
osmium was the densest element on earth


    
    
  “Ganyu!” 



  The sound of her name makes Ganyu look up in surprise. She sees Beidou coming down the hall towards her with a large gift basket in her hands. Beidou rarely comes to her floor, opting to go straight to the top floor to see Ningguang. 



  (The fact that Beidou is allowed to move freely around in the building is a testament to her relationship with Ningguang. Anybody else would have long been hauled away by security. But to do that to the CEO’s wife? Beidou was untouchable here, and she knew it.)



  Well, if Beidou is down here, that means that Ningguang isn’t in her office. A small wave of panic crashes over Ganyu. Was there a meeting that she had forgotten about? Hastily, she checks the CEO’s schedule on her tablet. 



  There’s nothing there. 



  Oh, no. Was there a meeting that she hadn’t even added to the calendar? 



  “I’m sorry, Beidou. I don’t know where Ningguang is at the moment. But I’m sure I can find out for you.” Ganyu reaches for her phone, ready to send a mass message to the other secretaries that worked under her. 



  Ningguang was the queen of routine and keeping on top of things, Ganyu had best rectify this mistake right away.



  “No, no.” The taller woman grins down at Ganyu. “I’m here for you.” 



  “For me?” Ganyu repeats, confused. 



  Sure, they were friends outside of work — Ningguang has a strict work-life separation policy in place, one that Ganyu didn’t always adhere to, but she has attended multiple outside-of-work events with the couple and their small group of friends.



  (Beidou had dragged them out to go bowling just last week. Ningguang had rented out the entire alley.)



  Nevertheless, Beidou never really comes to find her at work. Ganyu is usually far too busy for interruptions. 



  “Yes. This is a birthday gift from Ning and I,” Beidou thrusts the large basket into Ganyu’s arms. 



  The plastic wrapping crinkles loudly as Ganyu turns it around in her arms, trying to balance it on top of her files and tablet while getting a good look at it. It’s really quite heavy and whatever is inside is thoroughly covered by white tissue paper.



  “Oh.” 



  It was her birthday, wasn’t it?



  She had been so busy today that she had completely forgotten. 



  Beidou seems to not notice, continuing on with a giant grin. “We were going to invite you out to celebrate, but I saw that your wife already took the afternoon off, so we didn’t want to intrude on your plans.” 



  Ganyu blinks. 



  Her wife?



  
    She’s not married though?
  


 



 


  “Keqing! I’m home!” 



  The sound of the front door closing and soft footsteps on the wooden floors heralds Ganyu’s arrival. The two of them had been friends since university and then roommates for just the last few years. It wasn’t like they didn’t make enough money — Ningguang paid her employees well, especially ones as brilliant and efficient as the two of them. 



  But things were just easier living together rather than living on their own. 



  Half the amount of housework, half the amount of cooking. And there was the comfort of having someone else living with you too. Keqing finds it a little hard to believe that she would enjoy living with someone else after yearning for her own space for so many years, but the balance that she has living with Ganyu is nice. 



  Not to mention that she got to spend so much time with Ganyu. She got to see Ganyu at work and then she got to see Ganyu at home. It’s a win-win. 



  “Happy Birthday!” Keqing blurts out. She cringes inwardly. 



  She hadn’t been expecting Ganyu to be home for another hour and the sudden panic of it all had her blurting out stupid things. She slams a lid onto the simmering pan on the stove and casts a quick glance around the kitchen. Good thing she had been cleaning as she went. 



  The completed dishes were warming in the oven, safely out of sight. All that was left was the one that Keqing was cooking and the table that she had yet to set.



  “Oh, thank you. I totally forgot that it was my birthday today,” Ganyu calls out from the doorway. 



  “You’re home early,” Keqing comments casually, trying her best not to seem too flustered. She purposefully angles herself so that Ganyu can’t see past her into the kitchen. 



  She wants this dinner to be 
  
    somewhat
  
   of a surprise still. 



  Instead of the usual hug — albeit it one armed or not depending on the things that the other person was carrying on their way in, Ganyu stands in the entrance way, picking at the hem of her jacket, a large gift basket balanced against her other hip. Keqing suddenly finds herself standing there rather awkwardly. Ganyu was the one who read a research article about how at least one hug a day had health benefits. Keqing was the one who had begrudgingly gone along with it, so to be standing here expectantly like this is not something that Keqing knows how to deal with. 



  (If she would be honest, it felt a little bit empty.) 



  “Is everything okay?” Keqing asks instead. She takes the gift basket from Ganyu, noting the golden ribbon and card tied to the top of the cellophane. This is clearly something from Ningguang, though the scrawling handwriting on the little card says that it’s from Beidou and Ningguang. The weight of the basket nearly makes Keqing drop it in surprise. 



  What was inside here? Bricks of solid gold?



  She wouldn’t put it past Ningguang to think that was an appropriate gift to go in a gift basket. 



  “Everything is fine!” Ganyu says hurriedly. “Just really busy at work, so I’m a little tired. But Ningguang let me go early today.” 



  “Oh,” Keqing pauses, she was about to set the gift basket on the floor so that she could hug Ganyu properly. “That’s nice of her.” 



  “Yes,” Ganyu nods, trailing off. There’s something else that she clearly wants to say but doesn’t, instead she makes this slightly confused face that she gives when someone asks her for something that is clearly not a part of her job. 



  Keqing knows better than to push. “Look, why don’t you go take a shower? I’m almost done cooking and then we can eat.” 



  “You don’t want me to help you with dinner? I know it was supposed to be my turn to cook today-”



  “No, no. It’s your birthday. Go shower and change, I’ve got everything covered.” It’s a small miracle that she can lift this gift with one arm, but she does, ushering Ganyu deeper into their shared apartment and further away from the kitchen. 



  Ganyu shoots her one last unreadable look before she enters her room and closes the door.



  Keqing lets out a sigh of relief. This dinner hadn’t been quite ruined, but she was going to have words with Ningguang and Beidou. 



  Ah, the pan on the stove! 



  Panicked, Keqing rushes back to the kitchen. 


 



 


  
    17:34 Keqing // : What did you say to Ganyu today?
  



  
    17:34 Beidou // : HAPPY BIRTHDAY!
  



  
    17:34 Keqing // : It’s not my birthday. 
  



  
    17:35 Beidou // : I know 
  



  
    17:35 Beidou // : That’s what I said to Ganyu.
  



  
    17:35 Keqing // : Well, she’s acting strange.
  



  
    17:35 Beidou // : Maybe she doesn’t like to be reminded that she’s old
  



  
    17:35 Beidou // : You know. Women. Age.
  



  
    17:35 Beidou // : Ning is on her 10th 21st bitday
  



  
    17:35 Beidou // : birthday*
  



  
    17:35 Keqing // : I swear if you’ve ruined this birthday for Ganyu, I will put diesel in your motorbike.
  



  
    17:36 Beidou // : Hey leave the Crux out of this! >:(
  


 



 


  Dinner is excellent. 



  Keqing is nothing short of a stellar cook — anything that she puts her mind to, she can accomplish. Cooking is not an exception.



  With a hot shower and comfortable clothes (not pajamas but a classy and light blouse and her favourite pair of slacks) under her belt, Ganyu feels more alive. The exhaustion from the busy workday feels like a moment of the distant past. 



  Beidou’s words though? Not so much. They had echoed throughout the tiled shower and then against the walls of her skull. They had ricocheted around the entire trip home in the Euber that she called too. 



  
    “My wife?” Ganyu repeats, stunned.
  



  
    “Oh, sorry. I know you two wanted to keep it on the down low.” Beidou looks sheepish as she scratches the back of her head. “But you have nothing to worry about, Ning and I are very supportive. I’m so honoured that you and Keqing even shared that with me.”
  



  
    “Keqing?” Ganyu echoes, feeling like the carpet that she was standing on had been pulled out from underneath her and she was just in a freefall from the top of Qixing Tower. 
  



  
    “Yeah,” Beidou shrugs, “I’m proud of her. And you. The way that Keqing brought it up was just so casual. I really think that she’s unwound a little bit. You two are good for each other.”
  



  Keqing had brought it up?



  Did Keqing know about her crush? Ganyu had thought that she had been perfect at hiding her feelings. There was no way that anyone could know, right? There was no way that Keqing could know? 



  Did Keqing know?



  Was she making light of her feelings, telling Beidou that they were married? 



  Oh Archons, were they married? Did Ganyu accidentally marry Keqing without her knowing? 



  She wracks her brain, trying to think of what she might have done or signed to make this possible. 



  They hadn’t even kissed yet! Or held hands!



  “Is something wrong?” 



  Keqing’s voice pulls her out of her thoughts. And Ganyu realizes that she had been staring into her bowl of rice, chopsticks stilling. 



  Ganyu smiles softly, trying to hide the warring thoughts in her head. “No. Everything is fine.”



  “If you don’t like the food, I can order something else for you.” The look on Keqing’s face is nothing short of sheer panic, one hand already reaching for her face down cell phone on the dining table. (One of Keqing’s rules to prevent Ganyu from trying to do work while she ate.)



  “No, it’s fine!” Ganyu reassures her quickly. “I just can’t believe that you made vegetarian abalone by yourself. You’re such a brilliant cook. I won’t be able to stop eating, if you keep this up.” 



  A small lie. 



  But it seems to soothe Keqing’s frazzled nerves.



  “Oh, it was nothing,” Keqing mumbles, waving off the compliment as pink creeps across her cheeks. 



  But she lets out a small sigh of relief, barely imperceptible to those who didn’t know her as well as Ganyu did. Carefully, so the sauce didn’t drip everywhere, Keqing picks up one of the said vegetarian abalone, placing it into Ganyu’s bowl. The creases on Keqing’s forehead smooth out a little bit. Ganyu has always found the way that she scrunched up her face, eyes narrowed and tongue peeking out of the corner of her lips to be rather adorable. It reminded her of a cat, concentrating on a toy before her.



  “You’re staring,” Keqing says. 



  Ganyu smiles again. “Sometimes I wonder how I got so lucky.” 



  The words are out of her mouth before she can stop it, drawn forth by the mundane domesticity of this moment. Keqing’s eyebrows shoot up into her hairline in surprise. 



  “I mean like, you’re the best roommate and friend ever. You drive me to work in the mornings, and pick me up after work, and you make me vegetarian dishes — you’re not even vegetarian!” Ganyu blurts out in a rush. 



  If Ganyu didn’t know better, she would’ve said that Keqing looks a little crestfallen. 



  “Well, you make sure that my laundry is always sorted and my dress pants aren’t wrinkled. I’d think you’re the best,” Keqing huffs. She places a large piece of shiitake mushroom into Ganyu’s  bowl, adding to the mountain of food in front of her. “I don’t know what I would do without you, honestly.” 



  That makes Ganyu laugh a little bit, picking up a bite of her food with her chopsticks. “You’d still be brilliant, I’m sure.” 



  “No,” Keqing says sharply, with such conviction that it startles Ganyu. 



  The mushroom that she had just picked up falls out from between her chopsticks. 



  Keqing pauses, “Er. Well.” She looks hesitant.



  Keqing never hesitates.



  “What?” Ganyu presses gently. “You can tell me anything, you know.” 



  “I’m sure I would still be brilliant,” Keqing starts. 



  There’s the Keqing that Ganyu knows — confident, sure of herself.



  “But I think having you here with me makes me better.” 


 



 


  
    “Can I ask you a question, Beidou?” 
  



  
    “Hmm?” The taller woman pauses, already halfway out the door back to see her beloved after dropping off the gift to Ganyu. 
  



  
    “What does being a wife mean to you?”
  



  
    This question clearly throws her off guard by the confused and surprised expression on her face but Ganyu presses forward, anyway. 
  



  
    “I mean. It means I’m married to Ning.”
  



  
    “Yes. But beyond that. What does it mean for you outside of the legalities of your relationship?” And Ganyu is certain there were many legalities. Someone isn’t the CEO of one of the largest companies in Teyvat without a mountain of legal paperwork sitting just over their shoulder. 
  



  
    “Well, hardly anything has changed since we got married, you know? Like even before we got married, we were happy. We would have been happy without being wives. She supports me in whatever I want to do and I support her.” Beidou laughs nervously, scratching the back of her head. 
  



  
    “I see…” Ganyu murmurs, deep in thought. Beidou is unsurprisingly a bit of a romantic. 
  



  
    “Why do you ask? Trouble in paradise?” Beidou is somehow both teasing and concerned at the same time, trying to lighten a potentially darker conversation with a spot of humour. 
  



  
    “No, nothing like that,” Ganyu says, smiling slightly. “Just curious.” 
  



  
    Beidou narrows her eyes at Ganyu suspiciously. “Well, I think you should ask Keqing this question. I think that’s the answer you’re looking for, and believe me, with the way that she lights up when you walk into the room? You might find her answer more satisfying.” 
  


 



 


  After dinner is cleared away, the two of them sit in the living room on separate loveseats across from each other.



  It’s a nightly tradition. 



  Ganyu reads research papers for fun, Keqing checks emails for an hour. Light classical music plays quietly in the background as they simply sit together and do their own thing. Her post work hour, hour of work. (She makes up for it by taking a two-hour lunch instead of one.) There are extra emails today because she left early. 



  Ganyu isn’t really reading her papers, breaking another one of their traditions. Keqing can tell — the reflection in Ganyu’s glasses show that she’s been on the same page for the last fifteen minutes. For someone who usually reads about a dozen papers a night, this is extremely out of character. 



  Something is clearly on her mind. 



  “Are you going to open that gift?” Keqing says. It’s not what she really wants to say, but she feels the sudden urge to break the silence between them. If Ganyu was going to break their nightly traditions, she could too.



  She eyes the large gift basket that’s still sitting on the coffee table between them, untouched. 



  “Oh, I guess I should.” Ganyu sets aside her tablet and pulls the gift basket towards her, the plastic crinkling loudly as she does. There’s a slight frown on her face and an uncharacteristic slump to her shoulders like exhaustion has finally caught up with her. 



  “Hey,” Keqing moves across the room so that she’s sitting next to Ganyu on what is designated as ‘her couch’. “You know that you can tell me anything, right?” 



  “I know,” Ganyu says slowly. She’s fiddling with the gold ribbon holding the basket closed, half heartedly undoing the bow. “Can I ask you a question, Keqing?”



  “You just have, but yes,” Keqing laughs. 



  The look that Ganyu gives her tells her that this is the wrong response. Oops.



  “I mean, yes. Sorry. Please, ask me anything.”



  The ribbon finally comes undone under Ganyu’s careful fingers. It falls away, drifting slowly to the table like a perfect autumn leaf marking the change in seasons. 



  “Why did you tell Beidou that we’re married?” 



  “I’m sorry?” Keqing isn’t sure that she heard right. 



  “Beidou came up to me today to give me this gift. And she said that my wife had gone home early.” Ganyu doesn’t quite meet Keqing’s eyes. 



  “Oh,” Keqing feels the corner of her lips quirk upwards ever so slightly. “Yeah. I did go home early.”



  Suddenly, her gaze locks onto Keqing’s, her eyebrows furrowing. “When did we get married?” 



  “Sorry?” Keqing says again, feeling dumber and dumber. She isn’t following this at all. 



  “When did we get married?” Ganyu repeats, this time a slight hint of exasperation creeps into her voice. “Why does Beidou refer to you as my wife?” 



  Keqing stares, mind running a thousand miles a minute but gaining no traction at all. “We’re not married?” Her voice rises slightly in panic.



  “Did you think that we were?” 



  “No! I meant like ‘we aren’t married’. Full stop. That wasn’t a question. We are definitely not married,” Keqing backpedals, hands flailing as she tries to regain control of what is a rapidly spiraling situation. “Not that being married to you is a problem or anything. I’m sure that being married to you would be great-”



  Ganyu lifts a hand, stopping Keqing’s rambling in its tracks. 



  “Why does Beidou think we’re married then?” 



  Suddenly, Keqing feels like she’s ten again, being asked questions by the teacher at the front of the class. All eyes are on her, digging into her skin as she formulates an answer. 



  But there’s no perfect answer here and there’s only one set of eyes scrutinizing her. The most important pair of eyes in her life, perhaps, and this feels like a question that she can’t get wrong, or else.



  “Breathe, Keqing.” Gentle hands take hers, rubbing circles along her knuckles. “I’m not upset or anything.” 



  “I am breathing,” Keqing squeaks. 



  There’s no anger or disappointment in Ganyu’s eyes, just the dusky purple hues of the setting sun bathing Keqing in warmth. It takes a moment for her to lean into that warmth, knee bumping into Ganyu’s as she exhales, letting the sudden tension that had lanced through her body fall away. She wracks her brain for a proper answer, getting far more patient silence to think than she has ever gotten, perhaps will ever get.



  “I never told Beidou we were married.” She says finally. 



  “I believe you,” Ganyu replies evenly. 



  Keqing frowns, a thought occurring to her. “I have referred to you as my wife before though.”



  “Why?” Ganyu doesn’t yell, she never has, but the sudden and sharp question makes Keqing jump all the same. 



  “It’s like a work thing. Baiwen and Baishi were telling me how they’re each other’s wives at work because they spend all their time together and have lunch together and leave work together.” Keqing had even inquired with Baiwen in passing about their relationship status only to be giggled at. 



  She did not like being giggled at. 



  “Keqing…” Ganyu says slowly. 



  “I mean, we might not eat lunch together all the time because of our schedules but usually I drive you to work and I drive us home. We even eat dinner together.” Keqing’s logic is sound, she’s certain of it, in fact, she and Ganyu might fit this wife at work thing even better than Baiwen and Baishi do. 



  It’s by no means a competition of course, but Keqing was just saying. She could be up to date with all the little trends going around the office too. 



  “And then Beidou asked me if I wanted to go mini golfing with her the weekend before our annual convention. I did not want to go mini golfing, and I knew you were going to try to work right through the weekend and would shoot Beidou down if she asked, so I told Beidou to ask you.”



  “What did you say to her, exactly?” 



  “I think I said, ‘ask my wife’.” That’s what Baiwen and Baishi did. Everyone understood, and everyone just went about their day. 



  “Keqing. You let Beidou and Ningguang think that we were wives for ten months?”



  “We are! At work!” Keqing protests. 



  Ganyu groans, “Baiwen and Baishi are ‘work wives’- they’re obviously not actually married to each other. They live in separate buildings, they go home in separate vehicles — I think Baishi actually takes the train every morning, and Baiwen still lives with her parents and siblings.” 



  “I don’t understand.” Keqing frowns. “Are we not also ‘work wives’?” She makes the little air quotations with her fingers too. 



  “Keqing, we live together in the same apartment. You pull up to the front of the building in your car after work everyday to pick me up. Sometimes, I bring you coffee in the morning and I’m not even your secretary.”



  “Yes, and I appreciate that.” She’s not sure how Ganyu knows when she needs a mid-morning pick me up, but she never fails to show up with a latte right when she needs it most. 



  “Do you understand how people might assume that we might be 
  
    actually
  
   married?”



  Oh.



  
    Oh.
  



  “I see?” Keqing says weakly, feeling her ears go hot with embarrassment. Maybe she’s not as up to date on office trends as she thought. 
  
    This
  
   is why her social media pages go mostly unused. 



  “I don’t understand how you can be so brilliant but so dense at the time,” Ganyu sighs softly. She runs a hand through her tousled hair. 



  “More brilliance per centimeter cubed?” Keqing offers. 



  That earns her a laugh from Ganyu. It’s a rare but beautiful sound and Keqing thinks that maybe this whole debacle was worth it after all. Even after Ganyu has recomposed herself, the ghost of her laughter still lingers on her lips, not quite ready to depart yet.



  A moment of silence settles over them and they are content to just let the moment be, teetering on the edge of something that they aren’t even aware of. 



  Eventually, Ganyu is the one who breaks the silence. “Have you ever considered it?”



  “Considered what?” 



  “Being married.” Ganyu doesn’t look away, but her gaze gets softer, almost shy. 



  “Oh.” Keqing pauses. “Like real married?”



  “Yes.” 



  Keqing lets out a long sigh. “In theory perhaps. But it feels like being married to someone else would be too much work on top of my already heavy day job.” 



  “Oh. I see.” Ganyu frowns, nodding slowly. She leans back ever so slightly, like the ever shrinking distance between them suddenly doesn’t have enough air for them to share. 



  When did they even get so close? Faces leaning in so their noses nearly touch, gravitating towards the feeling of the other person’s skin like stars in orbit.



  To actually touch would be disaster, no?



  Ah. 



  But maybe. 



  Keqing takes a deep breath,mustering up her densest bit of courage and lets herself fall. 



  “I wouldn’t mind if it was you though,” Keqing mumbles.



  Ganyu’s head snaps upward to look at her so fast that Keqing is sure that she would have whiplash. 



  “I’m sorry?”



  “I said,” Keqing huffs, “I wouldn’t mind if it was you. We already live together and everything works out nicely. Nothing would really change.” 



  “… And if I wanted things to change?” 



  Keqing frowns, biting her lower lip in deep thought. Change? What would Ganyu want to change? Did Ganyu not like the idea of being with her? She’s plummeting, in complete free fall, ready to burn to nothingness. 



  “I can see you thinking, Keqing.” Ganyu says softly. Gentle fingers brush a strand of her hair that had fallen into her face. “What if I wanted something more from you?”



  Keqing blinks, “Being married?” 



  “No, well. Maybe. But don’t you think you’re skipping a few steps?” A light shade of pink dusts over Ganyu’s cheeks. 



  “A wedding? A ring, I don’t have a ring. Should I propose?” 



  “No! Keqing! Don’t you think we should date first?” 



  The ground is rushing up at her, giving her that exhilarating feeling in her stomach as adrenaline floods her veins. She’s not falling. 



  She’s flying.



  “Tomorrow?” It’s hard not to sound eager, energy humming through her body. 



  “We have work tomorrow. I know you’re ambitious, but let’s do this one step at a time,” Ganyu teases. 



  “Oh, right, yes. Of course. Sorry.” Keqing looks to the side embarrassingly. 



  “We can still have breakfast together and you can still drop me off and pick me up. Maybe we’ll even take a proper lunch break together.” 



  “But if you take a lunch break, you can’t have your afternoon nap,” Keqing points out. 



  “We’ll make things work,” Ganyu says with a smile.



  Keqing finds herself smiling too. 



  Yes, they would.


 



 


  “Hey, you never opened the gift Ningguang and Beidou gave you,” Keqing calls out from her room. 



  “I suppose I should,” Ganyu sighs. 



  The basket has been a bit of a centerpiece on their coffee table for the last few weeks. Work has been busier than ever, and if Ganyu is being honest, she kind of thought it to be like a monument to the moment her and Keqing’s relationship changed. 



  She had already sent a thank- you card to Ningguang and Beidou, but the gift was never brought up. Carefully, she pulls the heavy item from the center of the gift basket, carefully wrapped in thick layers of paper and then more layers of tissue paper. Maybe she’d keep the gift basket and fill it with decorations instead. 



  It would still be the monument that Ganyu sees in her heart, just a little less odd. 



  The object in question is rectangular, kind of like a very large book — though Ganyu has never seen any book of this size. Laying the gift down on the coffee table, she carefully tears open the layers of paper, revealing a framed oil painting. 



  She lets out a gasp. 



  “What is it? Are you okay? Paper cut?” Keqing is sliding into the living room at that sound, one arm hanging out of her suit jacket, untied tie around her neck. 



  “No, I’m fine. Look at this gift though.” Ganyu turns the painting in her hands so that Keqing can look at it. 



  There are two women in the painting, one with blue hair and one with purple. The features are not well defined, but Ganyu can see that by the way hands are clasped together, heads tilting towards each other, that these two -



  “Is that supposed to be us?” Keqing tilts the painting slightly so that she can get a better look at it.



  “I think so.” Ganyu leaves the painting in Keqing’s hands, spotting a card still at the bottom of the basket. 



  Her name is written on the front in flowing script — Ningguang’s handwriting. Opening the pristine cream coloured envelope, Ganyu finds a simple note. 



  
    ‘Keqing’s ring size is seven.’ 
  



  Ganyu shoves the note back into the envelope, crumpling it in the process.



  “Ganyu? What does it say?” 



  “It said happy birthday,” Ganyu lies. 



  A very happy birthday, indeed. 
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