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    A lone wanderer heads into the mountains on a starry night. She does not carry a map, nor does she need one; she has walked this path enough times to know the way by heart.

Throughout the years she has made this long and winding journey for a handful of reasons. First, in search of a city that promised harmony between heaven and earth. Then, in pursuit of the demons that brought that city to ruins. And most recently, she had walked this path due to a conflict that had warred from within her own heart.

But tonight, there was no such grand reason. There was no hope, or rage, or anguish in her footsteps. There was only the hollow beat of her soles against the dirt and stone.

Overhead, the moon watched her with a careful eye. It sat regally on its throne in the sky, attended by a court of shining stars. They all lay still, casting the full weight of their gaze upon her like a host of theatergoers catching the newest opera.

She was unfettered by this, because it was something she had long since grown accustomed to. In the story of her life, each act had its fair share of comedy, its own helping of tragedy. And no matter what had happened, no matter how much she had laughed or cried, it was always a certainty that the moon would be watching from up above.

As she began up the steep incline that wound itself around the mountain, she stretched her hand out towards the moon, closed her palm as if she could grab it and steal it away from the sky. Her father was a human whom she had never met, and had passed in an age already forgotten by the slow crawl of time. Her mother was a being born of evening frost and morning dew, but she had not raised her. Rather, she was brought up by a group of hermits that had hidden away in these very mountains. They taught her the language of the land, but precious little otherwise. One thing they made certain to instill in her, though, was the ideal shared by all who claimed this nation as their own. And that ideal…

…was to chase the moon.

As she crested the broad, flat mountaintop she was greeted by a rolling sea of clouds. A thick haze that obscured her vision in every direction, save for above. The moon watched with anticipation as she allowed the fog to stir and swirl around her.

Before her very eyes, the clouds bent and twisted into the form of two figures, standing on opposite sides of her. One took the shape of the Yaksha, brooding and indignant, while the other took the shape of the Yuheng, a look of concern across her face.

“What’s the meaning of this?” the Yaksha asked. Though he was just a trick of smoke, the apathy in his voice was true to reality. “I thought you found your place among the humans. Why did you come back?”

“You left the harbor again,” the Yuheng said. “Are you going back to live in the mountains? If it’s what you want …I won’t stop you.”

The wanderer walked past both of them, until she stood at the precipice of the mountain peak. She couldn’t see the ground below where the edge dropped off, only the shifting sea of clouds. Like a real ocean it came upon the cliffside in waves, wisps of steam crawling up the rocks only to be borne away by the wind.

Both of the figures behind her fell silent. She could feel their gaze upon her back, but paid it no heed. Instead, she was focused on the thin point of the horizon that she could barely make out in the distance. That fragile line where the skies kissed the sea.

The entire world was tucked behind that line. The jungles in the land of blooming flowers, the pyramids in the nation of roiling flame. All the things she had longed to see, and would never get to.

“What are you doing?” the Yaksha spat. “After all the years we spent risking our lives… you’re going to let it end like this?”

“Who’s ‘we’?” asked the wanderer, in a voice softer than she thought she was capable of. “Half of us died in that war, and the half of us that survived… we’re only looking for a place to die.”

“I can’t allow this,” the Yuheng said firmly. “You’ve given so much to the harbor throughout your life… are you really going to let it end here? Didn’t you say that you were going to witness the story of our city?”

“Aren’t you the one who likes to say, ‘we live in an era of change’? The age of gods and monsters is over. This is the age of humans, and they can record their own story.”

The sea of clouds looked so calm beneath her. A gust of wind coursed through her hair and brought a whisper to her ear. A promise. It’ll be scary, but only for a moment. And then… it’ll be like you’re floating. Up to the skies where you can dance among the stars and chase the moon.

More voices sprang up from behind her. Ones she recognized and ones she had thought she’d forgotten.

“Please,” said the lord of stone. “You were always my most faithful follower.”

“Reconsider,” pleaded the crane. “One cannot bear the thought of seeing you go.”

“It’s not time for us to meet again,” said the lady of dust.

The voices blended in her head like a raging storm, but she ignored them. All her life she had been tossed about from sea to sea, so what was one more to the mix? All she had to do was stick one foot out, and—

“Hey, Ganyu? I always tell people I’m half-adeptus… so why do you always say that you’re half-human?”

“What?” She turned her head, and found a woman with long, slender antlers standing with an outstretched hand. Her forehead was slick with sweat, and though her eyebrows were furrowed in worry she was wearing as big a smile as she could muster. There was no doubt in her mind.

“Yanfei? What are you doing here?”

“I’d be happy to tell you all about it — just take my hand first, okay?”

Ganyu took a deep breath, and then nodded. She reached her hand out and placed it atop the other woman’s.

And was immediately pulled forward with such strength that the two women collided and stumbled onto the ground.

“A-Are you alright?” Ganyu asked. She got to her knees and brushed some grass off from her arms.

“Shouldn’t I be asking you that?” Yanfei groaned. She pushed herself up and faced the other woman. “You’re a hard one to follow, you know.”

Ganyu opened her eyes wide. “You… really? All the way from Liyue? But why?”

She shrugged. “I had a bad feeling.”

Ganyu gave her a level stare.

“What! Maybe it’s just a xiezhi thing. Like how you qilin can make it rain every time you shout.”

“Every time we sing.”

“Close enough.”

A silence followed, punctuated only by the rising and falling of their labored breaths.

“I’m sorry,” Ganyu began.

“It’s okay,” Yanfei said flatly. “I won’t ask you for the details, and I won’t tell anyone. So just rest easy.”

“Thank you. I really appreciate it.” She swallowed. “I don’t mind talking to you about it, though.”

“That’s good. It makes me happy to hear that.” She flashed a bright smile. “But let’s save it for the morning, okay? I think we’re both too tired.”

Ganyu nodded. A multitude of emotions were running through her. Shame, embarrassment, worry… but beneath them, there was the undercurrent of something warmer. Something softer.

Yanfei was staring up at the sky, and Ganyu followed her gaze. Overhead, the moon sat royal among its celestial court. It sat wise and knowing, for it had seen every shade of her heart throughout the years gone by. The tears, the anger, the emptiness. But tonight, it would see a new color.

Because tonight, lying on the grass with the woman who she trusted the most, listening to the heartbeat of the world…

…she felt safe.
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