
down here, it’s our time
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happy belated birthday, chongyun! 💙 to celebrate, here’s a little sequel to avoiding every mistletoe. this takes place a few months after the last scene of that fic, and is best enjoyed if you read that first! 

content warning for alcohol usage throughout the story. the majority of it happens offscreen, but it’s definitely a huge part of the fic. know your limits, don’t be like chongyun.
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LIYUE KIDS: ALL GROWN UP



THU AT 5:51 PM

STREAM FLAMING WORLD ❤️🔥🎸

SPRING BREAKERSSSSS LETS GET! FUCKED!! UP!!!

i’m the only one actually on spring break, you know

STREAM FLAMING WORLD ❤️🔥🎸

Alright listen mr grad student!!!

If u have enough time to nitpick then u can get ur ass to the lobby!!!





Whatever happened last night, Chongyun thinks blearily, through the haze of a pounding headache, was probably Xinyan’s fault.

He’s lying on the floor of someone’s room, shirtless. A brief spike of panic follows this realization, but it seems he’s survived the night with his honor intact: he bolts upright to find he’s in Xiangling’s room. Xiangling herself is sprawled across her bed, fully dressed and happily snoozing away.

His honor may be intact, but the fate of his dignity is still unknown. On the one hand, he didn’t cheat on his boyfriend or irrevocably fuck up one of his oldest friendships. On the other hand, he could have done literally anything else; he’s woken up with the large gaps in his memory that he knows, from painful experience, come from a night out on the town. With a resigned sigh, he sits up, tosses the pillow he’d slept on back onto Xiangling’s bed, and starts trying to put together the pieces of what happened last night.

The last thing he remembers is their first round of shots at the karaoke joint in downtown Bourou. From there, the rest of the night is a mystery. His phone isn’t of much help in piecing together the events of last night, either—it’s just barely clinging to life, and the last text he received was from Xinyan, exhorting him to get his ass to the lobby.

As he stands up, attempting to find a shirt, his phone weakly dings, notifying him as a handful of texts roll in.



Yun Jin



8:32 AM

Good morning! 😊

You left your wallet at the bar last night (with your hotel keycard in it lol)

Xinyan and I are heading out in about an hour, but you can swing by anytime before then to grab it!

you’re a lifesaver thanks




His phone buzzes insistently in his hand as he texts Yun Jin back. 5% battery remaining. Charge your phone, it says.

After another few minutes of searching, he locates his shirt, pulls it back on, and leaves Xiangling’s room, closing the door quietly behind him. It’s easy enough to go from there to Yun Jin and Xinyan’s room; they’ve all got hotel rooms along the same hallway. Chongyun goes over one door, self-consciously running a hand through his messy hair, and knocks.


Yun Jin opens the door almost as soon as he knocks. “Good morning, Chongyun!” she says, far too chipper for a girl who matched Xinyan shot for shot last night. Chongyun, who did maybe one shot for every three Xinyan and Yun Jin took, thinks that this is a little unfair. Still, his mothers raised him to be a polite young man, so he thanks her and takes his wallet from her outstretched hands. “How did I lose this?” he asks, shoving it into the back pocket of his jeans.

“Oh, you were gone after the first round of shots at the Sango Pearl,” Xinyan informs him cheerily, poking her head out from around Yun Jin. “You killed it at karaoke, though. I got you to sing a duet with me!”

At least the Sango Pearl, like most other karaoke places in Inazuma, is the kind that does private rooms—not like places in Mondstadt, where you have to sing in front of the entire bar. Chongyun remembers that much. Instead of embarrassing himself in front of all of Watatsumi Island, he only embarrassed himself in front of his friends.

(Well, that’s what he assumes, anyway. It’s not like he remembers anything.)

“You kept your wallet on you all the way up until you paid for drinks at Ms. Hina’s,” Yun Jin kindly informs him. “And then… you took the drinks with you, but you left your wallet at the bar.”

“Those drinks were so good,” Xinyan says reminiscently. “You could barely taste the alc…”

Yun Jin turns to her, looking faintly exasperated. “Yes, and that’s exactly why Chongyun passed out.”

“Okay, but like, to be fair, he drank those after we did shots. He was kinda doomed from the start, babe.”

This conversation is rapidly getting away from Chongyun (and getting more and more embarrassing by the second), so he clears his throat in an attempt to get them back on track. Steeling himself for an answer he’s not going to like, he asks, “Wait, how many rounds of shots did we do last night?”

Xinyan and Yun Jin glance at each other. After a minute, Xinyan offers, “Uhhhhh. Lots?”

“Helpful,” Chongyun mumbles.

Yun Jin grimaces a little. “Honestly, you’re lucky we remember anything. We got a little carried away.”

“You both remember more than I do, anyway,” Chongyun says ruefully. “Thanks again.” The girls bid him farewell, closing their door behind him. With his wallet (and his room key) now in hand, he finally heads back to his room.


Xingqiu’s not in their room when Chongyun finally gets back in. This isn’t too worrying. There are any number of places Xingqiu could be: downstairs at the breakfast buffet, or out on a run, or just wandering around downtown Bourou. He has a much higher alcohol tolerance than Chongyun, so he probably feels much more equipped to take on the day than Chongyun does. He’ll be back eventually.

Chongyun’s suspicions are confirmed when he picks his charger up from the nightstand and finds a note scrawled in messy handwriting on the hotel stationery: Yunyun, I went out for a walk. I’ll see you later!

With that figured out, Chongyun plugs his phone in to charge, then sets about making himself feel like a functioning human being again. He pops a couple of ibuprofen, washes them down with a swig of water, sheds the sweaty clothes he went out in last night, and takes a long shower. By the time he’s dressed and his headache has subsided, his phone is back at about seventy-five percent, so he sets about once again trying to piece together the events of last night.

His friends’ Instagram stories are a mess, but they do help in this regard. Xiangling’s story pops up first, and predictably begins with a bunch of pictures of food: Chongyun taps through a looping video that pans up and down their dinner table with all of them waving at the camera, a photo of the unagi chazuke Xiangling had for dinner, a video of the dessert they shared, all geotagged with the restaurant they ate at. So far, all of this has successfully made Chongyun hungry—it strikes him now that he hasn’t eaten since that dinner on Xiangling’s story, which the timestamp puts at fifteen hours ago—but he remembers all of this, so it hasn’t brought back anything new.

Hu Tao’s story, which comes up next, is much more embarrassing, but does jog his memory. It starts out nicely, with Yanfei rapping along to some musical theatre song as Xinyan and Yun Jin provide backing vocals; then there’s a looping video of them clinking their shot glasses together captioned “Round one!!!” From there, things get more and more chaotic. There’s a video of Hu Tao and Xiangling, their voices blending beautifully as they duet, and Xingqiu, horribly tone-deaf as always, warbling along in the background. The next is a clip of Xinyan and Chongyun, definitely drunk by this point in the evening, earnestly serenading Yun Jin and Xingqiu with some eighties power ballad; the next, Xingqiu air-guitaring along to “Teenage Dirtbag” as Xinyan shouts the lyrics into the microphone.

He’s laughing at a video of all of them yelling along to “Dancing Queen” when his phone dings again, a message notification dropping down to cover the top half of Yanfei’s face. He taps on the notification, opening the message.



Mao Xiangling! 🌶️❤️🔥



9:12 AM

gooooood morning sleepyhead

the breakfast buffet closes at 10 and i KNOW you have a hangover!! come down here and eat!!!

yes chef 🫡





Chongyun shuffles out of his room just as Hu Tao and Yanfei walk up the hallway. Yanfei opens her mouth to say something, but Hu Tao gets there first: “Good morning, Chongyun! You look like shit!” she says cheerily. Yanfei not-so-subtly elbows her. “Ow! What? Look at him! If he looks good to you, Yanyan, we’ve got to get you to the optometrist.”

“Exactly,” Yanfei sighs, pinching at the bridge of her nose. “He’s barely alive right now. Be a little nicer.”

“I’m gonna go get breakfast,” Chongyun offers, hoping it doesn’t sound as pitiful as he feels. By the looks he gets from both of them, it doesn’t seem like that’s working out all too well. Well, if he’s already hit rock bottom in their eyes, he might as well ask—“Hey, what happened last night?”

(If anyone stayed sober enough last night to remember, it would be the two of them. Hu Tao has the highest alcohol tolerance of all of them, and Yanfei, who‘s not much of a drinker, is always their designated driver when they go out.)

Hu Tao’s eyes light up with glee. “My, my, do you not remember? Well! Allow me to fill you in on the details!”

Immediately, Chongyun regrets asking for any information. Hu Tao sails on cheerfully. “For starters, you got plastered at the Sango Pearl. But you really powered through! I’m so proud of you! You stayed on your feet long enough to make the bouncer at Ms. Hina’s think you were just buzzed, and then me and the girls went to the dance floor, and when we came back you were passed out.”

Yanfei picks up the thread of the story. “When the bar staff saw you asleep on the table, they said you needed to leave, which is understandable. So Xiangling, Hu Tao, and I brought you back to the hotel. Xinyan and Yun Jin wanted to watch the performances, so they stayed a little longer. Why do you ask?”

“I don’t know,” Chongyun says, frowning. “I just have this feeling that I’m missing something…”

Something itches at him, like someone’s missing from Hu Tao and Yanfei’s account. A second later, it hits him. “Wait, where was Xingqiu? Shouldn’t he have let me into our room? Why’d I wake up on Xiangling’s floor?”

Surprisingly, Hu Tao doesn’t have anything to say; he’d half-expected her to take this opportunity to poke fun at Xingqiu. Instead, she just looks over at Yanfei, silently prompting her to answer.

“I think… he wasn’t feeling well,” Yanfei says, although she doesn’t sound very certain. “He left while we were still dancing—I guess he went back to the hotel by himself. When we got back and knocked on your door, he didn’t say anything, so I thought he might have already gone to sleep. That’s why Xiangling took you in for the night.”

Chongyun’s stomach chooses this moment to let out a very loud and embarrassing noise. Hu Tao laughs and pats him on the shoulder fondly. “I’m sure you’ll piece it all together eventually, Chongyun! But before that, go get some breakfast. Mysteries can’t be solved on an empty stomach!”


“Chongyun! Over here!” Xiangling waves him down as he exits the buffet line. She’s working her way through a tray piled high with food, all the best of the hotel’s breakfast buffet. Chongyun’s tray has maybe half as much food as hers does, and he’d thought he was about to eat a lot.

“Morning, Xiangling,” he greets her, putting his tray down and collapsing into the chair across the table from her. “What happened last night?”

“How much do you remember?” Xiangling asks around a mouthful of food.

“I mean, I’ve pieced together everything up until we got to Ms. Hina’s. From there, things get blurry.”

Xiangling swallows, puts her chopsticks down, and taps a finger to her chin thoughtfully. “Well, we got there around… maybe eleven? I made everyone drink water when we got there, and then we got another round of drinks. After that, you went to get yourself and Xingqiu another drink, and I think you left your wallet at the bar. You got it back from Yun Jin, right?”

This question comes just as Chongyun puts a spoonful of soup into his mouth. Unable to say anything, he silently flashes her a thumbs up. Xiangling nods and goes on. “Xinyan and Yun Jin went to dance, and I think Yanfei and Hu Tao followed them after a little while. Then I went to the bar to get some more water and maybe some snacks, because you looked like you were about to pass out…”

She pauses, frowning.

“And then when I got back,” she says carefully, “Xingqiu was gone, and you’d passed out on the table.”

Chongyun’s stomach drops. Suddenly, the food in front of him no longer looks quite as enticing as it did when he was in the buffet line. “Did I do something, do you think? You know how I get when I drink… ugh, I shouldn’t have let Xinyan talk me into all those shots…”

“You don’t have anything to worry about,” Xiangling says, with such conviction Chongyun’s a little too intimidated to ask how she knows. “I think Xingqiu just has some things he needs to think about, is all. And you need to eat your breakfast and then go get some rest!”

She crosses her arms and stares him down, as if daring him to argue. He’s smart enough not to try. Instead, they eat breakfast together, the topic of last night laid to rest for the time being. Xiangling goes into excruciating detail about all the things she wants to cook over the bonfire later for their last night on Watatsumi, then steers him back upstairs to his room when they finish eating. He’s asleep as soon as his head hits the pillow.


The sound of the door quietly opening and closing stirs him into a half-awake state. There’s a quiet chuckle and then something brushes against his brow, feather-light.

“Sleep well, Yunyun,” someone says fondly. “I’ll see you later.”

Chongyun shifts, tries to open his eyes, but sleep reaches up and drags him back down again.




LIYUE KIDS: ALL GROWN UP



12:01 PM

DO YOU KNOW YOU HAVE RIGHTS?

Putting this in writing for future reference:

The next time we travel together, we are keeping an eye on Chongyun’s alcohol consumption.

red hot jueyun peppers 🌶️

i second the motion!!!

DO YOU KNOW YOU HAVE RIGHTS?

That wasn’t quite what I was going for, Xiangling.

But I appreciate your support <3

3:22 PM

BOO Tao! 👻

@ice ice baby ARE YOU ALIVE

5:34 PM

yes

BOO Tao! 👻

congrats on surviving Shotmageddon now come here and bring this stuff downstairs xoxo

Xiangling’s already setting up for the bonfire outside !





Hu Tao loads him up with a cooler full of food and sends him downstairs. The hotel they’re staying at is at the edge of Mouun Beach, and the area closest to the hotel is dotted with fire pits and beach chairs. Xiangling is posted up at a fire pit close to the water’s edge, spreading out a picnic blanket and weighing its corners down with rocks when he arrives.

A handful of meters down the beach from her, Xingqiu stands at the water’s edge.

Xiangling, noticing his attention is definitely elsewhere, just grabs the cooler from his hands. She puts it down on the ground near their picnic blanket, then reaches out to pat him comfortingly on the shoulder. “Go talk to him. I think he’s ready.”

“Ready for what?” Chongyun asks.

“He’ll tell you!”

With that cryptic send-off, Xiangling turns her back to him and starts to strike up a fire in the pit. Clearly, the conversation’s over. Chongyun toes off his flip-flops, leaving them next to where Xingqiu’s left his shoes, and walks toward the water.

“Hey,” Chongyun says quietly, as he approaches.

Xingqiu’s standing ankle-deep in the ocean, staring out into the distance. Somewhere, far, far on the other side of the ocean, is Liyue. He turns to face Chongyun. His words come out slow, hesitant. “Yunyun, do you remember? What I said last night.”

“What you said?” Chongyun echoes, confused. He’s spent most of today trying to piece together what he did yesterday, after all.

But he looks at Xingqiu, silhouetted against the setting sun, and finally, the memory comes back to him.


The neon lights in Ms. Hina’s last night were a brilliant yellow-orange-red, painting the club in the warm tones of a Watatsumi sunset. The DJ was spinning some remix of an Inazuman slow-dance tune, the dancers on the floor swaying to the beat.

If Chongyun looked over to the dance floor, he’d see his friends waving at him, urging him to join them on the floor. He was in no shape to do anything of the sort, though; he could already feel the room starting to spin around him, all the alcohol he’d had that night slamming into his system with the subtlety and speed of a runaway Waverider. He rested his head against the cool wood of the tabletop, desperately clinging to consciousness.

“Gods,” Xiangling grumbled above him, fond exasperation coloring her voice, “you really went all in, huh. Xingqiu, I’m gonna go get some water. Keep him awake for me, alright?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he heard Xingqiu say. Alcohol softened the edges of his words, making them run together a little, but overall he was far more coherent than Chongyun at the moment. He ran a hand through Chongyun’s hair. “Just hold on, alright, Yunyun? Xiangling will be back soon.”

Acutely aware of how pathetic he must have looked, Chongyun made a herculean effort to sit up, eventually levering himself back into an upright position. “’M’sorry,” he slurred out, “that you have to put up with me. I mean—” here, he gestured vaguely to himself— “you could do so much better, y’know?”

Xingqiu’s face shifted for a moment, looking almost pained. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, you’re—you.” Chongyun waved a hand helplessly. “You’re smart, and talented, and when we were apart there was probably a line out the door to court you, and… I’m just a broke grad student. What do I have to offer you?”

And then Xingqiu looked at him, impossibly fond, and said—


“You’re the one I want to spend the rest of my life with,” Chongyun says slowly. The meaning of those words hits him as they leave his mouth, and he can feel the blood rushing to his face. “W-wait. Did you mean it?”

He and Xingqiu have been back together for a little over a year, but they’ve been taking things a day at a time. Their future is still a distant and nebulous thing, kept at bay by the distance from Liyue Harbor to Inazuma City and the (rapidly decreasing) number of days between now and Chongyun’s graduation. After the years they spent apart, Chongyun’s just grateful that Xingqiu is back in his life. It’s something he’ll never take for granted again.

“Of course I did,” Xingqiu says indignantly. “I do. But I—I realized what I said, and I panicked. That wasn’t how I wanted to ask you. You still have a quarter of grad school left, and I haven’t even talked to your moms about it yet, and I was going to ask you when you came home for good—”

His words build up speed, accelerating until he abruptly cuts himself off. In hindsight, his absence today makes a little more sense. Chongyun reaches out and takes him by the hand, pulling gently at him until he turns to face Chongyun.

“Well, I wish I was a little more alive when you told me that,” he says softly. “But, um, what did I say after that?”

Xingqiu smiles ruefully. “You turned bright red and then passed out on the table.”

This startles a laugh out of Chongyun, followed by a crawling wave of embarrassment. “Of course I did,” he mumbles.

Xingqiu goes quiet for a minute, deep in thought. Then, carefully, he says, “Well, if you don’t remember it all, then I suppose that means I get a do-over.” Before Chongyun can even blink, he’s down on one knee in the surf, still holding Chongyun’s hand.

The two of them must make a ridiculous picture. Xingqiu’s impeccably dressed as always in a patterned button-up and khaki shorts. Chongyun’s in a tank top from Xinyan’s last tour and a pair of swim trunks, feeling like his heart is about to beat out of his chest. The sun is setting behind them, and the tide is coming in, sloshing around his ankles and soaking the hem of Xingqiu’s shorts. But still, Xingqiu goes on, an almost painful earnestness in every word. “Chongyun, I wanted to wait a little longer to ask you this—I wanted to find the perfect way to express how much you mean to me. But even if I did have far too much to drink last night, I meant every word I said. You asked me what you had to offer, but in all honesty, I don’t think it’s about what you or I have to offer. You are the one I love—you’re the one I’ve loved, ever since we were kids. It hasn’t always been easy, but we’ve always made it through. There’s no one else I could imagine by my side for the rest of my life.”

He runs a thumb over Chongyun’s knuckles, then looks up, meeting Chongyun’s eyes. “It feels a little silly to be down on one knee when I don’t even have a ring for you yet. But… will you marry me?”

Chongyun tries very hard not to tear up and fails spectacularly. As he fumbles for a response, Xingqiu starts talking again, his nervousness bleeding into his words. “I’m not saying we have to get married right now. Actually, we shouldn’t. Our families would kill us. Your cousin would murder me and they would never find the body—”

“Shenhe-jiějiě would not murder you,” Chongyun protests, laughing even as he swipes at his eyes with the back of his free hand. “But… if you’re willing to wait for me to come home, then yes. Yes, of course. There’s no one else I’d rather spend the rest of my life with.”

A smile so bright it’s almost blinding spreads across Xingqiu’s face; his eyes glint with happy tears. “Well, I’ve waited for you for three years already. What’s a few months more?”

At that, Chongyun feels the tears welling up in his eyes again, but he just pulls Xingqiu to his feet. When Xingqiu comes up, they’re standing chest to chest, close enough that he can feel Xingqiu’s breath coming out in little gusts. His eyes flick down to Xingqiu’s mouth, then back up.

Before either of them can make a move, Xiangling tackles both of them, shrieking. The rest of their friends follow close behind, dogpiling on them in a giant group hug, and all seven of them go flailing into the water, sputtering and laughing.

“Aiya, finally,” Hu Tao says, entirely too loudly for the fact that her mouth is less than a foot away from Chongyun’s ear. “We were waiting all day for this, you know!”

Chongyun sits up, spitting out a mouthful of seawater. “Huh?” And then, as his brain puts the pieces together—”Wait, you knew?”

“I heard you and Xingqiu talking when I was on my way back to our table,” Xiangling says apologetically, helping him to his feet. “But obviously that’s a conversation you guys should’ve had for yourselves! I didn’t want to interfere!”

“Mhm,” Yanfei hums, “but she made sure you weren’t worrying, and talked Xingqiu through his nervous breakdown this morning, and set it up so you had this talk on the beach at sunset, and kept us from interrupting—”

Yun Jin slings an arm around Xiangling’s shoulders. “She’s the heroine of the day for sure!”

“Thanks, Xiangling.” Chongyun reaches out, pulling her into a tight hug.

Xingqiu throws his arms around both of them, ruffling Xiangling’s hair. “We owe you one.”

“One? You owe me boba for the rest of my life for this,” Xiangling says, burying her face in Chongyun’s shoulder. She’s definitely crying a little bit. Chongyun decides not to mention it.

“Damn, y’all, our boys are engaged! C’mon, bring it in.” Xinyan jumps in to crush them in a vice-like embrace, and everyone else crowds around them in another group hug.

A wave crashes over them, knocking them all to the ground once again. When the wave washes back out, Chongyun and Xingqiu are tangled together, with their friends cheering around them. Xiangling cups her hands around her mouth, grinning through her tears, and calls out, “Now kiss!”

The sun sinks behind the horizon. Xingqiu smiles and leans in. Chongyun rises up to meet him.


Notes for the Chapter:

Down here, it’s our time


Spring breakers, let’s get fucked up!


Then find Mr. Right and get monogamous!





— “Spring Break Anthem”, The Lonely Island

i randomly remembered this song while i was on a trip in march and thought to myself “huh, wouldn’t it be fun to write a spring break follow-up to avoiding every mistletoe?” it took six months, but this is finally out in the world. thanks for reading! 

if you enjoyed this, consider leaving a comment or retweeting the promo tweet to share with your friends :^)





