
Mimosas


    
    “Get in the car babe,” Miko said, from the front seat of her white 2018 corolla with tinted sunglasses and a charmingly stupid grin on her face. “We’re getting mimosas.”

Ganyu, who had been woken up at 9 am on a Saturday and told only to come out and meet her girlfriend for a “surprise,” laughed and walked up to the driver’s window.

“Since when are you a brunch person?”

Miko slid down her shades and winked. “Since I figured out you were one.”

“Uh-huh.” She rolled her eyes. “I think you just like the idea of drinking before noon.”

“So rude. Can’t believe you’re turning down my fun date idea.”

“Whoa, slow down.” Ganyu leaned in through the window and gave her a quick kiss. “I didn’t say all that.”

“Yeah?” She flashed another one of her signature grins. “Then hop in.”

As soon as Ganyu slid into the passenger’s seat, Miko shifted gears and started pulling out of the apartment parking lot.

“Should get there in about ten minutes.”

“Oh, so it’s somewhere close by?”

“Nah, not really.”

Huh? Ganyu thought, as the car turned onto the main road. How are we getting there so fast then?

Her confusion lasted only a second, though.

And then Miko floored it.


Several traffic violations later, Miko found herself at the corner booth of a breakfast-style restaurant being told by the server that the bottomless mimosas only came with the order of an entrée. In response to this she looked at her girlfriend, winked, and then turned back to the server.

“Get my girl the avocado toast, and make it vegetarian.”

“…Pardon? The avocado toast is already vegetarian.”

“Yeah,” she said, handing over the menu. “It better be.”

As the server made off with their order, Ganyu was burying her face in her hands.

“What’s wrong?” Miko asked, biting into the lemon wedge that came with her water. “You know I got you, babe.”

She looked up with an expression that said I love you but you’re so weird, which Miko knew because she received it from her quite frequently.

“You’re not getting your own food?” Ganyu asked.

“I’ll just have a few bites of yours. What about you? Why didn’t you make your mimosas bottomless?”

She raised an eyebrow. “If we both get tipsy then who’s driving us back?”

Miko rubbed her chin, chewing.

“…Me?”

Ganyu sighed, slowly shaking her head.


“Wait, let me fix my hair.”

Ganyu tucked a few loose strands behind her ear and wrapped her free arm around Miko’s, smiling. As they tapped their glasses together she snapped a photo, then went straight to posting it on instagram.

“We’re finally a mimosa couple…” she said, with a giddy excitement.

Miko had no idea what that was supposed to mean, but she looked cute while saying it, so it was okay. She took another sip of her drink and leaned her chin on her girlfriend’s shoulder.

“Low key, these are pretty dangerous,” she whispered, swirling the sunny liquid in her glass.

“Mhm.” Ganyu was tapping away at her phone, playing with filters. “You can barely taste the alcohol, right?”

Exactly. It was like orange juice with a small, small kick. Except the actual alcohol content was not small. And since they were bottomless, they just kept coming one after the other…

“Ganyu?” she asked.

“Yes?”

“Would you still love me if I was a gacha character?”

Ganyu leaned over and kissed her cheek. “Of course, babe.”

“Heh.” That made her feel very warm and fuzzy inside.

Even moreso than the mimosas.


“Jackass!” Miko yelled, leaning her head out of the window as someone cut Ganyu off on the road. “Who gave you a fucking license?”

Yeah, Ganyu thought, she’s tipsy. Not that she wouldn’t do that while sober, but tipsy Miko cussed out dumb drivers with a certain youthful vigor that simply couldn’t be replicated.

“Got any bottles I can throw at them?” Miko asked.

“Um, I don’t know. This is your car, remember?”

“Oh. You’re right.”

“Eh… should I take you home?”

“Nah.” Miko took a bite of the leftover avocado toast they had taken in a to-go box. “Let’s go to Miami.”

“Yeah,” Ganyu said, turning at an intersection. “Let’s not.”

It was barely noon, and the summer sun hung high in a cloudless sky. Nice enough weather to go somewhere, maybe, but Miko wasn’t quite ready to be in public again. Or rather, the public wasn’t quite ready for her.

“How about we head back to my place?” Ganyu offered.

“Can I stay the night?”

“It’s not nearly that late. But yes, babe. You can.”

All in all, Ganyu knew one thing for certain.

This was truly the mimosa couple experience.


“These all seem like they suck,” Miko said, scrolling through a list of seasonal anime on Ganyu’s laptop. “More than a married couple but less than lovers? What does that even mean…”

Ganyu pressed her cheek against her girlfriend’s shoulder, readjusting the blanket around both of them. “I hear Chainsaw Man is good.”

“Really? What do you know about it?”

“Um… the girl is hot.”

“Oh?” Miko clicked on it, staring at a promo image of a redheaded girl in a business outfit with serious eyes and a faint smile. “Good enough for me.”

Miko had sobered up. Theoretically, she could drive home whenever she wanted to. But Ganyu’s bed was very comfortable. And, well, it was the weekend.

“We should have brunch again sometime,” Ganyu said.

“Counterpoint — we should normalize mimosas for any meal of the day.”

Ganyu traced lazy circles around Miko’s arm with the tip of her fingernail. “Double counterpoint — you should move in with me.”

“Huh?” Miko blinked. “What does that have to do with it?”

“I’ll make you mimosas.”

“Yeah?”

“Mhm. But you have to do all the chores.”

“All?” Miko pressed play on the show. “I dunno…”

“Fine, only half.” Ganyu leaned in and kissed her neck. “‘Cause I love you.”

Miko ran her fingers through Ganyu’s hair, smiling.

“Love you too.”
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