
cry like it’s predestined (or smile like you chose it)

Author’s Note:
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for kexia, who kept me going with the unread email of their newest fic sitting threateningly in my mailbox and also nearly got run over by a car because they mistook a zebra crossing for a piano - genuinely adore them to bits. check their works out if you’re interested in more yanfei content!!! 

(i apologise in advance for the level of energy i’m bringing into this author’s note because i am absolutely exhausted)
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anyways!! happy birthday to yanfei, my main since the day i pulled her!!! i genuinely adore her so much because she’s just a funky little lawyer who flourishes in liyue and makes friends wherever she goes!!!!! hopefully my legal career will be as smooth as hers is :”’)
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“Yanfei! You’re here!”

“I am!”

Yun Jin throws her arms around Yanfei, squeezing tightly as the half-Adeptus girl laughs in her embrace.

“Thank you for coming out on such short notice,” she continues, blue and pink pompoms bobbing as she gestures animatedly. “The troupe was getting suspicious that I keep heading out to meet Xingyan near Xinyan’s concerts, and I don’t want them to make the connection, so I told them I’d be meeting with Liyue’s best lawyer at Wanmin Restaurant today.”

“And you conveniently left out the part where you mentioned it was for a birthday party, I assume?” Xinyan drawls coolly, inspecting her nails, but the current of affection that runs under the surface of her words belies her true feelings.

“I’m risking my position in the Yun-Han Opera Troupe to come and meet you, Xinyan,” Yun Jin complains, swatting her, and the rocker girl chuckles. “You could stand to be a little more grateful.”

“And you assume they would ever have the heart to ask you to leave!” Xinyan replies, throwing an arm around Yun Jin, who presses a quick kiss to her cheek.

Their bickering is interrupted by Guoba, who toddles up to the table and hums at Yanfei, and Xiangling follows shortly, dishes piled high with food balanced precariously on both hands.

“Yanfei! Happy birthday!”

“Xiangling!”

Guoba pulls a silk flower out of Xiangling’s bag and offers it to Yanfei, who smiles back at him, tucking it behind a cream-coloured antler with care.

“Hey, Guoba, that’s not fair! Now we all have to give her gifts or risk looking like we came here empty-handed, and-”

“You know I don’t care about that kind of thing,” Yanfei hurriedly interrupts, patting the orange panda on the head in thanks, who nods and trots off. “And as the birthday girl, I insist that we eat first before you start throwing your gifts at me.”

Which somehow finds a way to devolve into a spice-eating competition. Yanfei laughs, having ducked out early, citing her work as an excuse, and Yun Jin had followed, a hand over her mouth as she giggled, leaving Xiangling and Xinyan to shiver and sniffle over the Jueyun Chili Chicken that seems more Chili than Chicken. They head up to the roof, and as the wind cards through Yanfei’s pink hair and sends Yun Jin’s dress flapping, Yun Jin pulls a little notebook out of her pocket.

“What’s it like being an Adeptus?”

“Half-Adeptus,” Yanfei corrects on instinct alone, and she pulls up a chair for Yun Jin first, then herself, leaning back. “Why all of a sudden?”

“It’s for a new opera I’m writing,” replies the girl, shrugging, long sleeves folding and unfolding as she fidgets in the warmth of a Liyue evening. “The Conqueror of Demons wasn’t very open to questions and refused to even see me, Miss Ganyu seems like she’s about to keel over from exhaustion, and Shenhe hates it when people mistake her for an Adeptus or ask her about it. And since you’re vastly more approachable than any of them, I thought I’d go to you with this.”

“Vastly more approachable, you say…”

Yun Jin giggles, pouring her a dainty porcelain cup of tea and passing it to her with two hands instead of the typical one. Sure, Yanfei could brush it off as politeness - Yun Jin is the epitome of the well-bred, well-raised lady of Liyue, after all, but with no one else around to see, Yanfei wonders; does Yun Jin not let her guard down around her?

Is Yanfei an Adeptus before she is a friend?

Suddenly, the gap between them yawns wide, wider than before; plunging stone faces on both sides like the cliffs of Jueyun Karst, the Adepti far above and Liyue Harbour sprawled below. At the end of the day, Yun Jin is still human, instilled with a healthy fear and respect of the Adepti; like every other living person in Liyue.

(She’s just not quite sure whether one half outweighs the other, or if they’re perfectly balanced. Half-human, half-Adeptus. Half-afraid, half-not.)

Yanfei closes the gap with a hand, palm turned to the sky to accept the cup. The sun-warmed wood creaks under her back as she shifts, wondering exactly where to start. Different, yet not.

“It’s not so different from being human, Sir Yun.”

Yun Jin chuckles at the turn of address, clicking her pen.

“You make friends, make enemies, maybe fall in love if you’re lucky, and fall out of it if you’re not. Unless you’re like the Conqueror of Demons, you don’t use your talents or abilities all that often. You know, contrary to popular belief, even though most of the Adepti have contracts with Rex Lapis, the contracts don’t actually come into effect unless Liyue’s in any immediate danger.”

She takes a sip of her tea, listening to Yun Jin’s pen scrawl furious lines over paper, and hefts her Codex higher into her lap, letting the soothing weight of years and years of work and history ground her.

“Is near-immortality a blessing or a curse?”

Yanfei laughs, half-bitter, half-something else; that’s the million Mora question for anyone who wants to write anything about the Adepti. “It’s a sad story.”

“Sad?” Yun Jin prompts, transfixed.

“The Adepti see so much and experience so much, from the rise and fall of the Guili Assembly to the rise of Liyue Harbour, and they’ll be around for the fall of Liyue Harbour too- not that that should happen any time soon-”

“Touch wood,” Yun Jin interjects, giggling, and Yanfei knocks her knuckles against the table, smiling.

“And I’ve heard stories from Rex Lapis while Ganyu’s indulged me occasionally, whenever I show up at her office with food and tea, and they’ve never looked back at the past with anything less than nostalgia so potent it sears your throat and burns your eyes. They’re all stories in their own right, but it’s a sad story, first and foremost.”

“Yanfei!”

The half-Adeptus stands hurriedly at the sound of her name being spluttered from downstairs, exchanging a glance with Yun Jin and rushing down the stairs two at a time when she hears more hacking, only to find Xinyan and Xiangling trying to grin through tears streaming down their faces, holding out a cake in the shape of Yanfei’s Codex, candles stuck haphazardly on the cover, tiny flames flickering and sputtering.

“You’re both idiots,” Yun Jin sighs helplessly through a smile, heading for the fridge to take some of Chongyun’s popsicles, and then Yanfei’s being ushered into a chair with a party hat strapped haphazardly to her head, and Yun Jin’s singing a birthday song while Xinyan tries to follow along as best as she can through the bamboo popsicle stick, clenched between her teeth as she tries to cling on to the last vestiges of coolness. All of a sudden, Yanfei feels like crying, a lump forming in her throat as the stares at the slightly lopsided cake, wax dripping languidly onto the glossy surface as Yun Jin hands her a knife, smiling.

“Make a wish!”

Yanfei closes her eyes. She presses her lips to her hands and breathes a quiet prayer, asking for good health and long and happy lives for the people she loves.

“We didn’t know how old you are,” Xiangling says somewhere in the background, and Guoba hums in assent. “So we all put one candle in, and the fourth one’s for you. Not to say that you’re only four years old, of course- ah, that was rather stupid of us, wasn’t it?”

Four candles for four friends. Ruefully, Yanfei wonders if all her cakes are going to be doomed to this fate. A candle for every person she’s loved and lost until she’s unsure whether her birthday’s a celebration or a memorial and the cake becomes a veritable fire hazard.

Yanfei opens her eyes.

She blows out the candles, one of the candles flickering doggedly until it finally winks out of existence, and then after the first cut Yun Jin’s dividing the cake for her, sliding her three plates of cake, which she hands over to Xinyan, Xiangling and Guoba.

“What’d you ask for?”

Xinyan nudges Xiangling quickly, grimacing.

“Don’t ask that! If she says her wish out loud, it won’t-”

“Good business,” Yanfei quips, and Xinyan gasps.

“-come true- ah, Yanfei!”

“I don’t mind bad business,” Yanfei argues, putting one more plate at Yun Jin’s elbow and accepting the last plate with both hands, chuckling at how it seems to be larger than the previous four servings put together. “Bad business means everyone’s getting along. Either way, I win.”

“Fair enough, fair enough.”

“Thank you,” Yanfei adds, smiling to herself at how even the tiniest details, down to the buckle of her Codex, are faithfully reproduced in cake form. “This means a lot.”

“We’re your friends, silly,” Xinyan says, leaning over to pat Yanfei’s cheek lightly. “What are you thanking us for?”
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The Jade Chamber is mostly quiet as Ningguang and Yanfei pore over laws, the taller woman pointing out loopholes with a gold-clawed finger as the half-Adeptus nods, scribbling notes down and occasionally arguing back, playing defence attorney to a court that consists of the Tianquan and an assistant or two.

That is, until-

“Happy Birthday, Yanfei!”

Beidou strides through the double doors leading to Ningguang’s office with something large under her arm, and Yanfei watches as Ningguang’s face goes through several stages, including but not limited to surprise, joy and excitement, finally settling on exasperated affection as she stands to welcome her Captain home.

“Captain Beidou!”

Suddenly, the lawyer’s being swept into a bone-crushing embrace, squeaking as she swears she feels her ribs shift as Ningguang stifles a small laugh, and then Yanfei’s released so Beidou can press a kiss to the tip of Ningguang’s nose.

“I know, I know, you didn’t want to make a big fuss out of it, but when Ning told me, I couldn’t let this opportunity to thank you slip by, you know?”

Beidou keeps talking even as her parcel comes undone atop Ningguang’s table, papers and books shoved aside for the time being, and Yanfei catches a bottle that rolls out of the package, grunting under the weight.

“I’d have been in jail many times before this moment had you not saved my skin,” she continues, joking, and Yanfei chuckles, setting the bottle down on the Tianquan’s table with a surprisingly heavy thunk.

“As if Lady Ningguang could stand to keep you in jail for longer than a day,” she quips back, and then her eyes are widening as she takes in the spread of things Beidou’s gotten-

“This much? For my birthday?”

Beidou smiles proudly. “Of course! Ning provided me with the vast majority of the funds and the crew all chipped in a little to get you something from each place we stopped by. It’s not much, but-”

“I wouldn’t call a fully up-to-date codex of law from the nation with the most complicated legal practices in all of Teyvat ‘not much’,” Ningguang interrupts drily, gold-tipped fingers making air quotations around the last words, and Beidou throws her a look.

“It’s a book. I snatched it off of the first bookstore I found. It was genuinely harder to carry it up to the Jade Chamber than it was to buy it. But, before you get too excited about that, we also got you a fig cake from Sumeru - courtesy of some figure named Tighnari when he found out we were friends with Outrider Amber - a letter from a girl called Kuki Shinobu, who’s safely back in Inazuma, and my personal favourite of everything we got-”

She holds the glass bottle up to the light, and Yanfei oohs as the light twists and refracts through the liquid. Beidou smiles, wild and sharp.

“Vintage fire-water. Straight from Snezhnaya.”

Ningguang stands abruptly.

“No, no, no, absolutely not. I am not getting involved in this.”

“Aw, c’mon!”

Beidou traps Ningguang in the room with them with an arm over her shoulder, smoothly steering her to a sofa - installed at Yanfei’s insistence, having grown tired of sitting for hours on particularly long nights in a straight-backed wooden chair debating idea after idea with the Tianquan.

“At least stay for the cake? Please?”

Ningguang looks at her with slight distaste, but her face is already softening. Yanfei sighs a laugh, borrowing one of Ningguang’s letter openers as the couple continues to bicker, opening Shinobu’s letter.


  Hi Senpai!



  I’m just writing to tell you about what’s happened since we got out of the Chasm - the Traveler gave me your business card, so I hope you don’t mind taking one of my own as thanks.


Yanfei turns the envelope upside down, catching the small purple and green card that falls out with a scatter of sakura blossoms with a hand, setting them gently on Ningguang’s table as she continues to read.


  The Boss has been in and out of jail for petty misdemeanours - I really do have your notes to thank for me being able to get him out almost every time. Ushi’s the same old Ushi, reliable and capable as always, and he wants me to tell you that the Boss hasn’t stopped calling you his saviour.



  (Why doesn’t he afford the same treatment to me, I wonder?)



  All jokes aside, we’re doing really well. The legal degree’s helped with my family’s perception of my job, elevating it from ‘hanging out with hooligans’ to ‘maybe not wasting her life away just because she’s not working as a shrine maiden’. The Boss got me a birthday gift and got caught eavesdropping, and since I heard it was your birthday - the day after mine, can you believe! - I’ve also enclosed some cherry blossom petals with birthday wishes. It’s a local Inazuman tradition to whisper your wishes into flowers taken from the Sacred Sakura in hopes that they’ll come true, so…here you go, I guess?



  Oh, the mailboat’s leaving soon, I have to wrap this up quickly!



  Happy Birthday, Senpai. Hopefully, the next time we meet, it won’t be in the visitor’s lounge of the Millelith prison, yeah?



  Shinobu


“Yanfei, we’re cutting the cake!”

Hurriedly, Yanfei slips the letter back into its envelope and springs to her feet, taking the knife that Beidou hands her as Ningguang rolls her eyes like the two can’t see her smile, broad and warm as daylight.

“Sorry we couldn’t get you candles, but I’ve got matches,” Beidou grins, pulling one out and striking it before Yanfei can say anything, sticking it on top of the cake with little fanfare.

“Go on, Yanfei. Unless you want us to sing happy birthday to you as well?” Ningguang smirks, and quickly, Yanfei blows the match out, not wanting Ningguang to bare her heart even more than she already has today. The Tianquan has a small number of people she can trust and even fewer she can admit to liking, so for her to stay and celebrate something as small as the birthday of her legal advisor makes Yanfei feel special and a little bit sad and happy at the same time.

“I think this calls for a toast,” Beidou hums, like she’s read Yanfei’s mind, pouring three glasses of fire-water so strong it makes Yanfei’s eyes water, and not-so-discreetly, Ningguang coughs. “What?”

“If we toast now and not after the cake, one drink’s going to turn into two, and then I’ll be out cold and you’ll no doubt be doing something embarrassing again.”

Beidou sighs, setting the three tumblers down and picking her fork up as Yanfei cuts the pair two slices of cake, leaving herself a small portion. “My girlfriend knows me too well.”

“I know us too well,” Ningguang corrects, and Beidou laughs, nuzzling into her neck.

“Alright, alright. En, here- gānbēi!”

-

True enough, Ningguang really is out cold, slumped into Beidou as the latter pours herself another glass, and Yanfei could swear blind the Jade Chamber’s gotten significantly less structurally sound since its reconstruction, given how the walls and the ceiling are spinning. There can’t be any other reason than that.

Ningguang looks younger when she sleeps, Yanfei realises. The semi-permanent frown is gone, smoothed into oblivion by the tip of Beidou’s finger, and the woman in question is also looking down at her lover with nothing less than undiluted adoration on her face. Not so suddenly, it dawns on her that she won’t have this for as long as she wishes she could, because Adepti are built to outlast humans.

“Hey, don’t be sad on your birthday. What is it?”

“You’re all going to go, one day.” Yanfei says, forlorn, looking down and kicking her feet.

Beidou smiles crookedly, ruffling her hair. “Yanfei, I live on through the Crux Fleet, and you know how Ningguang wants to become a symbol after she passes. You’ll have generations and generations of Tianquans to look after and aid, and generations and generations of Crux Fleet captains to keep the two of you busy.“

“But they’ll never be quite like you,” she mumbles, and a tear tracks down the side of her face unbidden, prompting Beidou to wipe it away with a calloused thumb, gentle with the weight of unspoken affections and memories and the time spent together in shared laughter and grief.

“They don’t have to be anything like us as long as you remember Beidou and Ningguang.”

Watching Beidou lean back with her arms around two of the people she loves most with an uncharacteristically soft smile on her face, Yanfei feels her heart ache in a way she can’t quite put into words.

“We all have to let go. You just have to do it more times than others do.”

And Yanfei’s never felt quite so young, kicking her shoes off and curling up in Beidou’s side, a hand fisting in red fabric as she puts her head on the taller woman’s chest.

“I’ll miss you a lot, Beidou.”

Beidou snickers, and the arm behind Yanfei’s shoulders comes up to pull her closer.

“What for, love? I’m still right here.”
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Sleepily, Yanfei raises her head to see two silhouettes on her balcony, one with green hair and a Jade-Winged Spear in hand and the other with blue hair and Qilin horns. It’s not hard to tell who it is, given that the first was trapped in the Chasm with her and the latter was her partner on this brief excursion to Mondstadt City, it would be rather hard to forget either of them.

Ganyu excuses herself as Xiao’s eyes snap to her as she sits up in bed, rubbing at an eye with a knuckle, and he walks closer to stand at the end of her bed, awkwardly fidgeting like he doesn’t quite know what to do with himself.

“…Happy Birthday. Rex Lapis sent me to deliver prosperity buns, and Lady Ganyu’s probably heating them up as we speak. If there’s nothing else, I’ll be-”

“How many times have I told you to just call me Ganyu, Xiao?”

Xiao makes a face so comical Yanfei has to stifle a laugh as Ganyu tiptoes back into the room, careful not to let her steps disturb their neighbours, and Yanfei takes advantage of the momentary distraction to catch Xiao’s hand, stopping him in his tracks.

“Stay. I don’t know where you live, but since you’re already here-”

“-And Rex Lapis sent us three buns, not two,” Ganyu interrupts, nodding in agreement.

“-you might as well eat with us. Call it my birthday wish- and before you argue that your karma’s going to taint us as well, we both have Adeptal lineage and I came out of the Chasm perfectly fine, so save it.”

Xiao’s still frowning, but Yanfei knows her argument is watertight. And apparently, Xiao knows as well, so reluctantly, he takes a seat at the foot of Yanfei’s bed, and marginally, his grip on his spear loosens slightly. Yanfei sits up and shifts closer, dangling her legs off the edge of her bed so Xiao isn’t so far.

“There. Take a bun while you’re at it, as well.”

Ganyu offers the first one to Yanfei, who accepts both the bun and the fact she might wake up to crumbs on her bedsheets gracefully, and hands the second one to Xiao, keeping the smallest one for herself as she takes a seat next to Yanfei, sandwiching her in the middle.

“…How was your trip?”

“It wasn’t bad,” Ganyu hums, and Yanfei leans into her, head landing on her shoulder as she chews. “Lady Ningguang sent us to deal with a diplomatic incident including a near-collapse of Stone Gate and one elf-child, but Grand Master Jean and Librarian Lisa were very apologetic about it, bringing the child herself along on our meeting to apologise.”

“She was really sweet,” Yanfei mumbles. “I think we’ll be seeing a lot of her in the future. She ages slower than normal humans, right?”

“For Liyue’s sake, I hope not,” Xiao mutters, and Ganyu reaches around Yanfei’s shoulders to flick him. “Ouch,” he deadpans.

“Jean and Lisa take really good care of her,” Ganyu points out. “But Klee seems to be rather…disinclined…when it comes to moral responsibility for now. A couple more years, and she’ll be a really good contact to have.”

“Speaking of moral responsibility, Xiao…”

Xiao freezes at the mention of his name, and starts eating his bun faster, reaching for his spear.

“I’ve spent more than enough time here. I should go.”

“Not so fast.”

Reluctantly, Xiao is pulled back onto the bed, and then Yanfei is tilting her head, trying to meet his eyes.

“You almost died, back in the Chasm. Ganyu was worried sick; I think I’m allowed to keep you here a little longer.”

Xiao ducks his head, looking away.

“I would have done that for anyone. You all just happened to be there with me.”

“But you shouldn’t,” Ganyu bursts out, and it’s like seeing a rain cloud break open, sending water plummeting to the earth. “You shouldn’t have to do that for anyone, Xiao, and no one should ever ask that of you. You have people that care about you; don’t you think it’s selfish when you throw yourself into harm’s way? Are we just supposed to get up and dust our hands off after you keep hurting yourself and bleeding yourself dry for us? Am I supposed to be grateful when - or if at all - you end up dying because you stretch yourself too thin, trying to do a job meant for five people?”

“It’s my job to do this, Ganyu. Rex Lapis summoned me for this purpose, and I can’t disappoint him.”

It’s the closest to snapping anyone present has ever seen Ganyu, teetering on the edge of muted anger as her voice trembles. “You could never disappoint him, Xiao; you’re not alone in doing this. I’m just asking that you take more care of yourself in the process - Yanfei, you tell him.”

Yanfei’s silent for a moment. Xiao looks at her, worried.

“Yanfei?”

“Don’t go, Xiao.”

Xiao’s pulled into a haphazard embrace, and then Yanfei’s wiping her eyes with her spare hand, laughing at herself as Ganyu reaches for a tissue.

“I can’t say goodbye to you as well. I’ll need to say goodbye to so many people; sooner or later, I’ll look up at Liyue Harbour and not recognise the face behind Wanmin Restaurant’s counter, or maybe I won’t understand the Yun Han Opera Troupe’s songs and stories.”

She hiccups, and Ganyu smooths a hand down her back as she presses on.

“Liyue Harbour’s going to leave me behind. I knew it was going to be the three of us against time itself; I’d known this since I saw mā die and bā lose the love of his life, because the only people who know what it’s like to be an Adeptus are the Adepti themselves, and I hardly ever talk to Cloud Retainer or Moon Carver, or even Mountain Shaper. You’re my friend, Xiao; I can’t lose you as well.“

Xiao sighs, and it sounds like he’s giving up a part of himself, releasing it to the air like a crystalfly and watching as it flutters away.

“…I can’t make any promises, but…I suppose I’ll try.”

“I’m not ready to let go of either of you,” Yanfei mutters into his shoulder, and Ganyu strokes her hair fondly.

“You don’t have to be ready. Not yet.”

“Happy Birthday?” Xiao offers, tentative, but a small smile’s blooming across his face as Yanfei laughs out loud.

“Yeah, Happy Birthday,” Ganyu giggles. “Sorry for making you cry.”
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And in the end, it all comes back to a non-entity (according to the Ministry of Civil Affairs, at least) and an Adeptus’ disciple, sitting in her home office and arguing like they came with the apartment when Yanfei first opened the door and fell head over heels with it.

“I still think we should take her out for spicy food.”

“Just because you like eating Jueyun Chilis by the dozen does not mean everyone is like you, Yelan,” comes the reply, and then a cushion rustles like someone’s been tackled. Yanfei pushes the door open, and finds Yelan collapsed over Shenhe’s stomach on the beanbag like an overgrown cat, still trying desperately to justify herself.

“No, but, Shenhe, listen; just because you grew up eating medicinal herbs doesn’t mean everyone likes that kind of thing.”

“But even I do not ‘like that kind of thing’, as you put it.”

Yanfei pushes the door open, collapsing onto the two, and at the bottom of the pile, Shenhe grunts, frowning up at them like she’s wondering why she’s even friends with them.

“Hey, it’s my birthday; don’t you think I should be making the decision here?”

“Yanfei! Woman of the hour! Do you want spicy food or medicinal herbs for your birthday dinner?”

“Can I say neither?”

“Please do,” Shenhe groans from the bottom of the pile, shifting so that the two are stacked in her lap instead of over her midriff. “I, for one, am not interested in getting my tongue burnt off by spice, and I am even less interested in tasting nothing but bitterness for the next three days.”

Yanfei lies there a moment longer, sighing as one hand curls around Yelan’s back and the other reaches down to hold Shenhe’s hand, listening to Yelan deliberate to herself about what else they can eat, with Shenhe occasionally chipping in to offer an alternative or knock something solidly off the list.

“Hard day?”

“I just missed you guys,” she mumbles, and Shenhe squeezes her hand tightly, Yelan pressing a kiss to the top of her head.

“Well that’s what friends are for, right? Stuffed-toy stand-ins until you get tired of them talking and buy yourself a giant teddy bear?”

“I could never stand to replace the two of you,” Yanfei says quietly, and Yelan stops smiling, sitting up so Shenhe can breathe more properly and also hug Yanfei, the latter of which is the clear priority.

“What’s wrong? What happened?”

“Do you need me to kill someone? Calamity Queller has been aching for some exercise, and-”

“No, no, it’s nothing like that. What, do I have to be hurt to want to cuddle with you guys?”

Shenhe huffs a laugh, and her hands drop down to encircle Yanfei’s waist.

“You just feel so much, Yanfei; we can’t help but assume the worst when you’re clingier than usual. I heard you crying over the case with the grandmother and her repossessed house, try as you might to deny it.”

“Yanfei got it back for her, though,” Yelan boasts, and Yanfei laughs, curling into her two best friends with a satisfied exhale.

“I absorbed your feelings through physical touch and now I feel twice as much,“ Yanfei jokes, and Shenhe cracks a wan smile.

“If you want to think of it that way.”

“So…Xinyue Kiosk?” Yelan says, and Yanfei laughs out loud.

“Alright, alright. You can say you’re hungry, you know.”

“Well, I wasn’t going to mention it, but…”

“My treat?”

“Absolutely not,” Yelan and Shenhe say in unison, and then Shenhe’s racing towards the door, pausing at the doorstep to throw a small smirk over her shoulder.

“Last one to Xinyue Kiosk is paying.”

“Oh, you-”

-

Yelan ends up coughing up for the meal, pulling her wallet out of her bag with little complaint when the waitress comes around with the cheque.

“My paycheck, gone directly into you guys’ mouths…”

“Thank you, Yelan,” Yanfei says, endlessly earnest, and Shenhe nods along, pulling the stem of a particularly tough herbal flower out of her mouth with a grimace.

“Thank you, Yelan,” she says, decidedly less earnest, and Yelan glares at her.

“Had it not been Yanfei’s birthday, I would have challenged you to a duel by the laws of Liyue.”

“Liyue has laws against dueling,” Yanfei helpfully supplies, and Yelan groans.

“Oh, come on. Turn the other way for once?”

“I want cake,” Yanfei says in lieu of a reply, and Shenhe stands, long limbs unfolding gracefully.

“Let us acquire cake, then.”

-

Somehow, their trip for Yanfei’s cake has turned into a dessert crawl, starting at Feiyun Slope and ending at Bubu Pharmacy and then Liuli Pavilion, and while Yanfei munches through her simple almond tofu, Shenhe nibbles on a stalk of Violetgrass.

“What? It’s sweet.”

“Sure,” Yelan snorts, opening her mouth for Yanfei to feed her a spoonful of the tofu. “I’ll take your word for it.”

Yanfei tunes their bickering out in favour of watching the sun set over the horizon line, setting the waters of Liyue Harbour ablaze as the sea reflects golden scales of light, like some kind of sea leviathan of old.

“I really did miss you guys, you know. I wasn’t kidding.”

Absently, she registers that the conversation between the two has trickled to a stop, but she continues talking anyway, eyes fixed on the sky.

“It’s just…sometimes I wonder how I’m supposed to go on after the two of you are gone. I’m not so much of a fool to think you’re both going to live forever, but I just…I want the two of you to come home safely. I think that’s my birthday wish. So save me some stress, and stop throwing yourselves into dangerous situations, okay?”

Shenhe’s the first to move, a hand snaking its way around Yanfei’s shoulders, and then Yelan’s chin is landing on Yanfei’s head, eliciting a small yelp.

“We will be around for as long as you want us around for,” Shenhe says, patient and serious, and Yanfei fights back tears, smiling.

“You’ll never ever be rid of us until it’s time to go,” Yelan laughs, a sound that turns into a squeak when Yanfei pulls the two of them in for a hug, breathing in the smell of sea salt and Qingxin.

“Good. I hope not.” 

  
Author’s Note:i genuinely just think best friends should kiss each other on the forehead/cheek/whatever and cuddle and say i love you entirely platonically because we shouldnt assume love automatically means romantic when there are so many other types of love out there, and you can fight me on this /lh

thank you for reading! as always, leave a kudos or a comment if you enjoyed it <3





