
Pastel Moon


    
    
  Dear Anegimi,



  A ‘friend’ of mine will be visiting Liyue to conduct some theological studies. Would you be so kind as to extend her your hospitality during her stay? She is quite adorable, and flusters easily, so you should have no trouble.



  With love, Yae Miko


“What does it say?” Kokomi asked, as Ganyu lowered the letter from her face. “Guuji Yae asked me not to peek, so I have no idea.”

She scratched her head. “Ah… it’s nothing secretive.”

But what’s with that last part, Miko? And why the quotation marks? Honestly, that kitsune had too active of an imagination…

“Anyhow, what kind of research are you here to do?” Ganyu asked. “I have access to all sorts of archives in Yuehai Pavilion, so I may be able to lend you a hand.”

“Really?” Kokomi’s eyes widened. “Well, it’s said that before Watatsumi’s guardian deity came to inhabit Inazuma, he lived in the seas of Liyue. So I was wondering…”

“Ah, I see.” Ganyu nodded. “You’re looking for historical accounts?”

“Yes!”

“I can certainly assist you with that.” She put on her best smile. “Please, come with me.”


The library in Yuehai Pavilion reminded Kokomi of the sealed archive in the depths of Enkanomiya. Rows upon rows of shelves, as far as the eye could see. Thousands of books and records and documents, some freshly printed and others with yellowed pages, all neatly organized and ordered.

“So what exactly do you do for work?” she asked.

Ganyu sighed, a tired smile on her lips as she leafed through one of the books she had stacked on the table. “A better question would be what don’t I do…”


  Oh?


Guuji Yae mentioned that she was an important figure in Liyue’s governmental affairs, so that made sense. And she was also an adeptus at that, with sleek red-marbled horns belying her illuminated heritage. Compared to an oni’s, they seemed more graceful, almost.

“Bureaucratic work sure is boring, huh?” she said, trying to find a thread of similarity. “I know how that feels.”

This was a risky maneuver. Empathizing over shared miseries was a good way of establishing a connection, but it could also backfire. What if Ganyu thought Kokomi was trying to selfishly shift the conversation onto herself? Or, worse, what if it came off as an attempt to one-up her struggles?

Anxiety writhed in her stomach. Maybe that was the wrong mo—

“Of course,” Ganyu said, touching a finger to her lips with a thoughtful look in her eyes. “As the divine priestess, you’re probably quite familiar with that sort of tedium yourself.”

It worked? Kokomi blinked. It worked!

That small success was enough to constitute a +1 to her energy, bringing it up to a total of 2. Swimming to Liyue had brought it down to 0, but a random child called her a mermaid when she flopped onto the harbor, which—

“I’m afraid there’s not much I can find,” Ganyu said, knitting her eyebrows as she set down the book and picked up another. “Literature dated before the conclusion of the Archon War is scarce, and the credibility of their sources is murky at best…”

“You can’t find anything on the Omikami?” she asked.

“There’s some material on the sea serpent known as Orobaxi, who is almost certainly the Orobashi of Inazuman mythos.” She took a deep breath. “However, most of it is just plain wrong.”

“…Wrong?”

“This source, for example, claims that he was a multi-headed deity with a form of shifting water. Clearly, the writer is confusing them for Beisht of the Vortex. And then this one, they say he had an affinity for the element of pyro, which is certainly not true in any way…”

“Um, how do you know?”

“Hm?” Ganyu looked up from her book, blinking her sunset eyes. “I don’t recall him ever attacking us with fire.”

Kokomi tilted her head. “You say that like you’ve… encountered him before.”

“Yes.” She nodded. “It was maybe four or five hundred years prior to the Battle of Nantianmen. The Goddess of Salt had moved her polity northward, leaving Yaoguang Shoal unoccupied. Rex Lapis wanted to secure it as a staging area for when we retook the Ruins of Guili from the God-King that had taken residence there, but most of the yakshas were still focused on the southern campaign to subjugate the Lord of Granite, and so I…”

Kokomi’s thoughts spun around in her mind like the ingredients of a well-stirred soup.

“G-Ganyu?”

“Um, are you alright?” she asked, frowning. “You look dizzy.”

“I think I need a moment…”


While the divine priestess did not, in fact, choose to check out any of the historical documents they found in the archives, she did rent a number of manuals on military strategy.

“Are you planning a war?” Ganyu asked, taking a seat at the table. The delicious aroma of food wafted from nearby as the cooks prepared their dinner.

A flush rose to Kokomi’s cheeks. “Ah, no. I just think it’s a fascinating topic…”

“Mhm.” She nodded. “I was never much of a general, but Rex Lapis taught me a few things. I will say, though, that during the Siege of Dunyu I led a fairly successful…”

The pupils of Kokomi’s eyes expanded, and she looked as if stars were spinning above her head.

“My apologies.” Ganyu coughed. “Our food should be here shortly, so remember to eat up.”

“Oh, excellent!” She pumped her fists into the air, a renewed vigor to her movements. “And you said there’s no seafood?”

“Right. I’m actually very well-versed in regards to the vegetarian options at this restaurant.” And, well, every other restaurant. “So you can rest assured.”

At that moment, the server swung by and set their food onto the table. It was a massive, steaming plate of rice, topped with chopped vegetables and strips of lightly cooked tofu.

“All this for us?” Kokomi asked, looking surprised.

Ganyu paused with her chopsticks halfway to her mouth. “Ah, I have quite the appetite, so…”

Kokomi put her palms together and tilted her head.

“Well regardless, thank you for treating me to this meal. If you want, I can help cover—“

“Oh no, that won’t be necessary.” Ganyu dismissed the idea with a wave of her hand. “This isn’t even coming out of my pockets, technically.”

“Huh? Then who’s paying for it?”

“I submit all my expenses to the Qixing for reimbursement.”

“You mean… all your living expenses, right?”

Ganyu took a long sip of water, then looked into Kokomi’s midnight ocean eyes.

“No.”


By the time they had left the restaurant, the sun had long since sunk below the line of the horizon. The streets were empty, and stars glittered in the night sky.

“You can sleep at my place,” Ganyu said, taking Kokomi’s arm, “but before we head back, I want to show you something.”

Hmm? Kokomi let herself be led away, towards the wharf where she could hear the crashing of waves against the stone foundations of the city. Rhythmic, each ebb and flow passing in a steady cadence.

“I know today didn’t quite work out,” she continued, a cool wind tussling her hair as she turned to face Kokomi, “so I’ll take you back to the library tomorrow. For now, though…”

They came to the edge of the docks, where dark waters stretched out into what seemed like forever. Each cresting wave caught the pale light of the moon from overhead, giving the impression of a shifting sea of luminous little beacons.

Almost like an ocean of stars to match the skies overhead.

“This is beautiful,” Kokomi said, pressing a hand to her chest.

Ganyu smiled. “I think any visitor should get to see this sight — but especially someone who loves the ocean.”

Back on Watatsumi, the sea was more wild and unbound. Salt winds coursed through coral reefs, and constant storms tended to churn the waters into a frenzy. It was all very natural, and there was a beauty to that. Islanders treated the ocean not just with respect, but with reverence — something larger and more lasting than any one human life.

That was the kind of eternity that the followers of the Omikami believed in. They were a people who had lived in the depths, and would one day return to the depths once more.

But this was a different kind of sea. Calmer and restrained, perhaps, but lustrous still. Not only with soft moonlight, but the lights of the city all around them. Burning midnight oil in so many windows, upon so many paths, created the impression of a city that was alive.

That, there, was the difference.

Kokomi thought of her home as an extension of the ocean — and it very much was, in a sense. But Liyue Harbor was a city carved into stone, one that coexisted with the waters at its doorstep. They seemed like separate worlds that intersected right here, where the docks ended.

“It took over a millennium to tame the ocean,” Ganyu said, in a hushed voice, “but now it’s the livelihood of our city.”

Kokomi shook her head, then stepped her foot over the docks. “You cannot ‘tame’ the ocean.”

“Kokomi? What are you…”

Gently, she touched her foot to the surface of the water, ripples spreading outwards from the movement. She willed the sea to listen to her, using not her vision but some… other, energy. One that resonated in her heart, a kind of music from the depths that was borne to her by the ocean currents underlying the world.

She applied more pressure, and the tension held. Slowly, she brought her other foot around until she was standing, firm and steady, on the ocean’s glittering surface.

“…Huh.” Ganyu tilted her head. “That’s a fascinating trick.”

“Isn’t it?” Kokomi spun on her heel, doing a little pirouette on the water. “It’s quite fun, too.”

She let out a full, cheery laugh.

And then she ran.

“Kokomi!?” Ganyu called out, as she skipped and danced about on the ocean’s surface.

The sea here was so different, but in very many ways it was the same.

It had the same buoyancy beneath her feet, the same wind that brushed her hair as she ran, and the same ethereal midnight beauty as the stars in the sky shone overhead, surrounding the—

“Kokomi, wait!”

Looking over her shoulder, she found that Ganyu was… chasing her?

Ah.

Upon closer inspection, it seemed as if she was freezing the water beneath each step, sliding towards her upon a layer of ice. Did she want to join her? No, the expression on her face actually appeared rather serious, but wh—

Ganyu, drawing close, threw her arms around Kokomi’s waist and lifted her.

“H-Huh?”

“It’s dangerous,” she huffed, positioning Kokomi such that she was holding her in something reminiscent of a bridal carry. “These seas are dangerous.”

Kokomi’s breath caught as she found herself looking up at the other woman, concern clear in her eyes. Despite being of a similar size, she was lifting her with such ease… was this adeptal strength at work?

“Um, I’m used to the ocean…” she said, as Ganyu carried her back onto the docks.

“Many gods of old died in these seas. Their grief lingers still, and time to time it even manifests.” Ganyu let out a sharp breath. “It’s safe enough, don’t get me wrong, but I didn’t want my guest to be running across it in the dark.”

For some inexplicable reason, the fact that Ganyu had referred to her using the word ‘my,’ had made her heart skip a beat. That, by itself, constituted +1 energy.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I got a little carried away.”

“No worries.” Ganyu smiled warmly. “Your excitement was cute.”


  C-Cute?


Kokomi felt heat rise to her cheeks.

Looking into Ganyu’s eyes was making her feel incredibly… strange, so she directed them elsewhere. Up to the sky.

Where a shining entourage of stars surrounded a lovely pastel moon.

  
Author’s Note:Thank you for reading! <3

Good luck to anyone rolling!





