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Shenhe’s life flipped around the moment she met Yun Jin. In the beginning, she couldn’t figure out if that was a good thing or not. The off chance that they’d meet in the city; the countless of times Shenhe had walked by the Heyu Tea House, only to walk away even when she knew that the singer was in there as beautiful as she was on the day of the performance at the Jade Palace. Shenhe always walked away.

Yun Jin never walked away.

It was like she had a keen sense for where Shenhe was—those off chances became more frequent, her trips into Liyue Harbor almost always accompanied by the opera singer. Mortal experiences that seemed dull and even unpleasant were suddenly so much more bearable and entertaining. Shenhe never imagined herself standing next to Yun Jin, holding onto the string of a kite as the shorter woman giggled at her confusion; she never imagined herself standing next to Yun Jin, basking in her attention and light; she never imagined herself standing next to Yun Jin, enjoying and craving more of her time and affection, to the point that Shenhe picked and played at the red ropes holding her back.

She wanted so much more—she couldn’t bare it.

Every time, her fingers would slip under the rope, and she’d tense up as if it wasn’t her own doing before she let her hand fall to her side. At some point, it felt like every time she touched those adepti ropes, her fingers would burn, and horrible images would sear into her mind.

“Hey,” a quiet voice called out. “Shenhe.”

Every time, she’d be called back and nothing else seemed to matter then.

Maybe this feeling wasn’t so unusual for others… Yun Jin’s cheeks would turn pink whenever their eyes met for too long; her lips would part in awe whenever Shenhe leaned closer. Shenhe wanted to know why—wanted to know if this feeling she felt was similar to what Yun Jin did.

Asking her mentor had done nothing for her: she was given a gentle stare before being told to that time would tell her everything. Shenhe admired her mentor and always heeded the wisdom given to her, but in the moment, she frowned and nodded, turning to find some other way to decipher these feelings.

Next on the list was Ganyu. She was one of the few people that Shenhe had come to know prior to her proper arrival in Liyue Harbor and Ganyu was always kind enough to lend an ear to her.

“Oh, Shenhe,” Ganyu sighed out with a small smile. “You’re so stuck on what she wants. What do you want?”

“What do I want…?” Shenhe sunk into the chair, showing a rare display of her discomfort. “What do you mean?”

Ganyu shook her head with a sisterly smile and continued writing her report. “I think Miss Yun Jin has already figured out her feelings. There is no need to focus so much on hers.”

“I want to make it easier for her,” Shenhe said simply and Ganyu let out a quiet giggle. “Ganyu?”

“You have a roundabout way of thinking about this.” Ganyu finished the report, folding it neatly and placing it to the side. “But it’s written on your face how much you want to kiss her.”

Shenhe blinked blankly and watched everything dawn on Ganyu before the adeptus broke out into laughter. Shenhe had heard about kissing before, but romance was never something she had thought about. It was… Out of place, something that she would have to divert her course in life for. Love didn’t seem like it was something she could have.

“Shenhe,” Ganyu said with a light laugh. “Even your talisman spirit is teasing you about it.”

Shenhe’s eyes glanced to the manifested spirit. It was blowing kisses into the air, shoulders shaking in what she could tell was laughter. Waving her hand with furrowed eyebrows, the spirit dissipated, and she sighed.

“She… Has been doing that a lot lately.” She rubbed her forehead and frowned. “She’s even worse around Yun Jin.”

“I think she has the right idea,” Ganyu pointed out and Shenhe looked at her incredulously. “You’ll understand soon, don’t hide from the feelings.”

Shenhe didn’t think she could even if she tried to.


“Miss Shenhe,” a voice called out and Shenhe turned her head to look over. “Yun Jin asked for me to direct you to your seat. My name is Yunning.”

Shenhe nodded. “Thank you. I’m not quite sure of how to attend her performances in this setting.”

Yunning’s eyes twinkled with delight. She beckoned Shenhe into the tea house and led her all the way to her seat, whispering about how the tea house operated during Yun Jin’s performances. Shenhe listened silently, eyes scanning her surroundings to maybe catch the sight of Yun Jin, but alas, the woman was nowhere to be seen. It was reasonable for the singer to not make an appearance until her show started, but Shenhe still felt disappointment run through her.

Even worse, something was bubbling in her chest. Hearing everyone around her chat about Yun Jin, praising her and even speaking of their desires to be even closer to the singer—Shenhe touched the ropes to make sure that they were still on. The feeling was uncomfortable, Shenhe wasn’t sure of how to react to it.

“Ah, and lastly,” Yunning said, pulling Shenhe from her thoughts. “Yun Jin wanted me to give you this. She said she would find you after the performance is done.”

A letter was place in front of her along with a small bag of assorted treats. Shenhe felt the corner of her lips quirk up as she fingered at the letter. She nodded and looked at Yunning with something akin to joy.

“Thank you for your help tonight.”

Yunning said nothing, only giving her a smile before she slipped away deeper into the tea house, leaving Shenhe alone at the table. The adeptus disciple took a deep breath and looked at the neatly folder letter on the table with a warmth in her chest. Flipping it open, her eyes diligently read the words on it while her free hand dug into the bag of candy.


‘Shenhe, I asked Yunning to help you tonight. I hope you are more comfortable with coming to my performances in the future. I know you don’t like to indulge, but I thought these candies would make being here much sweeter for you, so please have them as you please.



Being utmost honest, I feel nervous performing and knowing you’re in the crowd. I want to leave you with a good performance like the first time. Please let me know how you liked it afterwards. I’ll come find you as soon as I can.



Yun Jin’


The candy was extremely sweet this time. Shenhe tucked the letter away safely and felt her lips quiver with the hint of a smile. The warmth in her chest was spreading and Shenhe felt her face slowly take on its temperature. She touched her face and let out a breath before the room slowly began to quiet down, until everyone was silent, only the stage illuminated by carefully projected lights.

Shenhe had seen Yun Jin every week since their first proper meet up. She is sure she sees Yun Jin more often than most of her fans… Yet watching the woman step onto the stage with a familiar smile, meeting her eyes from the audience and seeing that smile brighten even more… Shenhe feels a sudden rush of… Something. It’s abrupt and she turns her head from the stage to catch the breath that she didn’t know she had lost while staring the singer. It feels right, it feels like all the pieces in her life are starting to fit together—but it is so utterly suffocating. She can’t tell what it is, doesn’t know how to separate it from the uncomfortable feeling from earlier. Gripping the ropes tightly, she gritted her teeth and looked back at the stage. If she slipped them off, just for this moment, would she enjoy it more or would everything backfire on her?

Yun Jin’s voice pierced through the silence and Shenhe’s body relaxed, as if the first note could cure her emotional ails. Shenhe’s tight grip on the ropes slackened slowly and she leaned forward, closing her eyes and breathing deep as she always did.

Someone tapped on her shoulder, and she glanced to the side, seeing her talisman spirit point up to the stage. She blinked slowly before turning to look up to the stage once more. Yun Jin stared at her, mouth still moving as the lyrics naturally left her. Her eyes glimmered with joy before they glanced away. Her body delicately going through practiced choreography, hands moving through the air with flowing intent. Shenhe felt the talisman spirit lean against her, the familiar cold dropping the temperature of her side as it slowly meshed into her body and disappeared.

Just like that, the show was over, the room lit up after a moment of silence. Shenhe blinked dumbly and saw Yun Jin prepare to leave the stage. The tea house had returned to its talkative state, the people around her now conversing about the performance—all of this noise was beginning to pull some irritation out of her, but the sight of Yun Jin slipping past the crowd that had formed brought a small smile to her lips. She watched a polite smile be given to the adoring fans before an even brighter smile was directed at her as she took a seat at the table.

“Shenhe,” Yun Jin greeted warmly, her eyes glancing down to the bag of sweets on the table. “Did you enjoy the show?”

Shenhe opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out. She closed her mouth slowly as her eyes scanned their surroundings. People were looking—staring way too much—their eyes were on Yun Jin as if she’d disappear if they all blinked. She clenched her fist and did her best to focus on the woman before her.

“Yes,” she replied simply. Yun Jin didn’t ask for anything else, only smiling and nodding as she reached forward to the bag of sweets. “The candies were good as well.”

Yun Jin laughed quietly, nodding as she stole one from the bag with twinkling eyes. Shenhe felt her lips quirk before they settled into their usual expression. A tea set was brought to their table, and she merely watched as Yun Jin thanked the staff, grabbing the two teacups and pouring a small amount of tea in them to rinse it out. She dumped the tea into a given container and poured them both a proper cup, placing Shenhe’s cup in front of her with a gentle nudge.

“I hope Yunning was helpful tonight?” Yun Jin said as she carefully sipped the tea, her eyebrows arching in satisfaction. “No one bothered you?”

Shenhe shook her head and gently cradled the teacup in her hands. The temperature was still hot, but she paid it no mind, cooling the cup with her touch, and drinking all the contents. “She was really helpful. Please thank her again for me, I would have been… A bit lost.”

“Of course,” Yun Jin said with an easy smile, placing her cup down and resting her chin on her hand. “I know it’s your first time coming to this kind of event, I wanted to make it as comfortable and easy for you as possible.”

Yun Jin was always so aware and accommodating. Shenhe swallowed the lump in her throat. She didn’t want to tell Yun Jin about what she was feeling earlier. Diverting her eyes, she nodded and was once more met with the sight of many pairs of eyes prying into their space. She clenched and unclenched her first, feeling restless as they seemed to inch closer and closer. The room began to get cold, and she could see Yun Jin’s expression change slowly in recognition, the singer taking the moment to glance around before frowning deeply. A hand was softly laid on top of her clenched fist, prying it open so it could slip in. Yun Jin held her hand securely and got up, tugging at her to follow with a small smile.

Shenhe said nothing. She followed Yun Jin out of the tea house, out into the streets of Liyue. She couldn’t register anything, only that they were walking until they came up a stone set of stairs. Shenhe’s legs carried her all the way, her mind still lagging behind, still at the tea house registering that Yun Jin’s hand was in hers.

It made sense to her. She would follow Yun Jin anywhere with no explanation. She’d follow her into the depths of the sea if that was where Yun Jin wished to go.

“Much better, right?”

Shenhe’s attention was pulled back to the present and she stood at a familiar scene.

“This is your home,” Shenhe stated quietly.

Yun Jin tilted her head and let go of her hand, stepping forward and nodding. “Yes, this is my home.”

“Should… We not be at the tea house?” Shenhe asked. “You invited me…”

“We can have tea here,” Yun Jin said as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. “Is that okay?”

Shenhe breathed in deeply through her nose and felt the tension leave her body. “I apologize. I’ve diverted our plans for the night.”

Yun Jin said nothing, only shaking her head with a small smile. She reached forward again and tugged at Shenhe’s hand, cradling it in her own. Her hands were smaller than Shenhe’s; delicate and perfectly manicured, Shenhe would not believe that she was trained to fight with a polearm. Shenhe’s own hands were slender and manicured, but the pads of her fingers were calloused, and her palm was a bit rough to the touch. Yun Jin flipped her hand and softly ran her thumb over her palm. The sensation was light and almost ticklish—Shenhe tried her best to not move a single muscle in her hand.

“I’m sorry,” Yun Jin whispered, her head bowed, and her face hidden behind her bangs. “I’m used to them staring. I didn’t know that you would feel uncomfortable in that situation.”

“It is not your fault that they stare at you,” Shenhe responded kindly, her voice dipping lower.

“If I knew you were uncomfortable with that much attention on you…” Yun Jin looked up at her and frowned.

Shenhe shook her head incredulously. That was not the problem at all—people would always end up looking at her. She didn’t care as long as they didn’t approach her with trouble. No one else was worth her time like that.

“I was upset that they were staring so much at you,” Shenhe confessed. “It made me… Feel strange.”

Yun Jin’s lips parted in shock and Shenhe frowned. “You…”

“I… Liked your performance. It was as amazing as the first one I saw.” Shenhe licked her lips, her mouth suddenly dry. “I did not want to upset you with this knowledge. I felt… Strange during the performance.”

Yun Jin stayed silent for a moment before her face began to slowly turn red. She opened her mouth and closed it repeatedly, as if she lost track of what to say every time it opened. Instead, she shook her head and shyly looked away.

“Let’s go inside?” Yun Jin slipped her hand into Shenhe’s once more and led them inside. Shenhe simply followed.

She expected to be led into their usual spot for tea—but Yun Jin seemed to have had other plans. She led her down a different hall and glanced back at her before opening the door. Shenhe peered in and deduced that this was Yun Jin’s room. It was neat and tidy, not a single thing out of place. She had two polearms secured safely on a wall. Next to it was a wooden desk with a small stack of papers sitting on it. An inkpot was corked next to it with its quill laying on a handkerchief nearby. Shenhe wasn’t sure if she was allowed in, but Yun Jin tugged her inside, closing the door behind them.

She stood there stiffly, unsure of what to do. She had never been inside of anyone’s room—in all honestly, being in Yun Jin’s estate was the first time she could say she’s visited someone’s home. Yun Jin could see her confusion and suddenly, quiet laughter filled the silent room. Shenhe’s own lips quirked up at the sound of it—she liked Yun Jin’s singing. She liked Yun Jin’s laugh too.

“Come sit?” Yun Jin asked quietly, letting go of Shenhe’s hand to sit down on her bed. Shenhe looked at the spot next to Yun Jin and sat down, putting a respectable amount of distance between them.

Yun Jin could only smile affectionately. She scooted closer and looked up at the adepti disciple, eyes looking impossibly warm and adoring. Shenhe couldn’t look into them for long—it made the strange sensation in her chest grow even more.

“Do you want to talk about what you were feeling earlier?” Yun Jin whispered, reaching out to Shenhe’s hand once more but hesitating.

Shenhe watched her hand carefully before lifting her own to meet Yun Jin’s. Yun Jin’s hand felt warm and soft in hers and she wanted to feel it more. Their hands intertwined and she felt her heart speed up briefly, fluttering in her chest in something akin to panic. She took a deep breath in an attempt to relieve the feeling.

“It’s… Not that important,” Shenhe tried to say, only to look at Yun Jin and see the piercing stare the smaller woman was giving her. “It’s… I’m starting to wonder if the adepti ropes’ power is starting to wane.”

Her free hand came up to tug at the red binds, a deep frown marring her face while she watched Yun Jin take a closer look at the ropes.

“You said you felt uncomfortable. Could you describe it to me?” Yun Jin looked up and Shenhe’s breath almost caught in her throat.

“Yes. It felt like…” Shenhe pursed her lips before letting a rare scowl surface onto her face. “I couldn’t stop the feeling. I don’t know how to explain it. I just know that it was suffocating.”

“Did something make you feel that way? Anything specific?” Yun Jin’s eyes were knowing and Shenhe felt something rise in her chest.

“You.” Shenhe watched Yun Jin’s eyes shimmer before her eyes fluttered. Her cheeks lit up in a blush and Shenhe ducked her head down. “I… Want to see more. You make this feeling happen—but somehow, I want more.”

“What?” Yun Jin breathlessly asked. “What do you mean?”

“This look,” Shenhe said, inching her face closer. “The one you’re wearing right now. I want to see you. I don’t want you to look away.”

Yun Jin was impossibly flushed. “Then look all you want.”

Shenhe nodded.


They spent a lot of their time together: sometimes on the isolated mountains high above, sometimes in the privacy of Yun Jin’s home. It mattered not to Shenhe, who only seemed to crave being around Yun Jin more.

“Shenhe, your talisman is in the way,” Yun Jin complained lightly, smiling up at the spirit while shooing its hands away from her book. “She’s been really active recently.”

Shenhe frowned and narrowed her eyes at the talisman spirit. It was lounging naturally around Yun Jin, directing smug looks at her. She was sure that Yun Jin noticed, but there was a twinkle in her eyes that told Shenhe that she would be doing nothing about it.

“Shenhe,” Yun Jin called out again. Shenhe had a mind to not respond just so she could hear it again.

“Yes?” She responded, directing her eyes to Yun Jin’s.

The singer got up from her desk, much to the dismay of the talisman spirit, which shook its head and disappeared. She sat down next to Shenhe on the bed and leaned against her—this was becoming normal for them. Yun Jin liked to have direct contact with Shenhe. Their hands were always clasped together, or she was always pressed up against Shenhe’s side. The adepti disciple didn’t have any complaints, the feelings from the opera performance only getting clearer and fueling the craving she felt.

“You didn’t come visit yesterday,” Yun Jin said quietly. “You’ve been a bit busy?”

Shenhe nodded but noticed that Yun Jin wasn’t looking up at her. “Yes. It seems that the monsters on the mountains have been getting restless.”

Yun Jin hummed softly and exhaled, a quiet sound accompanying it that made Shenhe’s body warm upon hearing it.

“Be careful,” she whispered, pulling back to look up at the disciple. “If you need help, I can come and accompany you too.”

“They are not a big problem,” Shenhe said and felt Yun Jin’s arms circle her waist. “It just takes up a bit of my time. By the time I am finished, it is too late to come visit.”

“If you let me help, we can finish faster,” Yun Jin pointed out. The corners of Shenhe’s lips quirked up.

“Yunning already asked me to come at a later time so you could have adequate time to practice.” Shenhe watched Yun Jin frowned and slowly brought her arm around Yun Jin to comfort her. “I will be alright.”

Yun Jin sighed and gave up, nodding reluctantly while she squeezed Shenhe tightly. She pressed up as close to her as possible and buried her face into Shenhe’s shoulder, hiding her face as she mumbled out the next words.

“I just missed you is all.”

Shenhe swallowed and felt her chest warm up. Yun Jin pulled away with a light blush; her eyes weren’t shy—Yun Jin was not a shy person—but they were holding something back. There was a certain glossiness to her eyes and Shenhe couldn’t make anything out of it.

She wasn’t anywhere close to tears, so Shenhe could cross that off the list. She seemed bothered by something, but Yun Jin was not necessarily upset by it. Shenhe crossed that possibility off as well. That didn’t leave much else—and Shenhe understood that there were still a lot of things she had never experienced when it came to emotions.

“Is there something wrong?” Shenhe whispered, her voice coming out huskily. She watched Yun Jin’s eyes flutter closed, a sigh escaping from delicate lips.

The singer shook her head and mustered up a smile. “Nothing, sorry.”

Shenhe didn’t believe her. How could she when she felt Yun Jin’s hands gripping her side as if she was trying to hold something back?

“You’re lying,” Shenhe murmured and watched Yun Jin’s reaction carefully.

She watched her sigh again, ears turning red while she tried to turn her face away. “It’s… Getting hard to pretend.”

“Pretend?” Shenhe frowned.

“Shenhe,” Yun Jin breathed out, pulling away with a guilty look. “I didn’t want to tell you because I didn’t want you to feel overwhelmed or pressured.”

Shenhe clenched her jaw. She had no idea what Yun Jin was talking about—that was probably why Yun Jin hadn’t told her yet. She felt utterly oblivious to everything.

“I wanted you to get more comfortable… But I really… Really like you.” Yun Jin’s eyes anxiously glanced up at her. “I like being your friend, but I want to be more. When you talked about those feelings at the tea house, I thought maybe you felt the same way.”

The adepti disciple paused and blinked owlishly. She breathed in slowly and stared at the woman in front of her while her mind tried to process everything Yun Jin said. She always had trouble deciphering emotions, but she didn’t think it would be this hard in regards to Yun Jin. She was saying that she liked her as if it was a crime—Shenhe frowned and pursed her lips.

“I’m sorry… I don’t understand.”

Yun Jin looked at her carefully before a small smile managed to slip onto her face. Shenhe at least felt a bit more at ease seeing it.

“I like you more than a friend—I know you’re still grasping at new emotions. It’s why I didn’t want or expect to mention this ever.” The singer closed her eyes and bowed her head. “If you don’t understand, then you don’t need to worry about it, okay?”

Shenhe was not okay with that at all. She wanted to understand—a part of her would say that she needed to understand. She wanted to know why the sight of Yun Jin so flustered made her heart skip a beat, wanted to understand what made her come back for more. Her fingers twitched in anticipation. She wanted to reach forward and bring Yun Jin closer to her, to close the distance and feel the smaller woman against her.

Licking her lips, she hummed with curiosity.

“I think I like you too,” Shenhe murmured, raising a hand to gently brush Yun Jin’s bangs out of the way, watching as her eyes slowly met hers with a familiar shimmer. “Would you show me more of this?”

“I’d show you the whole world,” Yun Jin whispered, a small smile slipping onto her lips.


Yun Jin did most of the talking when they were together.

She laid in Shenhe’s arms and absentmindedly talked to her about all her singing techniques, her voice producing highs and lows with ease, waving her hand lazily while Shenhe listened intently. Shenhe’s eyebrows stayed furrowed, even when Yun Jin giggled in the middle of a note at the sight of Shenhe’s concentration. In these peaceful moments, hidden away in Yun Jin’s room, Shenhe learned about all the facets of life safely in the presence of her singer.

Yun Jin had a very small figure—that was obvious from the start. She was shorter than average height and she nestled comfortably into Shenhe’s body. Shenhe often found herself cradling Yun Jin in her arms while the woman slept peacefully, brushing her hair away from her face so she could see just how relaxed and natural her expression could be. The first couple of times that Yun Jin had fallen asleep like that, Shenhe would stiffly lay there for hours until she too would succumb to sleep in the warmth they shared.

The singer ended her singing with a light hum before she shifted, bringing a hand up to Shenhe’s shoulder and resting it there. She wore a warm smile and Shenhe felt her stomach flip. Her body had been reacting in so many ways when it came to Yun Jin. Simple smiles, long gazes, lingering touches, Shenhe would feel her body warm in response—she found that it wasn’t unpleasant anymore, that it was natural and telling. When her hand rose a little higher to cup her cheek, she instinctually ducked down and leaned into the touch and could feel her heart speed up.

“Tired?” Yun Jin asked quietly and Shenhe shook her head. “You look absent.”

“I’m thinking about you,” Shenhe murmured and Yun Jin’s cheeks lit up even while she smiled coolly. “I like you a lot.”

“You tell me that every day,” Yun Jin laughed out. Her thumb gently brushed Shenhe’s cheek and she brought her face closer.

Shenhe blinked slowly when their noses touched, their faces closer than it ever had been before. She found herself holding her breath, watching Yun Jin’s eyes flicker down at her lips when she pulled away slightly.

“I like you a lot,” Yun Jin said after a moment, turning her head away with a smile. Shenhe felt a small smile slip out and she gently turned Yun Jin to face her again. “Mm?”

“I don’t know what to do,” Shenhe said honestly. “You were really close, but I didn’t know what to do. You looked like you wanted something.”

Yun Jin couldn’t hide how her face burned red, nor did she quite want to. Shenhe adored looking at her like this and she had spoken up about it often, until Yun Jin had eventually clapped her hand over Shenhe’s mouth to stop her from speaking more about it out of embarrassment.

“Are you sure?” Yun Jin asked quietly. She shifted in her spot, tossing a leg over Shenhe. Sitting on Shenhe’s lap, her hands rested on the taller woman’s shoulders, lightly squeezing them every now and then while she waited for Shenhe to answer.

This was a new position for them—but it wasn’t uncomfortable at all. Shenhe’s hands naturally found their place on Yun Jin’s waist and nodded with warm eyes. “Yes. Teach me.”

With the opera singer in her lap, Shenhe felt her heart race even faster than before. Her nails slightly scratched at Yun Jin’s sleepwear, the thin fabric shifting and doing nothing to stop the sensation from reaching Yun Jin’s skin. She watched her singer shiver, eyes closing briefly before they fluttered opened. She looked at Shenhe with hooded eyes—the disciple knows discipline; discipline was etched into every muscle, bound her like the red ropes she wore—but the moment she witnessed such a look from Yun Jin, Shenhe felt something primal claw from deep inside of her chest. She breathed out shakily and simply waited.

“I want to kiss you,” Yun Jin murmured, slipping her hands up and hooking her arms around Shenhe’s shoulders. She was even closer, their bodies flushed against each other. “Is that okay?”

Even with such a look on her face, Yun Jin asked Shenhe calmly and patiently. Shenhe merely nodded. “Teach me.”

Yun Jin nodded and breathed in deeply, inching her face closer to Shenhe and nudging their noses together with a small smile. “Close your eyes.”

Yun Jin had given her instructions. Shenhe always did what Yun Jin told her to do.

Her eyes closed and she gripped Yun Jin’s waist just a bit tighter, not enough to hurt and not nearly enough to stop her. She needed something to ground herself—even with her eyes closed, she felt lightheaded just knowing that Yun Jin was this close to her. Maybe the fact that her eyes were closed made it more intense.

She felt something press against her lips for a couple seconds before Yun Jin pulled away momentarily.

“Okay?” Yun Jin whispered. Shenhe nodded, her eyes still closed. “A little longer?”

“Yes,” Shenhe breathed out, her voice shaky and honest.

She could feel Yun Jin lean back in, their noses touching slightly before lips pressed against her own again. There was more intent this time. It lasted longer and Shenhe could feel Yun Jin’s lips start to move. It took her a moment, but she eventually caught on and mimicked the action, tilting her head slightly out of discomfort. When Yun Jin pulled away, Shenhe opened her eyes slowly. Her singer wore a pretty blush, her lips parted in something akin to awe.

“Good?” Yun Jin asked breathily.

Shenhe leaned in, ducking her head and muttering a quick ‘more’ before she closed the distance again. Her craving for Yun Jin was growing, she could feel it clawing from inside her chest. She had spent so many years not wanting for anything, yet now with Yun Jin in her lap, their lips pressed together desperately, Shenhe wanted nothing but more.

“More,” she managed out between breaths.

“Shenhe…”

Had Yun Jin ever sounded so sweet? The way she called out her name, Shenhe wanted more. More, so much more, she felt her mind fall deeper and deeper into the desire she felt. Her hands brought Yun Jin even closer, gripping her waist and digging her nails into the fabric. She felt and heard Yun Jin’s breath hitch, didn’t know whether it was good or bad—but couldn’t stop herself. The sounds coming from her singer was addictingly sweet and Shenhe drank as much as she could from them.

“Shenhe,” Yun Jin said as she pushed Shenhe back gently, but firmly. “Hey…”

Her hands cupped Shenhe’s cheeks and Shenhe breathed deeply through her nose, staring at Yun Jin with furrowed eyebrows.

“Did I hurt you?” Shenhe asked, her voice shaky with want and fear. She tried to relax, easing up the grip she had on Yun Jin while a thumb caressed her cheek, coaxing her down.

Yun Jin shook her head and sighed sweetly. “No, you didn’t.”

Her lips were swollen and bruised, her pupils were blown, Shenhe felt a strike of fear in her heart—she didn’t hate the sight. She wanted to see how much prettier Yun Jin could look like this. The thought alone made that primal feeling deep in her chest rise again.

“How do you feel?” Yun Jin asked quietly and Shenhe opened her mouth before clamping it shut, swallowing a lump in her throat.

Yun Jin leaned in to plant a kiss onto Shenhe’s nose, smiling comfortingly at the woman. Shenhe wondered if Yun Jin understood just how much power she held over her—the things Shenhe was willing to do for her, the desires that she had dug out from somewhere deep inside… Did Yun Jin understand it at all?

“Are… Are my ropes still on?” Shenhe asked with a raspy voice. Her voice was tinged with fear and Yun Jin nodded.

Hands fell onto hers and grabbed them gently, bringing them up and kissing them lightly. Shenhe focused in on the sensation, avoiding the uncomfortable sensation that had surfaced. The ropes were still on. She hadn’t hurt Yun Jin at all, she even liked what they had done.

“Did you like it?”

Yun Jin smiled and nodded, leaning up and pressing a chaste kiss onto Shenhe’s lips, so brief that Shenhe couldn’t close her eyes in time. “I did. I like kissing you.”

“Kissing…” Shenhe tested the word in her mouth and nodded slowly. “I like kissing you too.”

“We can do it whenever you want,” Yun Jin said, her eyes holding a playful glint.

A part of her told her not to indulge, but she ignored it just this once. “Can we kiss more?”


She regretted letting her mind stray.

Gripping her side, she felt a sticky wetness that was all too familiar to her. Shenhe gripped her polearm tightly and made distance from the ruin hunter. She had been making her way up the mountain to return to Cloud Retainer’s abode—Yun Jin had been busy with her performances and Shenhe did not want to distract her for too long, only stopping by for an hour before she returned back to her master’s domain.

Perhaps it was her fault for being so preoccupied with the thought of Yun Jin in the first place.

She had walked this path so often, but the recent and random migration of ruin guards had made what used to be safe routes completely unsafe. Ruin guards were nothing to her—ruin hunters were a bit rarer. She had little experience with them.

Shenhe let out a harsh breath as she jerked to the side to evade the ruin hunter. The wound in her side was only getting worse and she began to feel lightheaded from the blood loss. If she couldn’t take the ruin hunter down now, she had no chance of making it out. Even if she destroyed it, would anyone find her in time? What would happen if she were to lay down, succumbing to the exhaustion and lull of sleep, never to wake up again?

Gritting her teeth, she quickly brought out a talisman and used the remaining bit of her energy to produce enough cryo energy to freeze the ruin hunter in place before launching directly at it, piercing the socket where its core laid. The ruin hunter shuddered mechanically before collapsing to the ground, falling into pieces while Shenhe stumbled backwards, hissing at the intense pain in her side.

She couldn’t die here—no, her life was just beginning. What would her master say if she found her like this? What grief would Cloud Retainer feel—what about Yun Jin? Shenhe shook her head and stood up as tall as she could, her hand pressing hard against the large wound. Completely covered in blood, she could barely make out just how large her wound was, but she had no time to think about it. She hobbled up the slope, following the path up out of muscle memory while her sluggish mind tried to keep up. She had made good distance, but eventually felt her knees give out from under her. Her breathing was shallow from the pain, even when she felt the need to gulp in as much air as possible. She couldn’t die here, not like this. There was so much more ahead of her—she needed to live just a bit longer.

She closed her eyes and tried to settle her breathing, but she knew at this point that nothing was going to help with the suffocating feeling. She was losing too much blood, no amount of oxygen could replenish what was being lost while the wound still bled.

And then she heard it: the familiar sound of wind rushing through the air. She opened her eyes to the sight of her master landing next to her, urgently using whatever power she could to save her beloved student. Shenhe closed her eyes again.

The next time she opened them, Shenhe could not quite recognize where she was. She sat up carefully, the throbbing pain in her side preventing any quick movements. Touching the tender area, she was grateful to find that it was bandaged. She blinked the grogginess away before taking in her surroundings. A rush of relief fell down on her when she recognized Cloud Retainer’s abode. She was laying on a bed, one that her master had conjured up specifically for her.

“Shenhe,” a whimsical voice called out gently. “How do you feel, child?”

Shenhe looked at the crane and nodded slowly. “Safe.”

The crane merely observed her. Shenhe was used to this, as Cloud Retainer was as observant as she was wise. She carefully shifted in the bed and sighed tiredly, looking back down at her bandaged side.

“One has healed you as best as I could. The bandage is merely a precaution.” Cloud Retainer tilted her head. “You should not have much scarring.”

“Thank you,” Shenhe quietly said and pressed her hand at her side, channeling a controlled amount of cryo energy onto the area to ease her pain. “I was caught off guard.”

“And still you managed to defeat the machination and carry yourself up the mountain,” her master spoke calmly. “This one noticed the commotion late. One assumed it was your elemental energy that created enough of a disturbance to pull my attention.”

Shenhe thought back to the incident and hummed. “I believe so. I used the last of my energy to make sure I could properly dispatch the ruin hunter.”

“You must take better care, child,” Cloud Retainer said, her voice hiding the care she carried for Shenhe.

“I apologize for causing you concern,” Shenhe murmured.

“You apologize to the wrong person,” Cloud Retainer responded. “This child came looking for you last night.”

Shenhe’s head snapped up, looking around and meeting the concern eyes of her singer. She looked grief-stricken; lips parted with words on the tip of her tongue. Yun Jin slowly approached, wringing her hands before she brought them to Shenhe’s cheeks. Shenhe closed her eyes and breathed in deeply, the familiar warmth from not just Yun Jin’s hands, but Yun Jin’s presence enveloping her and soothing the strain she had been feeling. When she opened her eyes again, she saw Cloud Retainer take her leave silently, flying away to some spot in her abode. Shenhe reminded herself to thank her master for allowing Yun Jin to stay longer than most are allowed.

“Shenhe,” Yun Jin whispered, gently caressing her cheeks. “How do you feel?”

Shenhe dropped her front and sagged, leaning forward and resting her forehead on Yun Jin’s shoulder. Her arms wrapped around Yun Jin’s waist and pulled her as close as she could. Her singer let out a quiet gasp as she stumbled forward onto the bed.

“Tired,” Shenhe murmured, refusing to look up at her singer. “I am sorry.”

“I’m glad you’re okay.” Yun Jin ran her fingers through Shenhe’s unbraided hair. Shenhe hummed at the soothing sensation. “You didn’t come to see me for two days. I came up to check on you and… I didn’t think Cloud Retainer would let me see you, but your master is very kind.”

“I was distracted,” Shenhe explained groggily. “I did not expect a ruin hunter on my usual route.”

“You owe me no explanation,” Yun Jin said warmly. “Even battered, as long as I get to see you another day…”

Shenhe inhaled deeply as Yun Jin embraced her tightly. She could feel the smaller woman shake in her arms. Ever so mature and calm, knowing that she had caused Yun Jin this much distress sent pangs of pain through Shenhe’s heart.

“I don’t want to lose you so soon,” Yun Jin whispered shakily and Shenhe shook her head. “There is so much more I need to show you.”

“I would never leave you so soon,” Shenhe mumbled into Yun Jin’s shoulder. “I kept…”

She frowned as her words trailed off. Yun Jin eventually pulled away to sit on the bed with her, holding onto her hand tightly and cradling it.

“I kept thinking that I didn’t want to die,” Shenhe breathily managed. “I didn’t want to die back then.”

Just a glance at Yun Jin told Shenhe that she knew exactly what back then was pertaining to.

“But this time, I didn’t want to die for so many different reasons.” Shenhe felt a rough laugh escape her throat, a sound that she had never heard from herself before. “So many of those reasons had to do with you.”

Yun Jin brought her hand up and pressed her lips against each finger softly, kissing them before she flipped Shenhe’s palm up. She pressed another kiss into her palm and then another at her wrist. Shenhe felt soft lips on her pulse point and shivered.

“You can’t leave so soon,” Yun Jin murmured against her skin. “I won’t let you.”

“Then…” Shenhe felt a small smile slip onto her face. “I will hold you to that.”

Yun Jin said nothing, letting Shenhe’s hand drop to her side before cupping her cheeks and pressing their lips together.

“Don’t forget it,” Yun Jin whispered as she pulled away.

Shenhe would never forget it. She couldn’t forget it even if she wanted to; the feeling of being warmly embraced, the sensation of lips pressing together, the joy and delight in witnessing her singer smile so brightly up at her.

“I would never.”
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