
1. Chapter 1


    
    Ganyu had become used to eating lunch on the bench outside the auditorium. Miko sometimes asked if she ever felt lonely sitting out there by herself, and truth be told, the answer was complicated.

Yes, it was lonely sometimes. Despite that, she preferred it to eating in the cafeteria. Because in there, she’d still be sitting alone anyway, except in full view of others who very much were not alone. She’d have to feel the weight of the other girls’ eyes on her, listen to the way they’d whisper under their breaths and laugh when they thought she couldn’t hear them…

Compared to that, the solitude that came with having lunch outside was almost merciful.

She flipped open her bento box, eager to fill her stomach before heading to her next class. The vegetarian options provided by the school were a bit limited, but the quality of the food more than made up—

The smell of meat wafted to her nose, and she wrinkled it in distaste.

“Huh?”

As she looked down at her lunch, she found a plate of thick, fluffy rice… covered with thin slices of pink tuna.

How can this be? she thought, shutting the lid. Did I grab the wrong box?

She sighed, resting her cheek against her palm.

“Maybe if I go back they’ll let me trade it for another one.” She hadn’t eaten any, after all.

But no one else will know that. They’ll think I’m exchanging it after already eating some. It made no sense to think that since students weren’t allowed to do such a thing, but when it specifically came to Ganyu that’s what people would imagine happened anyway. In fact, it would only reinforce everyone’s impression that she got special privileges on account of—

“Not a fan of fish?”

Ganyu looked up, blinking in surprise. Standing next to her was a girl wearing the Tenkūnoshima Girls’ Academy uniform… but no one she recognized.

She had flowing salmon-colored hair, brilliant blue-green eyes and, to top it off, a set of branched antlers protruding from her head. A bento box was cradled in her arms, and her expression was one of bemused curiosity. Ganyu realized then that she had probably watched her open her bento box, sigh at the contents, and then close it without taking a single bite.

In other words, she thinks I’m weird. Not a new occurrence for her, but definitely a speedrun if there ever was one.

“Um, well the thing is… I don’t eat meat.”

The other girl rubbed her chin. “Seems pretty disadvantageous to take the tuna box, then.”

“I didn’t know that’s what it was!” She buried her face in her hands, and then mumbled, “I thought I took the tofu.”

“Oh, you like tofu?”

Ganyu rose her head, just in time to see the girl flip open her own bento box. In it was a neat assortment of perfectly-cut tofu cubes, accented with a rich orange broth.

“You’re lucky,” she said, proffering the box to her. “I usually add crab roe, but we didn’t have any today.”

“Huh?” You’re offering me your lunch? “I… appreciate the gesture, but there’s no way I could accept this.”

“Why not?” she asked, tilting her head to the side.

“Well for starters, I don’t even know who you are.”

“Oh, right.” She took a seat on the bench next to her, then held out her hand and smiled. “Nice to meet you, I’m Yanfei.”

Yanfei… She must have been a new student, since that certainly wasn’t a name she had encountered before.

“Um, nice to meet you,” she said, shaking her hand. As she did so, she realized that part of it was covered in smooth white scales. “I’m Ganyu.”

Yanfei hummed in approval. “Written ‘sweet rain’?”

“That’s right.”

“Pretty.” She held out her box again. “Well then, now we know each other. So go on.”

Ganyu was still a little hesitant about taking this girl’s lunch, but her stomach was making a pretty strong argument in favor of doing so. And seeing as how Yanfei seemed more than eager to share…

She took the box and, with her chopsticks, gingerly lifted one of the tofu cubes to her mouth and bit into it.

It was tender, with a smooth texture and rich flavor. The broth seemed to be vegetable broth, and she could taste a mix of carrots and mushrooms as she chewed.

“This is really good,” she said, swallowing. “Much better than what the cafeteria serves.”

“Really?” Yanfei took Ganyu’s tuna box and flipped it open. “Well now I’m curious.”

Ganyu was initially surprised that she so brazenly grabbed her lunch, but then realized it was probably for the better. Would have gone to waste, otherwise.

“Hmm,” she mused, taking a bite of the fish. “Not bad, honestly. Better than what they served at my old school.”

Oh yeah. “So are you a new student, then?”

“That’s right. Just transferred in today.”

“First-year?”

She nodded, chewing on a mouthful of rice.

Ah, that makes her my underclassman. Ganyu was a second-year student, although truthfully she didn’t care much for the seniority it gave her. Not like it did much to sway other students’ perception of her, anyway.

“Why were you outside the auditorium during lunch?” she asked, taking another bite of tofu.

“I could ask you the same thing,” Yanfei said, grinning mischievously. “But if you must know, I just wanted to use this lunch period as an opportunity to get familiar with the layout of campus.”

“Oh.” Makes sense. “But then, why are you having lunch with me?”

Yanfei raised an eyebrow, half-smirking. “You say that like there’s a rule against it.”

“Well, there’s not, but…” There may as well be. Except for Miko, everyone tended to avoid her like the plague. And she couldn’t necessarily blame them, either, considering what had happened.

But she doesn’t know about that, Ganyu thought. Right. As a new student, her only impression of Ganyu came from the very conversation they were having now.

That felt… nice. Liberating, even.

At the same time, though, it made her feel slightly guilty. This is just temporary. She’ll hear about me, eventually. Even if she was smiling at her now, soon enough she’d be joining the others in steering clear of her.

Ganyu’s stomach began to tie itself into knots, but then Yanfei said something that took her by surprise.

“Again, if you must know… I thought your horns were cute.”

“Huh?” She reached up and touched them, feeling suddenly bashful. “Um, thank you. Your antlers look really nice, too.”

“You think so?” She pumped her fists up to her chest, a burning excitement in her eyes. “I usually wear rings on them, but apparently that goes against dress code. Isn’t that so dumb?”

Ganyu laughed. “It is, isn’t it? I guess they classify them as earrings, and they’re pretty strict about those here.” At the mention of jewelry, she noticed for the first time that Yanfei was wearing a necklace, although the centerpiece was tucked beneath her collar.

“Bleh,” she said, sticking her tongue out. “So anyway, I’m ready to cash in on the favor you owe me.”

She paused with her chopsticks halfway to her mouth. “Um, come again?”

“I gave you my homemade food, right? So now you owe me a favor.”

“But you took my lunch in exchange.”

Yanfei held up a finger, looking like she was expecting that exact response. “Ah, but you wouldn’t have eaten that anyway.”

“Well… that’s true.” I basically admitted that to myself earlier. “But um, what exactly do you want me to do?”

“Simple. I’m new here, so I don’t know anyone. Therefore,” she said, leveling her finger at her. “I want to keep having lunch with you.”


  Keep having lunch… with me? 


Her mind immediately said no. She knew that it was useless, since sooner or later Yanfei would learn all about her and then inevitably stop interacting with her. And that would hurt.

But her heart was hopeful. This brief lunch period was probably the highlight of her semester so far, as pitiful as that sounded. And maybe because she’d met Ganyu in person first… the gossip wouldn’t sway her?

No, she thought, that’s wishful thinking. Stupid, wishful thinking.

Although, even if she did eventually leave… maybe she could simply enjoy her company until then? That felt a little deceitful, but the idea of having someone to chat with during this lonely part of the day was just that tempting.

And besides. Looking at Yanfei’s bright, earnest eyes, she didn’t think she had it in her to flat-out refuse.

“A-Alright,” Ganyu said, as the bell rang to indicate that the lunch period was over. “Same time… tomorrow?”

She smiled victoriously, standing up and slinging her backpack across her shoulder. “Okay! I’ll see you then.”

  



2. Chapter 2


    
    “Wait,” Yanfei said, voice muffled as she chewed on her food. “So the social studies teacher and the sports coach aren’t the same person?”

Ganyu laughed, covering her mouth with a hand. “New students always think that at first. But actually they’re twins. Miss Baal teaches social studies, and Miss Beelzebul coaches most of the athletic teams.”

It was a sunny day, and a cool breeze shook the sakura trees that lined the field by the auditorium. As their branches swayed in the wind bright pink petals fell freely, curling in the air as they drifted downwards.

“Huh. I was wondering why she was pretending like she didn’t know me even though I just had her class. Guess that explains it.”

Ganyu took a bite of her avocado sandwich. The whole grain bread was rich and filling, while the avocado itself was prepared with the perfect amount of salt, pepper, and olive oil to bring out its flavor.

“Here’s a trick to remember them — on odd days, Miss Beelzebul braids her hair one strand over the other, while Miss Baal braids hers one strand under the other. On even days, it’s the reverse.”

Yanfei blinked. “You pay that much attention to their hair?”

“No,” she said flatly. “But I know someone who does.”


  I don’t blame you for giving me that look. It’s the same one I gave Miko when she told me. She even had a chart!


“I see.” Yanfei was eating a plate of shrimp over fried rice, and thankfully the aroma of the latter was overpowering the former. “Actually, there’s a girl in my class who’s kinda like that, too. We got partnered yesterday for an assignment and her notebook was full of doodles of… one of them. Oh, and she has wings.”

“Ah, sounds like you met Sara.”

“You know her?”

“Mhm. She’s a bit famous around the school because she plays… just about every sport. And really well, too.”

Additionally, she was also the vice president of the archery club. As it happened, the president was Ganyu, though basically only on paper. Club presidents had to be second-years or above, and since she was the only upperclassman who knew how to use a bow it fell on her to fulfill that role. She never attended meetings or practice though, so in reality it was Sara who was in charge.

“Wow.” Yanfei put a finger to her chin. “Yeah, she does seem like the athletic type.”

Ganyu nodded. “A lot of the other first-years fawn over her… you’ll probably notice soon enough.”

She laughed. “Oh boy. The best part about transferring schools is learning all the new juicy drama, huh?”

“Y-Yeah,” she said, forcing a smile. It’s only a matter of time until you get caught up with all the gossip, and then…

Things would return to how they would be. In a way, wasn’t she setting herself up for failure by spending more time with this girl? Her smile was beautiful and her laughter was like music, but wouldn’t that just make her eventual absence more painful?

Ganyu felt more alone surrounded by people in the cafeteria than sitting outside on the benches by herself. Because here on the benches, being lonely was at least the norm.

Yanfei had come and brought warmth to this place with her energetic chattiness.

But when she left, it would feel that much colder.

“You okay?” Yanfei asked. “You’re just staring at your sandwich.”

“Huh?” She shook her head. “Ah, sorry. I was—“

The bell rang, its tone deep and clear.

“Ah, guess I should head to class.” Yanfei stood up and brushed off her skirt. “Same time tomorrow?”

“Okay!” Ganyu said, slipping on her backpack. “I’ll see you then.”

Her next class was music theory, and as she walked she found herself going back and forth in her head over what she should do.

Yanfei was like a breath of fresh air, and she really wanted to continue spending time with her, but the notion of her suddenly going cold-shouldered might be too much for her to bear.

So maybe it would be better if she was the one who drifted away. In order to protect herself from getting hurt.

But that’s selfish, she thought. She wasn’t that kind of person, or at the very least didn’t want to figure out if she was. And besides…

When Yanfei looked at her, it was always with those brilliant, fiery eyes of hers. Like shining… what was that gemstone her father had showed her once?

Tourmalines, she thought. Paraiba tourmalines.

They were the shade of the ocean, but with the intensity of morning light. And hers held such excitement, such enthusiasm… that she just couldn’t imagine refusing her.

She sighed, which made some of the other students in the hallway give her an even wider berth than they already were. It annoyed her to no end that they treated her like some kind of danger to avoid, but that’s simply how it was.

Upon arriving at the classroom, she took her seat next to Miko, who was waiting with a strange smirk on her face.

“I saw something pretty interesting today,” she said.

Ganyu retrieved her notebook and set it on her desk. “What, did you catch a glimpse of Miss Beelzebul’s midriff or something?”

Miko spent most of her lunch periods helping Miss Beelzebul set up the equipment for her classes. Which was unfortunate, since she was probably the only other student in the school who might have been willing to eat with Ganyu. Although that was probably because Miko was on such good terms with Miss Beelzebul in the first place, since it meant she wasn’t as afraid of—

“Unfortunately, no,” she said. “What I did see, though, is someone with their new girlfriend.”

Ganyu tilted her head in genuine curiosity. “Did Sara finally say yes to someone? Was it Kokomi?”

“Ah, no.”

“Ayaka?”

“No, it’s not—“

“Shinobu, then?”

Miko pinched the bridge of her nose in frustration. “I’m talking about you, dear.”

She blinked. “Me?”

“Come on now, don’t be slick. I passed by the auditorium and saw you chatting up the transfer student.”

Ganyu laughed. “Oh, you mean Yanfei? Don’t be crazy, we’re not dating.”

“…Yet?” she said, raising an eyebrow.

She shot her a serious look.

“Okay, okay,” Miko said, throwing her hands up in front of her. She had quite the self-satisfied expression on her face, though. “So you’re friends, then?”

“Well…”

Friend, she thought, turning the word over in her mind. It was a heavy word, and had the air of commitment to it. Was someone you hung out with twice a friend? Did a certain number of times have to pass before you could call them that? Or was it enough for them to be someone who you might hang out with again sometime?

But then… who knows if that’s true? She might arrive at the benches tomorrow and wait for a Yanfei that would never come, because she learned that Ganyu was problematic to be around. Was that friendship?

“I don’t know,” she said.

Miko frowned. “What do you mean—“

“Alright, class,” Mister Barbatos said, climbing atop his stool so that his head was higher than the rest of the students. “Today in music theory I will teach everyone how to theoretically measure a beat while intoxicated. Now, this is a valuable lesson that may come up in life more often than you…”

As Ganyu flipped open her notebook and began taking notes, she caught a final glance from Miko out of the corner of her eye. She couldn’t quite make out the emotion, but like the question she had asked earlier, it lingered in her mind.

  



3. Chapter 3


    
    “Next question,” Miss Baal said. “What is Liyue Harbor’s primary export?”

Yanfei rose her hand at the same time as Keqing. A prim, proper-looking girl who sat in a straight posture with her shoulders back. Her uniform was spotless, and her notes were neatly arranged on her desk. The only thing unusual about her was that she wore her lavender hair in twin tails and wove them into the shape of dango buns atop her head.

“Keqing, go ahead.”

She cleared her throat. “I believe the answer is cor lapis.”

Miss Baal tapped a finger to her lips. “Can you explain your thought process?”

“Certainly. Cor lapis, when smelted with iron, creates a steel alloy nearly twice as durable as regular steel. This makes it invaluable for the construction of homes, tools, and other appliances.”

Very articulate, Yanfei thought. Earlier during lunch, Ganyu had told her that Keqing was an ace student among the first-years, and she could certainly see why. Her response was succinct and to the point, while still implying that she knew more about the subject if one were to ask.

That being said…

“Hmm, good reasoning,” Miss Baal said. “Yanfei, did you have a different answer?”

“Indeed. I’d say the answer is silk flowers.”

“And why is that?”

“While cor lapis is indeed a significant material to modern construction and therefore more significant to society from a quality-of-life perspective, that was not the question you asked.”

She smirked, and a playful expression glittered in her electric-purple eyes. “Please, elaborate.”

Yanfei nodded. “You asked what the harbor’s primary export was. In other words, what earns them the most money. And the answer is silk flowers. Regular steel is still durable enough that many companies across the world decide that switching alloys isn’t worth the cost, but almost every textile industry in the seven nations relies on fabric derived from silk flowers — and thus on Liyuean exports — in order to operate.”

“Very good answer!” Miss Baal smiled in approval. “Remember students, pay attention to what’s being asked. Sometimes the—“

She was cut off by the chime of the school bell. It was last period, and thus the bell signaled that the school day was over.

“Ah, we’ll continue where we left off tomorrow, then. Have a good day, everyone. And don’t forget — the worksheet has a front and a back side!”

As Yanfei began packing up, a self-satisfied smile on her face, she noticed some of the other students glancing at her. Chief among them was Keqing, who was looking at her with a thoughtful expression.

Hmm, she thought. Maybe one-upping the smart kid on my third day wasn’t the best move. Well, what’s done was done. The others could stare if they wanted.

“Excuse me, do you have a moment?”

Approaching her desk was Ayaka, the first-year class representative. Her long, snow-white hair was pulled back into a ponytail, and intricately tied red ribbons decorated the even locks beneath either ear.

“What’s up?” Yanfei asked, stuffing her binder into her backpack.

“Since you’re a new student, you missed the club presentations earlier this year. I think that’s awfully unfortunate… so I went ahead and drafted a list of all the current student organizations sponsored by Tenkūnoshima.”

Ayaka set a slip of paper down onto Yanfei’s desk, a polite smile on her face. Yanfei picked it up and began skimming through the contents.

“Joining a club is a great way to meet friends and discover new hobbies. Many of them are still accepting new members, so feel free to apply!”

Interesting. As expected of the class representative, the list was comprehensive and neatly sorted, with every organization listed alongside their student leaders and their meeting times.


  Looks like Ayaka herself is the vice president of the ikebana club… Xiangling is the vice president of the culinary club… someone named Miko is president of the book club… oh, what’s this?


“Did something catch your eye?” Ayaka asked.

Yanfei rubbed her chin. “I didn’t know you guys had a debate club.” The president was a second-year named Ningguang, and curiously enough Keqing was listed as the vice president.

“Ah. I think that would suit you, Yanfei. Even Keqing seemed pretty impressed with the way you articulated yourself earlier.”

“Really?” So maybe it was a good move after all?

She ran a finger along the thread of her necklace. A debate club was definitely something that interested her.

“Indeed. Although…” Ayaka shifted from one foot to the other. “Unlike many other clubs, our debate club competes with those of other schools. So they’re a little strict about who joins. Although, I think you’ll have no problem meeting—“

“You’re thinking of joining a club?”

A tall girl with short-cropped black hair and piercing yellow eyes came up to them. Sara’s wings were folded across her back, but her dark feathers could still be seen peeking out from behind her.

“May I recommend, then, one of the athletic clubs? It is just as important to work on your body as it is to work on your mind.”

“Y-You’re absolutely right, Sara.” For some reason, Ayaka was covering her face with a paper folding fan. “I made sure to list all the athletic clubs on the back.”

Why are you telling her that? Yanfei felt like she was witnessing a side of the class representative that she didn’t necessarily need to be witnessing.

In any case, she flipped over the paper and began scanning through the athletic clubs. She didn’t really have any intention of joining one, but—


  Archery Club



  President: Ganyu



  Vice President: Kujou Sara


“Sara,” Yanfei said. “I’d like to check out the archery club.”

“Is that so?” She nodded in approval. “You’re in luck, then. Today’s our next practice.”

“Excellent.” Ganyu, why didn’t you mention you did archery? That’s so cool! She tried to imagine her drawing a bow, beautiful blue hair billowing in the wind as a look of calm concentration settled onto her face…

“Um, Yanfei?” Ayaka asked. “What about debate club?”

“Nonsense,” Sara said, waving her hand dismissively. “There is no reason she must pick one or the other. I myself am part of not only the archery club, but the kendo club, the martial arts club, the book club…”

The book club? Yanfei thought, raising an eyebrow.

“Ah, you’re so right,” Ayaka said, clutching her folding fan to her chest. “I admire those who have a wide range of interests.”

Sara nodded. “If you’re interested, Yanfei, meet me at the practice field in about fifteen minutes.”

“You got it, captain.” Yanfei slung her backpack over her shoulder and then mock-saluted, leaving Sara and Ayaka to… whatever they were doing.

Their conversation had gone on for quite a bit, so by the time she got to her locker the hallways were already pretty empty. As she sorted out her notebooks, she internally mused over which clubs she would join.

The debate club was a definite yes. It wasn’t necessarily that she liked winning arguments, but she thought being able to articulate your thoughts in a clear and persuasive manner was a valuable skill.

One that I really want to learn, she thought, touching her hand to the collar of her uniform. And what better way to learn than by surrounding yourself with like-minded people?

As for the archery club, she truthfully had little interest in bows. But the notion of spending more time with Ganyu was tempting. Maybe if she looks cool enough while practicing, I’ll reconsider.

“Ah. Good afternoon, Yanfei.”

She turned around, and found herself facing a tall man with tawny eyes and dark brown hair. His features were sharp and angular, and though his expression was a bit stony he had a kind aura about him.

Principal Morax.

“Good afternoon, sir.”

“Has everything been going well so far? I know it must have been disorienting to transfer schools so suddenly…”

“Everything’s been great so far,” she said. Honestly, she had been nervous about changing schools at first, but then on the very first day she went ahead and made a friend. The other students and teachers seemed really nice, too.

“I’m glad to hear that,” Principal Morax said. “I’ve been told you had some difficulties at your old school, so I hope you can have a better experience here at Tenkūnoshima.”

“Ah… thank you,” she said, briefly glancing away. “So anyway, where are you headed, sir?”

“Oh, right. I need to help Venti pull his head out of a tuba.” He rubbed his temples, looking as if he was experiencing a particularly painful headache. “If you run into my daughter, could you tell her I’ll be a few minutes late?”

“Yes sir,” she said, as he walked off. Not that I know who your daughter is.

As she left the main building and headed to the practice field, the midday sun beat down on her. That wasn’t too bad — she didn’t particularly mind the heat. But in the winter, it would be a different story. Did athletic clubs still practice in the cold? If so, then maybe they’re not cut out for me after all.

Sara lowered her bow and waved as she approached the practice field.

“Yanfei, glad you could make it.”

“No problem,” she said, looking around.

A series of targets had been propped up across the grass, and several girls were lined up and firing at them. Pretty much all of them were first-years she recognized.

“Yanfei!” Amber said, pumping her fists into the air. One flap of her bunny-esque hair ribbons folded down as she did so. “Are you joining the archery club?”

“Ah, well—“

“Yanfei’s here?” Yoimiya ran up to greet her. “Well ain’t this a surprise! Let’s get you a bow, huh?”

“Well, I—“

“So another mortal seeks to learn the ways of the hunt?” Fischl asked, a smug look behind her one visible eye. “Show us thine potential, if thou wishes to join the covenant.”

“Um, what?”

She was happy for the attention, really, but…

Where’s Ganyu? Maybe she was running late?

“So,” Sara said. “Can you do a few practice shots for me? I’d like to see where your skill level is at. I assume you’ve used a bow before, yes?”

“Of course,” she lied. I need to kill some time while Ganyu gets here, so I might as well. Truthfully she had never held a bow before in her life, but come on.

How hard could it be?

  



4. Chapter 4


    
    Ganyu had been quietly waiting outside the principal’s office when her phone rang. That in and of itself was surprising enough, but what was more surprising is what she heard upon answering.

“President,” came Sara’s voice, deathly serious. “I request the executive authority to ban someone from Archery Club.”


  Um…


“Sorry,” she said. “Come again?”

“I have never seen someone more inept with a bow in my entire life.”

“Should you really be banning people just for being bad, though?”

“She is not merely ‘bad,’ President. She is a danger to herself, to the other members, and to anyone in the general vicinity.”

“R-Really?”

“You’re welcome to come and see for yourself,” she said. “In fact that would probably be better, since this ultimately falls under your jurisdiction.”

“…Right.”

For all intents and purposes Sara led the Archery Club, but she always showed deference to Ganyu despite her only being the president on paper. Although I guess I can’t blame her. It is technically my responsibility to handle things like this.

She looked down the hallway, and verified that no one was coming.

“Okay,” she said, “I’ll head over.”

To be clear, Ganyu had no intention of banning someone from a club she didn’t even show up for herself. But at the very least, she could try and help smooth things over.

She stood up, brushed off her skirt, and then made her way out and towards the practice field.

The sun was hot against her skin, and she found herself wishing the weather was a bit cooler. How do they manage to practice in this heat?

As she approached the practice field, the noticed two things in sequence.

First, there was a girl holding a bow sideways, waving it around as she struggled to draw back an arrow. As soon as she got it nocked she lost her grip, and prematurely sent it flying right beside Sara’s shoulder.

“You almost clipped my wings!” she said, eyes flaring. “Someone get that bow out of her hands!”

“Now hold on, I think I’m getting the hang of it!”

Second, that girl was Yanfei.

“President,” Sara said, upon noticing Ganyu’s arrival. “Please inform this girl she’s no longer allowed to touch a bow for the rest of her life.”

“Um, I don’t think I have that kind of auth—“

“Ganyu!” Yanfei dropped her bow and waved. “I was wondering when you’d show up!”

“Quick!“ Sara said, looking at Amber and pointing at the bow. “Before she retrieves it!”

Amber hesitantly moved in to pick it up, giving Ganyu an awkward nod as she did so. “Um, good afternoon, President.”

“Good afternoon,” she said, with a half-hearted wave.

Yoimiya and Fischl, who just a moment ago had been laughing at Yanfei’s antics, straightened their posture and put on stiff expressions upon catching sight of Ganyu.

That was normal. When students couldn’t avoid being around her, their next move was usually to act proper and go quiet. I guess this is another reason why Sara is in charge.

“You were expecting me to show up?” Ganyu asked, raising an eyebrow at Yanfei.

“Well, duh. Aren’t you the club president?”

“She is,” Sara said, nodding.

“Well, yes. But… I don’t actually attend meetings.”

Yanfei tilted her head. “Huh? That doesn’t make sense.”

Ganyu scratched her head. “Ah, it’s a bit complicated.”

Evidently Yanfei didn’t like this answer, because she hugged her arms to her chest and pouted. “So basically it was a lie… hmph. And after I stayed back after school just to see you.”

You came out here… just to see me? For some reason, that made her feel embarrassed.

Sara frowned. “So from the very beginning you had no interest in archery?”

Yanfei dropped her act. “Ah. Well about that…”

“And to think I let someone like you so carelessly wield one of our bows. What if you damaged one?”

Is that really your biggest concern? Ganyu thought. What happened to her being a danger to others?

“Oh, please,” Yanfei said, giving Sara a bored expression. “These bows are made of cheap wood. I may not know how to use one, but I know it probably cost the school next-to-nothing to purchase them. Big deal if one gets damaged.”

Sara opened her mouth to respond but then closed it again, eyebrows furrowed in thought.

“Anyway,” Ganyu said, eager to get away from the awkward glances the rest of the club was giving her, “why don’t we head back inside, Yanfei? It’s a bit hot out here.”

“Really?” she asked, falling into step beside her as they left the field. “I don’t think so. To me this kind of weather is — wait, I’m still upset with you!”

Ganyu laughed as Yanfei folded her arms again in mock-indignation. “I’m sorry you didn’t see what you were hoping to.”

“Hmph.” She gave her a sidelong glance. “As long as you make it up to me, it’s okay.”

“Make it up to you?” Well, I guess I could share my lunch with you again or something.

“Don’t worry,” Yanfei said. “I already have the perfect idea.”


  Wait, isn’t this basically just you cashing in another favor!?


“I want you to take me somewhere,” she said, eyes gleaming.

“Like…to a restaurant?” Ganyu asked.

“Sure. Or the movies, or the aquarium… I’ve only hung out with you during lunch. And you’re cute when you’re hungry, but I want to see the other sides of you, too.”

“What did you just say?” She did her best to impersonate the pout Yanfei had on earlier. “I’m never eating around you again. Hmph.”

Yanfei laughed. “No restaurants, then. If anything, just take me somewhere you really like. I want to know more about what kind of stuff you’re into.”


  I appreciate the gesture, but… I’m not sure if I’m that interesting of a person to begin with.


When people asked questions like “so, what do you for fun?” or “what are your hobbies?” Ganyu had always drawn blanks, and the same was happening now.


  Somewhere I really like? Besides school I don’t really go out much, except for…


“Hmm,” Ganyu said, tapping a finger to her lips. “Well, I guess there’s one place.”

  


