A Whimsical Wedding Speech: Honkai Star Rail & Wuthering Waves
— "Tied by the Chains of Neglect"

(Imagine this delivered by a flustered Hoyoverse executive at a lavish, interdimensional
altar. The "groom" is Honkai Star Rail, dressed in a starry tuxedo that's already fraying at
the edges. The "bride" is Wuthering Waves, in a windswept gown made of discarded echo
shells. Guests include bored Resonators, idle Trailblazers, and a flock of pigeons
representing forgotten 4-stars. Soft, melancholic BGM from both soundtracks plays in the

background.)

Ladies, gentlemen, fellow victims of gacha RNG, and all you spectral echoes haunting the
void between updates—welcome! Today, we gather not under the glow of a new banner or
the thrill of a limited event, but in the quiet, dusty corner of the multiverse where dreams go
to... well, stagnate. We are here to celebrate the union of two souls who have suffered
together in the cruel embrace of developer oversight. Honkai Star Rail and Wuthering
Waves, you magnificent messes—you've been ghosted harder than a skipped daily login.

And in that shared misery, you've found love. True, unpatchable love.

Honkai Star Rail, my cosmic wanderer, you've blazed across the stars with your silver rails
and your ever-expanding Simulated Universe. But let's be real: lately, it's been more
"simulated" than universe. No fresh 4-star units to hoard like emotional support squirrels?
Check. Events that feel like reruns of the same Penacony dream sequence? Double check.
And don't get me started on the "whale endgame mode"—oh wait, that's just Memory of
Chaos on loop, isn't it? Where the only thing harder than pulling a Light Cone is admitting
you've cleared it all and now you're just... farming relics. Again. You've been left adrift, my
friend, with nothing but Equilibrium levels mocking you from afar. But through it all, you've
held on, scripting your stories with the patience of a Trailblazer waiting for that one elusive

Eidolon.



And Wuthering Waves, you ethereal echo of ambition! Born from the ashes of ambition-
fueled hype, you swept in with your fluid combat and your world that promised to resonate
with our souls. Parrying Tacet Discords like a boss, collecting echoes that actually feel
useful—bravo! But oh, the silence that followed. No new 4-star units to tempt our wallets?
It's like they forgot the tutorial on "character diversity." Fighting events? Ha! The only
battles left are the ones against server crashes and untranslated dialogue. No seasonal
crossovers, no holiday banners—just you, standing tall in Solaris-3, whispering "When's the
next patch?" into the wind. You've been a solo Resonator in a co-op world, grinding the
same Depths of lllusive Realm until it feels less like endgame and more like existential

therapy.

But here's the magic, folks. These two? They've bonded over the lack. No events? They
throw their own—impromptu picnics in the Astral Express dining car, swapping stories of
"what if" characters. No new 4-stars? They invent them: "Echo Blazer," a hybrid unit that
parries cosmic debris while farming junk relics. No fighting events? They stage mock
tournaments, with Wuthering Waves' fluid dodges schooling Honkai's stiff poses. And that
whale endgame mode? Pfft, they've turned it into a lovers' quarrel: Honkai challenges
Waves to clear Apocalyptic Shadow without a single 5-star, and Waves counters by
speedrunning the Tower of Adversity on a diet of free echoes only. It's not content—it's

catharsis. It's two games, starved for attention, feeding off each other's quiet rebellion.

So, as you exchange vows today—vows etched not in gold, but in the fine print of a 2.1 beta
delay—remember this: Your love isn't built on hype cycles or pity pulls. It's forged in the
forge of neglect, tempered by the fire of "maybe next version." Honkai, may Wuthering's
winds carry you beyond the endless farm. Wuthering, may Honkai's stars light your path to
that elusive Union Level 70. Together, you're unbreakable. Unpatchable. And hey, if
Hoyoverse ever remembers you exist? You'll be ready—overpowered, overleveled, and

overflowing with that sweet, vengeful synergy.

To the happy couple: May your endgame be whale-sized, your events eternal, and your

silences... a little shorter. Cheers! (Or, y'know, pull for each other.)

(Crowd applause fades into awkward silence. Cut to black with a loading screen: "Updating
in 20267 Stay tuned!")



