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    “I brought these for you, anegimi.” Miko held out a basket full of fresh sea ganoderma, as vibrantly blue as the ocean waves.

“They’re beautiful!” Ganyu took the flowers and held them close, breathing in deeply of their scent. “And I bet they taste even better…”

“Ah, but that’s not all.” Miko flashed her a sly grin. “Look what’s underneath.”

Hm? Ganyu reached her hand into the basket, past the flowers… and felt something cold and glassy on the bottom. Pulling it out, she found herself holding a bottle of vintage red wine.

“From Mondstadt,” Miko said. “I received a whole collection from a guest that attended the Irodori Festival. What do you say we share one?”

Ganyu teased the bottom of her lip with a finger. “Well it’d be rude to refuse, now wouldn’t it?”

“That’s what I like to hear,” she said, laughing softly as Ganyu popped open the cork.

They were both seated on Ganyu’s bed, in her personal quarters. Normally Ganyu would have found somewhere nicer to chat, but Miko had surprised her with her sudden visit. And by surprise, she meant that she had found the kitsune waiting for her by the steps of Yujing Terrace right after she got off work.

Still as mischievous as ever, she thought, taking a sip of the wine. It had a smooth texture, with subtle undertones of plum and cherry. The faint warmth that it sent spreading through her stomach was delightfully pleasant.

“So,” she said, handing over the bottle to the other woman, “what brings you to Liyue?”

Miko took a long swig, then put a hand to her chest in an expression of mock-hurt. “What, do I need a reason to visit my dear anegimi?”

“Not at all, but I figured it must have been something important for you to leave the shrine to its own affairs.”

“Oh, I do that all the time.” She shrugged. “As long as they don’t burn down the sakura, I really couldn’t care less what they do while I’m away.”

Ganyu raised an eyebrow, receiving the bottle back and taking another sip. “I… see. And your publishing house? How’s that going?”

“As good as ever, I suppose. All this drama happening across the world nowadays has given rise to a new wave of stories.” She put a finger to her chin. “I wonder if we could open a Liyue branch? I’m sure there’s an untapped sea of talent here.”

“Oh, I could ask around.” She handed Miko the bottle and leaned back against her pillow, playing around with the idea. The Qixing would probably sponsor it if she made a strong enough case. “Give me a week or so. We can draft up a proposal and I’ll have Yanfei proofread—“

“Ah, where is the little fawn anyway?”

“Asleep, probably.” She laughed. “Long court hearing today.”

“You’re both such hard workers.” She swirled the bottle in her hands and then drank. “Couldn’t be me, though. Lounging around with some wine and a good book is how I plan on spending my immortality.”

Ganyu eyed her, a smile playing on her lips. “You say that, but you’ve done quite a lot, haven’t you?”

“I have no idea what you mean,” she said, in an overly dramatic way that suggested she did in fact know exactly what Ganyu meant.

“Inazuma aside, I’m sure Ei is grateful that you reached out to her.”

Miko turned away, shrugging. “I was only doing what was necessary for that stubborn woman to snap out of it. Whether she appreciated it or something not is irrelevant.”

Oh, Miko. For such a sharp and cunning woman, she could be surprisingly roundabout with her feelings. It was easy to forget that she was still a bit young, at least insofar as immortals went. Especially with how tall she was…

“At least your archon talks to you,” she mused. “That’s a step above mine.”

She meant it lightheartedly, but there must have been some slip in her voice because Miko looked at her with a soft expression. Or maybe that was just her kitsune nature picking up on the unsaid.

“I still can’t believe he just up and faked his death without telling you.”

Ganyu laughed. It was a bitter sound in her mouth, especially trailing after the sweetness of the wine. “Can I tell you a secret, Miko?”

“Of course,” she said, ears perking up.

She moved over so that she was right next to the kitsune. During this evening hour the only illumination was the soft moonlight falling in from the windows. Its silvery glow bathed Miko’s form, outlining the contours of her face, drawing out the beautiful pink of her hair…

…reflecting off the crystal curiosity in her eyes.

“I think it would have hurt less,” Ganyu whispered, “if he had actually died.”

What a horrible thing to say. Especially about the god that she fought beside for time immemorial. For the archon she had dedicated so much of her life towards. Maybe the wine was lowering her inhibitions too much, because—

Miko hooked her arms around Ganyu’s waist, pulling her in closer. The touch of her hands was so warm against her back. “Can I tell you a secret of my own, then?”

“Of course,” she said, returning the hug.

Miko rested her chin on Ganyu’s shoulder, and for a long moment there was only the sound of her breath as it rose and fell in a steady rhythm. Ganyu was about to ask if everything was alright when she finally spoke, in a hushed voice.

“I missed her.”

Her words were so fragile that a strong wind could have shattered them. And although her confession was brief, that only added to the weight they carried.

There was no need to ask who, or what, or why. Because Ganyu knew.

She understood.

Being the right-hand of divinity, the most trusted follower of a deity, seemed like a favorable position to be in. The power, the knowledge, the reputation. It seemed like a perfect existence.

But the truth?

“It’s lonely, isn’t it?”

Miko pulled back to look at her, and maybe it was merely a trick of the moonlight, but her eyes seemed glossier than they had been a moment ago.

“More than I want to admit, anegimi…”

Ganyu threaded her fingers through the lush pink of her hair, smiling softly. “That’s okay. You don’t have to say anything more.”

“Thank you.” Miko moved her head to her lap, an unreadable expression on her face as Ganyu scratched behind her ears. “I’m glad that no matter what happens, I’ll have at least one friend to spend eternity with.”

“That’s right,” she whispered, closing her eyes.


  No matter what happens…



  …we’ll be here for each other.
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