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The little silver bell over the front door of the store jingles gently as the door swings closed for the second time in the last thirty minutes. 

With Wind Comes Story is an out-of-the-way bookshop in the heart of Mondstadt. Nestled between a flower shop and a cafe, the small green door leading into the shop is easily missed and Amber wonders how she has never seen the place before despite coming down this way quite often. 

She isn’t sure what drew her into the store, but she finds herself lost amongst the tall shelves filled with various books. The smell of new and old books mix together in a nostalgic and otherworldly scent that trails after her. The camphor There’s something mystical about a small bookstore too — none of the gaudy signs or advertisements that she usually sees in the big chain bookstores. It’s cozy here, an inherent warmth offered by the proximity of the shelves. 

Amber  does  know why she’s still in the store after twenty minutes though. 

The cute woman at the front counter who smiled at her as Amber had come into the store had completely stolen Amber’s heart. She has never really believed in the love at first sight thing — the ones that she’s only read about in fairy tales and seen in movies. 

But she gets it now. 

It’s like being struck with lightning — not that Amber has ever been struck by lightning either, but she can certainly imagine. 

Cautiously, she peers around the corner of the bookshelf. The woman is still there, leaning against the counter, flipping through a thick tome. Tome is the only word to describe the thick leather-bound book on the counter, perhaps older than Amber herself. 

The girl glances up, catching Amber’s gaze and smiles. It’s like being shot in the face by the sun herself. Amber dives back to safety behind the bookshelf. There in the shade and cover of the sturdy wooden shelf, Amber takes a deep breath, hoping to calm her pounding heart. 

It’s unfair that someone could be so pretty.

Still, she can’t help but creep slowly down the aisle toward the front of the store, drawn to her like a moth is to a flame. The walls built from books shelter her as she makes it to the end of the aisle, pressing herself against the books — spines digging into her own, as she peeks out from around the corner,

The lady at the counter is still looking at her book. This time she doesn’t look up, still engrossed in the pages. Amber finds herself pulled forward, stepping out of the shadows into the light. 

She doesn’t even realize that she’s reached the front counter, feet moving of their own volition until the woman is looking up and smiling brightly at her. Golden eyes sparkle in the warm lighting of the store and Amber feels her heart leap in her chest. 

“Were you looking for something?” She asks. 

Lumine, the name tag pinned to her floral printed blouse reads. 

A pretty name for a pretty lady. 

Amber finds herself frozen to the spot, mouth gaping open and closed a few times as she struggles to find the right words. Lumine looks at her expectantly. Hastily, Amber grabs the first book from the pile next to the front counter. 

“Yes,” She says, sliding the book across the counter. “Just this, please.” 

Lumine looks down at the book. “Oh. The Study of Sumeran Fungi and their Mind-Control of Desert Scarabs. That’s an interesting book.”

Amber looks down at the book too. “Yes.” She frowns, having not read the book title at all when she grabbed it. “It’s a good book,” she lies, trying to appear confident.

“Are you into how they can infect scarabs with their spores and make them into little zombies that help the fungi further propagate?” Lumine asks, a little too enthusiastically as she scans the book. “Do you want a bag for the book?” 

Amber glances at the picture of the fungi taking over the scarab on the front. She isn’t actually into that at all, but she’s in too deep to admit that to the pretty lady now. “Yes, please.” Best not to walk through the street with that out for the world to see. Though she would admit that it was kind of cute how Lumine was enthusing about this book, and her knowledge of this rather  niche  topic. 

“Is there anything else that I can help you with?” The book hits the bottom of a paper bag with a small thunk. 

 Your phone number would be nice.  Amber doesn’t say that, swallowing stiffly. She can’t say that. “No, that’s all.” Her mouth feels like cotton, there’s a muted ringing in her ears. 

“That will be 2000 Mora. Did you want to pay with coin or card?” 

“Oh, uh Morastercard, please.”

Lumine smiles at her, sending Amber’s heart aflutter, as she slides the debit machine over to her. Such a motion makes Lumine’s shirt, collar weighed down by the name tag, dip dangerously low and Amber has to sternly remind herself to keep her eyes up. She picks up the debit machine. The bright screen blinks helpfully at her — not nearly as bright as Lumine’s smile though. Amber tries to calm her pounding heart and presses the card onto the top of the machine.

“There’s actually a mini-survey-” Lumine pulls a blue pen from the cup on the counter, scribbling on the receipt. Amber keeps her eyes trained on the smile on Lumine’s face — she cannot look down. “-I’m trying to figure out what kind of books people like to read so if you want to fill it out, that would be really helpful. It’ll email you a discount code for the coffee shop next door.”

Amber hurriedly grasps the receipt, shoving it into her bomber jacket’s pocket, and the bag with the book, crinkling the paper loudly. Too loudly. All she feels is red-hot embarrassment. “Thank you, bye!” She’s retreating as fast as she can before she can make a bigger fool of herself. 

“I hope you enjoy the book!” Lumine calls out after her. 

“You too!”


 Fuck. 


 








“Welcome to With the Wind Comes Story!” 

Amber smiles at Lumine as she bundles into the bookstore, the wind in the street slamming the door shut angrily behind her. The bells over the door are in agreement, jingling raucously.  

She had resisted returning to the bookstore for the last week or so, stuck with a book on her nightstand that she is simultaneously intrigued by and terrified of. In the end she ended up reading through it in the bright afternoon sun on her balcony with an iced coffee, too afraid to read it at night in her room. 

What if some zombie scarabs showed up in her room while she was sleeping?

Unthinkable. 

There’s a green-haired woman leaning against the counter, looking at the register’s monitor with Lumine. Lumine smiles back at her for a brief moment before turning back to the woman at the counter. Amber ducks quietly into the shade of the tall shelves. She feels foolish, hiding and skulking amongst the books the second that she enters the store as if Lumine is the sun and Amber is a long-suffering vampire, unable to step out into the light but still yearning for the embrace of warmth. 

She shouldn’t have come back. 

Slowly, she wanders up and down the aisles, lingering in the aisle closest to the front counter. She doesn’t mean to eavesdrop but Lumine is laughing at something that the other woman had said, clearly enjoying herself. Amber feels her stomach turn uneasily, roiling with a stupid wave of jealousy. 

Of all things to feel, jealousy should not be one of them. What right does she have to be jealous? She doesn’t even really know Lumine. They’ve only interacted once and Lumine doesn’t even know her name. 

Yeah, she has no right to be jealous. That was just stupid. 

She’s just hungry. That’s what this feeling is. 

Amber casually strolls further up the aisle, trying her best to look interested in the books. 

“Were you looking for something specific?” 

She jumps at the sudden sound of a voice next to her. Lumine beams at her, hands folded neatly in front of her. 

“Oh, you know,” Amber shrugs in what she hopes is a cool and nonchalant way. “Books.” She makes a vague hand-waving gesture at the shelves.

Lumine laughs — a joyous and melodic sound that sends sparks shooting down Amber’s spine. If she could bottle up the sound and save it for when she was sad, perhaps she would never be down again. 

 “You’re in the right place,” Lumine sidles up next to her, close enough that Amber can feel the warmth of her skin a mere hairsbreadth away. “Are you looking at more desert creatures?”

“Huh?” Amber blinks. 

“‘Electromagnetic Flight of Desert Arachnids.’” Lumine reads aloud from the book on display directly in front of them. “It came out last week, but I’ve heard from a friend that it’s really well written.”

A friend? Amber isn’t sure what kind of company Lumine keeps who would be into this kind of a book enough that they had an opinion on the quality of the writing, but she is a little bit afraid to ask. 

“Yeah…” Amber says slowly, reaching for the book with the flying scorpion on the cover. “This is exactly what I was looking for.” 

The thought of scorpions themselves is enough to make Amber shudder, but scorpions that could fly? Absolutely terrible. Perhaps reading about them would make her more prepared for such a plague. 

“Interesting reading choices. Are you researching them for a project?” But before Amber can even answer, can even explain that this is all a terrible misunderstanding, and she doesn’t like bugs or creepy crawlies at all so please don’t think that she’s just some weirdo, Lumine is grabbing her arm. “Oh! There was a pre-order bonus that came with the book!” 

“A pre-order bonus?” Amber echoes faintly. Her mind is already solely focused on the feeling of Lumine’s skin on her skin. She’s warm, not too warm, but a pleasant warmth, like fresh laundry from the dryer. 

“Yeah, we got like fifty of them to promote the book but-” Lumine shoots her a dry look. “-nobody was really interested in the book.” 

Amber smiles awkwardly. Fifty bonuses? That was a lofty goal to hit considering the subject of the book. She would be surprised if even five copies of the book had sold. Lumine drops her arm seconds later, leaving Amber behind as she goes back behind the counter. 

“One pre-order bonus!” Lumine announces triumphantly, handing over Amber’s prize. 

A bright red bookmark in the shape of a scorpion on a cloud.

Amber isn’t sure that anybody would  want  one of these. Though if someone is pre-ordering the book, maybe this is exactly what they would want. 

“Thanks,” Amber says slowly, turning the bookmark over to find the name of the book and author emblazoned on the back side. She isn’t sure if she would ever actually use the bookmark, but it’s a nice gesture. 

“Anyway, any other fun books that you were looking for or maybe something else I can help you with?” 

A date, Amber thinks to herself, but the words catch in her throat, never to make it out. Instead, Amber leaves the bookshop, another strange book in her hand and disappointment in her chest. 

Lumine probably thinks she’s some loser bug nerd. 

 








“You’re yearning.”

Amber looks up at her best friend who’s sitting across from her. Eula takes another pointed sip of her black coffee. They’re sitting at an outdoor table just outside the coffee shop next door to With Wind Comes Story. The sun shines gently, warmth covering them like the light layer of foam on top of a latte. 

“I am not yearning.” Amber swirls her iced coffee around, watching the little ice cubes clatter against each other. 

“You’ve been staring at the bookstore with that look on your face.” 

“What look?”

“The one that you have when you pass by the motorbike dealership and they have the latest bike on display.”

“Listen. It’s a really nice bike-” Amber falls silent, only knowing that she was proving Eula’s point by arguing. 

“I know that you often say that you are poor, but I am certain that if you wanted a book from the bookstore, even you could afford that.” Eula hardly looks up from her phone as she speaks, too busy texting her girlfriend probably. 

“Hey, how did you ever ask Yanfei out?” 

That makes Eula look up from her phone, thumb hovering over the screen in mid-text. 

“It’s not about a book, is it?” 

Okay, maybe Amber was too on the nose with her question there. 

“You have a crush.” Eula sets her phone down on the table, suddenly very focused. Amber squirms a little under her gaze, she had forgotten how intense Eula could be when she had all of her attention focused on something. 

“I do not,” Amber protests weakly. It’s a pathetic attempt and Eula knows it. 

“So you’re telling me that if I walked into the bookstore right now, I wouldn’t find your token of affection, the one that you are yearning for inside?”

Amber makes a face of disgust. “Why do you have to say it like that?”

“I’m not hearing a no.”

“She doesn’t think of me that way,” Amber sighs, sullenly taking another sip of her drink. The iced coffee tastes bland on her taste buds and she can’t tell if it’s the disappointment in her own foolishness making everything taste like nothing or if too much of the ice has melted, watering her drink down. Probably both. 

“You don’t know that,” Eula presses with a frown. 

“She thinks I’m some huge nerd who’s into bugs.”

“You are a huge nerd,” Eula points out, one eyebrow raised in a challenge. “I’m not sure what this has to do with bugs.”

Swirling her cup around again like it would help, Amber thinks about the two books on her nightstand. Two accidents that she couldn’t seem to get herself out of. 

“She just started talking to me and I panicked and grabbed the first book I saw and it was about some Sumeran mushrooms and bugs. And then when I went back the second time I accidentally picked up a second book on flying scorpions.”

Eula grimaces at the sound of that. “Weird new interest aside, people are allowed to buy books on whatever they want or be into niche subjects.”

“I know,” Amber groans, throwing her hands up in the air and nearly knocked her cup of coffee over, “But why did it have to be about  bugs. ”

“Technically, scorpions are arachnids, not bugs. Actually bugs isn’t even the official term for what you’re referring to. The word you’re looking for is insects,” Eula tells her matter-of-factly. 

“Thank you, Akashapedia.” Of course Eula knew this off the top of her head. 

“Just go into the store and ask for her number.” Eula rolls her eyes, returning to her phone. 

Amber ignores her, continuing to stare at the bookstore. It’s not very busy inside — she can kind of make out Lumine’s form from behind the counter. 

“Ask for her number sometime this century, Amber.”

 








Amber makes it into the bookstore. 

The bell jangles noisily, upset at being pushed around so roughly when Amber shoulders her way into the door, grumpy from Eula calling her out. 

Eula’s probably right, she’s always been right about these things. 

“Welcome!” 

The sound of Lumine’s voice immediately brings a smile to Amber’s face. “Oh, it’s you again!” 

Amber takes it as a sign to approach the front counter. “Yes, hi.”

“Did you like the book?” 

“What?”

“The book you got last time you were here. The flying scorpion book,” Lumine says with a small chuckle. 

“Oh, right. Yes,” Amber lies. The book is still on her nightstand, spine uncracked. It’s hard to find the right mood to read about something like scorpions, nevermind the possibility that they might take to the skies. “It’s a real page turner.”

“Well, if you’re interested, I have another book that you might like.” To Amber’s somewhat delight and horror, Lumine retrieves another book from behind the counter. 

In big block letters on the front of the book: Northern Migration Patterns of Desert Insects as a Result of Warming Climates.

Amber’s mouth suddenly feels dry. She should like more and just tell Lumine that she has this book already, but she’s already taking the book from her. “Oh, that’s perfect! Thank you.”

“I’ve tucked one of those pre-order bookmarks from last week into the back of this book. We still have so many and I want to get rid of them,” Lumine whispers to her conspiratorially like she had just told Amber the secret to life.

“Oh, thank you…” Amber trails off. What is she going to do with a  second  scorpion bookmark?

“Anyway, I never got your name last time, and I can’t keep referring to you as ‘scorpion girl’.” Lumine makes the little quotes in the air with her fingers as she says Amber’s new title. Amber’s new and very unwanted title. 

“Amber,” she says, reaching out to shake Lumine’s hand. “Please, call me Amber.” She hopes it doesn’t come out sounding like she’s begging pathetically. Scorpion girl is not how she wants to be known. 

“Well,  Amber, ” Lumine shoots her a smile and a wink. “I’m Lumine.”

Amber can feel her heart pounding furiously against her ribcage. She has it down bad. 

Oh, Archons. 

 








Amber throws the extra scorpion bookmark at Eula the next time that she sees her. 

Now three books and a name richer, she was no closer to her goal than when she started. Exhausted after a long day, she flops backwards onto her couch. Her bomber jacket is faintly damp, and she knows that she should take it off, but she’s too tired after walking around all day in the rain without an umbrella. Who knew that the weather forecast would actually be accurate today?

The sound of coins jingling as they fall out of her jacket pocket and into the endless void of the couch makes her sit up suddenly. 

Great. 

Grumbling, Amber digs between the couch cushions, coming up with a small handful of coins. She shoves them back into her pocket, even though they’ll just fall out again but as she does so, her hand brushes up against something else in her pocket. 

Confused, she reaches deeper and pulls out a receipt. 

It’s wrinkled. graying from all the time that it has spent in the depths of Amber’s pocket, battered by all the other bits and bobs that she shoves in there. The printing on the front of the receipt is barely legible, fading into gray. All that Amber can really see is the circle in blue at the bottom of the receipt that once would have the link to the mini-survey that Lumine mentioned. 

There’s something else too. 

Amber notes that there’s more blue ink, beyond the circle. Frowning, she turns the receipt over, following the trail of blue. 

Writing. 

There’s writing on the back of the receipt. 


 Text me - Lumine. 


Followed by a phone number. 

Amber stares at it. 

There’s a phone number. 

She feels incredibly stupid. She’s had Lumine’s phone number this entire time, she just never realized — oh no, did Lumine think that she wasn’t interested because she never reached out?

Amber checks her phone. 

7: 42 PM. 

The bookshop closes in 18 minutes. 

The bookshop is twenty minutes away, traffic permitting. 

Amber sprints out of her apartment. 

 








The bookstore is dark by the time that Amber arrives. She pulls her motorbike up to the curb, yanking her helmet off harder than she really needs to in frustration. Loose strands of hair cling to her damp skin and it’s hard to tell if all the moisture is sweat or rain. 

Irrationally angry that she hadn’t made it in time, Amber leans her head against the handlebars of her bike, letting her helmet dangle from one side. The cool metal feels like heaven against her skin. 

This was so stupid. 

“Amber?” 

A familiar voice makes her sit straight up. Lumine is hovering near the bookstore entrance. There’s a set of keys in her hand and an umbrella in the other. 

“Lumine!” Amber scrambles off her bike, nearly knocking it over in the process. Fortunately, she does not, stumbling as she smooths out her jacket and pulls the hair away from her face,  hoping that she doesn’t look too much like a mess. 

“I’m sorry, the shop is closed. Did you need something? I can re-open it if it’s an emergency.” Lumine takes a few steps into the street, careful to cover Amber under the umbrella. 

“You gave me your number,” Amber says breathlessly, pulling the receipt from her pocket and shoving it at Lumine. The paper is a bit damp, but fortunately the ink hasn’t started to bleed yet. 

Lumine looks to the side awkwardly, fidgeting with the keys. 

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to be so forward. But it’s been a while since so you can continue to ignore it. We can pretend that it never happened.” 

Oh.


 Oh? 


“No!” Amber nearly shouts. Realization dawns on her, did Lumine think that she wasn’t interested because she never did anything with the number? “We can’t pretend that it never happened.”

“Uhm… okay?” Confusion is written plainly on Lumine’s face. 

“I’ve been trying to get your number this whole time!”

Lumine’s face as she comes to a similar realization is pretty cute, Amber will admit.

“You were?”

‘Yes!” Amber laughs. “I didn’t realize that you had already given me your number.” 

“I thought you were just not interested-” Lumine claps a hand over her mouth like she’s just revealed a life ending secret. 

“I was interested!” 

“So you weren’t just coming to the store for your books on scorpions?” 

Amber scratches the back of her head sheepishly. “I mean… no?”

“Uh huh.” Lumine says disbelievingly. 

“The books were just a bonus!” Amber protests, even though she knows it’s a futile effort. She’s never been particularly good at outright lying like this. “An accidental bonus, okay? I didn’t mean to pick up books on mushrooms and bugs.” Some part of her is yelling at her to close her mouth, there’s no need for Lumine to know how stupid that she’s been.

“Oh good. I wasn’t sure that we had any more books on that topic for me to set aside to recommend to you.” 

“You were setting books aside for me?” Amber asks hopefully. 

“Yes,” Lumine admits, a slight pink tinge rising on her face. “You didn’t text me back so I was worried that you would never come back if we ran out of books.”

That’s kind of touching.

“So then, you’re still interested?” Amber waves the receipt with the secret blue writing on the back, so secret that she hadn’t even seen it. Her heart is in her throat. This was it. The proverbial plunge into the deep end. 

“Oh, I don’t know.” Lumine sighs teasingly. “What would I be interested in?’

“A date!” Amber looks at her with her most pleading puppy-dog eyes. “With me!” She adds on after helpfully. 

That earns her a laugh from Lumine. The best sound in the world — unless she was laughing at Amber because she had completely misread the situation- 

“Yes, I would.” Lumine finally says, once she calms down some. 

“You would?” Amber repeats, unsure if she had heard that correctly through the thudding of her heart in her head. 

“Yes!” Lumine says, with that all familiar smile that makes Amber feel warm and giddy inside. 

Amber has to physically stop herself from doing a little dance on the spot. 

“Although, if you never saw my number on the back of the receipt… does this mean that you also didn’t fill out the survey?”

“Uhmm… oops?”
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