
bantering, bulletins, and threats of burying

Author’s Note:
	For Nought_BR.



and of course, happy BRthday!!! thank you for being such a lovely hamster and making us all laugh <33 i hope your coming year is going to be filled with nothing but happiness and may you get whatever you want whether it be playable abyss sibling or more traveller content






lumine: saw a dog on the bus today 



aether: pics or it didnt happen



aether: was it cute?



lumine: [27 attachments]



lumine: cuter than you, at least 



aether: you’re so right actually



aether: but i hope i never see you again



lumine: [L(umine) + ratio sticker]


Professor Morax of Celestia Institute of Higher Education walks into the lecture hall and clears his throat, and Aether sets his phone down, swiping sideways on his laptop and looking away from his Liyuen Literature notes to check what time it is where Lumine is. He has clocks for where his best friends are, where Dain is, and where Lumine is. Not that he’d ever admit it out loud.

1:47AM in Khaenri’ah. Her sleep schedule has not gotten better. The fact that it’s four degrees and there’s a strong wind warning in place might have something to do with that, though. He glances up to see if the Professor plans to start anytime soon, and finds him occupied in a discussion with student secretary Ganyu about how Lantern Rite is coming up soon.


aether: are u eating well? and why are u still awake?



aether: are you wearing enough am i gonna come over and find out you’ve turned into an icicle



lumine: what are you, a [EXPLETIVE] cop?



aether: im gonna tell dain and grandma and grandma and grandpa and grandpa you said that



aether: no red packets for you this year 



lumine: might as well snitch on me in the extended family gc 



lumine: i think dad’s sister in law’s nosy brother might want in on the action why don’t you call him and tell him


Professor Morax taps his lectern twice, and the slides are projected onto the whiteboard…upside down. He sighs, and the technician squeaks, running off to solve the issue. Aether, who was perfectly and totally completely ready to focus and get started on the lecture, slumps back down in his seat and pulls his messaging app back up to see two new notifications from Lumine, as well as another three-hundred-or-so from the literature student group chat.

He never reads those messages. Literature students are either down to earth, or have been propelled sky-high by their egos. Every time he opens the chat, it’s a 50/50 between whether he’s going to be smacked in the face with old Teyvatian or the ancient Khaenri’ahn language, or whatever atrocity the Literature department has decided to curse its students with for the week.


lumine: ugh fine not the grandma threat. you know she’s my weak point



lumine: its so loud here bc of the wind. but i cant sleep with my windows closed bc i need to have noise but not too much


He’s busy typing a reply when another message pops up.


lumine: and also i got in a fight with one of my friends. not fun


On pure instinct, he replies.


aether: L skill issue



aether: jokes aside why not just play yourself white noise 



aether: or just close the window but not latch it



lumine: im gonna tell dain and grandma and grandma and grandpa and grandpa you said that



lumine: idk :// white noise doesn’t hit the same



lumine: i like air flow what can i say



lumine: oh wait. waiiiiiiitttt. that last idea is good. im doing that brb


While he waits for her to come back, watching as the technician sweats under Professor Morax’s unyielding scrutiny, he types out a longer reply to Lumine’s second problem.


aether: and friends do be like that man. no point losing sleep over it all you can do is try to solve it in the morning 



aether: some things are problems for future you. some things are problems for current you. the friend thing is a problem for future you. sleep is a problem for current you


With a quiet cheer, the projector turns back on, and the slides are thankfully right-side up this time. Aether’s typing speeds up.


aether: gtg prof is about to start his lecture



aether: good luck dude trust your judgement 



lumine: i actually Hate that you make sense



lumine: gn i guess ://// 



aether: gn! sweet dreams or something



aether: see you at home for lantern rite


No response. Hopefully, that means she’s asleep. So he turns his phone off, and prepares himself for two hours straight of literary analysis. He loves Professor Morax, but lectures from 11am to 1pm on a Friday afternoon are the closest thing to purgatory he has ever experienced.



lumine: feifei made crab roe tofu for dinner



lumine: [perceiveitandweep.png] 



lumine: while shenhe and yelan are both still banned from the kitchen for culinary crimes



aether: damn. looks good.



aether: send some to me



lumine: pushing it into the mailbox it as we speak 



lumine: my turn to ask you why you aren’t in bed


“Lumine!” comes Yanfei’s voice, bright and chipper. “Dinner’s getting cold!”

Lumine drops her phone into her pocket and grabs four pairs of chopsticks and four bowls, hurrying back into the living room to see Shenhe staring at the meal like she might have dug into it with her bare hands had Lumine taken any longer. Yelan eyes her taller friend carefully, ready to hold her back if need be.

“Sorry, sorry! I was messaging Aether!”

Shenhe is distracted by the mention of Lumine’s brother as the blonde girl sits down at the table, handing the cutlery and bowls around the table, looking away from the tofu and vegetables to eye Lumine curiously while Yanfei spoons tofu into Shenhe’s bowl and Yelan drops a mound of bok choy into Yanfei’s bowl.

“How…is he doing?”

Almost in response, her phone buzzes, and she pulls it out of her pocket to look at her lock screen—a photo of them at Lantern Rite, last year. Dain, Aether, and Lumine. Home for the holidays.


aether: rushing last minute project. give me fifteen mins and then you can come and chase me to bed



aether: lmaooooo deserved ban



aether: shenhe grew up eating medicinal herbs and yelan likes spice that would kill a dragon. banning them is for your own safety


“He sends his regards,” she smiles, lying through her teeth. Shenhe nods like she believes Lumine, and then is rapidly distracted by how Yelan pours chili sauce over her rice like it’s soy sauce.

“What?” she says through her chopsticks after the table is silent for a solid three seconds, pinched between her teeth.

“Unholy,” Lumine mutters, while Shenhe’s eyes narrow like she’s just seen a dangerous snake.

“Unholy,” Yanfei agrees, and Yelan shoots her a dirty look.

“Says the one who studies law.”

“Are you guys doing anything for Lantern Rite?” Shenhe interrupts, holding her chopsticks like she’s ready to stab someone. Yanfei simply laughs, rolling her eyes and reaching over to pat Shenhe’s hand, and the white-haired woman’s grip loosens. This little trio’s become such a permanent fixture of her life that Lumine forgets they’re all doing Masters’ degrees or pursuing work in Khaenri’ah. They’re a little package deal, and all see Lumine as their youngest baby sister.

“We’re still coming home with you, yes, as long as we’re not imposing on Auntie Xianyun, Uncle Houzhang and Uncle Jiehu. I got my internship postponed because they liked me so much they were willing to wait, and Yelan bribed Beidou into distracting Student Council President Ningguang just for the holidays so she shouldn’t get any extra work to do.”

“I might come with,” Lumine says absently, grinning at Shenhe when the taller woman picks the best bits of fish to put in her bowl. “Just to say hi at the airport, though. Dain’s coming to pick me and Aether up.”

“Mother would be happy to finally meet you,” Shenhe smiles as Yanfei cheers, clapping brightly. “She’s heard so much. I’m sure she’s looking to adopt a new daughter.”

At that, Lumine laughs—and suddenly, home feels a little closer, more and more within hand’s reach as time ticks by. Right on cue, her phone buzzes, and the screen lights up to show a message from Aether—fifteen minutes, right on time.


aether: going to bed now :))



lumine: gn im sure you’ll smash your project



aether: man i hope so :’’’’’’’)



lumine: well too bad cause i know so that you’re gonna do well >:)




lumine: u up?



lumine: [MISSED CALL - 1]



lumine: [MISSED CALL - 1]



lumine: [MISSED CALL - 1]



lumine: [MISSED CALL - 1]



lumine: [MISSED CALL - 1]



aether: BRO WTF 


Aether speedwalks out of his lecture and heads straight for a neighbouring café, ordering a coffee to sit in. He doesn’t even like coffee, but Lumine picks up on the second ring, so it doesn’t matter.

“Who do I need to kill?”

He hears Lumine laugh, and oh suddenly he realises how much he misses getting to bother her and ganging up with her to bother Dain.

“My bad sleep schedule, maybe. I can’t sleep.”

Aether sighs. “You called me five times in the middle of my lecture because you…couldn’t sleep.”

“Yep.” Lumine pops the ‘p’ sound. All is silent for a moment.

“I’m hanging up,” Aether announces, and smiles when Lumine yelps on the other end of the line.

“Nooooo! Betrayal from my dearest brother!”

His coffee arrives, and he smiles at the waiter briefly, getting a glimpse of pretty gold eyes under dark green hair—and the briefest hint of a smile back. And then he refocuses to realise that Lumine’s waiting for a response.

“…Say what?”

“I asked you when you were arriving,” Lumine repeats, and the fact that she doesn’t even snap at him really is testament to how tired she is, and yet how sleepy she isn’t. “I’m arriving…next week afternoon.”

Against his will, Aether huffs a gentle laugh. “Dain booked us tickets to arrive at the same time, remember? It was easier to remember, and we wouldn’t have to stay at the airport while jet-lagged and waiting for the other. Did you forget? Is it the lack of sleep?”

Lumine makes a non-committal sound of uncertainty. “Maybe. I just…can’t sleep.”

“Too many thoughts,” Aether pronounces, like it’s a doctor’s diagnosis, but the laugh he gets out of Lumine is worth it. “Cure: think less.”

“Like you?” Lumine teases, before yawning so widely Aether swears he hears her jaw crack even down the phone line.

“Oh, shut up.”

For a moment, they’re quiet. Aether sips his coffee, and considers whether he can ask the waiter for his number, or if that counts as harassment.

“I don’t know why I called you so many times, actually,” Lumine mumbles. “Sorry about that. I just missed bothering you—in person—I guess. I miss being home.”

“It’s okay,” Aether says awkwardly, not sure how or why they’ve gotten so deep into emotional territory already. “I miss being home too. Hey, what’s the first thing you’re going to eat?”

Lumine sighs. “I want grandma’s nian gao with egg. The sweet one. And then youtiao.”

“Can I have all the radish and turnip cakes, then?”

His sister snickers. “I was going to make you eat all of them even if you didn’t ask. I get all the sweet things, and you get everything else.”

“You are so mean to me,” Aether pouts, and Lumine laughs, yawning again. Aether huffs a quiet laugh. “And you are also mean to yourself. Go to bed. I’ll see you in a week, anyway.”

“…Okay,” Lumine murmurs, and Aether pokes the side of his coffee cup, watching it wobble from side to side, finally reaching equilibrium and stilling to a stop. “Goodnight, brother. Sorry for bothering you.”

“If you’re going to apologise, you might as well apologise for everything you’ve done so far. Like that time you stole food right off of my plate when we were three-”

“I am going to bed,” Lumine states, and Aether laughs, letting her go. “See you.”

“See you,” he echoes.


A week is actually no time at all.

A week is actually too much time, at the same time. But now at least she’s back in Liyue, and that’s what matters. Lumine drums her fingers nervously against the box of homemade snacks Auntie Xianyun had pressed upon her at their first meeting, thanking her for taking care of Shenhe and her friends, standing up on tiptoes to look for golden hair.

“Lumine!”

She whirls around at the sound of her name, taking several steps forward, and then the crowd clears and she sees Dainsleif and Aether waving at her, and suddenly everything feels like it’s always been building up to this moment—she breaks into a run, careening into the two of them, and Dainsleif grunts under her weight.

She’s home.

“I drove here,” Dainsleif says, matter-of-fact. “So we’re heading straight to grandma and grandpa’s. I hope you didn’t eat too much on the plane ride back.”

Lumine knows she’ll have to go back to Khaenri’ah and back into academic hell eventually, but in this moment, none of that matters when Aether ruffles her hair and helps her heave her luggage onto the trolley and Dain pats her shoulder and suddenly all is right with the world again.

“Everyone’s missed you so much,” he smiles. “Welcome home.”

And with one hand around Aether’s shoulders and one arm looped through Dain’s, she finds that home can be a place, but it’s also people to her. Welcome home, indeed.


Notes for the Chapter:fun fact: multiple conversations in this fic were based on genuine conversations between me and my irl sister :)

come say hi on twitter, and if you’re interested in supporting me, check my carrd out!





