
what if we touched swords? aha ha, just kidding… unless?
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Prompt:



Now that we know Ganyu can use swords and spears, it’s high time we see her beat Keqing in a sword fight. (This is much to Keqing’s dismay, but also much to Keqing’s “😍😍😍”.)







Keqing let out a large yawn as she finally finished with the paperwork she took home. After neatly reorganizing them back into their respective folders, the Yuheng checked off the second to last thing on her to-do list. All she needed to do now was monthly maintenance for her collection of swords, then she was finally free to spend time with Ganyu—if she was still awake. They had only just finished unpacking their moving boxes yesterday, so Keqing couldn’t blame her if she decided to sleep earlier than usual (and the two of them, being the early risers that they were, would always sleep early to make sure they’d get enough rest).

As Keqing entered the dedicated storage room they had in their shared home, she was surprised to find her girlfriend inside. Not only that, but Ganyu was currently inspecting the blade of Keqing’s favorite sword. And from what Keqing could see, Ganyu had taken it upon herself to sharpen and polish it herself.

As she made her way over to Ganyu’s side, making sure her footsteps were audible so as to not surprise the other woman, Keqing noticed that her girlfriend had taken it upon herself to perform maintenance on her entire collection.

Keqing raised an eyebrow at the adeptus. “I didn’t know you had experience with handling swords.”

“Why wouldn’t I?” Ganyu asked as she poured some more oil onto a small cloth and began polishing the blade further. “During the Archon War, it’s not like I could afford to be picky with what weapon I used. Whatever we could find or salvage, we had to make do with. If I ran out of arrows or a single enemy managed to close in on me, then I would have to rely on melee weapons instead,” she explained.

Keqing hummed thoughtfully. “That makes sense, although I still find it hard to imagine you fighting in a war like that. Is there any particular reason why you favor the bow nowadays?”

Ganyu nodded, frowning slightly to herself as she checked the metal’s surface once more. “Yes, actually. It’s because it creates a sense of distance between me and the target. Of course, I would prefer to not raise a weapon at all, but I understand that even in times of peace, some things just can’t be helped.”

She sighed, looking at the freshly polished sword in her hand wistfully before setting it aside. “I suppose I should brush up on my swordsmanship. It must have been…” Ganyu paused to think. “I think it’s almost been an entire century since I last practiced it, actually. I used to at least try to keep up at least once a decade or so, but I suppose I’ve been slacking off in that department.”

Keqing tilted her head with an amused grin. “Yes, the only thing I’m sure you’ve ever slacked off with, considering your otherwise commendable work ethic,” she teased, causing the tip of Ganyu’s ears to turn pink.

“That’s not really true…” the adeptus mumbled to herself, thinking back to her younger (and larger days) before clearing her throat. “I-in any case, I should start training with a sword again.”

Keqing’s eyes lit up, a familiar sight to anyone who had ever worked with her. “I have an idea! How about we train together? You don’t have to do it as often as me, obviously, but you’re always welcome to join me whenever you’d like.”

Ganyu clasped her hands together in front of her chest. “Oh, that sounds wonderful! I’d be honored to have an esteemed master of Yunlai swordsmanship teach me the ways of melee combat.”

Keqing rolled her eyes at Ganyu’s subtle teasing, although she couldn’t deny that it felt good to have her ego stroked—although anything her girlfriend stroked tended to feel that way.

“I’m sure you’re still capable of wielding a sword just fine, even if it’s been a while since you last did,” Keqing replied, unable to stop herself from smiling. “Who knows? Maybe you’ll even beat me in a duel one day once you master it yourself.”

“Oh, I don’t know about that…” Ganyu said shyly, trailing off. She perked up a moment later, suddenly looking far more excited than she had any reason to be. “But why wait? Why don’t we have one to start off the lessons? That way, you can see my form and test my skills first!”

“Are you sure?” Keqing asked, her voice full of concern. “You said you’re out of practice, and I’ve been honing my swordsmanship every day for over a decade now. I’m not very experienced with sparring people who aren’t in their top form, and I don’t want to hurt you when you’re just starting out again.”

Ganyu just smiled innocently. “You won’t,” she reassured, her tone leaving no room for argument. “I know you, Keqing, and you could never—not even by accident.”

Despite her lingering worries, the Yuheng nodded in agreement because she trusted Ganyu’s judgment more than anything in the world, including her own. So if Ganyu believed in her more than she did, then Keqing would make sure she wouldn’t prove her girlfriend wrong.

“Fine,” she relented. “We can start tomorrow morning then, if that sounds good to you.”

Ganyu nodded, her grin growing even broader upon hearing the other woman’s response.


Something was up.


Keqing narrowed her eyes.

…

“You just want to see me get hot and sweaty up close, don’t you?” Keqing deadpanned.

“Maybe,” Ganyu admitted, then took one step closer. “Although I don’t think I want to wait until tomorrow morning to do that…”

Keqing let out a huff of laughter as she closed the distance even more.

“And people call me the impatient one.”


As they made their way to the Millelith training grounds the next morning (not so bright because it was still way too early), Keqing turned to face Ganyu as they approached the sword rack.

“Since you said you haven’t wielded a sword in… a century,” Keqing said, pausing as she processed the fact that she was indeed dating someone who was significantly older than her great-great-great-great-great—however many greats—great-great-great-grandmother… Keqing shook her head, then continued, “Why don’t we start off with using the training swords?”

Ganyu nodded, taking one from the rack and getting a feel for its weight as Keqing began her explanation.

“All of the training swords are on the light side since they’re made of wood, so you’ll have to adjust to the extra weight once we start using metal blades. While it may seem unsubstantial at first, the difference can very well determine the outcome of a fight if you’re not familiar with handling the sword you’re using. And while wooden swords may seem less dangerous, they can be just as deadly, so make sure you don’t underestimate their effectiveness as a weapon.”

Ganyu just smiled and nodded along, listening intently to her girlfriend describing the basics of swordplay, even though the adeptus was no stranger to using it in literal life-or-death situations. Honestly, hearing Keqing explain something she was passionate and knowledgeable about was just really endearing.

“Okay,” Ganyu said after a few practice swings. “I’m ready when you are.”

Keqing grabbed a wooden sword from the rack and did the same, then nodded as she turned to walk over to the sparring area. Ganyu followed her lead, getting into position as Keqing confidently stood on the other side of the field. With the sun beginning to peak over the horizon behind her, she looked even more breathtaking than usual.

Ganyu took a deep breath to steady herself, then carefully stepped closer, watching Keqing’s movements as they mirrored each other, circling each other in a tense silence. Sensing that Ganyu wasn’t going to make the first move, Keqing took the initiative and made a basic swing at her.

Ganyu blocked it effortlessly. Fair enough, Keqing didn’t think it would have landed anyway.

As Keqing continued to test Ganyu’s ability to parry, she couldn’t help but notice that the other woman had been doing nothing but blocking, never taking the chance to make a counterattack despite all the openings Keqing purposefully gave her. She just continued to stand her ground, waiting for Keqing’s next move. Her defense so far has been flawless, but there was more to combat than that.

“You know we’re supposed to be sparring, right?” Keqing asked with a frown. “It’s hardly a duel if I’m the only one on the offense.”

Ganyu blinked, then gave her a sheepish smile. “Ah, you’re right.”

After a moment, Ganyu performed the weakest lunge Keqing had ever seen, the Yuheng only needing to take a step back to avoid getting hit.

Keqing frowned—not because it was a bad move Ganyu had made, at least not for the reasons Keqing had anticipated would be the case, but because the other woman hadn’t actually put any effort into it. She could tell from the way her girlfriend had hesitated, not just waiting and watching for an opportunity to strike, how Ganyu had put more energy into slowing down the thrust of the blade so it would be sure to miss Keqing rather than actually trying to make it land like she should be doing.

Keqing wasn’t sure how to feel about that observation. There really was no need for Ganyu to take it easy on her, was there? After all, swordplay was Keqing’s area of expertise, not hers.

“You’re not taking this seriously,” Keqing said with a scowl, growing frustrated with Ganyu’s reluctance to push herself. “Come on, Ganyu! Show me what you’re made of!”

Ganyu’s brow furrowed. “Are you sure?” she asked, sounding like Keqing was signing up for something she wasn’t ready for.

She knew Ganyu didn’t intend to bruise her ego, but it couldn’t be helped. Keqing took pride in her swordsmanship, and for someone to hold themselves back in a duel with her couldn’t be seen as anything but an insult to her skills—even if it was her beloved partner, who most likely just didn’t want to hurt her by accident.

But just like Ganyu herself had said, just like how Keqing would never hurt her, she knew Ganyu would never hurt her either.

“I’m certain,” Keqing said, flourishing her blade impressively. “Do your worst!”

With that, Ganyu’s already proper fighting stance became even more rigid—not due to her nerves, but because her muscles were like a coil ready to spring. The gleam in her eyes was dangerous, almost predatory, sending a shiver down Keqing’s spine as they locked eyes.

In the blink of an eye, Ganyu began unleashing a relentless flurry of attacks. She was fast, but Keqing was faster—but just barely. Before this moment, she could have never imagined Ganyu moving at such high speeds with such vigor—a stark contrast to the easygoing woman she had grown to know and love. But now, she was beginning to understand how someone like Ganyu could survive something like the Archon War.

She’d never fought anyone like this before, someone who battled like it was not only their life on the line, but everything they held dear. Ganyu moved with nothing but raw instinct driving her forward, and Keqing could barely keep up with the force of nature that had consumed her girlfriend’s entire being.

It was exhilarating, but also a little terrifying.

Keqing searched for an opening to counterattack amidst all the parrying she was doing, unable to find one until Ganyu finally hesitated just enough for Keqing to make her move—

“Ah!”

—only for Ganyu to dodge out of the way and smack her on the butt with the flat of her blade.

“I win,” she said as the Yuheng spun around to stare at her in shock. Somehow, Ganyu had hardly broken a sweat, but Keqing’s breathing came in ragged gasps after all the physical exertion her body was put through. She was hot all over, and not necessarily due to the exercise. While her pride was irreversibly damaged just now, Keqing had to admit that there was something incredibly sexy about a woman who could beat her up if she wanted to.

Despite that, she couldn’t help but feel a little betrayed by Ganyu’s hidden skill with a sword.

“I thought you said you hadn’t been practicing!” Keqing said, definitely not whining about her humiliating loss.

Ganyu shrugged. “I haven’t. This really was the first time I fought with a sword in a hundred years.”

Keqing groaned as she slumped to the floor in defeat, burying her face in her hands. Of course Ganyu wouldn’t lie to her. As a human, it was easy for the Yuheng to forget how insignificant a century would be for an immortal being who had been alive for literal millennia. Ganyu not picking up a sword for a hundred years was equivalent to Keqing skipping out on training for a few months.


Stupid, sexy adeptus.


Keqing tried to swallow down the bitter taste in her mouth, but it still lingered on her tongue for the rest of the day.

At least Ganyu made sure to kiss her better later that night.


Notes for the Chapter:may have had a little too much fun with the title and summary





