
That Time when Ganyu was Drunk


    
    The company’s small gathering was supposed to be a simple event—casual, friendly, and a way to unwind after weeks of hard work.

 

Keqing wasn’t much of a drinker, but she attended out of politeness. Besides, as a senior employee, it would have looked bad if she declined outright.

 

She expected some light chatter, polite laughter, and maybe a few rounds of drinks for those who enjoyed them.

 

What she did not expect is for Ganyu to get completely wasted.

 

Keqing glanced over at the usually composed secretary, who now sat at the bar, swaying slightly as she sipped from a half-empty glass of osmanthus wine.

 

“She’s a lightweight, huh?” Hu Tao mused, standing beside Keqing with a grin.

 

Keqing sighed. “Apparently.”

 

Yanfei, sitting on Ganyu’s other side, chuckled. “Well, she did try to decline, but someone kept convincing her to ‘just have a little sip.’”

 

Beidou placed a hand over her heart in mock innocence. “I may have encouraged it, but I wasn’t expecting her to go all in.”

 

Keqing pinched the bridge of her nose. “Great. And now we have to deal with drunk Ganyu.”

 

As if on cue, Ganyu turned towards them, her face flushed, her usually gentle eyes hazy. She squinted at Keqing before breaking into the softest smile.

 

“Keqing…” she murmured, resting her chin on the bar counter. “You’re so… so responsible.”

 

Keqing frowned in confusion. “Uh. Thanks?”

 

Ganyu giggled, reaching out and poking Keqing’s cheek. “And so serious. Always frowning. Always thinking. Always… ”

 

Yanfei snickered. “Oh, this is gonna be fun.”

 

Before Keqing could retort, Ningguang approached. “Someone should take care of her,” she said, glancing at Ganyu. “She obviously can’t go home alone in this state.”

 

Before Keqing could react, Beidou clapped a hand on her shoulder. “Keqing’s got it.”

 

Keqing stiffened. “Wait—”

 

“Great. Take care of her,” Ningguang said with finality, before walking off.

 

Keqing turned to glare at Beidou. “You—!”

 

Beidou winked and walked away.
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Getting Ganyu out of the venue was a challenge in itself.

 

“Ganyu, stand up.”

 

Ganyu blinked. “Huh?”

 

“Stand.”

 

Ganyu tried, wobbled, and immediately latched onto Keqing’s arm.

 

“Keqing, you’re warm…” she mumbled, leaning her entire weight onto her.

 

Keqing groaned. “You’re heavy.”

 

Ganyu gasped, scandalized. “That’s rude…!”

 

Keqing sighed, adjusting her grip around Ganyu. “Come on, I’m driving you home.”

 

Ganyu shook her head, suddenly clinging to her sleeve like a lost child. “Nooo… I don’t wanna go home yet…”

 

Keqing stared at her. “What?”

 

Ganyu’s lips wobbled. “I’ll be lonely…”

 

Keqing rubbed her temples. She had dealt with plenty of challenges in her life—tight deadlines, frustrating coworkers, unexpected overtime—but getting a drunk Ganyu into her car was proving to be one of the worst.

 

“Alright, come on,” Keqing muttered, opening the backseat door of her car. “Get in.”

 

The drunk secretary, still clinging to her arm, tilted her head. “Mmm… no.”

 

Keqing exhaled sharply. “Ganyu, just—”

 

Before she could finish, Ganyu spun them both around in her attempt to move, completely misjudging her own strength—or lack thereof. The next thing Keqing knew, she was being pushed backward, stumbling as Ganyu clung onto her.

 

With a yelp, Keqing found herself landing against the backseat.

 

And then Ganyu plopped right onto her lap.

 

“Ganyu—!” Keqing choked, hands flying up to grab Ganyu’s waist as she tried to make sense of what just happened. “W-What are you doing?!”

 

Ganyu hummed sleepily, resting her forehead against Keqing’s shoulder. “Mmm… comfy…”

 

Keqing’s eyes widen. “G-Ganyu.”

 

Ganyu made no effort to move. Instead, she sighed contentedly, snuggling in closer.

 

Keqing groaned, pressing a hand to her forehead. “This is not happening.” She sighed, trying to ignore the warmth radiating from Ganyu as she gently pushed her back. “Alright, enough. I’m driving you home now.”

 

Ganyu pouted, still half-latching onto her. “But it’s comfy here…”

 

Keqing rolled her eyes and carefully maneuvered the secretary off her lap, guiding her toward the passenger seat. “You can be comfy in your own bed. Now, get in properly.”

 

With some difficulty—and a lot of Ganyu’s unhelpful leaning—Keqing finally managed to buckle her in. Closing the door with a sigh, she walked around to the driver’s side and slid in.

 

She had been to the secretary’s apartment plenty of times before, but always for work—dropping off documents, discussing schedules, coordinating plans. But tonight was different.

 

Tonight, she was taking Ganyu home for a completely unrelated reason.

 

Starting the engine, Keqing stole a glance at her drunken passenger, who was currently slumped against the window, eyes half-lidded in drowsy contentment.

 

This is going to be a long drive, Keqing thought. Shaking her head, she pulled out of the parking lot. “Try not to fall asleep before we get there.”

 

“Mmm… no promises,” Ganyu mumbled, a small smile on her lips.
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Keqing parked the car in front of Ganyu’s apartment and let out a deep sigh. The drive had been relatively quiet, save for Ganyu’s occasional sleepy mumbling, but now came the real challenge—getting her inside.

 

Stepping out, Keqing walked around and opened the door. “Alright, we’re here. Can you stand?”

 

Ganyu blinked up at her. “Mmm… maybe.”

 

She made a weak attempt to move but immediately lost her balance. Keqing sighed, catching her just in time.

 

“Of course,” Keqing muttered under her breath as she hoisted Ganyu up, letting her lean against her as they made their way to the door. She fished Ganyu’s keys out of her bag, unlocked the door, and guided her inside.

 

Once they reached the living room, Keqing carefully helped Ganyu onto the couch. “Alright. You’re home. Stay here, and—”

 


  Thud.


 

Keqing turned just in time to see Ganyu slide off the couch and flop onto the floor, her limbs sprawled out like a fallen plush toy.

 

“…Seriously?” Keqing pinched the bridge of her nose before crouching down. “Ganyu.”

 

Ganyu blinked up at her, giggling. “Oops.”

 

Keqing sighed, shaking her head. “Come on, you can’t sleep on the floor.” She slipped an arm around Ganyu’s shoulders, helping her up once more.

 

Ganyu, still half out of it, leaned into her touch with a sly smile. “Keqing… you’re so warm.”

 

Keqing stiffened. “That’s because you’re clinging to me.”

 

Ganyu giggled again, her eyes hazy. “You’re always so serious, but you’re really… really nice to me, you know?”

 

Keqing rolled her eyes. “You’re drunk, Ganyu.”

 

“And you’re cute.”

 

Keqing froze.

 

Ganyu poked her cheek. “I like you, Keqing.”

 

Keqing’s breath hitched. Heat rushed to her face, but she quickly schooled her expression into neutrality. “You’re drunk,” she repeated, setting Ganyu back onto the couch—firmly, this time.

 

Ganyu pouted. “But I do like you… I like you, Keqing.”

 

Keqing turned away, arms crossed. “We’ll talk about this when you’re sober.”

 

Ganyu huffed, but her drowsiness was quickly catching up to her. “Mmm… you’re no fun…”

 

Keqing stole a glance at her, watching as Ganyu’s eyelids drooped. Even in her intoxicated state, she looked so… at peace.

 

She sighed, pressing a hand to her burning face. What am I supposed to do with you…?

 

She glanced at the now-sleeping Ganyu. Light snores filled the room, a stark contrast to the trouble she had caused just moments ago. Navigating through the dimly lit apartment, Keqing found the bedroom. She pushed the door open with her foot, adjusting her grip on Ganyu before carefully laying her down on the bed.

 

Ganyu stirred slightly, mumbling something incoherent before burying her face into the pillow.

 

Keqing shook her head, brushing stray strands of hair from Ganyu’s face. “Good night,” she murmured before quietly stepping out.

 

With one last glance at Ganyu’s sleeping form, Keqing sighed and made her way out of the apartment.
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  The Next Morning…



  


Ganyu groaned as she stirred awake, her head pounding lightly. She rubbed her temples, trying to recall what had happened.

 

A… company gathering? Drinks? And then…

 

She blinked up at the ceiling.

 


  I had a dream… a weird one.


 

In it, Keqing had been with her—driving her home, helping her inside, putting her to bed. She even remembered saying something ridiculous like—

 

Ganyu’s eyes shot open.

 


  Wait…


 

Her gaze darted around the room, and that’s when she saw it.

 

Right beside her bed, on the small table, sat a neatly placed hangover medicine packet, a glass of water, and—most damning of all—a note written in Keqing’s sharp, precise handwriting.

 


  Take this when you wake up. – Keqing


 

Ganyu’s face turned crimson.

 


  It wasn’t a dream.
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Later that morning, during early office hours, Ganyu weaved through the office, her mind focused on one thing: finding the person she was looking for. She wasn’t even paying attention to the people around her, too lost in her own thoughts.

 

Then—

 

“…Morning.”

 

The familiar voice made her stop in her tracks.

 

Ganyu looked up.

 

Then she froze.

 

Keqing stood before her, one eyebrow slightly raised, arms crossed in that effortlessly confident way of hers.

 

“Something wrong? Got hangover?” Keqing asked.

 

Ganyu’s eyes darted around, suddenly hyperaware of her surroundings. The office. The people moving about. The fact that she was, indeed, not still in bed.

 

Then, her gaze landed on Keqing again—on her sharp, knowing eyes and the slight curve of her lips—and realization settled in.

 

“…Oh.” Keqing’s smirk widened just a fraction. “You don’t remember, do you?”

 

Ganyu’s stomach dropped. Oh no.

 

Heat rushed to her face as she scrambled to piece everything together. The company gathering. The drinks. A vague memory of Keqing being there. The drive home. Keqing’s note.

 

Keqing had taken care of her.

 

Ganyu turned red.

 

Keqing is just being nice to her.

 

But Ganyu said something she should not have.

 

Keqing casually folded her arms. “You got drunk. I brought you home. That’s all.”

 

Ganyu buried her face in her hands. Pretending she doesn’t remember a single thing, she said, “…I didn’t do anything… weird, did I?”

 

Even though Ganyu know fully well.

 

Keqing hesitated.

 

Images flashed through her mind. Ganyu clinging to her. Ganyu calling her warm. Ganyu basically hugging her. Ganyu sitting on her lap. Ganyu confessing—

 

“…No,” Keqing said, far too quickly.

 

Ganyu, still flustered, nodded. “Right. Okay. I’m feeling alright. No hangover or anything. I’m… totally fine. Thank you for taking care of me.”

 

Keqing waved a hand, feigning nonchalance. “It’s fine.”

 

And it was fine.

 

If only Keqing could stop overthinking it.
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Ganyu was not fine.

 

She had spent the entire morning trying desperately to act normal.

 

And she was failing. Miserably.

 

Every time she looked at Keqing, she remembered.

 

She remembered the warmth. The way Keqing had actually cared for her that night.

 

And, worst of all—

 


  [“I like you…”]


 

Ganyu wanted to scream.

 

Had she really said that? Out loud? To Keqing?

 

She needed to avoid her. Just for today. Just until she could compose herself.

 

Unfortunately, fate had other plans.

 

“Ganyu,” Keqing called from across the office.

 

Ganyu stiffened. “Y-Yes?”

 

Keqing held up a folder. “Are you busy? I need you to review this.”

 

Ganyu nodded rapidly. “O-Of course!” She rushed forward to take the folder, keeping her gaze strictly on the documents and not on Keqing.

 

And then—

 

Their fingers brushed.

 

It was barely a touch—just the briefest contact—but it sent Ganyu’s brain into full shutdown mode.

 

Her grip slipped. The folder fell. Papers scattered.

 

Keqing blinked. “Ganyu—”

 

“SORRY!” Ganyu squeaked, dropping to the floor immediately to gather the papers.

 

She scrambled to pick up the papers, her hands shaking slightly as she tried to stack them in order. Calm down. Calm down. This is fine.

 

Keqing crouched down beside her, helping collect the fallen documents. “Are you really okay?”

 

“I’m fine!” Ganyu said—too quickly, too loudly.

 

Keqing raised an eyebrow. “You sure?”

 

“Yes!” Ganyu forced a bright smile, avoiding eye contact as she shoved the papers back into the folder. “See? All good. N-Nothing happened!”

 

Keqing paused, staring at her with her piercing and calculating eyes.

 

And then, before Ganyu could even think of an escape plan, Keqing blurted it out: “So you did remember.”

 

Ganyu wanted to scream.

 

Her fingers clenched around the folder as her mind raced. Had she really said that? Out loud? To Keqing?

 

She forced a laugh. “Hahaha, remember what?”

 

Keqing’s eyes narrowed slightly. “You know what.”

 

Ganyu swallowed hard. “I… I really don’t—”

 

Keqing leaned in, voice lower. “You do.”

 

Ganyu nearly dropped the folder again.

 

Her face felt like it was on fire. Her ears burned. Her entire body screamed at her to flee.

 

And then, mercifully—

 

A voice interrupted them.

 

“Ms. Ganyu, there you are! I was looking for you.”

 

Ganyu turned so fast she almost got whiplash. A fellow secretary—one from another department—was approaching with a polite but expectant smile.

 

Keqing’s gaze flickered to the newcomer before returning to Ganyu.

 

The other secretary blinked at her enthusiasm. “Good morning Ms. Keqing. I hope I’m not interrupting anything but the director wants to see Ms. Ganyu for a quick review on some budget allocations. Can you spare a moment, Ms. Ganyu?”

 

Ganyu, unsure what say, just muttered, “I..uhm…”

 

Keqing exhaled quietly. “Of course,” she said smoothly before Ganyu could trip over her words again. “Don’t let me keep you.”

 

Ganyu tensed as Keqing took a small step back, offering a polite, neutral expression. She should be relieved. This was her escape. She should take it and run.

 

But instead—

 

Why did she feel so… weird about it?

 

“R-Right,” she stammered, clutching the folder like a lifeline. “I-I’ll, uh, I’ll just—go then.”

 

Keqing nodded. “I’ll see you later.”

 

Ganyu turned around—too quickly, too stiffly—and followed the other secretary, her mind racing.

 

But as she walked away, she felt it.

 

Keqing’s gaze.

 

Even without turning around, she knew Keqing was still watching her, still thinking about everything.

 

And somehow, that was even worse.
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Lunchtime arrived, and as usual, the office cafeteria buzzed with the usual chatter of employees taking their well-earned break.

 

Keqing sat at her usual table, methodically eating her meal.

 

Alone.

 

She didn’t usually mind solitude, but this was… odd.

 

Because normally, without fail, there would be a certain light blue-haired secretary seated across from her, quietly enjoying her vegetarian meal while occasionally humming in contentment.

 

Yet today?

 

Not even a shadow of Ganyu.

 

Keqing’s chopsticks hovered slightly over her plate before she sighed, setting them down. She’s avoiding me.

 

Not that she hadn’t expected this. But still.

 

Across the table, a coworker snickered. “Where’s your usual lunch buddy, Keqing?”

 

Keqing didn’t look up. “She’s probably busy.”

 

Hu Tao leaned forward, chin resting on her palm. “Hmm… or avoiding you?”

 

Keqing exhaled. “You’re reading into things too much.”

 

Yanfei raised an eyebrow. “Are we?”

 

Keqing said nothing, taking a sip of her drink instead.

 

Hu Tao glanced at the cafeteria entrance—and then her eyes lit up.

 

“Oh, look who it is.”

 

Keqing followed her gaze.

 

It’s Ganyu.

 

She was standing near the entrance, tray in hand, clearly scanning the room for a place to sit.

 

Then, the moment her eyes landed on their table—on Keqing—she hesitated.

 

Keqing narrowed her eyes slightly. Oh, she really is avoiding me.

 

Before Ganyu could make a break for it, Hu Tao casually waved her over.

 

Yanfei joined in, adding, “Come on, Ganyu, don’t just stand there.”

 

Ganyu visibly tensed but had no real excuse to refuse. With clear reluctance, she made her way to their table.

 

And when she sat down—right next to Keqing—she kept her eyes trained firmly on her food.

 

Hu Tao and Yanfei exchanged knowing looks.

 

Keqing, for her part, remained perfectly neutral.

 

“Busy morning?” Yanfei asked.

 

Ganyu nodded a little too quickly. “Y-Yeah. A lot of work.”

 

Hu Tao smirked. “Oh? You weren’t too busy to grab lunch, though.”

 

Ganyu stiffened, realizing the slip in her excuse. “I—I mean, I can’t skip lunch…”

 

Yanfei hummed. “True. It’s just odd, since you and Keqing always eat together. Right, Keqing?”

 

Keqing knew Ganyu.

 

She knew how terrible Ganyu was at handling embarrassment head-on, especially in front of a nosy audience.

 

So when Hu Tao and Yanfei successfully coaxed Ganyu into sitting down beside her, Keqing merely gave a neutral glance before standing up.

 

“I just remembered—I need to check something,” she said casually, gathering her tray. “Enjoy your lunch.”

 

Ganyu blinked, completely thrown off. “H-Huh?”

 

Keqing didn’t offer any further explanation. With measured steps, she left the cafeteria, not looking back.

 

Hu Tao and Yanfei watched her go, then turned back to Ganyu—who looked both relieved and deeply unsettled.

 

“…What just happened?” Ganyu mumbled.

 

Yanfei smirked. “She let you off easy.”

 

Ganyu tensed.

 

Hu Tao grinned. “Yeah. Instead of making you squirm, she just left. Almost like she knows exactly how bad you are at dealing with this.”

 

Ganyu stared down at her food, ears burning.

 

Yanfei leaned back. “Huh. Thought she’d tease you more.”

 

Hu Tao chuckled. “Nah. She’s having more fun not teasing her.”

 

Ganyu groaned, covering her face. This is worse.
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Keqing wasn’t one to let things go unsolved. She might let Ganyu off the hook earlier but that was merely temporarily.

 

And right now, there was something very clearly wrong with Ganyu.

 

She had spent the entire day watching as Ganyu fumbled through her work, jumped whenever their eyes met, and—most importantly—kept avoiding her like the plague.

 

Keqing wasn’t stupid. She knew something had changed and has to be changed.

 

And she was going to get to the bottom of it.
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When the workday ended, Keqing didn’t let Ganyu escape.

 

The moment Ganyu tried to slip out, Keqing was already blocking her way and swiftly, but gently, guided her to some place where they can be alone.

 

Ganyu flinched. “K-Keqing?”

 

“We need to talk.”

 

Ganyu forced a nervous laugh. “Oh! Um! What about?”

 

Keqing’s sharp gaze didn’t waver. She sighs before she says. “You’ve been acting strange all day.”

 

Ganyu’s eyes darted to the side. “I-I don’t know what you mean.”

 

Keqing sighed. “Ganyu… I can’t let you continue like this. You were a mess today, Ganyu.”

 

Ganyu swallowed. “I-I was not—”

 

Keqing gave her a look. “You misfiled three reports. You almost sent an email meant for our department head to a client. You forgot to attach the actual document in another email—”

 

Ganyu winced. Okay, that one was bad.

 

Keqing continued, “You bumped into two desks, tripped over your own feet twice, and nearly poured coffee into your water bottle instead of your mug.”

 

Ganyu covered her beet-red face. “Stop keeping track of these things…”

 

Keqing folded her arms. “It was hard not to notice when you were running around like a distracted deer all day.”

 

Ganyu groaned. This is so embarrassing.

 

She peeked at Keqing through her fingers. “I-It’s not my fault…”

 

Keqing arched an eyebrow. “Oh? Then whose fault is it?”

 

Ganyu opened her mouth, but no words came out. She can’t just say ‘yours’! Even if it was Keqing’s fault for throwing her off with that intense stare, with that unreadable smirk, with her entire presence—

 

Keqing took a step closer. “See? You can’t even answer me properly.”

 

Ganyu took a step back—only to realize there was a desk behind her. Trapped. Cornered.

 

Keqing then placed both hands on the desk, caging the secretary, leaning slightly in. Not too close. Just enough to keep Ganyu from running away.

 

She sighed. “Ganyu, if you keep avoiding me, you’re just going to get more distracted.”

 

Ganyu looked anywhere but at Keqing. “I-I don’t know what you’re talking about…”

 

Keqing narrowed her eyes. “Really?”

 

Silence.

 

And then—

 

“You remembered.” It was definitely not a question.

 

Ganyu stiffened.

 

She wanted to deny it. She wanted to say something—anything—to deflect.

 

But Keqing was staring at her like she already knew the answer. Like she was waiting.

 

Ganyu’s heart was pounding. Her face was burning.

 

She couldn’t handle this.

 

Not when Keqing was standing so close, staring at her like she was trying to see into her very soul.

 

Not when her feelings were already a mess.

 

Not when—

 


  [“I like you…”]


 

She couldn’t take it anymore.

 

“I—!” Ganyu started—

 

And then—

 


  Soft.


 


  Warm.


 

A breath hitched. A heartbeat skipped.

 

Keqing kissed her.

 

It wasn’t planned. It wasn’t something Keqing had meant to do.

 

She had only been leaning closer, trying to get Ganyu to speak, when suddenly—

 

Their lips met.

 

Ganyu’s eyes went wide.

 

Keqing froze.

 

A pause. A heartbeat.

 

Then—Keqing pulled back, eyes wide, face utterly red.

 

“I—”

 

Ganyu touched her lips, stunned.

 

Keqing took a step back, looking horrified. “I—That wasn’t—”

 

Ganyu just stared at her, speechless.

 

Keqing clenched her fists. “Forget that happened.”

 

And then she turned on her heel and walked away.

 

Leaving Ganyu standing there, touching her lips, completely and utterly dazed.
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The next day, the office was in shambles.

 

Ganyu and Keqing were avoiding each other like the plague.

 

And it was disastrous.

 

Keqing, usually sharp and efficient, had miscalculated numbers in a financial report—something she never EVER did.

 

Ganyu, meticulous to a fault, had misfiled entire documents, placing contracts under expense reports and invoices under HR memos.

 

It was like watching a well-oiled machine spontaneously combust.

 

By noon, the entire department was whispering. It was as if the company was set on fire with its two best employees in shambles.

 

As if on cue, a sharp voice cut through the growing murmurs.

 


  Ningguang.


 

She stood at the entrance of the department, arms crossed, expression unreadable—but the air of authority was unmistakable.

 

“Keqing. Ganyu,” she called evenly. “My office. Now.”

 

Keqing and Ganyu stiffened.

 

For the first time that day, their eyes met.

 

Panic.

 

But neither could refuse Ningguang.
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Inside Ningguang’s office, the tension was unbearable.

 

Ningguang, seated behind her desk, steepled her fingers and examined them. Not looked—examined. Like she was calculating every move before making a decision.

 

Keqing stood stiffly, hands clasped behind her back. Ganyu fidgeted beside her, eyes fixed firmly on the floor.

 

Finally, Ningguang spoke.

 

“I need the two of you to go over these reports together,” Ningguang said, placing a stack of documents on the table in the room.

 

Keqing tensed. Ganyu went completely still beside her.

 

Ningguang smiled, knowing. “They’re quite detailed and complex. Go to the conference room and sort it out.”


  


Keqing and Ganyu didn’t move.

 

Because there was something in the way Ningguang said sort it out that made it clear—she wasn’t just talking about the documents.

 

And the knowing glint in her eyes? It only made it worse.

 

Keqing clenched her jaw. Ganyu swallowed nervously.

 

But there was no way out of it.

 

“…Understood,” Keqing finally said, taking the folder.

 

Ningguang’s smirk was subtle. “Good.”

 

As they left the office, Ganyu dared a glance at Keqing. She looked… tense. Focused. But there was a storm behind those violet eyes.

 

Ganyu felt her stomach twist.

 

This was going to be a disaster.
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The conference room was empty.

 

Silent.

 

Too silent.

 

Keqing sat on one side of the table. Ganyu sat on the other.

 

The distance between them felt like a battlefield.

 

Ganyu fidgeted with the documents. “…We should start.”

 

Keqing exhaled sharply. “Yeah.”

 

Silence again.

 

Keqing flipped through the first few pages. She was trying to focus, but her eyes kept flickering toward Ganyu.

 

The way she avoided eye contact.

 

The way she hesitated before turning a page.

 

The way she wasn’t talking.

 

Keqing sighed, placing the papers down. “Ganyu.”

 

Ganyu’s grip on her pen tightened. “Y-Yes?”

 

Keqing leaned forward slightly. “Are you really going to pretend nothing happened?”

 

Ganyu inhaled sharply. “I-I don’t—”

 

“Ganyu.” Keqing’s tone softened, but it still held weight. “Look at me.”

 

Ganyu hesitated—then, slowly, lifted her gaze.

 

Keqing’s expression wasn’t angry. Just… searching. Like she was trying to understand something.

 

Like she was waiting.

 

The air between them grew heavier.

 

Ganyu gripped the edge of the table. She needed to say something. Anything.

 

But all she could think about was—

 


  That kiss.


 

The warmth. The suddenness. The way Keqing had pulled back, looking as shocked as she felt.

 

The way she had run away.

 

Ganyu swallowed. “I… don’t know what to say.”

 

Keqing exhaled. “Then let me start.”

 

She placed her hands flat on the table, steadying herself.

 

“…I kissed you.”

 

Ganyu’s face burned.

 

Keqing continued, voice controlled. “And I ran away because I didn’t expect myself to do that. Because it wasn’t planned.”

 

Ganyu’s breath caught.

 

Keqing looked at her, searching. “But I don’t regret it.”

 

Silence.

 

Ganyu felt her heartbeat hammering against her ribs.

 

She opened her mouth—then closed it.

 

Keqing didn’t look away. She was waiting. Patient, unwavering with an expression that clearly said, It’s your turn now.

 

Ganyu clenched her hands together, gathering what little courage she had left.

 

“…I said I liked you,” she whispered. Her voice was barely above a breath, but in the quiet room, it was deafening.

 

Keqing’s eyes flickered.

 

Ganyu forced herself to continue. “But then I… pretended to forget about it.”

 

Keqing’s lips parted slightly. “So it’s true then?”

 

Ganyu nodded, barely moving, barely breathing.

 

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

 

Then—Keqing stood.

 

Ganyu stiffened, half expecting her to leave.

 

But instead, Keqing walked around the table, moving with quiet confidence, and sat down beside her. Swift. Purposeful.

 

Close.

 

Too close.

 

Ganyu felt the warmth of Keqing’s presence before she even touched her.

 

Keqing leaned in slightly, her voice low. “Then let’s stop pretending.”

 

Before Ganyu could respond, Keqing reached for her cheek—hesitantly at first, as if giving her the chance to pull away.

 

But Ganyu didn’t.

 

She couldn’t.

 

Keqing’s fingertips brushed against her skin, featherlight.

 

And then—she closed the distance.

 

A kiss.

 

Gentle at first. Testing.

 

But when Ganyu’s breath hitched and her fingers instinctively curled into the fabric of Keqing’s sleeve, Keqing pressed in just a little more.

 

And this time—Ganyu kissed her back.

 

She melted into it, shy yet certain.

 

Keqing’s hand slid to the nape of her neck, anchoring her there. Ganyu’s fingers gripped onto Keqing’s sleeve tighter, afraid that if she let go, this moment would slip away like a dream.

 

It wasn’t rushed. It wasn’t fleeting.

 

This time, it wasn’t a mistake.

 

This time, it wasn’t an accident.

 

This time, they both meant it.

 

When they pulled away, Ganyu was breathless, her face completely red. “So, um… w-what does this mean?”

 

Keqing’s heart was still racing, but she found herself smiling. “It means we have a lot to talk about.”

 

Ganyu nodded quickly. “Right. Talking. We should… do that.”

 

But neither of them moved away.

 

And if they kissed again before actually talking—

 

Well.

 

That was their business.

 

  
Notes for the Chapter:It’s been a while since I published a GanQing oneshot so her ya gooo 💙💜





