figuratively.”

Yanfei frowns. “Wow.”

Eula rolls her eyes. “So now you know.”

“Well, I certainly am  not  kidding when I say that you’re  actually warm.”  As if adding to her point, Yanfei winds herself around Eula’s right arm, fingers dancing down the knight’s limb to drum at the pulse point at the base of her wrist. “I’m a lawyer, Eula— not a liar.”

“How long did it take you to come up with that one?” Eula asks dryly.

“I’ve been waiting for the right opportunity for years!” Yanfei beams, and even in the dim bedroom, Eula actually has to blink, the other girl’s smile is so blinding.

“You’re ridiculous.”

“You’ve told me that before.”

“Because it’s true. You’ll pay for wasting my time with all these terrible puns.”

“Hey Eula, did you know?” The half-adeptus girl asks, smiling. “It’s a confession of love.”

Eula’s eyes flutter in the darkness, disbelieving. “Pardon?”

“A confession of love,” Yanfei repeats naturally, as if she’d just stated that the sky is, in fact, blue. 

Eula continues to stare at her blankly, but Yanfei merely links their fingers together again, their hands poking out just slightly from under the blanket.

“See?” The law advisor says, gesturing at their intertwined hands as if that explains anything.

“I do not,” Eula answers frankly. What on  earth  is this girl talking about? Are all adepti this nonsensical?

“The fact that you only feel warm with me,” Yanfei explains further, far too entertained. “Don’t you think we were predestined to meet?”


   What. What kind of jumping to conclusions…? 


The fact that Eula even bothers entertaining the idea for more than a second has her groaning, taking an extra pillow and smushing it against the front of her face. She is  too tired for this. 

“Goodnight, Eula,” Yanfei chirps, tone much too cheery for this late at night.

The only goodnight she receives, in turn, is a muffled groan from beneath a pillow, and the blue-haired young woman falls asleep to the sound of Yanfei’s soft laughter.

—

Yanfei ends up staying in Mondstadt for the next three days. Apparently, upon hearing the news of the Abyss mage’s infiltration, Liyue’s Qixing had insisted on sending another ship up to retrieve the crew involved, and Yanfei by extension, to ensure their safety.

This means that Eula spends the next three days with Yanfei tagging around on her more casual patrols, and the next three nights with Yanfei curled up by her side, still in her bed.

“This had been nice,” Yanfei had told her over dinner, the night before her departure back to Liyue. “I have a lot of freedom in the Harbor, but it’s been a while since I’ve taken a vacation.”

“Some vacation this must’ve been,” Eula had quipped, raising her glass of beer to her lips.

“It was an unexpected one,” Yanfei had admitted, grinning sheepishly. She’d cut into her Sticky Honey Roast. “But meeting you was worth it. You’re a good person, Eula. Keep in touch, yeah? Maybe even visit me in Liyue sometime.”

That’s how Eula gets roped into correspondence with Liyue’s top legal expert.

(“That has to be self-proclaimed,” Eula insists.

“It is  not!”  Yanfei huffs indignantly.)

—

The morning Yanfei has to leave, there is an honest-to-Barbatos  pirate ship  docked at Falcon Coast, and Eula is one illuminated beast encounter away from thinking that all of Liyue is  crazy. 

“Eula!” Amber half-whispers, half-shouts. She does some funny dance with her feet, eagerly pointing at the large wooden boat as if Eula could be looking anywhere else. “It’s the  Alcor from the Crux Fleet.” 

“Liyue is crazy,” Eula states plainly.

“As if Miss Vengeance over here should be talking,” Yanfei teases. “But you’re not entirely wrong. Lady Ningguang likes slipping harmless laws into the codices that no one else will notice but me, Lady Keqing is trying to usher in a new era on her own, and I’m afraid that Miss Ganyu will fall asleep standing up one of these days.”

For once, Amber seems to be at a genuine loss for words.

“Would you like to repeat that?” Eula asks, sugar sweet and batting her eyelashes.

Yanfei tilts her head imploringly, smug. “Have you ever played that game, Two Truths and a Lie?”

They’re interrupted before Eula can even dignify that with a response, and Amber takes this chance to escape and bother Kaeya instead.

“So this is the helper you’ve had all week, Eula!”

Lisa sashays over across the sand, friendly and approaching, and Eula’s too exhausted to put up her usual cold front, so she shoots the older woman a small, tired smile and prays that Lisa gets the message.

“I’m Yanfei!” The lawyer chirps, ever the social butterfly. She accepts Lisa’s outstretched hand with the professionalism befitting of her occupation, and oddly, it leaves Eula feeling amused— what a strange girl, this one. “Liyue’s top legal expert!” Over her shoulder, she pointedly shoots a playful glare at Eula. “Not merely self-proclaimed.”

“Have your resume ready next time I save you,” Eula says laconically, lazily, and Yanfei grins before turning her attention back to Lisa.

“Ignore her.” Yanfei waves her off, and Eula huffs all theatric. “She’s just grumpy because she forgot to restock her coffee beans yesterday.”

“My!” Lisa chuckles. She shifts her weight to one hip, arms crossing as she observes their interactions with blatant amusement. “You two seem to have gotten to know each other fairly well these past few days.”

“I’m Eula’s new best friend.” Suddenly, Yanfei has sidled up to the Spindrift Knight, latching herself to the blue-haired girl’s left arm. “We were bound by destiny to meet.”

“Oh?” Something flickers in Lisa’s green eyes— had that been… genuine surprise? Eula discreetly frowns. About what? Did Yanfei’s joke about friendship really seem that far-fetched?

She opens her mouth to question it as Yanfei casually wriggles her way into her arms.

“Is something wr—”

The sound of a friendly shout down the beach grabs their attention, and they all turn to see the commotion only to find Captain Beidou bringing the Alcor’s smaller pinnace boat to the shore.

“Captain Beidou, welcome—  wait,  Lady Ningguang, you came up  all this way?”  Jean gapes at the  Tianquan,  of all people, casually steps out of the pinnace behind the esteemed captain.

“Why, I couldn’t just sit around while poor Yanfei was endangered, right?” Ningguang laughs, and maybe it’s just the way the sunlight flashes, but Eula  swears  that Jean turns the slightest bit pink at the noise.

“The  Tianquan,”  Eula whispers, before chancing a glance down at the girl huddled comfortably in her arms. She stares at Yanfei incredulously, to which the law advisor beams back, teal eyes making crescent moons. “Just how important  are  you for her to come all the way to Mondstadt?”

“Very,” Yanfei says, suddenly grim serious. Her fingertips dance along Eula’s forearms. “I know state secrets, so I’m not actually supposed to leave the nation.”

Eula raises an eyebrow.

“Really?” It doesn’t sound like she believes her.

The half-adeptus breaks out into a crooked grin.

“Just kidding.”

Eula sighs.

“I’ll see you around, Yanfei.”

“Don’t be a stranger, Eula.”

—

“You look as though you already miss her.”

At the look of straight confusion Eula immediately shoots her way, Jean laughs but explains.

“That Yanfei girl. She seemed to be very attached to you.”

She stands at the shoreline with Jean, watching the Alcor become a mere speck on the horizon. They’ve discarded their shoes, standing in salty water as ocean waves gently lap at their ankles, and the Spindrift Knight absently twists her toes into the wet sand beneath her.

Back on the beach, Lisa and Amber are building a sandcastle with Klee, and Eula, claiming to not be good with children, had opted to draw away. Jean had soon followed— a deserved break from the Spark Knight, given how everyone knows that Jean has to deal with her explosive tendencies the most.

“Yanfei?” Eula says incredulously. She shakes her head. “Admittedly, she wasn’t the worst company, but I do not think I’ll be missing her. She wants me to write to her anyway, and correspondence is swift these days. There won’t be any need.”

“To miss her?”

“Precisely.” Eula frowns. “We only knew each other for less than a week. We hardly knew each other at all.”

“She’s been telling people that you’re her hero,” Jean says gently. “She says that you’re her knight.”

Eula masks her surprise with a scoff, kicking up a splash of water. “She will have to pay for spreading such lies.”

“But you did, didn’t you?” Jean prods. “You really did save her.”

“I was merely doing my job and attempting to avoid casualties.” Eula shifts on her feet, refusing to let herself sink into the sand beneath her. “And now she owes me, lest she wishes for me to move her up in priority on the list of people I must have my revenge on.”

Jean tips her head back, laughs into the blue ocean air, and with her blonde hair swinging in its ponytail, she may as well be the sun.

“But of course! Say, Eula? I know this goes without saying, but thank you so much for all your hard work!” Jean smiles brightly, and Eula instinctively turns her head to hide the way she swallows at the sight. Still—


   Please, keep looking my way. 


—

The next time she runs into Yanfei, it’s a month later in  Dragonspine  of all places, and Yanfei is freezing to the point where she can’t even light a single flame on her fingers.

There’s a blizzard, and Eula finds the other girl shivering in a shallow cavern. Before a ‘hello’ can even leave her lips, before Yanfei even registers her presence, Eula is tugging the smaller girl into her arms, fitting her within a tight embrace that has Yanfei burrowing in as tight as possible. She shudders and Eula wants nothing more than to swallow her in warmth, bring the life back to Yanfei’s trembling frame.

“I don’t remember reading about an upcoming Dragonspine visit in your letters,” Eula murmurs, low into Yanfei’s ear, pulls her closer.

Yanfei chokes out a shaky laugh, trying for some nonchalance despite how she trembles.

“It was a spontaneous trip. Didn’t mean to come but I was chased.”

“Chased?” Eula repeats, trying not to let on her worry. Beyond the cavern’s opening, the howling wind beyond starts to pick up, whistling violently against the mountainous rock.

“Abyss mages again.” Yanfei chuckles, shaking her head. “I don’t seem to have a good track record, do I?”

“Don’t tell me they’re still mad about the cargo.” Eula grits her teeth.

“Nope.” Yanfei sighs, and it’s the most tired Eula’s ever seen her. “State secrets this time.”


   “What—” 


But it’s like Yanfei’s words are a bad omen, and before either of them can even fully comprehend what’s happening, suddenly they’re tearing through a Dragonspine blizzard, shooting across the snow for shelter while simultaneously dodging scarily the sharp icicles getting lobbed at their retreating backs at terrifying speeds.

“You  really do know state secrets?!” Eula yelps, virtually dragging Yanfei through the snow. Glancing behind them, Eula quickly jerks them to the right just in time to dodge another icicle sent hurtling their way.

“I’m Liyue’s  best law advisor!”  Yanfei shouts in return, teeth still chattering as they sharply turn around a bend. Behind them, the Abyss mages’ cackles still ring— ever the persistent parasites.  “And  I’m a half-adeptus who’s seeing history being made before her eyes! Of course, I know a dozen or more state secrets!”

“That’s far too many for a—”

“Where are we going?!” Yanfei interrupts, a high-pitched squeal exiting her lips as several icicles come crashing against the rocky mountain wall.


   “There.” 


There’s a warm light spilling out of the cave entrance that Eula pulls them into, and they barrel past the many torches and the heat starts to sink into their bones.

They can’t relax yet, however, and Eula grits her teeth as she hears the trio of Abyss mages outside continuing their pursuit.

“Yanfei!” She shouts, desperately. “Fire! We need  fire!” 

“R-right!” Much warmer than she’d been before, Yanfei conjures flames in her hands— flames that glow with colors Eula’s never even seen before, that hold her entranced, lulled. The Spindrift Knight watches as Yanfei fires her flames towards the opening of the cave with scary precision.

There are several strangled noises of pain from outside followed by low, disgruntled grumbling, and Eula and Yanfei both stand stock-still, waiting.

Gradually, the incomprehensible mutters grow quieter and quieter, until neither of them can hear the sounds any longer.

Only then does Eula dare release the breath she hadn’t even known she’d been holding, and Yanfei heaves out a sigh of relief, collapsing into Eula’s steady arms.

—

They sit in the cave of Albedo’s makeshift workshop as they wait for the weather to calm, leaning up against walls stained orange, the warm glow of the torches bouncing off the stone and playing with shadows. Outside, the blizzard remains unrelenting, and with a resigned sigh, Eula mentally sends a  thank you  to Albedo, who had apparently opted to keep a pile of blankets on hand despite not particularly needing them himself.

(In hindsight, Eula will later come to realize that the blankets were definitely for Sucrose— bless that girl’s intolerance for the cold.)

For her part, Yanfei actually looks incredibly comfortable. She snuggles into Eula’s side, tangles their limbs together, and rests her head on the knight’s shoulder as her eyes slip shut. Eula simply lets her do as she pleases— after all, a good knight is a tentative one, and Yanfei definitely needs the heat more than she does.

Still, even having spent nights sharing a bed in the recent past, the sensation of skin against skin continues to baffle her. Not once does Yanfei voice any complaint of discomfort and instead only opts to squirm closer, pleased noises of contentment occasionally escaping her sleepy smile.

“You’re  really  not cold,” Eula eventually says, breaking the established silence, as comfortable as it had been. It should be a question, but she phrases it as a statement— the confusion surrounding this half-adeptus girl never ceases, apparently.

“I’m  really  not.” Yanfei giggles, but doesn’t open her eyes.

“So you weren’t actually kidding, before?”

“About the state secrets? That was a half-lie— I do know state secrets, but I’m allowed to come and go from Liyue as I please just like any other citizen.”

“That’s nice, but I meant about me being warm.”

“Genuinely, Eula, I’ve never been more comfortable. It’s like you’re the perfect temperature at literally any time.”

“That’s… still ridiculous.”

“You’ve said that before, but I’m telling you,” Yanfei says, humming; drums her fingers against Eula’s pulse. “It’s a confession of love.”

Eula snorts, ignores the way the traitorous organ leaps in her chest.

“There you go again with that nonsense.”

“I mean it! You’re my hero!”

“Sure.”

Yanfei only laughs, a day of sunshine amidst a literal storm.

“Suit yourself.”

“I believe I will.”

She says such things, but perhaps it’s almost ironic that it is on the rock hard floor, leaning against a cavern wall with a relentless blizzard outside that Eula finds herself slipping into the most peaceful sleep she’s had in a while, Yanfei snuggly in her arms and a glowing feeling in her chest.

—

“I’m going to guess you didn’t mean it literally when you told Yanfei, ‘see you around,’ ” Amber teases over dinner later in the week, and Eula groans, tossing back her drink with humourous urgency.

“For someone from Liyue,” she says, ignoring the burn searing down the inside of her throat, ignoring the scathing looks that other bar patrons toss over their shoulders her way, “that law advisor certainly finds her way to Mondstadt with unfortunate frequency.”

“Do you think trouble just follows her?”

“Apparently, she knows Liyue state secrets.”

Amber winces. “Ouch. Yeah, no wonder you’ve had to save her twice. At this rate, you might even run into her again next week!”

“Don’t jinx it,” Eula chides dryly. She raises her voice ever-so-slightly, just to be heard over the bustling sounds of the bar. “I have an important mission to Stormterror’s Lair next week. No distractions allowed.”

“That’s the one you’re going on with Jean, right?” Amber recalls, fingers tapping against the wood table they share. She grins cheekily. “Of course you wouldn’t want to miss that.”

Eula eyes her warily. “What are you even saying?”

“Nothing!” Amber singsongs. “Your face is completely red, but absolutely nothing!”

“You better be.” The reconnaissance captain takes another swig of her drink before setting the heave mug down, blinking innocently at the girl across the table. “I’m drunk, Amber. Of course, my face is red.”

“And I’m sure that’s all it is,” Amber says placatingly.

“Do you ever think about how you can basically see the sparks flying between Jean and Lisa?” Eula asks, the alcohol making her run her mouth more than usual.

“Yeah,” Amber says, soft and pitying.

Eula  hates  that tone.

“Why do people hate me, Amber?” are the words that leave her lips instead.  Damn. She hates being vulnerable. 

“Eula.” The sole Outrider’s tone is stern, and she reaches across the table to rest her hand atop her friend’s. “They’re wrong about you. They’re not worth your time wondering why they think the way they do.”

“I know,” Eula says hoarsely, and her thoughts flicker to Yanfei— Yanfei, who had refused to raise a bad word; Yanfei, who had invited herself into Eula’s arms; Yanfei, who has called Eula a hero twice now.

“I know,” she repeats, and lets a small, tired smile grace her lips.

—

Eula doesn’t see Yanfei next week.

She sees her the week after that, instead.

“You keep saving me!” Yanfei laughs as if she hadn’t just been pulled out of harm’s way from the path of a  raging geovishap.  Still, she seems to pay no mind to the dissipating carcass of the lizard creature, even as she nonchalantly pockets a fossilized bone shard, more than happy to train her full attention onto Eula.

“You were holding your own just fine before I arrived, though,” Eula can’t help but comment. Then again, every other time she’d come to the legal advisor’s rescue, Yanfei had been incapacitated and unable to use her Vision to its full effect.

The pink-haired girl pouts, petulantly summoning her colorful fire to her fingertips, the flickering flame dancing. “I was doing perfectly fine until I tripped over that root. I thought I’d become a Yanfei sandwich when that thing charged at me!”

Eula tilts her head, reaches down to help Yanfei to her feet.

“Good thing I was nearby,” she quips wryly. “A Yanfei sandwich does not sound particularly appetizing.”

“I should’ve known that my knight in shining armor would come to my rescue!” Taking Eula’s hand, Yanfei lets herself get pulled up to her full height. Immediately, she launches herself towards Eula, who tugs her into a loose embrace on instinct alone.

Now tucked snugly beneath the Spindrift Knight’s chin, Yanfei lets out a pleased noise before clearing her throat.


   Ahem. 


“So! What brings you to Liyue?”

The sudden shift to casual conversation has Eula barking out a bout of surprised laughter.

“Well,” she drawls, fingers lazily tapping out a rhythm against Yanfei’s hip. “Recently, a book from the restricted section of our library went missing.”

“A book?” Yanfei repeats, forehead creasing. “Sounds like trouble for Miss Lisa.”

“Oh, she was very mad,” Eula agrees with a chuckle. “You can probably guess how protective she is about books. Thankfully, however, she was also prepared— every book has an elemental trace placed on it. I’ve been following its tracks for the past few days. So, the trouble isn’t for her, but for me.”

She helpfully leaves out the part where she’d volunteered to retrieve Lisa’s book herself.

The law advisor nods sagely. “Will your vengeance come swiftly?”

“It will come swifter, still.”

“And you’re here by yourself?” Yanfei cocks her head.

Eula shrugs. “It’s just a book.”

Then she winces as if she’d been shocked.  Ow. Lisa could kill her for that one. 

“Traveling on my own was faster,” she opts to amend, to which Yanfei giggles and nods.

“What about two people?”

Eula meets Yanfei’s hopeful gaze, the half-adeptus girl’s wide teal orbs fashioned into perfect puppy dog eyes, and she sighs dramatically.

“I  suppose  two people would be a net positive,” Eula says, trying to emphasize her exaggerated reluctance. She turns around, clearly intending on walking further into Nantianmen. “But! Three people in this situation means diminishing returns, so I’m afraid I must put a hard cap on this traveling party.”

“That’s fine! And  oooh,  net positives  and diminishing returns!” Yanfei laughs, jogging to match Eula’s brisk pace. “Now you’re speaking my language!”

—

Even spring nights in Liyue are  warm,  and Eula doesn’t quite know what to do with that.

They’d managed to track down the missing library book into a hidden domain tucked away in the corner of Nantianmen, which had turned out to be yet another meeting place of Abyss creatures. Wiping out the premises of foes hadn’t posed any trouble, with Yanfei’s Pyro and Eula’s own Cryo, and before long, Eula had safely retrieved Lisa’s prized restricted book and was strolling out into Liyue’s late afternoon sky.

“Want to camp for the night?” Yanfei had asked.

“Resting for the evening appears to be the best course of action,” Eula had replied in agreement, and they’d gotten to work gathering dried wood and food without another word.

She keeps a pensive eye on Yanfei as the other girl lights their campfire with her dancing, colorful flames, and Eula stares as the colors vanish into a toasty orange. Yanfei stands up, brushing herself off with a noise of accomplishment before looking over her shoulder to Eula, who pretends to go back to cleaning her claymore.

“Having a Pyro Vision is useful, isn’t it?” Yanfei winks, and Eula says nothing but smiles all the same, because for once, she’s on the law advisor’s turf, and it’s clear that Yanfei’s pleased by the change of scenery. “And the weather’s so nice!”

“I’m not used to nights being so warm,” Eula admits. Seeing Yanfei settle down onto the green grass of Nantianmen, relaxing a short distance away has Eula’s fingers twitching for a reason she can’t place. Without thinking, her mouth keeps moving. “Usually the temperature drops quite a bit in Mondstadt.”

“Oh, I remember!” Yanfei’s resulting laugh is a chime of bells on a warm breeze. “I was caught off guard the first night.”

Images of Yanfei fitting herself snuggly in Eula’s arms filter to the forefront of the knight’s thoughts, and she swallows, wishing for that strange feeling to go away.

“You seemed to do fine,” she says, shoving away whatever urges were trying to rise.

“Because you would hug me,” Yanfei says, giggling. “Or rather, you’d let me hug you.”

“I don’t mind,” Eula says before she can stop herself, her mouth running faster than her brain can keep up, even as Yanfei blinks in surprise before a soft expression overtakes her features. Eula shakes her head. “I— you—”

Her mouth opens and closes helplessly.

Yanfei nods encouragingly.

Eula sucks in a breath.

“I know you’re not cold,” she finally says lamely, feeling more foolish than usual. Suddenly, her hands feel hot in her gloves. She clenches them into fists. “It’s not cold here, but…”

“But?” Yanfei tilts her head.

“But I wouldn’t mind,” Eula mutters, looking away. “I don’t mind hugging you, ever.”

“Do you want to hug me, Eula?” Yanfei asks, genuine. There’s not an ounce of teasing in her voice; she gazes at Eula earnestly, taking her seriously.

It’s a struggle to meet Yanfei’s eyes. The moment golden eyes meet teal, Eula is looking away again as that soft smile on Yanfei’s lips somehow becomes even more gentle, like trying to coax a kitten out of hiding.

“You don’t need to have a reason to hug me, you know?” On her knees, Yanfei crawls over, peeking up at Eula through her lashes. Sitting back on her heels, she inches closer, and upon receiving no resistance, the half-adeptus girl giggles before wriggling closer, slotting herself into Eula’s arms. “You can hug me whenever you want. I don’t need an explanation— the fact that you want to is more than enough.”

The Spindrift Knight lets out a breath she didn’t even know she’d been holding. Finally able to relax, she leans the both of them back so that they lay against the sturdy roots of a large tree behind them.

“You’re always the perfect temperature for me,” Yanfei comments. Her voice comes out muffled, face buried in the fabric of Eula’s shoulder, fingers tugging at the blue of her cape.

“How lucky for you.”

“I’m very lucky indeed!” Yanfei agrees, and Eula feels the way her lips curl into a smirk. “I’ve said it before, but it’s definitely a—”

 “Don’t say it,” Eula says warningly.

Yanfei laughs again.

“If that’s what makes you happy. After all, I still owe you for all those times you saved my life, my knight.”

Instinctively, Eula tightens her hold.

“Knights don’t usually keep track of debts.”

“Aren’t you always speaking of vengeance?”

“Maybe I want to be a normal knight, for once.” Eula closes her eyes, thinks of the people of Mondstadt and their wary, doubting eyes. They had never trusted her.

But Yanfei always had, even from the very start.

“Well, I’m glad you’re not a normal knight,” Yanfei says, steadfast in her beliefs as always. “If you were, then you wouldn’t be Eula.”

Eula snorts. “I can think of a lot of people who’d  love it if I wasn’t Eula.”

“No, they would love it if you weren’t born a  Lawrence,  ” Yanfei counters, almost viciously. “Which is stupid, because you’re  Eula  first and foremost, and I don’t understand why people refuse to see that.”

“Why do people hate me, Yanfei?” Eula whispers, pressing her face into Yanfei’s hair.

“I don’t care,” Yanfei says fiercely. “They’re wrong. I don’t care why. I don’t understand how they could hate you for something you have absolutely no control over. I don’t understand why you have to bear the burdens of ancestors who you don’t even agree with.”

Her voice choked with emotion, Yanfei hides her face in the crook of Eula’s neck, one hand rising to cup the knight’s cheek.

“It’s unfair,” Yanfei murmurs, fingertips ghosting across skin. “It’s  so unfair. If I could, I’d steal you away to Liyue. Here, we rise and fall based on our own merit, family ties be damned. It’s what we do with the legacies we inherit that dictates where we end up “

“Yanfei, you don’t hate me, do you?” Eula asks quietly.

“I could  never.” Yanfei closes her eyes. “You’re my hero.”

“I can really hug you whenever I want?”

“I’d encourage it, really.”

“Then this is enough.” Freely, Eula finds herself smiling. Yanfei presses in closer, mumbling something about her being far too kind, and Eula’s chest feels lighter. “This is more than enough.”

—

She arrives back in the City of Freedom late in the afternoon the following day. Having said goodbye to Yanfei at the Stone Gate, the pink-haired girl had beamed, waving vigorously as Eula had made her way across the border.

(“I’ll see you at the Windblume Festival!” Yanfei had called, and a warm feeling had unfurled in Eula’s chest. “Thank you again for inviting me!”

“Don’t be late,” she had warned in turn, to which Yanfei had merely saluted.)

The Favonius Library is, naturally, the very first place she makes a beeline for the moment she crosses Mondstadt’s signature stone bridge. As per usual, many citizens grant her their typical wary gazes as she silently walks past, but the few knights she passes greet her amicably with a  welcome back, Captain!  and without a doubt, joining the Knights had been worth it.

“Lisa?” Eula calls as she steps through the library door, summoning the previously missing book with one hand. It drops into her grasp with a gentle  thump,  and at the noise, Lisa pokes her head out from behind a bookshelf.

“Eula! Welcome home!” Perking up, the librarian brightly halts in whatever task she had been doing, flicking her wrist and letting the books on her cart float themselves back onto the shelves before making her way over to the returning knight with a tip of her wide-brimmed hat.

“I found the book that had been stolen.”

“That’s wonderful, dear, thank you so much!”

Their fingers touch as Eula hands over the book, and Lisa’s eyes widen in surprise even as she pulls away.

“Ah!” Not enough having just merely brushed fingers, Lisa reaches back out to grasp Eula’s hands within her own. Immediately, as the older woman squeezes her fingers, Eula is brought back to that day in Lisa’s workshop, right before that Abyss Order cargo incident— right before Yanfei.

“Is something wrong?” Eula asks, noticing how several moments had gone by without Lisa commenting on the state of her hands.

“Oh! No, nothing dear!” Lisa smiles warmly. She releases Eula from her gentle grasp, albeit not without a final good-natured pat. Another flick of the wrist, and the bound book goes flying back off to the restricted section. “On the contrary, I just couldn’t help but notice how your hands are no longer as cold as they once were. Have you been trying any new lotions recently?”

“I—” Eula frowns. “While that would help with dryness, I don’t think lotions contribute much to body heat.”

She would think that the librarian, with all her vast knowledge and constant worries about breakouts, would know that already.

“Hm, is that so?” Lisa’s smile is mysterious, like a code that Eula just can’t quite decipher. Frankly, she doesn’t know if she wants to know the answer. “Perhaps it’s something else then.”

Eula furrows her brow. “Are you  sure  you’re not just messing around with me as some act of vengeance?”

“Oh, Eula, I’m far too jaded for that!” Lisa laughs, and it’s the first time Eula believes the librarian’s words straight away. Still, Lisa’s eyes twinkle like she knows something that Eula doesn’t, like she’s dangling a mouse by its tail right in front of a hungry cat.

“Not that I wish any harm on you, Eula, but we both know that Jean would  not  be happy if anything bad were to ever happen to you.” Lisa pauses, considerately. “Why, I bet that woman would even come up with a punishment for my failure herself!”

“Apologies, Lisa,” Eula says with a light chuckle. For once, she is the amused one. “But I fail to see Master Jean mustering up the will to harm even a single hair on your head.”

Which is entirely true, because although Jean keeps her unspoken love for Lisa under lock and key, hidden behind closed doors in the face of duty, even Eula (and by extension, all of the other Knights) can see the blatant adoration behind every stolen smile, within every second of prolonged eye contact held for a heartbeat too long.

Her words garner another laugh out of the librarian. “Ah, perhaps you’re right about that as well!”

“I am,” Eula tells her, shrugging.

She would know, with her past jealousy of the affection between the Acting Grand Master and her faithful librarian. What had truly been at the core of her envy, Eula still isn’t sure. It hadn’t been as though she’d ever harbored ill will towards Lisa, despite her insistence on the older woman being annoying with her boundless knowledge. Nevertheless, right then and there, she figures that it no longer matters, that there’s no longer any reason to find out— Jean and Lisa are destined for each other, Eula is clearly occupied with other matters, and any lingering jealousy has somehow evaporated into the sun.

(Really. For once, she’s not lying to herself and it’s strange, the sense of calm that washes over her at the sudden revelation.)

She’s drawn out of her thoughts by a low murmur from Lisa, almost too quiet for Eula’s highly trained ears to pick up.

“It would be lovely if your prediction was correct, Eula.”

“Treat her well,” Eula merely replies, staring at the mountains beyond the city’s walls. Somewhere beyond Dragonspine, far, far to the south, lays Liyue Harbor.

Lisa nods, expression soft, and Eula finds that she’s able to breathe.

—


   “Achoo!” 


“Bless you!” Yanfei and Amber reply in chorus before the two Pyro Vision holders share a mischievous look and burst into giggles.

Eula sighs, reaching up to massage her temples. Why she had ever thought it would be a good idea for those two to befriend each other, she still doesn’t know. She still remembers the last time Amber had gotten scolded by her Uncle Schubert for her “lack of manners,” and yet… Well, perhaps she’d simply wanted Yanfei to have a friend in Mondstadt who wasn’t scorned by the general public.

“Do you think someone’s talking about you behind your back, Eula?” Amber teases.

Eula snorts. “If it’s not that Gunnhildr girl gossiping again, then it’s these  flowers.” 

Scrunching her nose, she swats aimlessly at the large floral display now sitting gaudily at the center of her usual Cat’s Tail table with the back of her hand. The entire city had been decked out for the Windblume Festival much like every other year, and yet somehow, Eula manages to be unprepared for the sheer volume of flora every single time.

“I swear.” She sniffs, praying to whatever Archon would listen that she won’t inhale any more pollen before patrol tomorrow morning. “They keep ordering more and more flowers every single year. Next year, maybe we’ll drown in petals. I’ll haunt Flora from the grave if that’s how I end up going.”

“I think they’re pretty!” Yanfei chimes in, gently flicking at a Windwheel Aster, watches it billow on a dandelion-swept breeze. “We don’t have flower festivals like this in Liyue. I think it’s really sweet how everyone seems to have their own Windblume.”

“Maybe it’s sweet when they’re not fighting over what the ‘official’ Windblume is,” Eula begrudges, crossing her arms. “I wish I was joking about how often I’ve had to stop drunken bar fights over whether Windwheel Asters or Dandelions are more legitimate.”

“Our citizens get… passionate,” Amber relents, somewhat sheepishly.

“They get  foolish,”  Eula corrects.

“What’s your Windblume, Amber?” Yanfei asks curiously. “And are there more popular choices?”

“Personally, I’m fond of Small Lamp Grass!” The Outrider rings her arms out, the bow on her head bobbing to the side. “They were my grandfather’s favorite, so I guess I just inherited his taste. I think the most popular picks among the public are Windwheel Asters and Dandelions, though? I know that Lisa is fond of Dandelions, but Jean actually likes Cecilias.”

“How ironic.” Eula chuckles. She leans back in her chair, studying the many flowers on display in consideration. “Ironic, but fitting. It certainly explains the influx of Cecilias this year, I would say.”

“Cecilias?” Yanfei blinks, setting her glass of dandelion wine on the table. “And here I was, thinking that Master Jean would like Roses.”

“Right?” Amber bounces in her seat, clearly happy to have found someone on the same wavelength.

“I’m sure it’s something in particular between the two of them.” Eula waves off their concern, blowing out a laugh. “Those two are like that, don’t you think?”

“Yeah…” the Outrider agrees, but she shoots Eula a pensive look, as though silently asking if she had said too much.

“Eula, what’s your Windblume?” Yanfei questions, tipping her head much like a puppy.

“Truthfully, I wasn’t sure someone with my last name was allowed to have a Windblume,” the Spindrift Knight confesses. During this time every year, she mostly sticks to the shadows, patrolling where as few pedestrians can see her as possible. Windblume is supposed to be a joyous occasion for Mondstadt, so even Eula doesn’t find herself heartless enough to present her very presence as a cause for any trouble.

“Of course you can!” Amber insists. “You’re a Knight of Favonius working every single day for Mondstadt! Of course, you can have a Windblume of your own.” She slings an arm around Yanfei, grinning. “Yanfei’s not even from Mondstadt and she can have one! Anyone can have a Windblume.”

Eula chuckles at her friend’s energy. “Well, if you say so. Yanfei, what’s your Windblume?”

“Aw, that’s hard!” Yanfei puffs out a cheek, and Eula reaches out, pokes it. Sharing a smile with the pink-haired girl who giggles at the action, Eula leans forward, stares at Yanfei as she props an elbow up on the table.

“Windwheel Asters would look pretty in your hair,” she says.

Yanfei looks positively delighted, cheeks dusting a pretty pink as she runs her fingers through her similarly colored hair.

“Then I suppose Windwheel Asters will be my Windblume!”

It’s such simple reasoning that Eula finds herself enchanted with this girl who thrives on simplicity, yet has a quick mind that solves even the most complex of legal cases on the spot. Yanfei, the half-adeptus girl who knows how to be a lawyer but also, ironically enough, knows how to be the most human.

“Then I suppose Windwheel Asters will be  my  Windblume as well,” Eula concedes, much to Yanfei’s elation, and beneath the table, Yanfei reaches for her knight’s hand, squeezes it tight.

—

After Amber leaves for her scheduled patrol, the rest of the day is spent lounging around the city. They find a quiet place to sit, a simple bench beside some flower displays, and settle down to unwind in Mondstadt’s warm, sunny air.

Eula’s picking out some stray flower petals that had gotten themselves stuck atop Yanfei’s hat when she hears the sound of her name being called. One glance has her noticing the Acting Grand Master approaching from a short distance, Lisa ever-present at her side.

It’s strange, because she doesn’t know how to act around Jean anymore. She breathes easier, the air is clearer, but the space that used to be occupied with longing and the desire to hold Jean’s attention is now vacant, and Eula isn’t used to  easier. 

It’s… decidedly not a bad problem to have, but it’s a problem regardless, and Eula is wholly unequipped to deal with it.

“Eula?” Jean’s concerned tone shakes Eula out of her thoughts. The Acting Grand Master furrows her brow. “Are you alright?”

“Yes,” Eula replies with surprising ease. Beside her, Yanfei hums and absently grabs her hand to play with her fingers. “Better than ever, actually.”

“No thoughts of vengeance today?” Lisa quips, smiling tenderly, and Eula does her best not to look too warm under its glow.

“On the contrary, I’ve been thinking about vengeance more than ever.” Eula offers a shoulder in a shrug. She hides her smile. “It’s hard not to when I’m over here, biding my time over a holiday I don’t have the right to be celebrating.”

“Nonsense! You’re from Mondstadt too!” Jean exclaims indignantly, crossing her arms. “You serve this city just as much as any Knight of Favonius, if not more.”

“That’s a lovely sentiment to have, but I’m afraid not all of Mondstadt’s citizens share the same point of view.” Eula smiles wryly. She motions to their bench, carefully hidden from the rest of the festivities, significantly quieter than the rest of the main lower area of the city.  “There’s a reason why Yanfei and I are hiding out in this corner over here.”

Jean doesn’t seem to know what to say to that, a deep frown of displeasure crossing her lips. At her side, Lisa makes a similar noise of malcontent, emerald eyes flickering from Eula to Yanfei, and then back again.

“It’s a lovely corner!” Yanfei adds happily, toying with a Windwheel Aster from a nearby display.

Eula easily takes it from her, only to lace it into Yanfei’s hair.

“Jean,” Eula finally says, once she realizes that if she doesn’t say something, the Dandelion Knight would certainly lose sleep over her predicament. “I’m fine, really. There have been worse Windblumes. I’m not even alone for this one.”

“If… If you’re sure…” Jean doesn’t look convinced. 

Eula rolls her eyes. “I am.”

“At least tell me if anything bad happens,” Jean insists.

“Yes, yes.” Fixing her expression into its usual aloofness, Eula waves her off. Yanfei stifles a giggle into her shoulder, and Lisa straight-up laughs. “I promise, or whatever, but you’ll pay for making me vow to do something so unnecessary. Now, shoo! You’re supposed to be on patrol,  Grand Master.” 

“Eula.”

“Yes?”

Jean hesitates. Then, softly—

“Happy Windblume, Eula.”

Eula’s eyes widen. She opens her mouth—

“Happy Windblume, Jean.”

With her heart on her sleeve and Yanfei’s temple meeting her shoulder, Eula watches her Acting Grand Master and the Favonius Librarian return to their patrol route— watches Jean try to reach for Lisa’s hand, only to have second thoughts and pull away a heartbeat later.

Eula huffs out a laugh under her breath.

“Stop being so hopeless, idiot. Some Lionfang Knight you are.”

—

“You  love  Jean, don’t you?” Yanfei pipes up curiously, once Jean and Lisa are safely out of earshot, and Eula nearly trips over her own two feet.

“What?” She sputters, and the pink-haired girl giggles at her flustered expression. “What on  earth made you think that?”

“Am I wrong?” Yanfei challenges, ignoring the knight’s hasty attempts at sounding unbothered.

Eula stares at her, utterly dumbfounded. After all of that love confession nonsense, after all of their constant touches, the easy embraces, and the very fact that Eula had invited Yanfei to attend the Windblume Festival together of all things— had she just been reading Yanfei completely wrong? Had this girl really only harbored platonic intentions from the beginning?

Eula feels something in her stomach drop.

“I mean,” the other girl continues, shrugging nonchalantly. “It’s completely okay if you do.”

Eula’s mouth opens and closes. No coherent words manage to come out. “I—”

“Your heart’s not small, you know? There’s plenty of room for me  and  Master Jean,” Yanfei grins, easy, and suddenly, Eula is stunned speechless for an entirely different reason. “You only want the best for her, and you’ve got so much room in your heart, Eula. I don’t mind sharing.”

“I only feel this way about  you,” Eula blurts out, unthinking, gripping at one of Yanfei’s hands.

“There are different kinds of love,” Yanfei says soothingly. She reaches out, smoothing a thumb across Eula’s cheek as the Spindrift Knight eagerly leans into her touch. “So many different ways to love people.”

 Oh.  And it’s like the world has shifted on its core.  Oh, that makes sense. 

“I used to feel for Jean in the same way I now feel for you. Probably. I think.” Eula shrugs. “She vouched for me to join the Knights, and she still vouches for me to this day. Doesn’t really matter much at the moment, though. Her feelings for Lisa are Mondstadt’s worst kept secret.” Yanfei snickers, and Eula allows herself a smirk. “But I can’t say I mind— Lisa is good for her, and it’s easier for me to breathe these days.” She pauses. “All the easier for me to get my revenge, without such constricting feelings.”

Yanfei giggles. “You love her in a different way now?”

“I suppose so?” Drawing away from Yanfei’s palm, Eula tips her head up, looks at the cloudless blue sky above. “Sometimes, though, I wonder what would have happened if she’d felt for me differently— in a good way.”

“Who’s to say?” Yanfei shrugs, bumps their shoulders together. “These things aren’t set in stone. Maybe you would’ve ended up with her!”

Thinking about it now, especially as she brushes arms with Yanfei on a bench amidst Windblume, is  weird.  The mental image of herself holding hands with Jean causes Eula to crack a smile of amusement, huffing out a chuckle.

“It’s a strange picture, now that I’ve given it some thought.”

“I’m sure it would’ve worked out somehow!” Yanfei laughs, grinning wide. Her smaller hands poke at Eula’s, and the blue-haired woman relaxes her fingers to allow them to intertwine with Yanfei’s. “I will say, though. I hope you still save me in that other universe. I hope you still learn to love me, in whatever way you can.”

“You said it yourself— my heart’s big enough. Or at the very least, I have so few friends that there’s plenty of room.” Eula chuckles and Yanfei crinkles her nose at the other girl’s self-deprecation. “But regardless, I like to think that there’s still more than enough space for you, even in that theoretical universe.”

“I fit into your hugs better than Jean ever will.”

“I have to say, you’re probably right.”

“I  know  I am.”

—

She steals Yanfei away to Cape Oath as the stars begin to flicker into sight to say hello.

With a blanket draped over her shoulders, Yanfei tugs the fabric tighter around herself.

“Okay, you were right to grab the blanket before we left,” she concedes, wrinkling her nose as she lets Eula gently direct her towards the highest point of the cape, the setting sky now a similar color to the adeptus girl’s hair, the Windwheel Aster from earlier still secure amidst her locks.

“I told you,” Eula chides lazily as they recline onto the grass. Taking one end of the blanket, she wraps it around herself, and with a humorous amount of urgency, Yanfei buries herself against Eula’s larger frame.

“Warm,” the half-adeptus girl mumbles.

“I swear, you’re the most cold-sensitive person I’ve ever met.” Running her hands up and down Yanfei’s arms, Eula takes a moment to sit back, admire the outline of Yanfei’s figure against the bright sky. “Good thing I’m here, right? For whenever you visit Mondstadt.”

Yanfei freezes.

“I mean,” Eula continues, carefully ignoring her reaction, “you’ll have to seek me out and whatnot, but I’ll always be around.”

Yanfei laughs softly, her fingers once again coming to rest at Eula’s pulse. She sits forward slightly, and Eula gets the feeling that she could slice the tension in the spaces between them with her claymore.

“Eula… I’m going to be roaming Teyvat for a while,” Yanfei swallows. “And you won’t always be here to—”

“Of course I will.” Eula shrugs, arms easily finding their way around Yanfei’s waist in a lazy fashion. She feels the moment the other girl loses all resistance— deflating into her embrace, Yanfei wriggles around, burying her face in the crook of Eula’s neck, fingers grasping at the fabric of Eula’s cape. “I’ll  always  be here. We have all the time in the world, Yanfei.”

“We do,” Yanfei whispers, and Eula holds her tighter. “We do.”


   I’ll keep you warm. 


“You said it yourself, didn’t you?” Tilting her head, Eula keeps her tone light as she languidly traces patterns into the skin of Yanfei’s lower back, her other hand brushing at the Windwheel Aster in Yanfei’s hair. “It’s a confession of love.”

“Yeah,” Yanfei hiccups. Her arms wind around Eula’s neck, and she pulls herself in tight. “Yeah, it  is.” 

“That sort of thing—” Eula pauses, collects herself. “That sort of thing doesn’t come to an end so easily.”

“It doesn’t,” Yanfei agrees.

They lapse into silence, Yanfei’s quiet hiccups eventually fading into the occasional jolt of her shoulders. Eula holds her through it, rubbing circles into her back as the night grows and the starry ether in its full glory decorates the sky in a mosaic from above.

“Eula?” Yanfei finally whispers.

“Yes?” Eula pulls back, brushes some hair out of Yanfei’s eyes. Absently, she drags a finger down the length of Yanfei’s right antler, taking pleasure in the way the smaller girl shudders and buries her flushed face into Eula’s shoulder.

“I—”

Another stroke, and more shivers racing down Yanfei’s spine. The adeptus girl squeaks as one hand comes to twist into the white fabric of Eula’s sleeve, while the other tugs at her royal blue tie.

“Stop that!” She whines.

“Sorry.” Eula chuckles. “You’re too cute.”

“Eula?”

“Hmm?”

Yanfei tugs her tie again, and suddenly Eula feels the span of Yanfei’s breath against her lips, an entire universe unfolding between each inhale and exhale. The pink-haired girl’s gaze bashfully shifts to the side.

“Please love me,” she whispers.

Eula’s eyes widen.

And then Yanfei says nothing. Her fingers dig deeper, refusing to look the Spindrift Knight in the eye as she keeps her face hidden, pressed desperately into the fabric of Eula’s clothing as she waits with bated breath.

Something utterly, unabashedly fond blossoms across Eula’s lips. 

Yanfei is  adorable. 

Eula dips her head down.

“Silly, I think I have for a while,” she whispers against the rim of the smaller girl’s ear. Carefully, so as not to disturb the Windwheel Aster laced through Yanfei’s hair, she presses an open-mouthed kiss to the side of the other girl’s head, right above her cream-colored antler. “I love you  so much.” 

Yanfei chokes back a sob as Eula pulls away, continuing to pepper kisses across the girl’s face— from her forehead to her cheeks to her nose to the tears that escape her watery teal eyes.

“I would’ve thought you’d be a bit happier to know,” Eula jokes as Yanfei sniffles, the smaller girl swiping at her eyes. The taller one clears her throat.  “Ahem—  who made you cry, Yanfei? I shall get vengeance on whoever the perpetrator is!”

“You’re so stupid!” Yanfei laughs, but she beams up at Eula with such unadulterated adoration that the blue-haired woman can’t help but smile in return.

But then the law advisor’s expression turns serious, and Eula schools her face back into its signature aloof countenance.

“You missed, Eula.”

Eula bats her eyelashes innocently.

“Oh? What did I miss?”

“The one place you were  actually  supposed to kiss me.” Yanfei pouts. Another light jerk of her tie. “Some knight you are.”

“Ah, did I?” And with that, Eula leans down until their mouths are a mere ghost of a breath away, a hand tenderly brushing Yanfei’s cheek. “My apologies, milady. I will make sure to remedy this immediately.”

Yanfei’s lips are warm beneath hers, lit aflame with the same, brilliant fervor as the adeptus girl’s beautiful fire that continues to burn even as it collides with ice, and as she knocks off Yanfei’s hat, threads her fingers through Yanfei’s hair, presses impossibly,  impossibly closer, Eula kisses Yanfei under a cloudless night sky, amidst a festival of flowers, with all the time in the world.

—

Yanfei spends the night in Eula’s house.

Sleepy and nearing midnight, Eula had offered to sleep on the couch out of courtesy, and Yanfei had rolled her eyes (definitely Eula’s influence, she’d later claim) as if to say  you cannot be serious.  Not even ten minutes later, with Yanfei snugly in one of Eula’s larger sleepshirts, they’d slotted against each other in Eula’s plush bed and fell sound asleep.

When the early morning comes, Eula wakes alone, but the place where Yanfei had drifted asleep is still warm, and she involuntarily comes to smile as she hears the sounds from the kitchen.

Yanfei is cutting tofu as the pan on the stove brings its water to a boil. Still bleary-eyed, Eula rubs at her face with the back of her hand as she ambles in, eventually coming to stand behind the pink-haired adeptus, draping herself over Yanfei’s back.

“Hope you don’t mind,” Eula mumbles sleepily into the side of Yanfei’s head, arms wrapping around the smaller girl’s waist on their own.

Yanfei’s easy laugh resounds throughout the kitchen as Eula closes her eyes, smile quirking at the side of her mouth.

“Comfortable there?” Yanfei asks cheekily, continuing to deftly use the knife. The way she cuts the tofu is precise, proper, and Eula knows that despite her easy-going behavior, this girl follows her recipes down to the letter.

“You fit well here,” Eula simply replies, biting the inside of her cheek. She gives in to temptation and kisses the side of Yanfei’s head, who hums in contentment.

“In Mondstadt, or in your arms?”

Eula frowns. “Both answers make me sound like a sap.”

Yanfei shrugs. “You’ve  always been a sap— just a closeted one.”

“I’ll get you back for that. Revenge.”

“Is revenge another confession of love?”

“It’s a declaration,” Eula clarifies.  Because you already know how I feel. “And only for you.”

“Oh.” Yanfei goes quiet, but Eula sees the way the tips of her ears turn red. “I’m honored.”

“You can squeal. I know you want to.”

“I do  not!” 

Eula begins her morning with laughter. Without a doubt, it’s officially her new favorite way to start her day.

—

The second day of Windblume has Eula scheduled for an early morning patrol with Jean. Yanfei sticks out her tongue playfully as she heads back off to bed after their shared breakfast, and Eula casts one last longing look at her bedroom before sighing and heading off to meet the Acting Grand Master near the gate.

“Punctual as per usual,” Eula greets amicably as Jean pushes herself off the stone railing and closes the distance. “As expected of the Acting Grand Master.”

“I can’t be showing up later than any of my captains,” Jean agrees, smiling kindly. “Ready to go?”

The trek to Falcon Coast isn’t a long one— it’s one of Eula’s favored patrol routes, actually. The terrain isn’t terribly steep, the hilichurl population isn’t too dense, and the sight of Falcon Coast is always one that Eula never tires of.

They stop by the massive oak tree in Windrise on the way, each of them leaving a flower of choice by the Statue of the Seven. Jean gently places down a Cecilia before moving to go stand closer to the tree, and Eula watches her contemplatively for a moment before placing down a Windwheel Aster of her own.

“Do you always speak to this tree?” Eula wonders aloud when Jean rejoins her, and they resume their walk to the coast. “I knew you admired Lady Vennessa, but I wasn’t aware to this extent.”

“Ah, whenever I get a quiet moment, yes.” Jean laughs lightly, tugging at her ponytail. “I always wanted to be like her. Somehow, speaking to this tree, establishing any sort of connection with Vennessa… it always gave me something to strive forward towards.”

“I see.”

The Spindrift Knight muses over the words, some incomprehensible urge to speak arising in her stomach. She owes a lot to Jean, she knows she does, as much as how she doesn’t know how to admit it. Nevertheless, she supposes that maybe… maybe she can grant Jean just this.

“Once upon a time,” Eula says, quiet, and allows for the sound of their footsteps to grant her guidance, “I wanted to be like you— a knight that everyone in Mondstadt could rely on. I wanted to be a final nail in the coffin of the Lawrence Clan, and I wished to do so by being a knight for the people.” She lifts a shoulder in a shrug. “That obviously didn’t happen, not entirely. While I still am dismantling my clan’s ridiculous ideals, it’s not as though public opinion has changed too much.” She pauses. “It’s gotten better thanks to the efforts of the Knights, but I doubt anything will get much better than this.”

“Oh, Eula—” Sadness twinges in Jean’s eyes, and she reaches out to take Eula’s hands within her own. “Eula, you’re a good person. You’re kind, and reliable, and strong. You are  such  a good person. Please, don’t let anyone convince you otherwise. Things will get better, I  promise.” 

Eula huffs out a quiet chuckle. The Gunnhildr girl has always been too soft for her own good, too easy to sympathize, too quick to empathize. Once upon a time, Eula had selfishly taken advantage and languished in Jean’s pity for her; had longed to be at the forefront of Jean’s attention.

 Ah,  is that what it had been? Eula has to resist the urge to laugh. Perhaps she had loved Jean at one point. For now, though, all she has is a quiet, resounding appreciation for the slightly older woman, who had figuratively embraced her into this place and gave her a new place to call home— who had inadvertently led her to find that one person who could make everything feel okay.

“I realized something the other day.”

The Dandelion Knight fixes Eula with a curious look but says nothing, wordlessly urging her to continue.

Eula smirks. “You would do nearly anything for Lisa, wouldn’t you?”

Eyes bulging out in shock, Jean nearly chokes over her own surprise. Eula gingerly pats Jean’s back as the blonde-haired woman recovers before handing over her canteen.

“Where did that  come from?” Jean coughs. She gulps down more water, then draws away and shakes her head. Her eyes clearer than before, her smile softens. “Actually, don’t answer that. I don’t suppose we haven’t been very subtle.”

“You haven’t,” Eula agrees with ease. “Your favor for her is clear as day.”

“Whatever gave you the impression?” Jean chuckles. She wrings her arms out, staring at her gauntlets, and Eula has observed her enough to know that the action stems from frustration.

“Perhaps how she looks at you like you hung the sun, moon, and stars?” Eula prods.

“I admit, I’m not blind to her affection.” Jean smiles, tender, and she looks  younger . “And yet…  I suppose this is where I concede to you that I’m terrified. I’ve been so happy recently, but one day, I am afraid it will all come crashing down. That’s why I try to be more discreet… But until the day comes when I can be more open, having her at my side is enough.”

“You have a heavy burden to bear as the Acting Grand Master,” Eula muses, propping up a knee and resting her cheek against it. She stares up at the early morning sky, watches the way that the last of the night’s stars twinkle in the distance, retiring in lieu of the incoming daylight. “You’d bear it all for Lisa, right?”

“Where is this coming from?” Jean wonders, but her smile never falters. “I would.”

Oddly enough, when she chances a glance Jean’s way and sees the look of sheer, unabashed affection for the librarian on Jean’s face, Eula feels a peculiar warmth grow in her chest. That type of affection is one that Eula’s grown to know as well, that same affection that Jean shares— perhaps not directed at each other, but they know the feeling nonetheless.

“I realized the other day,” Eula repeats, “that I carry my own burdens as someone who aims to end the ambitions of the Lawrence Clan. It used to feel too much.”

 But then  she  entered, burst into my life without knocking, and made herself at home right here. 

“I found someone, recently.” Eula stops, then reconsiders her words with a noise of amusement from the back of her throat. “Or actually, it was more like she found me. She made me realize that I don’t have to be ‘everyone’s knight’ to carry my burdens. I’m her knight, and that’s more than enough.”

They both know who she’s talking about, and as Falcon Coast comes into sight, the very place Eula had once watched Yanfei sail away, back to Liyue, Jean throws her head back, laughs as freely as the dandelions that dance on the wind.

“She’s given you a new meaning.” Jean sounds  proud. 

“Yes. Maybe that makes me selfish, but—”

“You should make the world a kinder place for her.”

“Yes.”

“I will too. I want to make this place kinder for both of you. All of you.”

“We’re here to share your burdens.”

Jean looks over her shoulder, her sparkling, pale blue eyes meeting Eula’s.

“Likewise, Eula!”

Eula rolls her eyes, stupidly, terribly fond of this Gunnhildr girl.

“Don’t push your luck, Jean.”

—

All good things eventually come to an end, only for more doors to find themselves opening at the request of a simple knock.

Eula follows Yanfei back to Liyue Harbor.

“What do you think Lady Ningguang could want us to do for her?” Yanfei wonders aloud, swinging their intertwined hands together as they pass through the Stone Gate. “It’s not every day that she requests help from Mondstadt.”

“She and Jean do have letters going back and forth, though,” Eula reasons, waving at the kind old woman who loves greeting those who pass by. “I wouldn’t be surprised if Jean had detailed the many times I’ve had to bail you out of Abyss trouble in her correspondences.”

“Valid,” Yanfei chirps, and she bumps her shoulder against Eula’s arm cheekily. “I’m just thrilled that you’re finally coming to the Harbor. You’re going to love it! I finally get to show you my home, and you finally get to meet  my friends— not that there’s anything wrong with yours!” She quickly adds. “But—”

“I’m excited to meet your friends as well, Yanfei,” Eula interrupts with a smirk, and Yanfei pouts but brightens the moment Dihua Marsh enters their field of vision.

“Eula, Eula! Let’s stay at Wangshu Inn tonight? We don’t even have to be at the Harbor until tomorrow afternoon so there’s plenty of time to explore and sightsee! Please?”

“You want to get exploring? And here I was, thinking that you weren’t an adventurer,” Eula teases.

“Oh, you know I’m always up for an adventure with you!” Yanfei flutters her eyelashes, her emotional, teal eyes drawing Eula in and—  ah,  why fight it?

“Alright, alright, where have you got in mind?”


   “Yes!” 


Tilting her head up, Eula greets the midafternoon sun with a smile. She’d follow this girl to the ends of the earth, wouldn’t she? Her fingers are no longer cold, and with Yanfei’s hand tucked securely against her own, where’s the harm?

It’s a confession of love, after all.

 

End.
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  Yanfei wakes in a pool of sunlight and a warmth against her back. There’s an arm from behind draped lazily over her waist, and she giggles while bearily blinking the remnants of drowsiness from her eyes as she snuggles closer, much to the chagrin of the taller woman currently sharing her bed.



  “Liyue summers are too hot at night,” Eula grumbles into her ear, voice hoarse from sleep.



  She pulls Yanfei closer and buries her face in pink hair regardless.



  “And yet somehow, we continue to end up in this position anyway.” Yanfei hums, twisting around to press her face into the crook of Eula’s neck. “Because I’m the perfect temperature for you no matter what, just like how you’re the perfect temperature for me.” 



  Something mischievous works its way across her lips, and she knows Eula can feel the way her smile curls up as she presses her mouth against the blue-haired woman’s skin.



  “Don’t say it,” Eula groans, but Yanfei still feels the way her fingers drum against her hip. “I know what you’re doing, and it’s too early for this. Do not—”



  “It’s a 
  
    declaration
  
   of love,” Yanfei emphasizes, echoing the words Eula had once spoken to her on a morning not too different from this one. She pulls back slightly, grinning up at the Mondstadt woman she’s come to stubbornly adore. “Isn’t it?”



  “In some strangely sadistic way, I suppose it is.” Eula rolls her eyes fondly, rakes her fingers through Yanfei’s tangled locks, swipes her thumb across Yanfei’s cheek as fleeting as snowflakes in sunlight. “What will I ever do when I return to Mondstadt after this break?”



  “Suffer, I guess!” Yanfei chirps, and pushes herself up with an 
  
    oof.
  
   From where she remains lying down, Eula continues to watch her affectionately as Yanfei settles back on her heels, puts her hands on her hips. “So! We’ve got the rest of the week off! What shall we do today?”



  —



  Despite Yanfei’s attempts to tug Eula towards the kitchen, the morning passes by lazily as they lounge around in bed, only coming to an end to lounge in Yanfei’s living room after a quick breakfast.



  
    We deserve this,
  
   Eula had insisted as she’d tugged Yanfei to lie back down on the mattress, much to Yanfei’s inherent amusement. 
  
    We spent the past three days trekking through Jueyun Karst, sleeping outside on the cold hard ground. 
  
  The knight’s voice had raised in cadence, letting that dramatic noblewoman’s voice seep back into her tone.
  
     It was so terrible! We deserve this.
  



  It’s just past noon when they finally manage to leave Yanfei’s residence, the half-adeptus girl leading Eula down Liyue Harbor’s busy midday streets to grab lunch at Wanmin Restaurant, and with a cheery greeting, Xiangling leads them to their seats and prepares their orders.



  “How much spice can you handle?” Yanfei later asks with a smirk, casually picking up a piece of Jueyun Chili Chicken and holding it out for Eula. “These are Wanmin’s specialty, so I highly recommend— 
  
    but
  
   I had Xiangling add a bit more spice.”



  Eula crosses her arms, huffing out a chuckle. Never one to deny a challenge, she reclines casually, lifting her chin up and rising to the bait. “Try me.”



  She’s downing a glass of water a moment later, and Yanfei’s laughter resounds through the outdoor dining area as she leans over to hand Eula over her own glass as well.



  “That,” Eula gasps, slamming her glass down on the table,“was 
  
    not
  
   just
  
     ‘a bit’ 
  
  more spice.”



  “Whatever are you talking about?” Yanfei whistles innocently, leans back in her chair with a grin.



  “I take back every kind word I’ve given to you— you’re the devil, woman.”



  “A devil and her knight,” Yanfei considers, hand rising to toy at her antlers considerately. A smile passes over her lips as she continues to think over the idea, and something flutters in her chest as she pretends to swoon. “Oh, doesn’t it sound rather romantic?”



  Eula wrinkles her nose in distaste, opting to pick at her Crystal Shrimp with a chopstick instead. “What kind of romance novels are 
  
    you
  
   reading?”



  “The kind that only wants to make me fall in love with you more, my knight,” Yanfei gushes, only to burst into loud, loud laughter at the look of sheer horror that paints itself onto Eula’s features. She drops her chopsticks, clasping her hands together with a pout. “What, do you not accept my love?”



  “Only you could make such grand, sweeping proclamations as easily as telling me that the sky is blue,” Eula states, straightfaced as she takes a sip of her tea. Nevertheless, something softer makes its way into her eyes, and she gazes wordlessly at Yanfei, who beams in return.



  “It’s only easy because I’m telling 
  
    you
  
   these things.” Propping her chin on a hand, Yanfei tilts her head as her smile becomes gentle. “You remind me of how wonderful it is to simply 
  
    have, 
  
  Eula.”



  —



  “I noticed you liked the Crystal Shrimp,” Xiangling says eagerly as she hands Eula a wrapped parcel of food at the end of their meal, “so I made you some to go, on the house! Think of it as a thank you for helping Yanfei out, and a present for your first visit to Liyue!”



  To the side, Yanfei can’t help but smile curiously at the taller blue-haired woman, wondering how Eula will react. Despite her aloof exterior, it’s not secret to Yanfei that Eula often disguises her wish to repay others behind a hatred of being pitied.



  Eula blinks in surprise. She looks over to Yanfei, who shrugs, giggling.



  Then—



  “Thank you for your hospitality,” Eula says genuinely, dipping her head in appreciation. “I’ll make sure to savor your gift.”



  “Oh, of course! Please stop by whenever you like!” Xiangling eagerly bounces on the balls of her feet. “I’m sure Yanfei would love it if you visited more too!”



  Yanfei sticks out her tongue. Xiangling simply grins wickedly.



  It isn’t until they’re a ways down the street at Yanfei finally perks up, cradling Eula’s arm to her chest as she tips her head up to shoot the taller woman an inquisitive glance. 



  “No vengeance for Xiangling’s overly intrusive patronage?” she asks, only sort of teasing. “That wasn’t the type of thing you would usually say.”



  Eula simply raises her shoulder in a slight shrug, fingers dancing along the inside of Yanfei’s hand. Together, they approach the docks in an ambling manner, not in any particular hurry to get anywhere.



  “Oh, I’m merely too busy with my vengeance in Mondstadt,” she says haughtily, to which Yanfei makes an amused noise of understanding. “The list is already long enough as it is— I don’t have nearly enough time to complete my vengeance already, let alone for another country entirely. Besides,” Eula pauses, weighing the parcel of food in one hand, “wasn’t it you that said that it is wonderful to simply 
  
    have?”
  



  
    Ah.
  



  “I suppose I did,” Yanfei agrees with ease, bobbing her head from side-to-side, having suddenly remembered a song she’d heard from the bard during her time at the Windblume Festival.



  —



  The Yuheng herself is wandering the streets by the time they’ve finished a bit of shopping, Eula dropping off her claymore at the blacksmith and Yanfei buying enough tofu, meat, and flour for the rest of the week’s breakfasts.



  “Keqing!”



  “Oh, Yanfei!” The lavender-haired girl stops in her tracks to wave at the pairing, smiling in the early afternoon light. “And hello again, Captain Eula! I haven’t seen you since you and Yanfei set out on your tracking mission last week. It’s great to see you up and around Liyue.”



  “Likewise, Lady Keqing,” Eula replies in turn. “What a coincidence, actually. Yanfei was just telling me about your work on Liyue’s new land infrastructure, and how you are unparalleled in how you can get zip around Liyue.”



  “Was she?” Keqing laughs, accepting the praise with practiced elegance. “That’s very kind of the both of you, thank you.”



  “She was also telling me about how you’re rather forward-thinking in comparison to many of your colleagues,” Eula adds. “I will admit, I’m rather intrigued. Do you truly think that Liyue can survive without a god?”



  “Ah.” Keqing almost looks sheepish at the admission.“Truthfully, because of recent events, my stance has changed a little. Now that I’ve taken the time to reflect, I’ve come to accept that there’s actually much to admire about Rex Lapis. However, regardless of his past feats, I do think that in order for Liyue to step forward, it needs to learn not to be so dependent on a god.”



  “So they’ll become dependent on Ningguang instead,” Yanfei jokes, and Keqing snorts.



  “That woman is something else entirely,” she says. “But at the very least, she’s willing to listen to me. We’ve found common ground in understanding that Liyue will have to depend on the Qixing more than ever in order to get its feet underneath it again. It’s not a matter if Liyue can— Liyue 
  
    has
  
   to.”



  “Well, Mondstadt learned to live with an absentee god,” Eula adds with a chuckle. “I’m sure Liyue will learn too.”



  “You’re here for the rest of the week, right, Eula?” Keqing’s eyes seem to sparkle. “Perhaps you, Yanfei, and I can grab a meal and talk about this properly. Unfortunately I have to travel to Qingce Village on an errand right now, but I would love to hear your input, as someone from the outside looking in.”



  “You can count us in!” Yanfei enthuses, only needing to share a glance with Eula to know that the blue-haired woman is interested. “Maybe we can also go over these 
  
    nonsense laws
  
   Ningguang keeps slipping into the legal codices specifically for 
  
    me 
  
  to get confused over while we’re at it!”



  “You’re heading out, correct? Before you go,” Eula holds out the parcel of food Xiangling had neatly packed. “Xiangling was kind enough to package some Crystal Shrimp for me, but I’m quite full. Would you happen to be a fan of shrimp, Lady Keqing? It would be much appreciated if you could take this off my hands.”



  —



  “How’d you know Keqing hadn’t packed herself a lunch?” Yanfei questions once they’re alone again, Keqing having thanked them for their kindness before leaving on her trip.



  “She’s a lot like Jean,” Eula simply replies, clicking her tongue. “Always working, and far too often forgetful about their health.”



  “Ah, I understand. They’re the type of people that you just want to help, right?”



  “I think they’re the type of people that need help the most.”



  “Keqing and Jean are lucky to have you looking after them.” Yanfei grins.



  Eula humphs, pointedly looking elsewhere.



  “I certainly won’t be their caretaker, but the least I can do is make sure they don’t starve to death!”



  —



  Eula stops to pet the dogs lounging near the docks, and it’s the first time Yanfei hears the taller woman’s voice take on a completely new tone, rising into a cooing manner as Eula happily scratches the chin of one particular canine who had demanded her attention with a lively 
  
    woof!
  



  “I should’ve known you’d like dogs,” Yanfei comments, crouching beside Eula to run her fingers through inky black fur.



  “I guess you could say I have a soft spot for them,” Eula admits, a wistful smile passing over her lips. Then, shaking her head, she flicks her hair over her shoulder with a chuckle. “But who doesn’t like dogs? I’d say the person who dislikes such creatures is even more heartless than me.”



  And Yanfei could say something to refute that, she really could— because there is no one with more heart than Eula, and there is no one who loves more thoroughly than Eula. She could say that all, she easily could, because she is Yanfei and Eula loves Yanfei 
  
    and
  
   dogs, so that already proves that Eula is the farthest thing from heartless, but—



  “It’s not hard to be more heartless than you,” Yanfei merely says, nonchalant and choosing to focus on Eula’s words instead. She bumps their shoulders together. In front of them, the black dog lets out another 
  
    woof,
  
   and as Yanfei meets Eula’s gaze, they share a smile because they understand each other like no one else can. “Not when your heart is so big.”



  Eula huffs and looks away.



  “What did I say about making me out to be a sap?”



  “Not to do it?” Yanfei grins. “But you love me so I can say whatever I want.”



  “You’re impossible.”



  Yanfei sees her reddening cheeks anyway.



  The dog barks again, hopping to its feet to energetically dance in circles around them.



  “Oh!” A new voice exclaims happily. “It looks like Moye likes you!”



  “Ganyu!” Yanfei greets, standing up with Eula to greet the Qixing secretary, who waves at them as Moye, the black dog, eagerly prances over to meet her. “I don’t usually see you outside of the Yuehai Pavilion these days. Are you on break?”



  “Yes, Lady Ningguang has been making breaks more mandatory since Rex Lapis’s departure.” Ganyu dips her head, falling to her knees to scratch Moye behind the ears. She tips her head amicably, giving one final scratch before studying Eula with eyes the color of twilight. “You must be Captain Eula from the Knights of Favonius. A pleasure to finally meet you! Lady Ningguang was praising your swift handling of the Abyss mage situation here. I do hope you’re enjoying your vacation now that your task has been fulfilled.”



  “Ah, I am enjoying it greatly,” Eula says, cordially as ever, but Yanfei doesn’t miss the interest in her eyes as her companion eyes the Cryo Vision attached to Ganyu’s waist.



  “Wonderful!” Ganyu claps her hands, pleased, before fixating Yanfei with a pointed, teasing look. “And I do hope that Yanfei is being a good host.”



  “I’m only being the 
  
    best
  
   host!” Yanfei huffs, crossing her arms. She nudges Eula with her elbow. “Ganyu is a half-adepti just like me. She was born before the Archon War and fought alongside Rex Lapis himself! She’s my senior in the longevity department— there is still much I have to learn.”



  “Oh, that’s not true!” Ganyu giggles, reaching out to pat Yanfei’s shoulder, and the pink-haired girl finds herself standing up straighter at the praise. She’s always valued Ganyu’s wisdom for reasons beyond merely their similar situations of being not-quite-human, and not a day goes by that Yanfei doesn’t preen beneath Ganyu’s gentle attention. “You’re doing wonderful as it is! Everything comes with time.”



  “If you say so.” Yanfei says dramatically, her fingers somehow finding themselves intertwining with Eula’s. “I trust you, Ganyu.”



  “As you should,” Ganyu replies jokingly. At her side, Moye barks in seeming agreement, and the three women share a chuckle.



  “Ganyu,” Eula says once their humor dies down. Instinctively, Yanfei squeezes her hand. “May I ask you something?”



  “Oh,” Ganyu blinks, surprised but smiling nevertheless. “Of course. What is it?”



  “You… You’ve lived since the Archon War, yes?” Eula dons an uncomfortable expression, shifting on her feet. “During your time here in Teyvat… did you ever come to know of Mondstadt’s Lawrence clan?”



  “The historically tyrannical clan, correct?” Ganyu cocks her head, considerate. “Yes, I do recall hearing news from Mondstadt when the reign of the Lawrence clan came to an end. It was a terrible, terrible time for Mondstadt— during that period, ties between my nation and what would later become the city of freedom were cut.”



  Eula nods, seeming to run out of words. Yanfei frowns, watches the way Eula’s gaze turns to the stone ground beneath them, sees the way her jaw tightens in frustration. She presses closer, silently trying to offer comfort.



  “It’s a beautiful thing to see how far the Lawrence Clan has come to this day,” Ganyu continues with a hum, and Eula freezes in Yanfei’s soft grasp.



  “No, no, that’s not the case,” Eula protests immediately, stepping forward. “It’s— the Lawrence clan is still 
  
    terrible,
  
   just as it was a thousand years ago—”



  “Not 
  
    all 
  
  terrible, no?” Ganyu giggles, eyes crinkling into crescent moons as she smiles. Moye woofs in support, an ear flicking as he continues to circle Eula and Yanfei in tandem. “There’s 
  
    you,
  
   Eula, after all, and if the way Yanfei speaks of you is anything to go by, you’re a far cry from terrible.”



  And with a certain grace that Yanfei still dreams of achieving, Ganyu flicks out her hand— a single, intricate snowflake the size of a single Mora before sending it to Eula on a light breeze.



  “Take it from someone who has seen the very landscapes of Liyue change before her eyes,” Ganyu says kindly as Eula’s hand encloses around the snowflake, her gentle voice wrapping around them like the sweet hopefulness of a downpour after a drought. “Anything is possible, especially with time. Change can sometimes take years, and adjustment can be hard. I mean, I didn’t name all of Liyue Harbor’s doggies overnight! And even after I’ve been calling their names for who knows how long, they still sometimes come near me when I say the wrong name!”



  She tips her head up, looking into the ever-blue sky, and Yanfei and Eula follow her gaze.



  “That’s okay, though,” Ganyu murmurs, nostalgic and gentle as a Glaze Lily, as sturdy and stubborn as a Qingxin. “There’s still time. Even if flowers get torn up, we just need to plant more and try again.”



  —



  They say goodbye to Ganyu soon after, Eula thanking the lilac-haired half-adepti with the promise of seeing her again later during the week, before she’d return to Mondstadt, and they watch Ganyu take her leave, Moye trotting obediently at her heel.



  “I don’t think I’ve ever met someone so benevolent,” Eula tells Yanfei as they start the walk down the docks. “So kind but also… so lonely.”



  “I think she used to be more so than she is now,” Yanfei confesses with a slight frown. “We’re both half-adepti, but we were raised entirely differently. I was born in a time of peace, and Ganyu… she’s had to stand in the way of gods. I quickly adapted to life amongst humans, but Ganyu… she didn’t have as easy a time. Because of our different upbringings, I couldn’t always relate to her as much as I wanted to. Hopefully one day, I’m able to stand by her side more firmly, since there is much that only her and I will bear witness to.”



  Eula makes a noise of agreement.



  “When I was young,” she says slowly, “back when I still lived with my family, the groundskeeper used to have a dog as well.”



  Yanfei tips her head curiously, saying nothing, content to simply let Eula speak.



  “I loved that dog a lot,” the blue-haired woman continues, and a fond smile graces her lips. Yanfei finds a similar expression growing across her features, finding even Eula’s small happiness to be infectious. “His name was Lucky, and I would get through my lessons quickly every day in order to get even a moment of time to sit and simply pet him.”



  “I knew you had a soft spot for animals,” Yanfei says with a giggle. “You’ve been eyeing every single dog we’ve passed here in the Harbor!”



  “Have I?” Eula laughs, and Yanfei nearly swoons at the sound. Surely, she could listen to Eula laugh all day, take joy in the way the harmonious noise could lift even above the bustling of the city she holds so dear to her heart. “Perhaps I was just reminiscing, then.”



  “So do you ever visit Lucky?” Yanfei prods. “Or did your groundskeeper move away?”



  “Ah,” Eula’s smile turns rueful. “Lucky passed away back when I was still young. He had been a rather frail dog, and although he wasn’t old, Lucky often had problems breathing. At some point he had passed away in the night, and our groundskeeper had quit the following day.”



  “Oh,” Yanfei whispers. She shifts on her feet, awkwardly wringing out her hands in front of her. “I’m sorry.”



  “No, no, don’t be,” the knight is quick to say, flashing Yanfei a sideways smile and reaching over to touch Yanfei’s shoulder in a comforting manner. Unthinking, the half-adeptus girl leans into Eula’s side, and the taller woman makes a noise of amusement, her arm entirely around Yanfei as they begin to amble alongside the docks. “That dog… Despite all the problems he had, he never acted sad. Do you know why?”



  Yanfei wordlessly shakes her head.



  “Lucky had a lot of humans who loved him.” Eula’s fingers tap out a rhythm against Yanfei’s shoulder. “His groundskeeper loved him, the other housekeepers would constantly give him food, and I would sneak into the garden to play with him. Even though everyone knew that he wouldn’t live as long, especially when compared to us, we chose to care for him anyway because he was worth it.”



  Then she scoffs. “No matter how my dear Uncle Schubert tried to convince us that it wasn’t.”



  “That’s…” A hint of a smile graces Yanfei’s lips. “That’s rather beautiful, isn’t it?”



  “It is,” Eula agrees, and Yanfei watches her stop to look out over the docks, a hand flicking blue hair over her shoulder.



  (The realization strikes Yanfei again, not for the first time, that Eula looks the most at home next to the ocean— spindrift, and waves, and the push and pull, and everything.)



  “I think so, too. I am used to loss,” Yanfei replies, her expression soft as she regards Eula’s contemplative figure against the blue of the Sea of Clouds. “As someone who will live for a long time, this is something I’ve come to learn as well. No matter how many people I love come and go, no matter how sad I get in the moment, I will 
  
    never
  
   regret choosing to 
  
    have.
  
  ”



  
    Still…
  



  Her hand comes to grip at Eula’s tightly.



  “Not me, though.” Eula says, shrugging. Even as she squeezes Yanfei’s hand equally as tight, solid, Eula smirks with the weightlessness of a dandelion seed carried on a breeze from the nation she hails from. How Mondstadt’s citizens could refuse to claim Eula as one of their own, Yanfei has no idea.



  “Not you?” Yanfei echoes, amused.



  “Not me,” Eula repeats, smirking. “I’ll be around forever.”



  And so Yanfei laughs, because despite the way they grip at each other like they’ll drift off to sea if they even think of letting go, she allows herself to believe.



  —



  “Would you like a discount to the afterlife?”



  Yanfei sighs in amusement, crossing her arms as Eula continues to look painfully, 
  
    painfully
  
   confused at the pair of scarlet eyes batting her eyelashes up at the knight with the utmost innocence.



  “Excuse me? Do you really think I’ll be— wait, your eyes are flowers,” Eula cuts herself off abruptly, carefully backing away.



  “Why yes, yes they are!” Once again Hu Tao flutters her lashes, beaming as she closes the distance.



  “And you have golden butterflies kind of just…?”



  “Fluttering around? Yes, it comes with the practice.”



  “What practice…?”



  “Why, Yanfei!” Hands on her hips, Hu Tao sticks out her tongue and turns to the half-adepti. “You haven’t even told your 
  
    dear 
  
  friend about me?”



  “Eula is as much of a dear friend to me as Xiangling is to you,” Yanfei shoots back with a grin, far too pleased at the way Hu Tao’s face brightens considerably. Nevertheless, she gestures between Eula and Hu Tao with a quiet chuckle, the corner of her mouth quirking up. “Eula, this is my friend Hu Tao, the 77th-Generation Director of the Wangsheng Funeral Parlor.”



  “Funeral parlor…?” Eula’s mouth opens and closes like a fish out of water. “Wait, so you have 
  
    death butterflies?”
  



  “I told you it comes with the practice!”



  “That still doesn’t explain the eyes!”



  “They’re great eyes! Xiangling says they’re very pretty!”



  “I mean, they are, don’t get me wrong,” Eula balks, and Yanfei has to struggle to keep her laughter contained. She’s never seen Eula flounder in front of anyone this much before. “They’re very beautiful, but I’ve never—”



  “Oh, never mind my eyes!” Hu Tao waves Eula off with the flick of her wrist. “What about that 
  
    discount?”
  



  (If Yanfei had a single Mora for every time she’s seen Eula at a genuine loss for words today, she would have two whole Mora. Admittedly, that doesn’t sound like much, but it’s rather interesting that it’s happened twice in one day.)



  “I think we’ll have to get back to you on that deal,” Yanfei cuts in, gently steering Eula away by the arm. She shoots Hu Tao a bright grin. “By the way, I think I saw Xingqiu and Chongyun heading over to Wanmin.”



  “Oh, yes! We’re supposed to go over that boy’s latest poetry! Farewell, Yanfei and Miss Knight!”



  The moment they’re left alone, Eula turns to Yanfei with that same painfully confused expression from earlier.



  “Who…?”



  “Hu 
  
    Tao, 
  
  Eula. You forgot the second syllable.”



  “Ah… my mistake.”



  —



  Of all the people they expect to run into on a random late-afternoon Tuesday in Liyue Harbor, Amber is not exactly on the top of the list.



  And yet, here she is, the Outrider happily waving Eula and Yanfei over as she stands beside Lumine at the alchemy crafting bench nearby Liyue Harbor’s waypoint. There’s a bandage on Amber’s left cheek and Yanfei immediately sees the worry flash in Eula’s eyes, but otherwise, the red-clad girl seems as energetic and in high spirits as per usual.



  “I wasn’t paying attention when we were gliding and I accidentally bumped into the Dragon-Queller tree,” Amber explains the moment Eula demands to know what happened. She rubs sheepishly at the back of her head, but the moment she and Lumine meet eyes, the two girls burst into giggles, sharing a silent joke that only the both of them can hear.



  Yanfei can’t help but smile at that. It’s easy to tell that despite Lumine’s relatively recent introduction into Amber’s life, the two of them have already grown awfully close— especially if the various elbow bumps and brushing shoulders are anything to judge by.



  “What are you doing here in Liyue Harbor anyway, Amber?” Yanfei asks curiously. It’s also the burning question that she gets the feeling Eula is restraining herself from raising, the older girl certainly afraid of appearing overbearing. “You’re quite a ways away from Mondstadt.”



  “Oh, Lumine invited me to help her out!” Amber eagerly bounces on the balls of her feet, a bundle of energy just waiting to zoom her way across Liyue’s mountainous terrain, Yanfei just knows. “We’re looking for all of Liyue’s Geoculi.”



  Eula blinks. “Geoculi? Like Mondstadt’s Anemoculi?”



  Lumine nods, summoning one of the glowing light brown orbs of energy in the palm of her hand.



  “Amber helped me find all the Anemoculi in Mondstadt, so I asked if she’d help me in Liyue too,” she explains with a smile, tipping her head before whisking the Geoculus away. “She’s really, really good at traversing terrain!”



  “Not to mention, I’m Teyvat’s best windglider ever!” Amber boasts, hands on her hips.



  “When you’re not crashing into trees,” Lumine reminds her teasingly.



  “Hey, it was just once!”



  “Just,” Eula interrupts, laughing warily, 
  
    “please
  
   be careful. Try not to get into too much danger.”



  “We won’t, Eula, we promise!” Amber nods, nudging Lumine. “Right, ‘mine?”



  “I’ll be protecting Amber the entire time,” Lumine assures her with a strikingly solemn dip of her head. When her gaze rises once more, she meets Eula’s worries head on, two different shades of golden clashing in wondrous fashion. From where she observes the interaction to the side, Yanfei tilts her head, curiously amused.



  “I won’t let her get hurt, I can promise you,” the Outlander continues, and Eula takes a deep breath and nods.



  “I’ll hold you to that.”



  —



  “Do you not trust them?” Yanfei asks a while later. After they’d waved Amber and Lumine off onto the long adventure awaiting the duo, Yanfei had taken Eula up to Yuehai Pavilion, keen on watching the sunset over the Harbor from a higher point in the city. Now, they sit on a bench together under an orange sky, both of their thoughts seeming to drift towards the pair they’d seen earlier. “You seemed really worried.”



  “I’m worried about both of them, but I do trust Amber,” Eula admits. “The one I’m not entirely sold on is our new Traveler friend.” Clasping her hands together, Eula heaves out a sigh, fiddling with her thumbs and looking almost uncomfortable. “It feels unfair that I’m distrusting of her.”



  “Unfair?” Yanfei echos. Her head comes to rest against Eula’s shoulder. “Why do you think that?”



  “Because,” Eula frowns, and Yanfei resists the urge to smooth it away with her thumb, “she’s helped me before, and beyond that, I also know what it’s like to be blindly distrusted. I know how unfair it feels, and how much it can frustrate you.”



  “And yet, you don’t trust Lumine. Not really. Not yet “



  “I want to,” Eula confesses, and she rests her cheek against the top of Yanfei’s head. Her next words topple from her lips in a mumble. “I feel like a hypocrite, being this way.” She pauses. “I cannot enact my vengeance with such emotions.”



  “Why do you think you feel that way?” Yanfei prods gently. Absently, she strokes Eula’s cheek with one hand, admires the way Eula has grown so receptive to her touch.



  Breathing out a sigh, the blue-haired woman’s shoulders sag, and she presses her face into the crook of Yanfei’s neck.



  “I just don’t want Amber to get hurt.”



  “I don’t think Lumine would blame you, then.”



  “Do you think so?”



  “Yeah.” Smiling to herself, Yanfei closes her eyes. “Especially if she really cares for Amber, too. If that’s the case, then wouldn’t she be glad that Amber has someone as diligent as you watching over her? I think that’s something very sweet and touching— should the day come, maybe you can enact your revenge.”



  She feels Eula’s eyes flutter open, eyelashes brushing against her skin like the gentlest splash of seamist. Slowly, the taller woman pulls back, gazing up at Yanfei with something akin to the wonder of seeing the first snow in her eyes.



  “How is it that you always seem to know what to say?”



  Yanfei laughs and she leans up, presses their foreheads together as Eula continues to watch her in wonderment, their silhouette darkening against the orange setting sun; their shadows combining, impossible to tell where Yanfei stops and Eula begins.



  “I’ve been around for a while. You learn some things, simply watching the life of the Harbor.”



  —



  “Were you watching the sunset?” A jovial voice calls from behind. “Good choice, the Pavilion has the best view of the city— second only to the Jade Chamber, that is.”



  “Oh, and here I thought you hated the Jade Chamber, Beidou.” Ningguang sounds immensely amused, and Yanfei cranes her neck to smile in greeting at the two approaching women. “It’s lovely to see you on this clear night, Yanfei, Captain Eula.”



  “Just Eula is more than fine, Lady Tianquan,” Eula replies dutifully, the corner of her lip tugging upward— Yanfei gets the feeling that Eula’s taken a liking to the Tianquan, most probably due to her similarities to a certain Dandelion Knight back in Mondstadt.



  The thought has the law advisor stifling a giggle.



  “Then Ningguang is similarly more than fine,” Ningguang is saying when Yanfei re-enters the conversation. “You clearly are a figure to be respected, both from Grand Master Jean’s praise as well as from your recent performance. Your tracking abilities give even my best informants a run for their money.”



  “Eula didn’t become the captain of the Reconnaissance Company for nothing!” Yanfei boasts proudly, much to Eula’s apparent, uncharacteristic embarrassment as the blue-haired woman flushes and looks away.



  “Your praise is appreciated,” she mutters, shifting in place.



  Beidou lets out a loud laugh, tossing her head back, hands on her hips.



  “Better watch out, Eula,” the pirate lady warns, signature grin quirking on her lips. “If Ningguang ends up replacing me as her favored partner for you, we may have a problem.”



  “That shouldn’t be an issue,” Eula merely replies, shrugging. Something funny plays across her countenance, and Yanfei gets the funny feeling that she knows where this is going. “So long as all of the rumors I’ve been hearing are true.”



  “Rumors?” Ningguang raises an arched eyebrow.



  “Nothing much, just something about Liyue’s worst kept secret,” the knight says innocently.



  Once again, Yanfei has to hide her laughter behind a hand.



  The pirate captain is not nearly as subtle, and Beidou nearly keels over from her abrupt laughter.



  “Oh, I like her, Ning! Can we keep her?”



  “So that I can add yet another impossible woman to my inner circle? I think not.” Ningguang scoffs, but the action is carried in humor, a light sparkle in the Tianquan’s eye that Yanfei has only seen less than a handful of times before— coincidentally or not, all such occasions have involved the presence of a certain eye-patched woman. “Besides, I doubt Grand Master Jean would appreciate us kidnapping one of her trusted companions. However, that being said—”



  Ningguang tips her head considerately, her pipe whisking into existence on her fingertips. “How shall we keep your mouth shut about those aforementioned secrets?”



  “Forceful enclosure seems out of the question,” Eula agrees.



  “I can’t even begin to describe how many laws that would break,” Yanfei pitches in.



  “Good thing I’ve never been bothered by the law,” Beidou brags, slinging an arm over Ningguang’s shoulders.



  “Yes, that’s very true,” Ningguang muses, pointedly ignoring Beidou. She bobs her head from side to side, that same, mysteriously benevolent smile never quite leaving her lips. “How about we attempt to convince you over a nice dinner at Xinyue Kiosk?”



  “Is this bribery?” Yanfei asks, smirking as she stands from the bench.



  Beidou clasps her hands together in a praying motion. “Oh, please let it slide just this once, O Great Law Advisor!”



  “I’ll see what I can do.” The half-adeptus girl nods sagely.



  “Nothing like old-fashioned bribery. Liyue’s Tianquan sure knows how to make a deal.” Rising from her seat as well, Eula huffs out a laugh, extending her hand to Ningguang. “Actually, I’m in the mood for something a bit less formal. Make it Third-Round Knockout and treat us out for dinner again on Thursday, and 
  
    then
  
   we have a deal.”



  “It’s good to know that Mondstadt’s newer generation continues to impress with their negotiation skills.”



  Ningguang takes Eula’s hand, shakes it.



  “We have a deal. Yanfei, you’re acting as a legal witness?”



  “Of course!”



  “Then we’ll keep our mouths shut,” Eula promises, amusement twinkling in her golden eyes, and 
  
    yes,
  
   Yanfei thinks, 
  
    Eula looks best like this
  
  — 
  
    carefree under a night sky next to a sea of blue, laughter leaving her lips like spindrift.
  



  —



  She continues to think this as they dine under the stars and toast drinks to new friends. 



  Somewhere into the night, Lumine and Amber arrive from their journey to find Eula beckoning them over, and Hu Tao drags Xiangling up to their table to recite poetry, and Keqing returns from Qingce Village with Glaze Lilies that Yanfei laces through Eula’s hair, and they all call Ganyu over when they spy the Qixing secretary strolling down the road and offer her wine-fermented sweet rice balls, and they all laugh as Ningguang begrudgingly recalls the story of how she met Beidou.



  “What a way to end the day,” Yanfei murmurs into Eula’s ear as it nears midnight and Hu Tao has taken to telling ghost stories.



  “What a way indeed,” Eula says in response, that smile that Yanfei loves so much gracing her lips. “Your friends are a lively bunch.”



  Around them, the table bursts into a bout of laughter as Hu Tao flubs the punchline.



  “I wouldn’t trade them for the world.”



  “It’s rather nice to 
  
    have,
  
   isn’t it?”



  Eula squeezes Yanfei’s hand. Yanfei squeezes hers back.



  “There’s nothing else like it.”


 


  End.
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