
serendipitous
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When he wakes, the first thought that crosses Dan Heng’s mind is that 

this is not his bed.




His breath is unsteady and quick, his instincts a blaring red alarm as his mind reels with images of terribly familiar faces with familiar, ornate swords. 
He needs to move, he needs to go, he needs to get 

out,

 but it’s so dark and he can’t get up; something’s holding him down, 

why can’t he get up?





“Blade,” he says, breathless, mouth moving of its own accord. Dan Heng doesn’t know what’s happening, but Blade must be behind it. Perhaps he’s in the process of taking down the Express and all its inhabitants just like he had every other vessel Dan Heng traveled on, keeping him tied down to prevent him from interfering. If he weren’t so panicked he probably would’ve laughed at the absurd redundancy of it, but instead, his breaths grow shorter and more erratic, as though his lungs are filled with lead-



“Dan Heng?”




March’s voice.

 He feels a weight lifted from his right, and the faint outline of March’s face is suddenly visible in the dark. The expression she wears is far more grave than he recalls ever seeing on her, not since the Doomsday Beast or Cocolia. But she’s here. March is here. 



His racing heartbeat slows, if only a little. 



“Dan Heng… are you okay? Did you have a nightmare?”



Nightmare? As his eyes adjust to the dark, he realizes. The walls are decorated with photos by the dozen, and he spots a pile of soft, pastel plushies out of his periphery. 



March is here because this is her bedroom. They’re on the Express. 



They’re safe.



All at once, Dan Heng feels every ounce of the tension in his muscles subside, sinking into the mattress with sheer relief. He may have just slept, but he’s so, incredibly tired.



As he looks up at March’s expectant gaze, all he can do is nod.



She just smiles, albeit a little sadly, and settles back against his right, both of her small hands enveloping his own, larger one. They’re starting to get a bit calloused, probably from wielding that bow so much. Something comfortable and warm blooms within his chest, something he won’t name just yet despite his mind’s protests.



“I doubt you want to talk about it,” March finally says, squeezing his hand a little tighter. “But if you change your mind today, or any day, really! You can tell me about it. Or Mr. Yang, or Himeko, or Stelle over there, or 

maybe

 even Pom-Pom. None of us mind, you know.”



Just as Dan Heng is about to tell her that it’s alright, really, it’s nothing to worry about, perhaps throwing in a light-hearted jab about her uncharacteristic concern, he notes the words “over there.” 



Right. The reason he was even here was because March had insisted on a sleepover with Dan Heng and Stelle to celebrate their victory on Jarilo VI and Stelle’s first trailblazing mission. Meaning, that unless she left in the middle of the night, that “heavy object” holding down his left must be Stelle herself. He glances over to find her half sprawled out over his side and half dangling off the bed. If the fact that she’s actively drooling is any indication, her sleep isn’t disturbed by her precarious position; he’s grateful that his nightmare-borne thrashing only awoke 

one

 of his companions. He’s already feeling guilty and regretful that he agreed to this sleepover enough as it is. It wasn’t that Dan Heng didn’t want to spend time with March and Stelle, but rather, he had a feeling that 

this

 would happen, and happen it did.



He suppresses a sigh and opts for a, “thank you, March,” instead of any of the other thoughts his mind has conjured up. Maybe that’s what he really needs to say, in this moment. 



She mumbles something unintelligible in response before tucking her head against the crook of his neck and pulling him into an embrace. To his surprise, he doesn’t even stiffen. 



Even more to his surprise does he find himself hugging her back.



For all her idiosyncrasies and spontaneity, March is very nice to be around. She’s not draining- all good intentions with her heart on her sleeve. Despite her cold weather name and the six-phased ice she controls, her presence is that of a field of flowers on a warm afternoon. (They’d been to one, once, on a trailblazing mission months ago. March was so in her element that she’d forgotten to take any photos.) Dan Heng has always preferred the night and the solace that comes from a twinkling blanket of stars, but he thinks the day is alright if this personification of sunlight brings it about. It’s serendipitous, almost.



There’s a very loud yawn from Dan Heng’s left. He snorts.



“Wha- oh. You’re awake,” Stelle says, voice laced with sleep. Her volume is still turned up a bit too high, even with the tiredness.



“Me too!” March exclaims. “Yay, we’re all awake together!”



Stelle finally rolls off of Dan Heng’s left arm- and thank goodness for that, it was growing so numb that he was beginning to get concerned about his circulation- before slamming her face back into the pillow.



“Steeeeelle,” March sing-songs. “Get over here.”



“What are you doing,” she grumbles intelligently, flinging the arm hanging off the bed back with the rest of her body, smacking herself in the nose in the process. “

Ow.

”



March smiles into his shoulder. “Hugging Dan Heng.”



“Oh, okay.”



There’s a rustle of the comforter before he feels two strong arms wrap around him from behind. Stelle buries her face in the back of his shirt. Similarly to March, the contact is far from uncomfortable, and he subconsciously leans back into her touch. 



If March is the sun, then Stelle must be some sort of planet, one that keeps getting pulled back into his orbit every time he thinks she’s just far enough out of reach. Not too close, not too warm, but still a constant. Without the magnetism that she emanates, the trajectory of every other being in the solar system would devolve into chaos. It’s strange. He’s never met anyone quite like her.



Stelle definitely notices Dan Heng’s lack of protest, because she starts to laugh in that same playful manner she uses when Pom-Pom is upset about something silly or to poke fun at Sampo when he’s caught in the act of pulling some sort of scheme.



Not that she knows he has an ace up his sleeve. Oh well. She had it coming.



“You were gravitating towards the trash can in your sleep, by the way.”



A pause. “…You’re just jealous.”



“Of March’s empty candy wrappers and film packaging?”



“She’s right! For once,” March pipes up. They both ignore Stelle’s offended gasp. “The colors are pretty, at least. I bet all the junk in Dan Heng’s trash can are boring beiges and browns.”



“They are. That’s why I prefer to look through yours.”



Dan Heng raises an eyebrow at that. “Would it be too much to ask that you 

don’t

 pick through my garbage?”



“Not if you make it a formal request with adequate, timely payment. Preferably in Credits, Hertarium, or Shield.”



“…Nevermind.” 



He could drift off again, like this, Dan Heng realizes. Maybe he’ll even be freed of nightmares or dreams at all. March and Stelle are warm and they’re here and they aren’t going anywhere. As his eyes flutter shut, that unfamiliar, but not unwelcome feeling blooms in his chest once again.



When he finally wakes, he’ll find himself surrounded by two giggling companions and the shutter of a camera in his face, and as they all go grab pancakes and bacon and talk about nothing, his past will leave him be for a little while longer.





