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Summary:


Nanami Kento was resigned to and outright satisfied with being the wallflower omega until the return of his childhood best friend upturns the neat life of solitude to which he’d surrendered.















Chapter Text

It was harrowing how, on his first invitation to a proper dinner party, Nanami Kento managed to get himself well and truly and properly lost.
It was all his own wrongdoing. The evening was customarily dull, yet the moment when he’d been informally introduced as an omega came, and as a result given a look like “Is that so?” by an alpha who appeared as if they might ask for a doctor’s confirmation, he’d bolted.
He knew he was taller than any other omega in his class. Broader in the shoulders too. It was of no aid to him that his voice had dropped so soon, as well. Yet that look of disbelief, of rejection, had cut through his chest and embedded into his heart.
Now, tears were welling up in his eyes. He’d run out of there as fast as his legs could take him, swerving left and right to avoid any more scrutiny and thus ended up in his current predicament.
His breathing turned shallow in his breast, fear turning his limbs rigid. He had been awfully ambitious, believing his sense of direction would lead him out of the maze as simply as it had gotten him deep within it.
Upon finding a stone bench, he sat, attempting to rein in his anxiety and frustration with himself. Alas, every passing second he spent in the heart of tall shrubbery only made the ache in his stomach stab sharper. Exasperating the sense of loneliness–that nobody in the world would ever notice his absence and come seeking him out.
Kento was well acquainted with the signs of a panic attack and had profusely promised his doctor he’d get himself under control if and when he was faced with one. His vision went blurry despite the spectacles perched on his nose. The chill in his fingertips didn’t subside no matter how fiercely he rubbed them. He needed to get himself out of this conundrum and fast.
Still, he prepared his heart for a good cry, no matter how humiliating it would be– as he was a proper twelve years of age– Kento screwed his eyes shut and–
“Are you lost?” piped up a soft voice from his left.
Kento turned his head so swiftly he nearly twisted it off from his neck. The panic and concern coalesced into one ugly ball and, well, he began to wail at the first sight of another human being.
Only later–much, much later–to his utter and complete embarrassment, would Kento recall the gentle way the boy with starlit hair had crouched in front of him, visibly amused by Kento’s disquiet. Kento would remember thinking his expression was odd. Who grinned at a crying boy?
Having had his fill, the boy would proceed to poke Kento’s cheek, tauntingly asking, “Do you plan on crying for much longer? I thought alphas were made of sturdier stuff.”
That had startled Kento’s tears to a screeching halt.
“I’m not an a-alpha!” he hiccupped, glaring ferociously.
The first thing Kento noted about Gojo Satoru was how his eyes were a shade of blue he’d believed to exist solely in paintings.
His father had taken him on a special trip to the Sistine chapel last summer and when he’d caught a glimpse of the shade of blue used for the sky, he’d never considered seeing it up so close. Especially not in the face of a boy who looked far younger and was slenderer than him.
To Kento’s confession, the boy tilted his head and said, “Really? You’re so… tall and big.”
The tears cooled on Kento’s cheeks, evaporating slowly due to the temperature of his heated skin. He disliked being judged an alpha due to his physical appearance. Especially by scrawny little boys who had no right to tease.
“What are you staring at, brat?” he muttered, lowering his voice. He didn’t take well to having his vulnerable moments witnessed by anyone, never mind a total stranger.
The boy, who couldn’t be more than six, cocked his head and smiled brightly, pearly white teeth a few shades brighter than his skin, which was a bit of an impossibility and a bit inconsiderate since he had skin the shade of alabaster.
“Never seen an older boy cry before. It’s a sight for sore eyes,” he explained quietly, peering with unnerving eyes as if he were enjoying it. Kento nearly decked him but he was a properly brought up young man and did not.
“Are you even aware of what that means?” Kento retorted because he was unnerved by the force of those cerulean eyes. “What are you?” he asked accusingly.
“I’m told I’m an alpha.” The boy shrugged, as if the conversation meant very little to him. His jacket was well-pressed and tailored, fitting his lanky stature. His legs folded under him, his arms crossing over his knobby knees. He had a leaf in his fringe. He’d never met an alpha this small before. Or pretty.
Unthinkingly, Kento reached out and plucked out the crusty leaf, flicking it over his shoulder. “What you truly are is disheveled, like a gremlin. Your mother will be cross if she sees you this way.” Kento might have changed the topic to save his own damaged ego.
The boy’s blue eyes widened, and so did the smile on his pink-pink lips. “My mother would not be bothered much with my dishevelment. She believes me marvelous no matter how I look,” he announced with pride, his mouth pulled even broader in an unaffected grin.
A frown overtook Kento’s expression before he could quell it. His own mother fussed so thoroughly over his hair and suit, and was constantly concerned about presenting him as a proper young man that he could not fathom the concept of her thinking him marvelous no matter how he looked.
It’d been tiresome, standing still while she fiddled with every inch of his attire for nearly an hour before tonight’s dinner party. Meeting someone whose own mother did no such thing presented him with a hopeful possibility of one day being good enough for his mother to pause her scrutiny.
Still, he couldn’t stop himself from reaching over and tidying the flipped collar of the boy’s jacket. It was a bright blue that matched his eyes, amplifying the shade so that it glittered even in the dim light interspersed here and there in the maze. Kento imagined this boy wore quite the array of suits, as he couldn’t think of a single color that might prove unsavory on his face.
After a few minutes of withstanding Kento’s fussiness, the boy whispered conspiratorially, “Are you finished? Would you like to go on an adventure?”
Kento’s panic was soothed so perfectly he couldn’t detect the slightest twinge. His heart had finally calmed down, but now, it began to speed up for a different cause than terror. An adventure with an alpha. The latter half of that thought didn’t matter much to him but the first gave him some pause. He’d never been on an adventure before though he hadn’t the slightest clue how this stranger might define the concept. Would it include leaves in Kento’s hair? For some reason, he didn’t dislike the idea so much.
Timidly, he nodded. But before he offered his hand, he had to properly introduce himself. He cleared his throat, dislodging the ball of discomfort in his throat, and said, “My name is Kento. Nanami Kento.”
The boy with the cerulean eyes perked up. “Pleased to meet you, Kento. I’m Satoru. Now, what do you say? Yes?”
Kento nodded. “Yes.”
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
That had been Kento’s first agreement to one of Gojo Satoru’s appeals to expand his world, as Satoru called it. When the eight-year-old (he was thin and small for his age) first clasped his long fingers around Kento’s palm, it seemed as if life as Kento had known it ceased to exist and another unfurled. Impossibly big and yet so full.
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
Introductions flowed between them easily. Satoru was the only child of Gojo Noriyuki and Gojo Masaki. He spoke easily of his parents, uncomprehending that he was born into one of society’s most prominent families with a Duke for a father and a Duchess for a mother. When Kento pointed this out, Satoru shrugged. He didn’t appear to care much for how the sight of him clasping Kento’s hand and dragging him along appeared to the curious eye or two.
Kento caught the glimpses, however, and every soft whisper made him begin to tug his hand free only for Satoru to look over his bony shoulder with a raised eyebrow and tighten his hold on Kento’s hand, dismissing any opportunity for Kento to rescind his agreement. The warmth of his hand betrayed no hesitance. He seemed very assured that Kento belonged by his side.
Even knowing that Kento was the son of a mere publishing house owner. Even when Kento whispered, “You’re an Earl!” in what he considered an admonishing tone.
Satoru’s answer had been a careless answer of, “So what?”
That first night, Satoru ended up stealing a carriage and taking Kento out on a ride under the full moon. Satoru’s cheeks bunched, full of mirth, his eyes twinkling and dancing as he looked sideways at Kento, the reins held tightly in one hand, Kento’s fingers clutched in another, and shouting “Isn’t this fun?” over the sound of wind howling around them, whipping their hair into their eyes.
Terrified out of his mind and exhilarated, Kento yelled back, though more moderately, “It is!”
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
Kento’s parents weren’t as amenable to his new friend as he’d been. Nanami Tomori blanched, her sallow cheeks pinching in disapproval. Her warm brown eyes filled with apprehension when Satoru turned up at the estate, his chaperone in tow. Kento Reito, upon learning of the budding friendship, lowered his pince-nez and leveled a look Kento wished to emulate one day at Kento at dinner.
“His Grace… Gojo…Satoru?”
Kento swallowed the thick ball in his throat and nodded, hoping against hope that his father would not bring up the disparities of their social classes. Or the fact that Satoru was an alpha. Satoru hadn’t yet presented, so it shouldn’t be a matter worth despairing over. Kento fought the urge to correct him; Satoru disliked being addressed as Your Grace. He’d banned Kento from even attempting it when he’d discovered the fact.
Tomori hung onto what came next, sighing when Reito simply hummed, “How peculiar.”
With that, Kento considered his and Satoru’s friendship not precisely approved, but not frowned upon either. It was somewhere in between. He didn’t mind the in-between.
It meant he could leap out of his window seat whenever he heard the telltale signs of Satoru’s carriage in their driveway that summer. It meant no more days spent staring out the window, a book open yet unread in his lap, yearning to live out the stories he gobbled hungrily.
The in-between meant adventure. Real, felt, smelt adventure. Adventure that left him breathless and yet feeling like he didn’t truly breathe before Satoru waltzed into his life.
Adventure that promised flashing blue eyes and an unburdened laugh. A hand, warm and unadorned by gloves, wrapped around his wrist, tugging him along. Letting him in on the fun. Showing him the world in its true, unabashed colors. The splashes of blue, the brilliant verdant of tree leaves, the blushing pinks and reds of flowers plucked from gardens to which they didn’t have permission to enter but did out of sheer daring anyway.
Whilst a part of Kento couldn’t entirely disregard his mother and the napkin she worried in her hands as she stood by the door, welcoming Satoru with perfect manners, reminding him with her eyes to stand up straight or fixed his collar when he’d return, as if his collar was the most important ordeal when his clothes were caked in mud from a tumble in the fields in which Satoru preferred to do his ‘exploring’, a bigger part of him wanted to get out of her hold and go on their escapades. He wanted to break loose from all the societal rules shackling him and let Satoru’s bright eyes blind him with their intensity.
And like this, on the back of a horse, or riding in an open carriage as Satoru held the reins, Kento’s heart was unlatched, letting in the endless sun, the whirling wind, and the echoing laughter of Satoru’s joy at having a companion.
It wasn’t like their friendship was entirely without concern. Whether Satoru cared or not, Kento was aware of the difference in their ranks. Knew Satoru had to don the appearance of his title and role as an alpha. Knew of the weight that would one day settle on his shoulders, when he’d have to assume said duties.
He saw Satoru perform such duties for the hostesses of parties at which they’d both be guests. The straightened back. The impeccable speech when he was nothing but brashly honest with Kento. The plastered-on smile that was a poor imitation of his true smile. Kento poked fun–playfully–of Satoru’s perfect behavior as the young earl. To which Satoru responded with a pout and tried to concoct a new way to sully everyone’s opinion of him. It never worked, however. His antics of sneaking sips of wine or whirling Kento around the ballroom in a foxtrot far too advanced for their inexperienced feet only deemed him more lovable. And Kento more unsuitable. An omega of his size and looks didn’t stand a chance of pairing with Satoru.
But as a child of barely thirteen, fourteen, then fifteen, Kento’s heart was far too fickle and too indulgent in this newness, this fresh outlook on the world, to put much weight behind what others thought. He was having far too much fun.
Together, the two boys grew. As Kento’s frame gained height and width, Satoru’s limbs remained thin but got longer, his stature too small for his audacity, but Kento wasn’t unaware of the expectation that Satoru would soon present. It was on the tip of everyone’s tongue. Gojo Satoru was destined to be a remarkable alpha. And Kento was aware of how he was an omega. And shaping up to be quite the lackluster one.
Upon informing him of the unassailable first fact and squirreling the second in his chest like a dark secret, Satoru tilted his head and asked, “Is it tough, being an omega?”
Kento had paused leafing through a tome from his father’s library and turned his face to the window. He didn’t wish to dispel the quietude of their afternoon. Didn’t fancy bringing forth the horror of his nature. He shrugged.
“Sometimes,” he murmured. Despite not experiencing his first heat yet, he still took suppressants to keep his pheromones under control. The Nanami household was composed of beta servants but he was diligent.
Satoru accepted his answer and nodded. “If it gets too troublesome, let me know.” After a second, he whispered, “Shall we get out of this stuffy library, Kento?”
With a thud, Kento dropped the book upon the desk and nodded, hand outstretched for Satoru to grab.
What he liked more than anything was Satoru’s insufficient explanation of how things worked.
Prime example: he took Kento fishing in the river a few miles away from his estate. He huffed when Kento matter of fact couldn’t comprehend a single word of his poor teaching and simply grabbed his hands and put the fishing reel in them. The brush of their sun-warmed skin made Kento’s back straighten.
“Just watch and do as I do,” Satoru murmured, entirely clueless.
Kento tried to shrug off the sensation crawling up his back and did as he was told, he was good at that. With watching and imitating being the only goal in Kento’s mind, he was free to gaze at Satoru, eyeing his form. When his regard took in the shine of sweat on Satoru’s high forehead, the flutter of his wispy white hair, or the way his shoulders bunched under his white shirt, he did not grow alarmed of his own quickening breathing. He was watching as instructed.
Only when a fish took the bait and Satoru jumped from the chair upon which he’d lounged, chattering nonsensically of his brilliance, and grabbing hold of the rod, did Kento realize he was sketching Satoru in his mind, imagining him a few years older, perhaps more rounded around the shoulders, thicker in the thighs.
“I got somethin’, Kento!” he exclaimed, cackling like a mastermind, entirely unaware of where Kento’s train of thought had taken him.
Kento stood by him, his body thrumming with excitement at the prospect of the catch. And his heart pounding for how a matured Gojo Satoru could possibly upend his life.
Long arms strained and nonexistent muscles flexed as Satoru struggled to keep a firm hold on the fishing rod. In the end, after what seemed like ten minutes of grappling with the fish, he pulled it out with a triumphant, “Gotcha!”
It was… a sardine not bigger than Satoru’s middle finger.
The sight of it sent them both into a state of shocked silence followed shortly by raucous laughter only thinly hiding their shared embarrassment. Satoru had gotten something, indeed, and even though it was a paltry prize, which he sent back into the river with a murmured apology for interrupting its afternoon, it was a victory.
At the end of that excursion, Kento’s hair was ruffled and his coat was properly stained, but he hadn’t a single worry in his heart. Not for the long night of socializing surely awaiting upon his return home, and not for the long hours of studying he was surely to do after dinner. His mother would surely gasp and titter about the state of him, but as they walked back to the horses grazing softly in a patch of evergreen, Kento couldn’t spare Tomori a thought. He merely stared at the boy skipping alongside him and kicking up a small sandstorm with his formerly polished shoes. Satoru’s eyes gazed up at the sky, his arms thrown insouciantly behind his neck.
Satoru had a smudge of something green on his cheek, and before they got started back, Kento stopped him and ran his thumb, wet from a swipe of his tongue, along Satoru’s cheek, cleaning him off.
Satoru’s eyes widened in his face, and his pearly-white complexion turned splotchy.
“Gettin’ me riled up, aren’t ya?” Satoru muttered, dropping the niceties his upbringing installed in him.
Kento didn’t understand the meaning behind that question so he didn’t answer. The clatter of his heart for how he’d pulled such an embarrassing gesture overwhelmed him. He carefully got on his saddle, still not entirely comfortable but his horse was a mild-mannered mare named Pearl for her gleaming white coat. She waited patiently while Kento collected the thin wisps of his courage on her back before she began the short trotting rhythm he preferred.
“Aren’t you glad I taught you how to ride a horse?” Satoru gloated from his own perch on the black horse he liked so much. He’d christened it Void and Kento had wrinkled his nose at such a pretentious name.
Despite not wishing to appease Satoru’s ego by agreeing so willingly, Kento had to admit that he quite enjoyed horseback riding. It offered him a new kind of serenity.
He patted Pearl’s elegant neck and said, “A little.”
Satoru took that as a loud declaration of his accomplishment and howled with glee. Kento ignored him.
The list of Satoru’s ‘accomplishments’ in broadening Kento’s worldview didn’t simply stop at teaching him to ride or fish (despite their trips to the river never once yielding anything worthwhile or substantial), he went as far as showing Kento the ‘masterful’ art of skipping stones over the surface of a lake.
Satoru was a terrible tutor, as per usual, and Kento was disheartened that every attempt ended with the smooth rocks sinking to the bottom. Therefore, Kento took up practicing on his own, so he’d get the chance to impress him–and Satoru was properly overjoyed when Kento finally managed it after weeks of sneaking out of piano lessons to try his own luck. Kento hid his own happy smile and waited for a new lesson.
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
One autumn afternoon, surrounded by browning leaves that fell around them like the cherry blossom petals had in spring, Satoru turned to Kento and demanded he give a lesson now.
“You’re bound to be better than me at something,” Satoru added as an afterthought.
Kento ignored the jab. Satoru didn’t really weigh his words, even though he knew Kento was four years older. “Like what?”
Shrugging, Satoru muttered, “I don’t know. What’s something you’re particularly proud of?” He looked directly at Kento, asking that, and the demand in his eyes jolted Kento into a sitting position.
He was proud of his skill with the piano and the violin, but he doubted Satoru had the patience or temperament for learning a musical instrument. He knew how skillfully Satoru had frustrated many tutors who worked tirelessly at teaching him how to sit down and lose himself in the music to no avail. Moreover, it’d be a noisy lesson, during which the unwitting audience would suffer.
In the end, Kento chose bookbinding. Seeing as his father owned several stores, he could easily sneak Satoru through the back entrance of a shop and hide him in a corner, far from the busy clerks and apprentices roaming the front.
Satoru wrinkled his nose at the boring plan but unlike him, Kento was a marvelous teacher. He showed Satoru every step in the process, going over everything twice until, exasperated, Satoru went ahead and grabbed hold of the cloth with which Kento had been demonstrating, wrinkling it in his careless fingers.
Kento clicked his tongue, reprimanding him sternly, “You must be careful with it. It’s precious material.” He loosened Satoru’s hold and smoothed the cloth. Peering up, he saw Satoru’s eyes wide with an expression Kento couldn’t decipher. Rather than attempt to, he rattled on what he’d learned. “The shops alternated leather with cloth, which I heard my father call an expensive delicacy, but that doesn’t mean cloth was less valuable.”
Chastised, Satoru was visibly gentler with his touch, rubbing the material with his fingertips like it was someone’s skin. Once or twice, Kento lost track of time as he showed Satoru the precise way he should hold the freshly printed pages.
They started off with a poetry book, seeing as it’d be a lot smaller than the average novel, which meant it’d be an easy project.
Satoru’s gaze on him was an uncomfortable weight to bear, but Kento brushed aside the heat under his collar, blaming the stuffy room in which they conducted the lessons and the lack of ventilation. Even though the air was filled with the scent of ink and paper, Kento couldn’t get Satoru’s ripe scent out of his head. It permeated the room delicately, a hint of summertime and the sea. It must be a figment of his imagination; they lived nowhere near the sea.
Upon finishing his first volume, Satoru held it over his head like a prize, his mouth curling in a private smile, contrasting with the way he showed it off to anyone who inquired of the book he carried with him at all times.
The poems were memorized. The spine lovingly caressed. Many evenings, after joining the Nanami household for supper, an occasion which Kento’s mother bore with the utmost of care and patience, Satoru would splay out on a chaise lounge in the drawing room and read the poems over and over. Kento’s father was particularly amused by Satoru’s voice, calling it “perfect for recitation”. That had delighted Satoru.
Satisfied with having attained that skill, Satoru wanted another. For weeks, he hounded Kento for something new to learn. One morning, after a hasty breakfast, upon deciding what that would be, Kento rushed to his room, picked up the sketchbook and pastel colors on his desk and ran down the stairs to meet the starry-eyed boy waiting at the very bottom.
With a valet following them, they found themselves a quiet spot near that same lake upon which Kento had practiced stone skipping, and laid down on a large blanket spread for them. Shyness didn’t allow him to show Satoru all of his sketches, and sensing this, Satoru didn’t push.
Kento proceeded with the same method of meticulous explanation, slowing down Satoru’s reckless brush stroke with his fingers. Kento’s hand was sweaty and clammy for some reason, but he ignored that. It was a hot afternoon despite it being well into September.
Satoru paid a lot of attention to Kento’s tutoring, which meant his eyes never strayed far. He wished Satoru wasn’t such a faithful student, for the weight of his stare made his neck warm and his ears ring.
With his first attempts at painting the landscape failing, Satoru turned his interest to portraiture. The only model he claimed to have was Kento.
Blushing, Kento declined. “I am not posing for you.”
“But who else? You cannot possibly mean I should paint Ijichi!” He threw a wild look at the chaperone in mention.
Having heard the dismayed cry, Ijichi’s expression fell apart. “I apologize for not being beautiful enough.”
“It’s not about being beautiful,” Satoru sighed. “Kento is... interesting.” Interesting was not beautiful either and the descriptor cut through Kento’s chest.
Dryly, Kento muttered under his breath, “Thank you for that. I’m glad to know you think me ugly.” Although his words were caustic and unamused, his heart felt tender. A hint discouraged.
Satoru threw his arms out. “You are frustrating. I did not call you ugly. I said you’re interesting. Arresting! Your face is the kind that puts a pause to someone’s step! It steals the breath from their chest! You’re striking, Kento!” He was properly shouting now.
The birds ceased their chirping. The clouds shifted uncomfortably. Kento’s heart mended itself.
Cheeks hot, Kento looked down at the sketchbook and choked out, “Th-thank you.”
Satoru shrugged. “You’re welcome.” Then, “Will you let me sketch you now?”
“Fine.” He agreed mostly out of shock. Striking. Puts a pause to someone’s step. Steals the breath from their chest. The words warmed his stomach. Satoru had more or less called Kento breathtaking. Did Satoru’s steps pause and his chest stutter when he looked at Kento?
He didn’t know where to look, how to sit. But Satoru didn’t find any issue with that. He was quite capable of shifting Kento’s arm like so, brushing his hair the faintest bit back. Adjusting his glasses. Every touch of Satoru’s cool fingers made Kento’s skin prickle, which he decided was annoyance resulting from Satoru’s bossiness.
“The sun keeps reflecting off of your glasses, Kento. Take them off,” Satoru proclaimed after twenty silent minutes. Then without a care for how his touch was a branding iron on Kento’s skin, he removed the pair of spectacles Kento wore and gently put them down. Kento’s cheeks burned so hotly, he chewed their insides and hoped he could continue to blame it on the sun.
As with bookbinding, Satoru was a natural at drawing. His portrait of Kento was of a boy, barely twenty, laid amidst the grass, his shirt sleeves pushed up to his elbows, his cheeks flaring pink. And it garnered so much appeal and praise that Satoru had to decline many offers to purchase it.
Learning of this, Kento demanded Satoru show it to no one else.
Satoru agreed, a shift in his mouth upon which Kento’s eyes lingered.
“Doesn’t feel good, everyone’s eyes on you,” he remarked with a faraway look, his fingers fiddling with a paintbrush.
Noting how his fingertips were stained red, Kento pulled out his handkerchief and began rubbing them clean. Not that it helped, but Satoru allowed it, having gotten used to Kento’s fussiness over the years.
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
Satoru remained the mastermind of all of their outings, planned or spur-of-the-moment, and he took great delight in pulling Kento out of his chair, away from his “boring accounting books” as he called Kento’s duties.
Now twenty-one, Kento began working at one of his father’s shops as a bookkeeper. He liked the simplicity of numbers. Math made sense to him. It was direct. Addition and subtraction.
So many things in his life proved perplexing enough, he clung to the things that were decisive and clean-cut. The man now standing at the threshold of Kento’s small airless, lightless office, for one, maintained his position as the most significant source of confusion in his life.
Now seventeen, Satoru did not appear as majorly changed from the boy of eight who’d dragged Kento out of that maze and scared his panic away. He was taller, though not by much, and his limbs only filled out an inch or so. He looked every bit the youth, so why did Kento’s heart pound like a racehorse every time their hands brushed or he noticed Satoru’s gaze lingering on him whilst he read? Why did his words stumble out of his mouth when he talked to Satoru?
Every morning Satoru was at his door Kento’s day ended with his hair windswept and his cheeks hurting from laughter. His heart in pieces he could not put together to form a coherent picture.
Every evening they spent huddled in the corners of lousy dinner parties wherein Kento was ignored and bypassed for prettier and daintier omegas had the sheen of Satoru’s conspiratorial question summarized over the years into a simple Adventure?
Every time except that one evening. Kento returned to his room with a heavy heart and ladened legs.
Satoru was going away. To Australia.
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Chapter Text

If longing were personified into a person; it’d have blue eyes, a shock of untamable white hair, and a knack for wreaking havoc. If longing were a person it’d be the young Earl Gojo Satoru.
The day Satoru had gathered the tatters of his heart, which had been far too young to feel the sting of separation yet feeling it anyway, it’d been a bright May day. It was insulting in its glory. An abominably memorable afternoon when he’d spelled out his destination and watched the destitution fill, for a part of a second, Kento’s serene eyes, filling them with clouds that dispersed as hastily as they had gathered. Tonight, as the carriage transporting Satoru to the only place he’d wanted to be slowed down, it was mild with a hint of heat that lingered in the air, turning it slightly muggy. The sky, however, was gloriously empty. Devoid of clouds. Abundant in stars. The moon shone in its high perch. Illuminating the stone path that led to the door which he’d darkened nearly every day as a youth. Tonight, however, with the sky clear of clouds, with the moon heralding a summer unlike any other summer in the outskirts of London, Satoru didn’t find the temerity that had so easily coated him like a suit of armor.
Tonight, he veered left rather than go straight to that door.
He knew that his appearance late and unannounced was downright rude, and any host would rightly eject him from the premises. Yet he’d never needed a formal invitation. Contemplating the possibility that he now was required to be summoned would be a disservice to that child of eight. Perhaps he still retained his daring after all. It fueled him forward until the sound of his footsteps turned from a soft click against the paved road to a muffled thud over raw earth. He was veering away from the estate into the lake’s surroundings. His footsteps slow and measured, he knew just how to take the path towards the lake upon which he and Kento had spent many afternoons lazing about. His heart carried on a different beat, quick and erratic, turning his breathing into a stutter. He shut his eyes and let his other senses take charge. Inhaled the fragrance of trees and bushes. Delighted in the susurrus as leaves hanging from bent branches brushed along the top of his hair; some as courageous as to reach his temples.
He didn’t fathom what possessed him to come here. Was it fear that he’d indeed be turned away? The circumstances of his departure were never properly explained. He’d avoided penning them down in his letters to Kento. He’d wished to properly express his intentions, confess to the feelings that he’d harbored since that first night he’d chanced upon Kento in that maze.
Now, as he stood with only the thick woods filling his vision, he wondered if he was making a mistake. It wouldn’t be a misguided thought. He’d often succumbed to the dangers of his own folly. But this… this felt different. The air was filled with potential.
He took another step, then another, until he was required to clear the branches from his eyes if he wished to see properly and… stopping a few paces away from the glittering waters.
His breath caught in his chest at the majesty of the view in front of him. The lake shimmered, its surface undisturbed, until it was. A soft splash disrupted the peaceful expanse of the lake—two long arms, corded with muscles, tanned even in the dim light with nothing but the moon to bring them into focus slashed through the water.
Satoru’s throat worked but he couldn’t get a word to pass through his lips. Even if he were to close his eyes, he’d see him. See the length of him, lithe and dangerous, see the coalition of freckles on the tops of his arms that petered out into a few flicks on the back of his hand. He’d recognize Nanami Kento in darkness, with only the sound of his breathing to guide his eyes. He recognized the man taking laps in the lake as if he were staring at the back of his hand.
The ten long years he’d wasted apart from Kento shrank to nothing. The once expansive ocean between them now turned into a puddle he could clear with a single step.
He’d been an absolute cad, deluded into thinking he’d been ready to see Kento, however. The blond hair that clung to Kento’s forehead was the same soft, smooth strands, making his fingers twitch by his sides, keen on brushing it back. His lips tingled to kiss the high points of his cheekbones, which were more accentuated by maturity. But it was the dip atop his upper lip that had Satoru’s soul nearly depart from his body. Weakened by yearning, he reached for a tree, its rough bark biting into his palms. He felt like fainting.
For ten long, horrid years, Satoru had let his memory fill in the space beside him. Filled it with conversation. One-sided and demented but it existed within him like a balm. Soothing the ragged edges through which his soul escaped.
Then Kento rose out of the water and Satoru’s knees truly gave out. An embarrassingly sharp squeal escaped his lips, which turned that perfect head in his direction.
He felt Kento’s eyes on him, and his body lit up like a bonfire.
“Who’s there?” The voice cutting through the quiet was a hint deeper than Satoru’s memory, but it wriggled under his skin like a sharp knife, serrating him into pieces.
Satoru cleared his throat and collected his bearings. “Apologies for interrupting your swim,” he murmured.
He walked out of the shadows, but kept his hat on. Shyness painted heat over his cheeks, a generous splash that he doubted looked appealing. This was not how he wanted to reunite with Kento; disheveled from weeks of travel and exhausted by longing.
The eyes peering in his general direction remained cool and assessing, devoid of their usual frame of spectacles. Kento’s hand reached for a towel and in the span of a few moments, which had Satoru’s stomach tightening in unease, covered his shoulders. Satoru mourned the loss like it’d been his dearest parents’ passing.
“You are encroaching on private property,” Kento said, raising an eyebrow. He looked so lovely without his glasses but Satoru wished he’d put them on and see who it was standing on the outskirts of his lake.
Kento’s face had no qualms looking every inch aristocratic, though his bloodline was not of nobility. Satoru refused to believe that. How else did he explain the broadness of his shoulders and the way he held himself like a king?
“I am quite aware,” Satoru said, smiling in hope that it’d soothe the pain in his chest. I could not wait to formally announce my return was a few seconds away from leaving his mouth when Kento cut a glance at his attire and said, “You must leave.”
Leave? Was Satoru being dismissed so soon? Did Kento not wish to see him?
“Pardon?”
Kento turned his face, eyelashes highlighted by the moonlight, his voice cool. “You heard me. Leave.”
Satoru blinked and realization dawned on him as if he’d been splashed by the same lake which Kento had been lapping.
Kento wasn’t dismissing Satoru—he was dismissing a stranger. He doesn’t recognize me. The thought endeared Kento to him and horrified Satoru in equal measures. Was the change of adulthood that drastic? Somehow, that did not discomfort him; he could find a silver lining in every dark cloud. He was being given a second chance to have a proper reunion where his cock wasn’t hard as steel from the sight of a shirtless Kento. I haven’t had my fill of you, he thought.
He tipped his head low, however, and apologized again, walking away. Feeling, once more, that he was leaving behind a portion of his soul detrimental to his survival.
The promise to do it right was a heady notion but Satoru couldn’t push aside the warmth in his cheeks—relief coexisting with disappointment. He’d thought Kento would be capable of recognizing him no matter what. As he’d recognize him from the tread of his footsteps alone.
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
To describe Satoru’s excitement for his proper return as exuberant would be an understatement. He was buzzing; his skin, his hair, even his clothes felt electric on his body. He’d checked his attire close to fifteen times before he climbed into the carriage patiently awaiting him.
His fingers flew to his throat but he knew cravat was tidily done— majorly due to the efforts of his chaperone turned valet Ijichi. Even Suguru, his friend and confidant, who did not usually offer many words of encouragement, informed him that he looked presentable.
Now seated across from him, Suguru must notice how Satoru’s gaze kept flickering up to his reflection in the carriage window to detect any errant strand of hair threatening his perfect reintroduction into Kento’s life. Suguru looked up from the volume in his hands, which looked pathetically small in comparison to Suguru’s paws, and said, “Stop fussing, you’re making me dizzy.”
Satoru sighed. “You do not understand, Suguru. I have been away for a decade.”
Ten. Harrowing. Years. Each one had felt like pulling teeth. Like time was toying with him. Going slower than normal. Seasons refused to submit to his command. Weather in Australia was odd to say the least. The rain one day then sunshine another he’d been accustomed to turned to long, scorching summer days and frigid winter nights. It confused him, making him quite antsy.
It hadn’t been easy, being trapped in his duties. He’d often wanted to be out in the sun but Gojo Sugawara, his uncle and guardian, had other plans for him. Numerous, mind-boggling plans. They’d begun the very first week Satoru had shown up, and for the past decade, Uncle Sugawara had turned his gangly nephew of seventeen into a proper, unmistakable gentleman.
“What I understand from your constant fidgeting is that there is a very particular someone with whom you wish to be reunited,” Suguru noted, his eyes flickering up from his page like Satoru’s matter was of abysmal importance.
Looking out of the carriage, at another moon unadorned by clouds, Satoru sighed. “You’re correct. There is someone.”
Nanami Kento. Every second of Satoru’s childhood starred Kento. A few nights ago, his mind would have been filled with numerous speculations regarding how the time had changed his childhood best friend. Now, he was concerned with the change to his heart. Was Kento’s temperament as delightfully reluctant as it’d been? Was his smile as free as when Satoru got his way with him? Or had the distance dulled out his shine? The man he’d glimpsed in that lake was shuttered, unyielding, it made Satoru’s fingers itch to pry him open. Put him under close inspection.
He wistfully shook his head. That was silly. Kento would never be anything but a beacon of light to him.
His childhood, prior to that eventful night in the maze, had been a grayscale of boredom. Having failed to make any friends at boarding school, Satoru had begged to be let out of that rigorous system. To be set free. Seeing as his happiness meant more to them than receiving a proper education, his parents had agreed.
That party had been downright mind-bogglingly dull. A sham of an evening. He’d been in the maze mostly out of curiosity and mostly because he had to escape the stifling looks everyone threw him, their admiration for his title unmasked by their politeness.
Then he met Kento. Who’d sobbed openly, chest heaving. Eyes misted and yet so bright. The moon had shone just like tonight, over fifteen years ago. Bringing to Satoru’s knowledge how beautiful the sight of tears filling up brown eyes could be.
The rest was their history. Precious years of Satoru and Kento. Kento’s brown eyes seared into Satoru’s mind like a brand, and during those long nights, holed up in his bedroom in some form of immature rebellion for being forced to move continents to receive a proper education in the family business, it’d been Kento’s eyes that kept his sanity from truly unspooling.
He clutched the gloves in his hands. Fair to say that laying eyes on Kento was crucial to his well being.
The confirmation had reached him this very morning: Kento would be in attendance at Lady Iori’s engagement party. He was sure to meet him. Or as Suguru had called it: be reunited with him.
The agony of how slow the carriage seemed to move aggravated him.
“Would you like something to get your mind off of the subject that is ailing it?” Suguru asked, digging one hand into the inside pocket of his jacket.
He shook his head. Alcohol never appealed to him and he’d be damned if he showed up reeking of spirits. “I don’t think it’d do anything but more damage to my heart,” he explained.
Suguru shrugged. “Suit yourself. There are other ways you can relax,” he murmured, raising two fingers to his lips.
Wrinkling his eyebrows, Satoru informed him that he didn’t wish to imbibe, no matter how tempting the high would be. “I wish to be clear headed for tonight.”
He hadn’t let Suguru into his plans. How he would dash into that ballroom and whisk Kento off his feet, pronouncing his return to be permanent and his wish to have Kento by his side...forevermore.
He wasn’t entirely unaware of the hurdles that stood in his way. Kento was an unknown entity to him now.

He never once replied to any of my letters.

At first, Satoru had been despondent, completely wrecked by grief that he’d been well and truly discarded. But his heart never believed that notion entirely. It held hope like a tiny flame in its palms, rescuing it from the winds of doubts. His hands never ceased writing. At home, he had close to three thousand unposted letters, the bundles thick and more precious to him than all of his worldly possessions.
The carriage came to a stop in the gardens of the Iori estate.
“At last, we are here,” Suguru pronounced, shutting his book and tucking it away for the trip back. “Are you prepared, Satoru?”
He swallowed thickly but nodded with none of the bravery his gesture assumed. “Yes. Yes, I am.”
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
Kento was fairly impressed with his mother’s endeavors. Even now, at the age of thirty, she did not lose hope that she’d procure him a match. Impressed would be the conclusive feeling he felt, if he wasn’t also properly chagrined. She never once lost hope in the past eighteen years in which he’d been shelved as an unmarriable omega.
“Thirty is the new twenty, Kento,” she’d said an hour ago, fretting over his hair.
He’d gently brushed off her hands. He was a grown man and a spinster in the ton’s eyes, he did not need his mother’s fretting. Besides, she hardly needed to worry about how impeccably he dressed. He had his very talented friend who kept him up with the fashions, even if Yu’s preference for the blushing hues of pinks and lilacs appealed very little to Kento’s temperament.
Tonight, he declined their wish to dress him in their colors and they both deemed his choice of cream jacket as dull.
Looking into his reflection of the fountain south of where the merriments occurred, Kento disagreed. The shade brought out the light strands of blond in his hair, accentuating the depth of his eyes.

“You’ve got such a pretty complexion, Kento, why not try something new?” Yu suggested, his efforts proving futile.


Kento threw him a glance from where he perched on a chaise lounge, a book open in his lap. “Thank you but I decline. I much prefer not to be paraded around like a peacock.”

Yu sighed, throwing his arms up in the air. “At this rate, no one would even glance your way, never mind know you’re an omega ripe for the picking.”

“Don’t call me ripe, that’s rude, Yu,” he admonished.

Yu shrugged. “You are thirty and a virgin. At this rate, Kento, you’re spoiled.”
“Silly Yu and his need for emphasizing every word,” he muttered into the quiet now, running his ungloved fingers into the surface of the tranquil water, stirring it up gently.
He’d escaped out of a boring introduction to a baron thirty years his senior. Yes, his mother thought it best to marry him off to a sixty-something man than to have him be on his lonesome. Not that her hopes would be met; the baron hardly believed Kento was an omega, he kept peering closely as if Kento’s second gender had been a misdiagnosis. Kento wished to plant his very capable fist in the man’s face.
These introductions were harmless, but Kento’s endurance did not extend its kindness so far as to allow himself to be eyed like cattle that was about to be sold off to the most willing buyer—or, in this case, most unwilling buyer. He had some dignity left in him.
Alas, he couldn’t overstay his reprieve in the gardens and had to return to the celebrations. He’d promised Lady Iori to stay until the very bitter end and this was her party. She’d be aghast to find out he’d run off like a coward who couldn’t withstand a few lecherous men wanting to get their hands on him upon hearing he was unwed then turning their noses once they saw how much taller he was than the average omega.
Stepping back into the manor, Kento’s ears picked up a faint hubbub rising from the throngs of attendees. Their chatter was loud enough to raise his curiosity despite his disinterest in their gossip.
“He’s come back to assume his rightful title of earl, clearly.”
“Mr. Kusakabe says he’s taken on a fair share of responsibility with an office of his own.”
“He’s very tall,” coolly said another voice.
“And handsome. Have you seen those eyes? Like sapphires,” the first sound returned, breathier than before.
“Don’t be silly, Miwa, he’s just some man.” He smiled, liking the sound of this lady’s judgment on the returning earl.
“You don’t appreciate the finer things in life, Mai.”
“And you don’t seem to remember your fiancé, Miwa.”
“Have you seen his friend? What a delight,” murmured a voice which possessed a cadence not entirely foreign to Kento.

Was that Yu?

Before he could ascertain the identity of that gushing voice, the excitement escalated.
“A wealthy, handsome alpha bachelor? I am sure he’d be snatched up in a year’s time.”
“Want to bet on it?”
Kento stepped into the hall, mouths paused their chatting as their assessing eyes drifted to him.
Someone chuckled. “Surely not by Mr. Nanami.” Then in a quieter yet not so secretive tone, added, “It’s truly sad to see such a wilting omega.”
Uncaring for the insult, Kento was more curious to inquire into Yu’s interest in this ‘friend’. Never once had Yu expressed genuine interest in another person throughout the duration of their friendship. The topic of this bachelor, however, meant very little to Kento.
Finally making his way to the center of the congregation, Kento found Yu sipping champagne and gazing into the distance, which happened to be occupied by two men standing in the center of a larger gathering. Kento’s approach was undetected. He watched his friend ogle the newcomers with unabashed hunger.
“Stare any harder and you may poke a hole in his face,” Kento observed.
Despite his low voice, he’d managed to startle Yu into sloshing his drink everywhere. Loudly, he cried, “Kento, you bastard!”
Some clicked tongues disapproved of Yu’s language but since they were both written off as unimportant characters with no value to the grand scheme of things, they were swiftly ignored.
“You’ve got champagne on your shirt,” Kento noted in a murmur. He plucked his handkerchief from his pocket and began to dab the spot.
Yu rolled his eyes. “This is entirely your fault. My valet will be put off with me. Again.” Glancing down at himself, he moaned when he saw the large spot to his pristine shirt. “This is dire. Should I go home so soon?”
Kento ignored Yu’s theaterics in lieu of salvaging his evening. Unlike himself, Yu was a social butterfly who delighted in other people’s company; he would most likely complain incessantly about how his crucial excursion into society had been cut short by no fault of his own. Unlike Kento, Yu was still on the hunt for a proper alpha. Whatever that meant.
He patted Yu’s collar. “There, that’s decent enough.”
“What are you talking about–” Yu’s outrage was cut off so abruptly, it pulled Kento’s eyebrows together. He peered closer at the spot but it was fairly well concealed now.
“I promise you, no one will notice. What are you staring at?” he asked, growing alarmed by Yu’s wide eyes and gaping mouth, his eyes fixed a few inches above Kento’s head.
Turning, Kento’s eyes met a jacket the shade of silvery gray then trailed up to take in a perfectly tied cravat around a thick neck. The face inches above threw a sizable stone into the peaceful waters of Kento’s stomach. It took very little time for Kento’s insides to seize and his heart to pick up that damnable pitter-patter he associated with panic.
The sapphire eyes? The eligible bachelor? The accomplished earl?
It was Gojo Satoru. Back again. After ten years.
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Chapter Text

“Kento,” Satoru breathed like a sigh. “What a sight for sore eyes.”
The words sounded as fanciful as they were, but to Kento’s ears, they were a reminder of a night when he’d been nothing more than twelve and staring into the ocean of Satoru’s eyes, unaware of how vast and dangerous of a challenge they could pose for someone like him. Someone who never learned how to swim. The threat of drowning loomed over him. Yet his years of lessons kicked in, his limbs defrosted and he gave a bow. “Good to see you back, Your Grace.”
He could not have been prepared for the icy glare he received upon rising, but he had no qualms weathering it. Even if it was paired with broad shoulders that belied the smaller stature Satoru had had as a boy. Even if he towered over Kento by several inches, he would not be a simpering maiden, batting his lashes at the sight of those eyes. His heart, however, was a wholly different ailment. It awakened, beating with the kind of ferocity Kento had believed was garnered for new editions of books. Not for a blue-eyed alpha who looked upon him like a man previously parched taking hungry sips of water.
“I never liked that title, Kento,” Satoru replied, his tone terse. His jaw clenched, which shed light on how sharp it had gotten. Kento felt some remorse for the loss of Satoru’s soft cheeks. Adulthood truly suited him as he’d imagined it might as a boy, but in Kento’s mind, Satoru would always be that lanky boy of eight, showing him the ropes of living. Seeing how Satoru had grown without his knowledge made his expression sour. It highlighted all the years Satoru had been away, the years in which he’d changed.
“It is your rightful title, Your Grace,” he said coolly, not betraying his whirling thoughts.
Yu tugged at his sleeve, whispering audibly, “I think he really hates it, Kento, so perhaps abstain from calling him such again.”
“Listen to your friend’s advice, Mr. Nanami. The first rule of getting in Satoru’s favor is respecting his wishes,” said a smooth voice.
Yu’s hold on Kento’s sleeve tightened and a faint sigh echoed in his ear, a sigh that signaled a faint.
He turned to his friend with a decisive command, “You’ve drunk too much, Yu. Shall we retreat?” It wasn’t difficult for him to assert dominance over other omegas since some didn’t even see him as one of them due to his tall stature and withered looks but Yu was a difficult case.
Yu blinked his large brown eyes. Now he looked every bit the soft, tender omega society expected. He pouted. “Where are we going?”
“Yes, Kento, where are you going? I’ve just arrived.” The voice asking this was deep and sonorous, traveling down Kento’s spine and warming his stomach.
He had no problem pushing down the unfamiliar sensation roiling in his belly. He glanced over his shoulder as he said, “Fashionably late, perhaps? As you can see, my friend’s feeling unwell and he’s had quite a bit of champagne.”
Satoru waved him off. Kento’s nostrils fluttered in offense. No one dismissed him. “Suguru will handle that. Come with me.”
Come on an adventure with me. The echo of that reedy voice came to the forefront of Kento’s mind, and he nearly jolted out of the grasp of Satoru’s outstretched hand. He received another frown. Lingering underneath that piercing blue gaze was undisguised betrayal. A hurt Kento could not fathom having any reason to even exist.
Why was Satoru looking at him like he’d been the one to disappear? Whyever was he back? He’d been more than content, on his own, friendless until Yu had wormed his way into his heart.
“I don’t see why I should.” Before Satoru could refute his rejection, Kento grasped Yu’s arm and ushered him along with one final parting glance.
The look of abject horror tainting Satoru’s features sank a stone deeper into Kento’s gut.
He heard some titters from the other attendees but he’d long lost their good opinion as a wallflower and didn’t care much for what they thought of him now.
Alas, his hastily concocted escape plan proved pointless because Satoru cared very little for how he appeared, following them through the thongs, parting the sea of admirers murmuring about why and where he was rushing so hurriedly.
Kento shut his eyes, feeling that oppressive presence at his back even after securely dragging Yu to Lady Iori’s library because the two unwanted guests had followed them inside, the door shutting with a loud thud.
At least he was out of the eyes and earshot of a gossipy audience. It allowed Kento the freedom to let go of Yu and turn to face Satoru. This time, he didn’t need to needle Satoru with his detestable title. Didn’t wish to remind himself of their differences. “So you’re really back, Satoru.”
Satoru’s expression of thunderous annoyance dissipated into relief in an instant, making Kento blink. Had he imagined it? “Thank heavens, Kento, I thought you’d been brainwashed into the nonsense of gross formality.”
“Are you going to feign ignorance of how that is the proper way to address you?” He pointed a finger over Satoru’s shoulder. “Out there, you are an earl, Satoru. You’re the owner of a title, a business that boasts at least fifty importing ships, and numerous estates. Do not tell me your lengthy education failed to cover that part?”
His words were vehement, his eyes boring into Satoru in an attempt to nail it into his head.
Instead, Satoru simply smiled.
His words carried a lightness that clearly expressed his relief. “It really is amazing to see you’ve changed very little, Kento.”
A swooning sigh behind him juxtapositioned with Kento’s tired exhale.
“You, on the other hand, look nothing like the boy who’d drag me into misadventures,” he muttered morosely.
This was clearly Yu’s sign to cease his staring at Satoru’s companion and say, “You mean you had other friends besides me, Kento?”
“Hello, charmed to make your acquaintance. I’m Kento’s first and best friend,” Satoru introduced, jovially offering his hand, his emphasis lost on nobody. Yu’s eyebrows flew up. Kento’s eyebrows furrowed deeper.
Before Yu could attempt to shake Satoru’s hand, Kento let out a soft groan and twirled away, not wishing to witness this bonding ritual between two vexing individuals.
Satoru’s friend (Was he the man Satoru referred to as Suguru?) shared this sentiment, though the lazy grin on his face betrayed his amusement. Disappointed that he wouldn’t find an ally in this man, Kento strode to the far wall of the library.
Kento’s position by the windows allowed him the privacy and distance to peruse Satoru’s features as he’d been too frazzled to truly take him in in the ballroom. Satoru’s wild mane was finally tamed, slicked back and shining like starlight. His unblemished, pearlescent skin was taut over high cheekbones and a speckless forehead. His eyelashes were still long, still brushing the tops of his cheeks when he blinked.
Satoru looked up at Kento, those lashes fluttering, and his mouth–soft and slightly plumper than before–parted in a smile. That smile did not change. Still as insouciant, still as expectant. Still as marvelous. Everything else, however, was changed. Satoru was no longer that thin boy of Kento’s mismemory. He’d grown not only tall, but broad as well. He’d retained new elegance to his movements, which made his long limbs move fluidly. His strong legs carried him noisily over to Kento’s part of the library. Thud, thud, thud, his footsteps announced. Thud, thud, thud, Kento’s heart replied.
“Always one to hide out in stuffy libraries, Kento,” he murmured as if he were commenting on the weather.
Satoru’s voice. A decade ago, it’d been high and almost whiny. Now, it was the depth of the earth, sinking into Kento’s mind like a meteorite.
“Why are you really here?” he asked, not seeing the necessity of specifying where he’d meant. Here with me in this stuffy library and not twirling around a young, pretty omega.
Judging by the way Satoru straightened his back and the bunching of his arms as they crossed over his chest, he understood Kento’s intent.
His answer came a few belated moments later, laced in an edge Kento could not decipher. “I was feeling nostalgic.” He looked over Kento’s shoulder at the outstretch of the gardens underneath. “Some part of me thought you’d be glad to see me.”
Glad?
Kento was terrified.
He was panting softly, but the effort was masked by years of learning how to keep his gasps undetected. Nobody identified his panic for what it was. Once upon a time, Satoru had been the only person to witness Kento’s uncontrollable shaking and soothe it with a few choice words. Now, he didn’t even spare Kento a closer look to see how his words affected him, too caught in the view from the windows. And why should he? Everyone else glanced over Kento these days.
Nostalgic, then. It couldn’t be any other sentiment. Nothing more. Nothing less. Kento was a rose-tinted part of Satoru’s childhood which he wished to revisit. That was perfectly fine by him.
“Consider your nostalgia fulfilled, then. As I’ve mentioned, I’m a bit knackered and wish to leave. If you’ll excuse me, I’ll be on my way.”
This time, Kento wasn’t encumbered by the weight of dragging Yu along to slow him down and he’d always been somewhat of a sprinter.
Long after he’d made his escape, Kento’s mind did not relent. When he closed his eyes, he saw an ocean of possibilities, a strength of shoulders, and a depth to a voice that had haunted him for a decade.
A reunion was a false label for what that had been. An ambush would be more apt.
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
Amusement tugged at Satoru’s chest and before he knew it, he was throwing his head back and outright cackling. It’d been two weeks since that ‘reunion’ and he could not get the look on Kento’s face out of his mind.
He’d been correct; Kento hadn’t changed one bit. He was still holding up that defensive wall around him that kept everyone from truly seeing him. A wall which Satoru had once scaled and gotten over with ease as a child and surely would have no problem tearing down as an adult. Kento still wore that perpetual, concerned frown between his thin eyebrows, carrying the weight of the world on his shoulders. Kento had gotten with the years, the lines webbing from the corners of his eyes and framing his mouth added gravitas to his countenance.
Satoru had stayed up all night, bent over a sketchbook, etching the soft lines of Kento’s eyebrows, shading the hardness where his jawline flexed, adoringly poring over to get the sturdy nose just right. Satoru’s heart swooned, gazing down upon the accurate portraiture. He’d run his fingers over it, careful not to smudge the graphite pencil with which he stained his fingertips.
Even now, as he gazed up at the filigree of his rooms, his mind conjured that delectable face. “You are as beautiful as the day I met you, Kento,” he said, reverentially.
“Have you finally lost your mind, Your Grace?” Ijichi asked, pulling Satoru out of his thoughts. He was affixing the many accouterments Satoru’s jacket required.
“Do you wish to be knocked out, Ijichi?” he parried smoothly.
“Still hate that, then,” his valet murmured. “I thought a return to your homeland might endear it to you.”
He fixed a look at his reflection in the looking glass. “I didn’t care for it when I was a youth and I’ve grown to outright detest it. It means nothing to me that I’ve been born with a silver spoon.”
Ijichi droned on, “Many people would disagree. You’re a privileged, much sought-after alpha gentleman. Do you mean to tell me you’re unaware of how people go out of their way to stop and greet you on the streets?”
A fortnight of socializing in hopes of catching sight of Kento had led to Satoru becoming quite the social butterfly and, as a result, the hottest topic of discussion. Everywhere Satoru went, he was bombarded by guardians seeking opportunities to parade their omega wards, hoping their rosebud mouths and rouged cheeks might appeal to him. Discomfort at seeing the young omegas be herded around like cattle had risen like bile in his throat every time. But a part of him was curious as to why Mrs. Nanami wasn’t one of the Mamas that hounded him for a visit. Did nobody see the true gem that was Kento? Or was Satoru not good enough for his attention to be sought after?
Glance focusing on the looking glass, he scoffed. That couldn’t be. He was as strapping as predicted. His physique alone boasted his alpha status. She simply must be unaware of his return.
He required no assistance putting on his gloves and fixing his top hat, and he dismissed Ijichi shortly after with a quiet thank you.
Left to his lonesome, his thoughts continued to mull over the single purpose he held within his grasp.
Kento.
Sullen, beautiful, slightly gray around the temples Nanami Kento, who’d been a tad mean to him that first night. Satoru should be angry and throw a proper tantrum for how his yearning had been met by cool indifference. Wave Kento’s inconsideration in his face like a dirty sheet of how he’d hurt him. Yet he couldn’t help but shelve that aside due to the remarkable fact that he’d finally laid eyes on the object of his longing.
Had they not had an audience of two, Satoru might have pulled Kento into his arms, felt all the sinew and strength with his own flesh, and experienced the exhilaration of finally being the taller one of the two. All of his adolescent feelings paled for how the sight of Kento, in a pair of glasses that obscured the clear brown of his eyes, wrapped like a delicate gift in that cream jacket, propelled his heart into a gallop.
Even now, touching his breastbone, Satoru felt the intensity and warmth of his emotions. Still as new, still as fresh, as the day he’d crouched by Kento’s sniffling knees and inquired over his tears.
He finished the final touches of getting dressed quickly, eager to leave the manor. This time, he wouldn’t be accompanied by Suguru as the man had some business to attend to, a notion Satoru couldn’t even begin to comprehend considering how Suguru had no connections except for his name and title.
The location of tonight’s soiree was more bearable, offering less of a crowd and providing him with opportunities for socializing over a meal and dancing. The memory of once twirling Kento through ballrooms sparked in his head, curling the corners of his mouth. He’d be far superior at leading now. Not that he’d been stopped by his lack of height before.
Satoru arrived with his mother on his arm, a smile plastered on his face while his eyes roamed over the coiffed hair and pressed jackets of omegas and their mamas swarming him to get a smidgeon of his attention. Alas he had none to spare.
Especially as the guests were heralded by their hostess into a large dining room. Everyone began to take their seats, except for Satoru. He wanted to look upon Kento’s face first, wanted to quench the thirst in his veins that throbbed with a resounding pattern in his neck.
There.
A head of blond atop a delicate neck covered almost entirely by a white, thick, and expertly tied cravat. Hands fisting by his side, Satoru wanted to rip it off Kento. He knew unmated omegas dressed in a particularly conservative manner, hiding the apex of their necks as a form of chastity. The confirmation that Kento had been unwed and unmated all these years made the alpha in him rear his head and howl in satisfaction. No one had laid hands on Kento. No one had marred the perfect tanned skin of his neck with their inferior bite. A smaller part of him was perplexed. How had Kento gone by unnoticed? How had the sandiness of Kento’s hair gone unremarked upon? How had Satoru been so lucky?
No fear, for the honor of putting hands on that sturdy frame must be Satoru’s privilege and no one else’s. His blood pumped at the mere prospect of it.
Lenses shining with a jut of that stubborn chin, brown eyes finally landed on him. Satoru fought the need to smile broadly. He remembered Kento’s warning. Out there, you are an earl. He cared fairly little for his sham of a title. But he cared a great deal for Kento’s opinion of him.
He wondered, briefly yet poignantly, whether the distance and years separating them had dulled Kento’s admiration of him. In all of their years as friends, Kento had nary leveled him with a look of disapproval. Sometimes, he’d be exasperated by Satoru dirtying his shirt sleeves or rucking up his shirt whilst riding, but never to the point of being truly disappointed in him. He’d been a gentle and patient tutor, praising him for his hard work when Satoru produced him a lovely sketch or a neatly bound volume of poetry.
Now, the eyes peering at him wore that same glacial blanket of when Kento had spared him a brief glance before exiting the library, hurriedly, like a runaway bride fleeing an unfortunate match.
Satoru felt the edge of his canines digging into his lower lip as his mouth spread in a large, wolfish grin.
He mouthed, Hello.
Kento’s lips pursed and–the oddest thing happened–he turned his face and dismissed Satoru. Again. He’d shelved that night by the lake in the back of his mind, but the disappointment returned, embittered. He was scorned. Unnecessarily.
He was so powerfully struck by how peculiarly the gesture was carried out that he didn’t argue against being seated amidst an array of single omegas. Their pheromones might have alluded him ten years ago, but now, since his second gender properly manifested, he couldn’t get their scent out of his head.
In Australia, omegas took pheromones suppressants, but that wasn’t the case in their society at home. Clearly, omegas held nothing back in their hope to seduce an alpha. But it’d take a far more potent scent to well and truly enchant him. His alpha wanted nobody but the man sitting down the length of the table, staring unseeingly at his cutlery as if he’d never seen a fork before.
During dinner, Satoru performed as Uncle Sugawara had best prepared him, in the utmost care towards gentlemanly manners. He flattered dresses, heeded the glint of silver in pins, and inquired over the identity of the hostess’ meat provider. Whilst he chatted as best as he could, his heart wasn’t entirely captivated by the topics. It squeezed painfully in his chest, begging to be let out of its prison, wishing it could leap across the several seats separating it from Kento.
Swallowing thickly, Satoru couldn’t even enjoy the delicate chocolate mousse dessert on his plate, which he ate slowly and carefully, cautious not to get any on his collar.
He blamed the physical space keeping them apart for the way his stomach clenched, but after dinner, as most guests enjoyed a cigar, Kento was as visibly absent as if a hole had been punched through the stratosphere, sucking out all the oxygen, leaving Satoru breathless and uncomfortable. Since he’d never picked up the habit of smoking, Satoru wandered away from the plume of smoke and walked into the adjoining room where everyone else was either sitting around card tables or having another glass of wine. His eyes scanned the faces, and as they lit up, his expression grew tighter.
Kento was nowhere to be found.
“Ah, Satoru, here you are. I have made the most wonderful acquaintance,” his mother called out to him. Duty propelled him forward whilst every part of him protested the absence of Kento.
It didn’t dawn on him that he’d exchanged not a single word with Kento the entire evening until he was in the carriage, being shuttled back home.
“What a lovely dinner. I liked the veal. Did you enjoy your evening, Satoru?” his mother inquired, her voice airy. Her hair, the same startling shade of silver as his own, was done up into perfect ringlets that framed her still cherubic face.
“Ah, yes, it was delightful,” he lied. The food tasted like ash and his evening had been lackluster with the exception of those few seconds of eye contact with Kento.
Delightful? Try horrendous. Yet another evening absolutely wasted. He felt so rotten he could not bear the company of his parents and retreated to his rooms on the third floor.
There, he ignored Ijichi’s assistance, tearing off his cravat and opening the top button of his shirt. Heat stifled him from head to toe. His alpha was raging inside him. He ran his fingers through his hair but the gesture wouldn’t appease the beast rattling the cage, demanding to be let out to seek his omega. He took off his shirt and walked out into the balcony, wishing the cool evening air might help.
It did not.
Did Kento purposefully ignore him this time? Again? After he’d criminally ignored Satoru’s letters for the first year of his mistitled exile?
It was a very likely conclusion. How else had Kento managed to evade Satoru’s eyes all throughout dinner and disappear the second it was over?
And to think that Satoru had been elated. Positively drunk on wishes. What was the matter with Kento?
If this persisted, Satoru would need to be a little more adamant with his intentions.
Perhaps an unexpected visit reminiscent of his adolescence insouciance would offer him a more opportune meeting. This time... He would not be arriving without a notice, however. He wanted Kento to know he was coming. He wanted Kento to know that he’d have nowhere to hide. Not from him and surely not from his feelings.
With that, he returned to his room and asked Ijichi to fetch him his writing tools. He quickly jotted a note and asked a footman to deliver it posthaste.
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Chapter Text

The reappearance of Gojo Satoru was akin to a haunting beginning the very same night during which sleep had entirely eluded Kento. A throb began in the recesses of his chest and persisted to grow throughout every inch of his body, arriving at his mind to unsettle its quietude. A haunting by a malignant spirit might have been a prosperous endeavor upon which Kento could gladly embark simply to be rid of it. Regrettably, a living person that took up the nonphysical space in Kento’s mind proved to be more arduous a chore.
The haunting did not have a beginning nor an end. Awake or asleep, Kento would proceed to be wholly occupied by the sole subject he had adamantly shelved aside for the last ten years of his life. Icy blue eyes. Thick framing lashes. Now accompanied by the sharp cut of cheekbones. Tied together by that plush, rose-bud mouth. In addition to the solid build and height, Satoru proved an indefatigable opponent. Throughout his days, Kento would be caught in a grip that forced a loud exhale from his mouth, drawing the eyes and attention of his work associates, whose attention he rarely piqued.
“Are you alright, Mr. Nanami?” To inquire after his wellbeing was a sign of their concern.
A concern he could do without. “I am fine,” he lied every time.
It was the persistence of that childlike look on Satoru’s face that would resurface and prove that Kento was the furthest from fine. If he were being entirely honest, he was...simply inconvenienced. This had to be a malfunction of his brain that, through arduous effort, could be disabled.
Kento comforted himself with the sheer audacity of his own capabilities. He had successfully banished the yearnings of his young heart to the point where it could not be simply awakened by a single recurrence once before. He could accomplish the same achievement now.
He was older, wiser, and far more jaded to believe that a man like Satoru would maintain his hold on him.
Yet as the days passed and the niggling concern only grew within Kento’s chest, he realized with a heavy heart that he wasn’t entirely equipped to undergo the task.
It wasn’t entirely his own fault. Satoru’s appearance took a considerable emotional and mental toll on him. Kento had never anticipated how vexing the return might be to his social calendar. At first, he’d been soothed with the belief that, with their social circles not quite meeting, seeing as he didn’t belong with the upper echelon with which Satoru rubbed elbows, his life would proceed without the constant niggling stare of those blue eyes on him.
Clearly, he’d been wrong.
Receiving that dinner invitation was alarming to say the least. But he knew without a doubt who’d been behind it. Alas, the opportunity to decline was robbed from him. Once Nanami Tomori had her hands on the invitation, she’d been alight with renewed hope and insisted he show his face.
“This is an opportunity,” she sighed, gleeful. Considering he’d gone close to five years without any invitations, the revival of his social calendar was considered a miracle to the Nanami matriarch.
It was upon his childish wish to appease her that he’d attended and, within minutes of his introduction, was met with the perpetual, ever-present confusion.
“You, an omega?” the man standing across from him said.
Kento’s mouth formed a tight line. He didn’t need to explain himself to this scoundrel in finery. He stared unseeingly at the distance and wished for a tornado to come and sweep him into its windy embrace. A tug to his periphery drew his attention, and as easily as the sun parted the dreary clouds, Gojo Satoru parted the sea of guests.
With a lift of his chin, his eyes met the infernal blue behind which Satoru’s amusement, glaringly clear, watched him. Unabashedly. Uncaring for how his gaze was perceived. Yet there was a rigidity to Satoru’s line that informed Kento that he was taking his position in society far more severely than at Iori’s party.
That suited Kento well.
Kento felt his own gaze linger, taking in the clean line of Satoru’s jaw, the plush lower lip which slowly spread into a smile that was equally bright and carnivorous.
Satoru’s lips pouted, mouthing a simple word.

Hello.

A rush of blood nearly turned Kento lightheaded. But he persevered but not without feeling his own mouth curl into a disapproving frown. With a point to prove, Kento turned his face and looked elsewhere yet seeing and feeling nothing but the heat of those eyes on him.
Dinner was an excruciating albeit quiet ordeal in his corner. He’d been delegated to the side, as he was used to, and given as little attention as he expected.
Making his presence scarce the minute he was outshined by others far prettier and far younger was a simple enough task for Kento. He slipped out as easily as if he were an errant hair stuck in a block of butter.
What a joke, he thought now, walking down the hallway between his rooms and the library, books cradled in the crook of one elbow. He belonged in that glitzy dining room as much as an obtrusive lizard did. He’d stuck out like a sore thumb.
One person surely considered you a sight to behold, a voice reminded him.
His cheeks warmed in memory of Satoru’s penetrating gaze. The toothy grin Satoru had thrown in his direction appeared like it cost him nothing to look that happy to see him.
Discomfort spread through his chest, tightening his larynx. He dismissed it and proceeded with his morning duty. Before work, he liked to spend an hour of quiet, leisurely reading. As he spent the remainder of his day looking at numbers, he preferred his eyes to be filled with words first thing in the morning.
Breakfast had been somewhat noisier than usual, first with his mother’s inquiry of how last night had gone, then with her despondency when Kento informed her that it had been uneventful.
“This way, you’ll never marry,” she’d wailed.
His father had looked up from his breakfast with a frown. “Don’t make your mother cry, Kento.”
“Yes, sir,” he’d replied monotonously and excused himself, not wishing to witness his father comforting his mother.
It struck him now, how affectionate and doting his parents were with one another. They’d been a love match, they boasted. And they had to remind him of the fact at every chance.
How could he convince them that such a flimsy thing as love would not take place in his life? In his future?
He considered it a whimsy for those with far too much time on their hands. Time which he did not have to waste on love. He liked being busy with numbers and business. He wanted to grow his father’s business. They were acquiring a new author with promising penmanship. He suspected the identity of the writer but considering the topic of their writing, he understood the reason as to why their notes arrived typed and with a different delivery boy every time. Anonymity was a concept for which he yearned as well.
He was well on his way to his favorite chair, the one warmed by ample sun and unhindered by wind drafts, when a knock resounded on the door.
“Apologies for intruding, sir, but this came for you,” said the servant at the door.
Kento tilted his head. “What is it?”
“A letter, sir.” Miri walked in and handed over the neatly sealed envelope.
Would it be another invitation? He sighed at the mere possibility, slicing through it with his letter opener. His eyes glanced at the writing but it was his heart that reacted first.
Jolting far up his throat until he could feel every beat on his tongue.

Satoru. Was coming. To call on him.

The paper fell from his hand as did his jaw.
Was he entirely mad?
Calling on a spinster of Kento’s caliber wasn’t simply unheard of, it’d tarnish Satoru’s reputation. If word got out of his intentions, he’d be labeled insane for even considering it.
Kento abandoned his plans for the morning and was about to write a scathing rejection when another servant showed up at the door.
“Sorry to intrude, sir,” he murmured, his eyes lowered.
“What is it?”
Another letter? Surely Satoru realized the madness of his scheme and was about to rescind his first letter.
“Your guest has arrived, sir.”
“My…guest?” Kento was confused. What kind of morning was this where not one but two callers were darkening his front door?
“Yes. He is waiting in the parlor. Mrs. Nanami is entertaining but she yearns for your appearance. Soon,” he followed the last with an audible gulp, meeting Miri’s eyes with a panic not even Kento could ignore.
A guest, so early? And one that’d make his mother yearn for his presence? It had to be a suitor. But he hadn’t received news of any suitors. His eyes fell to the desk and the loopy handwriting he’d just read.
Trepidation mixed with exhaustion settled in his stomach. Kento took a long fortifying breath and stepped out of the library.
He slowed his gait outside the drawing room, hoping to catch a word or two and properly prepare himself.
Alas, nothing but his mother’s nervous murmurings traveled through the sliver of space between the heavy oak and its frame. With a braver heart than he believed he possessed in his chest, Kento threw a glance at his appearance, deeming his attire perfect–his mother accepted nothing but–and walked in.
The guest occupied an armchair facing away from the door, and the high back provided Kento little clue as to who it was. He would need to walk all the way inside to find out.
“Good morning,” he greeted quietly.
Two heads turned in his direction. His mother’s curls trembled as did her shaky smile.
And his guest beamed.
“Good morning, Kento,” Gojo Satoru replied, his voice a few shades deeper than necessary.
Kento expected a stone to wedge in his throat, for panic to turn his limbs weak. The opposite happened. His back straightened. The tension around his shoulders eased. His stomach relaxed.
Every inch of him was at repose.
“Kento, finally, I’d been wondering where you were. His Grace is kind enough to visit and you’re probably busy with your dusty books,” his mother nattered.
His irritation should spike, embarrassment of being ridiculed for his interests turning his expression rigid. Yet with his gaze caught by Satoru’s blue eyes, his mother’s words flew into one ear and out of the other, his spirits untouched by her thinly veiled insult.
“Now, now, Mrs. Nanami. I hardly think Kento would have a single dusty book in his library. I am of the firm belief that he takes good care of his dearest books.”
Kento nearly flinched from the tone of confidence in Satoru’s voice. He was absolutely correct. Kento personally checked that all of the books in the library were well-maintained on a weekly basis, free of any tear and wear.
He lowered his face, hiding an involuntary smile behind a lifted hand. He adjusted his glasses as a way to disguise his confusing feelings. “As I am of the firm belief that you must be too preoccupied with your growing connections to waste a moment of your day in our humble company.”
Satoru’s shoulders lifted, his hands–wide and long-fingered–waving in a careless gesture. “That is incorrect. I consider yours to be my most cherished connection back home.” Addressing Tomori, he added, “I can’t possibly be so ungrateful to forget how well you took care of me as a youth, Mrs. Nanami.”
She smiled weakly. Strange. Had it been any other alpha, his mother might have been beaming with pride at Kento having caught his attention but she looked downright green at Satoru’s words.
Most cherished connection.
What an amusing yet twisted fancy. Satoru had not only grown in physique, but also in cunning.
Kento seated himself beside his mother, lifted his chin and placed one hand atop the other, his back straight. “As you might be aware, I’m a busy man so I cannot entertain you for longer than the required time.”
Code of propriety stated that guests shouldn’t overstay their visit of a quarter of an hour. The time ticked on.
The look in Satoru’s eyes sharpened, turning that clear blue steely and unapproachable. He looked like he might personally bash in every clock in the vicinity to prolong his allocated time. “Ah, certainly. I’m not one to dismiss one’s profession. I hear you have a respectable job now, Kento.”
Kento couldn’t help but clench his jaw. Was Satoru joining the fray which delighted in belittling his occupation? “Yes. I am a senior accountant and auditor at my father’s publishing house, which has grown exponentially over the past ten years.” His answer carried a hint of hurt despite his best attempt at making them as light as possible.
“Ten years have this remarkable ability to force change onto anything,” Satoru murmured. The sun reflected in his eyes, turning them a cool gray.
Why did the reminder of their separation rankle now? Kento had made his peace with the oceans separating them years ago.
At first, Satoru’s letters were so… filled with light. They spanned four or five pages and were filled with Satoru’s chicken scratch, detailing every little excitement Satoru encountered. Kento had squinted badly at them during all hours of the night, which only made his mother complain that his eyesight would be worsening.
Yet when he first sat down to reply, he… couldn’t.
What would he write down? He was twenty-one, at the peak of his desirability but he’d received no suitors? No attention came his way for more than the few initial startled minutes of hearing he was an omega. Him? the looks said. It cannot be true. 
It’d taken seven days and seven more letters that arrived so quickly despite the usual pace of the postal service for Kento to douse his hopes of ever replying. Every letter, filled to the brim with Satoru’s unfurling future, cast shadow upon Kento’s own bleak prospects.
He couldn’t disappoint Satoru with news of his uneventful life. Of ramblings about his lessons in accounting and how he’d grown more attached to his position. How that had been detrimental to his chances of finding a match. Alphas didn’t want a partner whose fingers were calloused from holding a quill, whose eyes were weakened by peering at tiny numbers, whose skin was sallow due to long days and longer nights in the office.
Their days together had been a dream from which Kento had woken with his heart in his stomach. He didn’t wish to tarnish the memories he held dear with reality.
He’d been comforted with the fantasy that Satoru would keep writing even without receiving an answer. And for three months and ninety letters that remained to be true until the last letter he got from Satoru was a short greeting card, not signed by him.
Nine more years sans contact followed… Satoru sent him no letter, no word. He’d cleanly cut off the thread connecting them.
Which begged the question: Why was he back and intent on hanging like a noose around his neck? Was he here to remind Kento of the rift between their status? To rub the futility of Kento’s anguish in his face? He’d been fine without Satoru, without his light and warmth, and he’d made his peace with being on his own.
He knew nothing could scale the tall walls keeping him out of that inner circle to which Satoru belonged and he didn’t bother.
The truth of his future made his fingers tighten into two fists atop his thighs and it took herculean effort to relax them.
Satoru’s eyebrows gathered over his eyes, throwing shadows into his gaze. He appeared perplexed by Kento’s reaction but the frown reminded Kento too much of that boy who’d freed him from the shackles back on his wrists.
After a long minute of staring, Satoru’s face relaxed for some reason and he turned his attention onto his hostess. As the minutes passed, Satoru engaged Tomori in idle talk, his favorite topic being how she hadn’t aged a day.
Her coolness thawed as swiftly as if she’d been an ice sculpture left out in the summer heat, blossoming under the heat of his genuine interest. Her cheeks swelled with gratitude and she grinned outright. When time came for Satoru to take his leave, Kento, who’d been quiet and sharply observant, handled the task of seeing him out. Aware that he’d spent most of Satoru’s visit sullenly silent.
Kento walked ahead with the sinking awareness of having Satoru’s eyes on his back. He gulped when they reached the heavy doors to the Nanami household.
“What a marvelous visit, don’t you think, Kento?” Satoru asked with an outstretched hand once Kento turned to him.
He frowned, ignoring Satoru’s empty words. “Why are you really here?”
Satoru’s serene expression was unchanged. “I’m here to show my interest.”
His interest. Now why did that, above all, rankle? Kento didn’t receive interest. He’d gone thirty-one years without interest and he was comfortably settled for a lifetime of spinsterhood. Before he could formulate an answer, Satoru reached out his hand once more, silently asking Kento to place his hand in its cradle.
He eyed it, his heart mistrustful yet his body yearned to feel Satoru’s touch. Would his hands be the soft and smooth texture of idle nobles? Or was he still climbing trees and getting dust under his fingernails? “You can’t possibly expect me to behave like a simpering maiden for every courting gentleman, do you?”
“Are you not an unwed man?” Satoru’s eyes blinked owlishly, possibly in playact.
Kento’s jaw tightened. “I am.”
“Then I am to be as courteous to you as I’d be to others.” Noting Kento’s reluctance, Satoru finally yielded and moved his hand to his pocket. “Now, darling Kento, I wished to give you this token, as I could not think of no one who’d appreciate it more.”
He produced a small package wrapped in a pale blue cloth, a silk bow tied elaborately around it. It was dwarfed by Satoru’s thick fingers and big hand.
Kento accepted it, curious to carefully undo the trappings of a gift. The fluttering in his chest signaled his surprise to receive it.
Conscious of Satoru’s watchful eyes, he ducked his head in a nod and murmured, “Thank you.”
As his mind was preoccupied with what Satoru could have possibly wrapped up so neatly for him, Kento was unprepared for the gentle fingers closing around his free hand, lifting it higher and turning it over. A head of white hair bent over it and placed a feather-light kiss on his knuckles. The flutter in Kento’s stomach turned to a boisterous riot.
He gulped then quickly frowned to show his dislike of how audible that had been.
Satoru threw him a quick, barely noticeable wink as he accepted his top hat from the butler, who was staring wide eyed at the scene before him.
As he watched Satoru’s retreating back, Kento’s hand throbbed. He clenched his fingers and vowed to put on gloves first thing every morning. As a precaution.
Tomori descended on him with her questions before he could make his hasty retreat to the library, her eyes sharply going to the package in his hands.
“Is that a gift? Could it possibly be? Oh, Kento, this is the most wonderful turn of events,” she gushed, clutching a handkerchief to her bosom.
“What is?” he asked absently, too preoccupied with the way his knuckles felt warmer than usual. As did his cheeks.
She caught his eye and smiled brightly. “He is courting you!”
He frowned. “He couldn’t. I- I am far older.” And ineligible in the eyes of the marriage market, a voice in his head supplied.
Contrary to her initial reaction to Satoru’s visit, Tomori seemed unbearably hopeful. The bastard had well and truly charmed her. “That must not matter to His Grace. He clearly has an interest in you. He’s even brought gifts.”
“One package hardly counts as gifts,” he corrected.
Tomori laughed, the sound alarmingly girlish for a woman in her fifties. “Not that, darling. I meant these.” With a wave of her handkerchief, she signaled the boxes piled in the corner.
His eyes widened, taking in the five packages set prettily in the middle of his mother’s parlor. How had he missed them the past twenty minutes? Had he been so captivated by Satoru’s unexpected visit?
“These are mine,” she clarified with a sigh. “Isn’t he charming? To bring the mother of his suit so many presents. I am positively faint.” She fanned her face with her gloved hand.
“Do not twist his actions, Mother. I am sure he is simply conducting his manner as any guest might behave,” he reasoned.
But it was hopeless since she turned in a flurry of her skirt, ushering the maids to move the packages in.
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
Satoru’s visits repeated over the next three weeks, and the invitations Kento received to all sorts of society events tripled in number.
Not one day passed without him being dressed up and sent off to a picnic or a ball. His intention to avoid Satoru was fixed, however. His feet ached from rushing out of rooms in which Satoru held court. His heart was tiring from the quickening pace of its beating at the sight of Satoru’s lovely countenance. When a heat wave hit, Kento wished he’d declined the invitation, as not even the fan he waved in front of his face cooled his cheeks.
It hadn’t helped that he felt the weight of two eyes on him at all times.
Satoru was subtle. Keeping their interactions perfunctory, but unhidden from the shrewd eyes of society. Guests craned their necks whenever Satoru purposefully walked toward Kento and grabbed hold of his hand, kissing his knuckles. Kento was grateful he hadn’t once forgotten to don his gloves. Not that it kept the brush of Satoru’s lips away. Every night, he tossed and turned, his fingers burning and his heart unsettled.
Was his mother right? Was Satoru courting him? The idea was preposterous. Kento never had to deal with this kind of problem before. Suitors never bothered with him so why did Satoru?
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
As May turned into an even balmier June, Kento’s outings became a matter of fact. Yu was especially ecstatic to have him by his side, grabbing hold of his elbow and chattering about Satoru’s friend. Geto Suguru was elusive and mysterious, according to Yu. And he was also very rich.
“I did not take you for a gold-digger,” he murmured, no heat in his words. He dabbed his forehead with a handkerchief, detesting the heat. He wouldn’t be in a better state, trapped within a stuffy office and staring at figures, but he’d much prefer the silence to the constant chattering of the ton.
Yu dismissed his comment. “Any unwed omega would prioritize their future, Kento. Don’t tell me you are of the opinion that we should strive for a love match?” he asked incredulously.
A love match. The notion was so inconceivable to Kento that he had to let out a shocked laugh. It drew several heads in their direction. He dismissed Yu with a headshake. “Absolutely not.”
“Ah, I have an inkling that is not the opinion of a certain earl,” Yu whispered, amusement painting his tone.
Curious, Kento turned, and his eyes landed on the sight of Satoru, splayed out on a picnic blanket, his long limbs spread under the shade of a large tent, being waited on by several servants offering him cool refreshments. His alabaster skin was flaming red and his eyes looked murky from the temperature. But not even the heat could stop Satoru from noticing Kento.
Did his skin flare everywhere? a curious thought came to the forefront of Kento’s mind. Catching its intention, he dashed it away. The specifics of Satoru’s body did not–should not–matter to him.
He looked away decisively, lest anyone caught him staring and grew more garrulous. He wasn’t a fool, or deaf, murmurings had gotten back to him.

“His Grace is courting Mr. Nanami. It’s quite the spectacle.”


“I hear he paid another visit to their humble abode last week.”


“Another visit?! Outrageous. Do you think they are betrothed?”

“Don’t be silly, a bachelor alpha like His Grace won’t possibly settle for someone so unsuitable.”
His teeth grinded against each other still, offense coming not only to himself but to his family. He’d worked hard to make a name for himself and for his family’s business. He was not ashamed of his low standing in society. He didn’t need a noble title to belong. Or to be respected.
Besides, none of these gossiping ninnies knew that during Satoru’s visits, very little courting occurred. Were any other guests there at Kento’s drawing room, they’d think Satoru was courting his mother. Satoru seemed happy to slot himself in that armchair and regale Tomori with stories of his trip abroad. A trip. He considered ten years to be a trip whilst to Kento, it had felt akin to an unmooring.
Their bout around the park came to a halt as Yu announced that his precious skin couldn’t bear with the sun’s unforgiving rays any longer despite the parasol he held and declined another turn yet Kento had a feeling Yu sensed his preoccupied mind and wished to give him some time alone. Kento bid him a grateful goodbye and carried on, alone at last. He pulled out the volume in his pocket and began leafing through it.
The book Satoru had gifted him last month was rife with poetry. The careful binding of its spine, the straight edges of its cut pages, and the embossed stamp on the front page clearly revealed the identity of the person who’d lovingly put it together. Satoru had gifted him a volume of his own binding.
Kento had stared at the book in his hands for a long time the night of Satoru’s first visit. He’d fought his piqued curiosity and snuck looks no farther than the first page. Until Satoru had shown up two days later and inquired whether Kento liked his gift.
Shamefaced, Kento had revealed that he hadn’t gotten past the title page.
He now recalled the look of disappointment that was directed at him, the petulant manner in which the corners of Satoru’s mouth had pulled down. How he’d asked, “Did you not appreciate my efforts?” There was a hint of that young boy in him still, searching for praise and accolades.
The visceral reaction rearing up inside Kento to comfort Satoru, to tell him he’d done a wonderful job, had risen. Reminiscent of how, ten years ago, Kento had been generous with his praise. Giving Satoru plenty of reasons to grow prideful of his skills.
“I did. I do. I just haven’t had the time,” he’d lied.
Satoru had shrugged and, noticing the time, took his leave shortly after, parting with another kiss to Kento’s knuckles.
He began reading the book that very same day, putting aside a portion of his work in lieu of being truthful. The words were in Latin, a language Kento was proficient in, but not fluent enough that he could read it in its entirety in one day. Slowly, meticulously, he’d gone over the lines with a dictionary in another hand, like a scholar digging up hidden meaning. He’d taken liberties with its margins, fitting his thoughts in a small script. Some of it was smudged on account of how he sometimes read it before sleeping.
Even now on such a scorching afternoon, he wished to sit down and take out the portable writing tools he carried with him everywhere and scribble some notes.
Seeking out a free spot under some shade, Kento ended up on a laid-out blanket by the lake’s edge. Away from the other guests, which provided him with some peace and quiet. The sun’s glare did not bother him, and he was promptly lost to the lyricism of the poem over which he was mulling.
He was tidily penning a musing in the margins, careful not to get any ink blots on the page, when a longer shadow appeared over him, blocking the bit of the sun that snuck between the tree leaves. He looked up with a frown, shading his eyes with one hand to squint at the interrupter.
A tall figure dressed in a powder-blue jacket and white breeches and tall leather boots stood over him.
“Why are you sitting all by yourself?” Satoru asked, his teeth glinting despite his face being shadowed. Must be due to his excellent dental hygiene.
Kento frowned harder and blamed it on the way the sun glared. “Because I like it?” he replied, a bit confused. “Or have you forgotten that?”
Satoru sat down with much fanfare, sighing over every movement, his body elegant and his long legs spread out before him. Kento watched Satoru mostly out of curiosity, mostly because he could not tear his eyes away from the utter fluidity of his gestures. Every move was purposeful. Every limb moved earnestly. He really was nothing like the clumsy, careless boy of Kento’s childhood.
“You are far bigger than you used to be,” he noted before he could cull the observation.
Satoru’s lips pulled into a beam. “They were quite harrowing, all those growing pains. I’d thought I was dying, to be frank. My uncle assured me it was simply my body stretching out into its true form.” He laughed at the idea of it. He looked intently at Kento. “Do you like it?”
Kento’s answer was a sputtered, “H-How could you even ask that?”
It sent Satoru into a fit of giggles, head thrown back. The product he used to tame his hair was nullified by the heat, and now his hair was freefalling onto his forehead, lending him an appearance with which Kento was intimately familiar.
As if caught in the haze of the past, his hand lifted without thought and brushed back a lock of white hair that refused to part with Satoru’s eyelashes. They both froze at the same time. Kento with mortification, Satoru with glee.
“Careful, Kento, or you might raise my hopes.”
He kissed his teeth. “Now that is a bone I wish to pick with you. Where are these hopes coming from, Satoru? Why are you... are you...” he floundered at the end of his argument and simply let his steam run out on him. He glared instead.
Satoru’s look of palpable pleasure was every inch bothersome, and the way he rested his weight on hands propped behind his back gave him the look of carefreeness.
When he spoke, it was with that same tone of voice from a decade ago, throwing Kento through a sense of déjà vu so strong he nearly recoiled. “Because you’re the only person I’d ever want, Kento.”
Kento’s heart sank into his stomach, confusion mingling with a feeling he’d not allowed to wriggle into his system: hope. Stupid, unfettered hope.
He wished to rise and walk away, find the closest carriage to carry him home, then secret himself in his bedroom for days to come, weeks even, and ignore the social obligation of entertaining Satoru. Alas, his good breeding forbade him such disrespect. Instead, the weight in his pocket poised him.
Digging it out, he pushed it in Satoru’s direction, his mouth pursed stubbornly, not wishing to explain his behavior. Satoru sat up and beamed.
Breathlessly, he asked, “Is this for me?” And when Kento remained unresponsive, he concluded that it was. He opened the yellow box and carefully lifted out the delicate silk square. It was large enough to cover Satoru’s hands; Kento had made sure of that when he’d selected it.
It took Satoru no time to find the embroidered edge. His exclamation of “My god, this is gorgeous,” was a clear indication of his pleasure in receiving the gift. Kento felt sweat slide down the side of his face. He wiped it, pretending to be unaffected by Satoru’s gushing.
He’d come across the delicate cloth in the modiste weeks prior whilst he was getting one of his shirts mended and thought of no one more befitting and deserving of that particulate shade of blue in which the fabric had been dyed. He’d thought it would be a thoughtful gift; an answer to Satoru’s own gesture of the bound book. Now he wanted to snatch it out of Satoru’s clutch and forget he’d ever spent the past week first carefully selecting the perfect shade of cerulean then bending low, under the light of a candle until his eyes begged for a reprieve to get every petal perfectly.
“You are still as skillful with your hands as I recall,” Satoru murmured, his voice edged with a clear appreciation. His eyes glittered, rising to Kento’s face. Kento couldn’t discern how he looked at that moment, but he wished he could turn invisible.
“Yes, well, it is something of a thank you, for bothering to visit the past month.”
“And your approval of my intentions, surely,” Satoru tagged on, a cheeky expression on his beautiful face.
Kento’s jaw clenched. “That, I will never approve of, Satoru.” Looking around them, at the glaring reminder of how different their lives and their situations were, he said, “You are desired by every single person in this picnic. Every mama wants you for their omega offspring.”
In a challenging tone, Satoru piped, “What about your mama?”
He frowned. He couldn’t outright lie. His mother wanted nothing more. Her hopes had escalated, forming a mountain that landed squarely on his shoulders. If he’d been pressured before, now he was suffocated.
Breath exhaling, Kento changed the subject, “I hope this satisfies you then. Goodbye.”
He’d meant to make do with those parting words, putting a full stop to Satoru’s incessant attention. Alas, his body protested the sudden shift of movements viciously, his legs numb from being crossed for a lengthy time–laughably, this was another valid reason as to why he wasn’t a rightful mate for Satoru; look at the state of him, stumbling from a simple ten minutes long rest.
Content with the fate that he was toppling over, Kento blinked, confused as to why he wasn’t planted face first into the grass.
Instead, his body was supported by a pair of strong arms, catching him around the middle. He blinked up and met the clear blue of Satoru’s eyes, overwhelming him. The sky must be jealous, he thought, numb to how he was in Satoru’s clutches. Literally.
The stark differences of their bodies came into mind, the way Satoru’s hands were so large, they spanned his back comfortably, cradling him against the hard flank of his chest. He was hot from the sun, and Kento should be detangling himself, removing the hands he pressed to Satoru’s upper arms, fingers digging into brawn that had formed without his knowledge. Yet this deep yearning within him broke open, and that same scent of summer filled his nose. He took a deeper inhale, masking it as his need to recalibrate his mind, but it was truly to take in more of Satoru’s scent. It was virile and intoxicating, and the longer Kento stayed in Satoru’s arms, the weaker his resolve to discourage him got.
The voices of several concerned–and possibly aghast–guests cut through the moment and Kento quickly straightened himself, taking a few steps back, calming down the omega kicking and gnashing inside him, demanding to be back in Satoru’s embrace.
“Thank you,” he muttered, cheeks warm–nay, they were melting off his face. He would soon be sporting a skeletal countenance, terrifying babes and scaring off animals.
Satoru’s shoulders rose and fell, his eyes bright. “No need to thank me. I’d catch you anytime. I’m not that runt anymore.”
A memory flickered into illuminance to Kento. Once, on a fishing trip, Kento had tripped on slimy mud, too eager to keep his fish from fleeing his rod, when he lost his balance. Back then, Satoru had clutched the back of his shirt, but being too small, too feeble, his grip was useless in stopping Kento from falling over and into the lake. He’d been sullen and annoyed with himself all afternoon, until Kento, driven by this innate need inside him to have Satoru be content at all times, informed him that he’d liked the dip in the water.
“It cooled me, you see,” he’d lied.
Satoru had known he was lying, he read Kento like an open book; an unspoken skill of which they were both aware.
As he walked away, Kento fought the urge to throw a glance over his shoulder, wishing to know how much pleasure Satoru had derived from this incident. And when he failed and did look back, he saw that Satoru was eyeing him like a predator, confident he would sink his teeth into his prey. He shuddered and quickened his step.
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
No matter how much Kento tried to convince his heart that Satoru’s advances were ephemeral, he was thwarted by the evidence of the longevity of Satoru’s resolve.
In the few weeks following that embarrassing encounter, Kento’s body betrayed him more than once. He was unused to dancing, so after a horrible turn about the room in the arms of a fumbling alpha who hadn’t a single clue how to move his feet whilst dancing with a tall man like Kento, he was sent careening, right onto a manservant carrying a tray full of undrunk glasses. In the split second, Kento surrendered to his fate. To the embarrassment that would follow. The loud crash. The possible injury not only to his ego but to his person.
Instead, those same strong arms caught him, once again, saving him from humiliation and harm. As he was settled against a broad chest, a hot breath in his ear asked, “Are you doing this on purpose? Do you like having me as your personal hero?”
He stepped smoothly out of Satoru’s embrace and leveled him with a cool glance. “I beg, do not be delusional, Your Grace.”
The instant souring of Satoru’s expression satisfied him to some degree, but that damned natural urge inside him that wanted to protect Satoru from the world rose again. And his expression fell into mild bemusement.
“You have fast reflexes. That is admirable,” he murmured, straightening his jacket.
The manservant stood by, watching, as did the handful of ladies to their left. Kento felt their eyes like a thousand daggers stabbed through him.
They must think me a klutz as well as a spinster.
Satoru’s eyes softened. “I have been ungrateful during my uncle’s fencing lessons but I realize now how agile they’ve made me.”
He fences? Kento wondered. What did Satoru look like, with a sharp sword in his hand? Did he have a preference? He probably liked the grip of a saber best. He looked down at Satoru’s hand and admired its heft. A saber would fit in its fingers, elegant yet dangerous.
He dashed away the musings of his exhausted mind and nodded. “Send him my best regards. You could say that he has saved me twice.”
With that, he made his quick retreat, grateful for his own speed. Although his feet moved, his heart remained on that glittering floor, his mind admiringly noting, Satoru’s grown well. 
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
The two accidents were Kento’s sign to be more vigilant of his surroundings. It led him to hiding away from dancing, preferring not to have a repeat of having his foot stomped on by alphas ten years his junior. Every manor he was invited to had ample spots. This particular one boasted a large library.
He stepped in and took a deep breath. The smell of books older than himself, older than time, greeted him. He took off his gloves, preferring to touch the spines of books without the obtrusive layer of white cotton. With a smile, he delved into the shelves, lighting his way by a candle he’d run off with from the hallway. Nobody would miss it and he vowed to return it to its rightful place when he was finished.
The wax was swiftly melting but he didn’t worry. He found the volume he wanted. The latest Austen book. He sighed in relief and reached out.
Just then, the candle sputtered, as if blown by a gust of wind–or someone’s breath. Enshrouded by darkness, Kento blinked unseeingly. His glasses did not offer him the ability to see in the dark. Still, he didn’t need sight to know he wasn’t alone. He felt the presence at his back, and he was mildly impressed that someone had managed to advance stealthily on him as he had been careful as of late. His mind was not entirely devoid of the horror stories he’d heard; of smarmy alphas cornering omegas in dark corners and besmirching their honor. Not that anyone was ignorant of his proficiency in knocking a person out with his fist. He hadn’t earned his reputation as the untouchable omega spinster without putting a few stubborn alphas in their proper places.
He turned slowly, cautious not to have any of the melted wax drip onto the back of his hand and burn him.
Darkness could not dim the blue of Satoru’s eyes. This close, his height provided him with the advantage of looming. The worry not acknowledged in Kento’s stomach evaporated.
“It’s just you. I was wondering what beast had snuck in,” Kento drawled.
Satoru’s teeth shone, which lent him the appearance of someone deranged or happy. “Calling me a beast only makes me want to be beastly, Kento.” He took a step closer, eliminating the space between their chests.
The quiet of the library was dashed by the sound of quickened breaths. Mainly, Kento’s. He got them under control and coolly asked, “What are you doing here? I don’t recall your preference for dusty libraries.”
“No. My preference lies completely in glittering blond hair and a stubborn set of lips,” Satoru said, his voice low and smooth like crushed velvet.
“You–” he began, a shade outraged by Satoru’s artless retort. He clamped on his lips. Stubborn, Satoru had called them. He relaxed his jaw, not wishing to play along with Satoru’s schemes. Because this had to be his newest innovation at unnerving him.
Slowly, Satoru lifted one arm and rested his hand on a shelf above Kento’s head. He was clearly taller and shamelessly enjoying the advantage. Kento eyed him warily. What was he planning in that big head of his?
He’d never been a small and demure omega. He was tall and fairly well-built–hauling heavy records dating back to a few decades ago gave him ample exercise, but under Satoru’s gaze, he couldn’t help but somehow melt. His instinct took over the good part of his brain, deriving potent pleasure from the position. It wasn’t often for Kento to be looked down on and the new experience now filled him with an impatience that itched under his collar.
He also had to contend with this abrupt, obtrusive need to run his hands over Satoru’s broad chest. Feel out every hardened edge under his sleek vest. He wished to find precisely how that concave stomach had filled out with muscles. How well-defined it’d gotten.
Was Satoru’s skin still warm as sunshine? Was the left underside of his arm ticklish still? Were his nipples the same rosy color? The fact had driven Kento mad in the past.
Fixed to his spot, Kento stood stock still when Satoru moved, his face coming inches within his own, his breath hot against his cheek, fogging up his glasses. Captive. He was utterly and hopelessly captive. And not an inch of him wanted to escape. Normally, his heart would be fighting for freedom, detesting the unwanted proximity. Alas, and as irrational as it was, Kento’s heart felt safe. It beat rapidly, but it was not the rhythm of an oncoming panicked episode. Nor was his breathing a product of anxiety. It was desire. Unfiltered, unbridled desire. The surprise of its announcement made his eyes widen as he took in Satoru’s hooded eyes and parted lips.
“What do you believe you are accomplishing?” Kento asked, belatedly noticing he was whispering. This moment was sacred.
Satoru’s eyes fell to his mouth. “I am saving you. Again.”
He gulped silently. “So soon? I hadn’t been aware I needed saving.”
“You are mistaken, Kento. You see,” his eyes twinkled, “heavy books can be very dangerous and they were about to topple all over your pretty head.” His voice retained some amusement, but not enough to hide the thick insinuation underneath. Pretty rolled off his tongue like confectionery.
My head is not pretty, Kento wanted to argue. But instead, what came out of his mouth was a soft murmuring, “Books care for my pretty head. They would never harm me.”
Satoru smiled. No... He beamed. His face was openly charmed by Kento’s light remark. “Books and I share a common interest then.”
His eyes widened but he controlled his expression. He had a lot of practice. “Never thought the day would come where you relate to books. But I am relieved your brain has also matured.”
Satoru’s amusement didn’t falter in the aftermath of Kento’s acerbic tongue, he seemed to derive more pleasure. “Insulting my intelligence and my control. That has to be a feat.”
The words came so swiftly to Kento, nothing could’ve stopped them. “I’m an accomplished man.”
Laughing, Satoru’s breath was hot against his cheek. Kento’s heart nearly stopped when he followed it with, “I am well aware of how accomplished you are,” because Satoru did not settle for speaking the word... he kissed their syllables into Kento’s cheek.
Heat traveled from Kento’s face down to his neck, turning his skin into a red map of how far Satoru’s influence extended. His knees were in danger of giving out. Taking a deep breath for steadiness but instead, he ended up inhaling too much of Satoru’s scent. Seeing as Kento’s omega nature was rather duller than others he knew, especially Yu, he was never truly bothered by alphas and their need to boast their virility in his accidental direction. Close proximity changed everything. That and...Satoru’s delectable scent. As Satoru’s body matured, so did his scent. Gone was the lightness of summertime from the picnic, replaced in its stead by a muskiness that hinted at overbearingness but not truly. It was a heavy scent, deep and powerful, and the more Kento took it in, the easier it wriggled under his skin, into his body. His omega reacted to it on a cellular level, his chest warming, his fingers itching to glance over the scent gland south of Satoru’s throat. He felt his Adam’s apple bob.
“What is that scent?” he asked, blaming it on inquisitiveness.
Satoru’s head tilted and as he was still close enough to kiss Kento’s cheek again, his answer sent vibrations down Kento’s spine. “Scent?”
He leaned back, pursing his lips. “I can’t decide if it’s agarwood or pine.” His voice sounded weak to his ears, affected.
Satoru’s smile widened, as if such a feat were possible since he was grinning from ear to ear. Proud of himself, wasn’t he? “I cannot tell you. I can’t smell it. What I smell is... sugar.”
“Sugar?” He frowned. Why would he smell sugar on Kento?
“You are blooming so sweetly, Kento,” he whispered and kissed Kento’s cheek again. “It’s turning me lightheaded,” he whispered against Kento’s ear before retreating. Kento couldn’t even think of lifting his fist and planting it in his jaw at the offensive brush of his lips against his skin. The strange thing was… he didn’t wish to push Satoru away. He wanted to pull him closer. “But you know what they say about sweets, can’t have too many of them. I’m not a big fan of dentists.”
He made his retreat slowly, giving Kento ample time to simply watch him, his mind caught in a whirlwind of emotions far too novel to decipher.
Dumbfounded, Kento was left to ponder Satoru’s and his own sanity for a long while before the weight of the book in his hand and the delicacy of his knees demanded he take a seat.
He dragged his feet to the desk set against the high windows. He’d prefer having the candle to illuminate the pages, but even if he had it still, he wouldn’t have been able to read a single word. His entire body shook like a leaf, the fresh memory of Satoru’s touch on him was far hotter than any melted wax. He rubbed his cheek and ear, once, twice, hoping to rub away the sensation of Satoru’s fingers, his lips, but the madness refused to budge. It settled on him like a blanket.
With a sigh, he threw his head into his hands and bemoaned his wretched luck. His body, on the other hand, was awakened. Every good sense of his flitting right out of him, as if he hadn’t spent the last decade training himself to be immune to alphas and their oppressive pheromones. He’d been assisted by his duller senses, too. As he suspected to be the only exception to that, Satoru’s scent was embedded into his very soul. It left Kento no choice but to sniff at his jacket, pathetically hoping to catch any remnants of it in the weave.
When he did discover it, at the top of his shoulder, he rubbed his cheek against it, a soft voice of yearning crying out from his throat. It was a voice belonging entirely to his omega and not one bit to him. Or so he tried to delude himself.
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Chapter Text

Once held within his lungs, Kento’s scent refused to part ways with Satoru’s mind. It wholly consumed him. An avenging spirit once gained power cackling in glee as it captured him whole.
He was growing ever so impatient with himself and easily aggravated by everything else every second of the day when he couldn’t personally slide his nose from the depth of Kento’s collar and nuzzle into his scent glands, taking a deep, greedy inhale all the while. He laid restless in bed for nights on end, hot and hard no matter how many times he took matters into his own hands, distraught by his alpha’s endless growling and later whimpering for Kento, counting the minutes until he could rise from bed and make his way to Kento’s home. Then, once he was there, he was bound by honor. Shackled too soundly to dishonor himself and Kento.
The rules of society dictated that he behaved like a gentleman and until Kento properly accepted his advances and wore Satoru’s wedding ring on his lovely finger, Satoru would behave himself.
For now at least.
If he had to settle for stealing yearning glances in Kento’s direction as Kento read on the settee before work then so be it. While Tomori embroidered, Satoru would be felled by his animalistic urges that screamed at him to rip Kento’s clothes off and mark him everywhere. He tried to soothe the beast, but every inch of skin Kento bared on accident—just wrist or the bit of skin of his ankles—made Satoru dig his nails into his palms until he’d ended up with permanent divots in his flesh.
Surely, Kento would not be so cruel as to force Satoru to wait much longer. Despite his most ardent, secret yearnings, his courting of Kento remained as it was for the next month; as jovial visitations and stolen moments during soirées and parties, surrounded by the very same society that convinced Kento of rejecting Satoru’s adoration.
Another thing Satoru detested was the temperamental weather. The clouds choked out the sunshine, turning the sky a murky gray that left him feeling stranded. Paired with a rising busyness managing his father’s estate left Satoru downright disheartened, staring up at the sky and cursing it.
“It is nearly July, for heaven’s sake. Lighten up a little, yeah?” Alas the time for play was over and he could not pretend oblivion regarding his responsibilities and dedicate the entirety of his efforts towards his goal of wooing Kento.
He cherished the very brief progress he’d made during their little tryst in the library. He could still see Kento’s heartbeat pulsing in his throat. His new responsibilities, however, only served the purpose of bothering him endlessly. He could not make new headway with Kento, not when he was trapped making visits to every single tenant of his father’s expansive lands and inquiring of their needs for the foreseeable future.
At least he had an apt assistant. Kusakabe was resourceful and undeniably useful to his father, which had earned him the position as groundskeeper.
“How many more?” Satoru asked, keeping the whine from his voice.
Kusakabe checked his timepiece. “A few hours or so.” Throwing a glance up, he noted, “If the weather permits it.”
For once, Satoru wished for rain. He wanted to run away from his duties without being labeled as a truant.
Alas, the sky was gloomy but not gloomy enough to herald rain. The rest of his morning and much of his afternoon were spent either waist deep in the sprawling fields, making small talk with Kusakabe and the tenants, or back at his office in his father’s estate, bent over correspondence letters. When he finally signed his last urgent missive, Satoru sat up, his back cracking in a satisfying pop.
The time wasn’t on his side, it was nearly dinner time and surely he would be a huge inconvenience to the Nanami household... Fortunately for him, Satoru had never developed a hint of shame. He threw his mother in her parlor a quick peck on her cheek on his way out.
“Where are you headed? Cook prepared your favorite. Cream puffs.” Masaki had a gleam in her eyes. She knew precisely the whereabouts of his comings and goings. She was probably society’s biggest gossip. But did she know that Cook was actually a very sweet woman named Michiri who had three grandchildren, pictures of whom she carried in her apron?
Despite her title and wealth, not once in the past months had Masaki shown a hint of disapproval for his unshrouded intentions. She’d been his avid audience of one whilst he grew up. Patiently listening to his retelling of his and Kento’s adventures.
“Have I ever told you how beautiful you are,” he said, evading answering her question.
Masaki hummed. “A hundred times or so.”
“Make that a sure hundred and one. You’re resplendent, Mama. Also, relay my apologies to Mrs. Michiri. I shall make sure to gorge myself on her artistry later tonight,” he murmured.
He made his retreat before he had to answer more questions. He had a mission. And a yearning to have unanswered.
Satoru wondered if he was a closeted masochist, or insane, for he performed the duties of a besotted man and received discouraging results that he disregarded with a remarkable ease. Today, he thought every morning, Kento would say yes. 
The coach was expecting him, Ijichi seated in one corner of the car, reading, and Satoru might have felt a smidgeon of outrage that he was so predictable, but he couldn’t. He couldn’t muster even an imitation of it as he was glad to be freed from needing to command.
In the carriage, Satoru kept an eye on the sky from his window, threatening it with a multitude of curses if it dared ruin his recovering evening now. He’d carried along a few letters to peruse but he couldn’t restrain his mind. It was caught in a circle of recalling that moment in the library with Kento.
The temerity that had emboldened him seemed almost fictitious now. He’d been seesawing between outrage at Kento’s disbelief of his praising his appearance and bemusement. How did Kento inspect his appearance in his looking glass every morning and look past his face? He was an amalgamation of everything Satoru enjoyed previewing. Thin eyebrows. Eyes as bright and emotive as warmed embers. A long, sturdy nose that begged to have its tip bitten. Lips that were scintillating in their hasty disapproval. Combined all together, Kento’s features were the definition of compelling. He’d called him striking in his youth and Satoru still stood by the judgment.
Nothing and no one compared to Kento.
So why was Kento so stubbornly refusing to believe that Satoru was wholeheartedly courting him? It was a conundrum he wished to disprove. An itch under his skin he needed to scour. One way or another, he would get it through Kento’s skull. As willful as Kento could be, Satoru could be even more obstinate.
He smiled in the privacy of a hand cupped over his chin, thinking of how he might scandalize Kento into staring at him like he’d gawked in that library. Darkness couldn’t have dared to disguise Kento’s hunger. He’d scented Satoru. The fine hint of spun sugar did not leave Satoru still, and even in bed, he was tormented by how inviting Kento smelled.
His mother had been wrong in one thing: his favorite dessert was cream puffs no more. It was Nanami Kento and his dizzying sweetness.
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
The weather turned consolingly gloomy and cloudy in the span of a few weeks, matching how Kento felt. During his thorough investigation into one of the accounts at the local branch of Nanami’s publishing houses, he discovered that a clerk was entering falsified sales entries. At first Kento assumed a simple case of miscalculations. However, upon further inspection, Kento came to the conclusion that it was a typical case of fraud. The employee was embezzling funds. The realization that the man was padding his own pockets did not make for a very agreeable day. Kento had to report the findings to his father. Pleased with Kento’s accuracy, Reito insisted Kento be the one to take care of the matter to its conclusion. Which meant Kento had to be the one to let an employee go. The alternative would involve the law but seeing as the man worked for them for close to six months and the issue only rose a month ago, Kento reasoned that the damage wasn’t extensive enough to require it.
He entered the house with a heart wearier than the one with which he’d walked out. He tried to take the whole ordeal in stride, considering it an opportunity for personal growth. But even as he walked across the floorboards leading him to the staircase at the center of the ground floor, his spirits were positively dampened. He did not foresee a positive outcome to come out of this no matter how he tried to spin it. He’d be depriving a man from his salary. He knew his sentimentality wasn’t a trait an aspiring businessman should retain but he couldn’t simply discard his emotions at the door before walking into the offices. Every person on the payroll was a part of his life. He regretted knowing that an employee of his family saw crime as a better solution than his pay.
An awaiting servant asked whether Kento would be joining the family for dinner as he sometimes preferred to take his meal in his chambers after long hours at work. He wasn’t one for clubs since most places didn’t welcome unmatched omegas so warmly. He felt it best he was left to his lonesome that particular evening. His father would likely wish to discuss the details of when and how Kento would proceed to fire the man, and he couldn’t stomach the thought of contemplating another person’s misfortune so cavalierly.
He was climbing up the stairs when the doorbell rang. He stood still, a sense of tension falling over him. His limbs were already weakened from the long day. All he wanted deeply was to soak in the tub and to fall asleep with the poetry book Satoru had gifted him. His body had been aching all over throughout the week, every sign pointing towards an upcoming heat; which he managed to keep at bay with drugs. The suppressants he required at his age and lack of sexual activity were potent, and they often left him in a fugue for days. He’d also need to arrange for some time off from work.
Before the butler answered the door, Kento had this premonition, like a string tugging at his heart, of knowing precisely who would be ringing their bell this late in the evening. He walked down the steps, gesturing for Komiyashi to go ahead and head to the dining room where the servant would be more of use.
Satoru was emitting light where he stood, at their front door, his eyes shadowed by the wide brim of his top hat. He took it off, and Kento noted his shaking fingers.
It was a particularly chilly evening, despite it being late June. His birthday was soon, he realized dully, his eyes tracing the rigid line of Satoru’s jaw.
“Satoru,” the word fell from his mouth like surrender. You, again.
Eyes glittering, Satoru beamed. Me, again. “Good evening. I hope I am not interrupting your dinner plans.”
“I– I wasn’t going to have any, matter of fact,” he disclosed, unsure why.
Satoru’s eyebrows furrowed briefly. “Why not?” He peered closer. “You are not on any dietary restrictions, are you? You’re practically as slender as a willow shoot is slender.”
Cheeks warming, Kento frowned. “I am not abstaining from food. I simply did not have any appetite.”
“Well, I have just the exercise that would awaken your hunger. Come along, Kento.” With a wink, Satoru asked, “Come on an adventure with me?”
A part of Kento wanted to take a step back and dismiss Satoru and his outrageous request, yet a bigger and more willful side of him wished to put his hand in Satoru’s offered palm and be whisked away like he’d been numerous times as a boy.
It was that latter part of him that prevailed. That made him stretch a hand out and accept Satoru’s offer. Caring not one bit for the impropriety of being unchaperoned whilst with a ‘suitor’. He hadn’t given any signs towards accepting Satoru’s advances, surely this one nightly excursion would be harmless.
“This is quite inappropriate, if you must know,” Kento remarked.
Satoru shrugged. “Ijichi’s waiting in the carriage.”
Satoru’s hand was warm against his, untouched by the evening air. Kento’s heart maintained a calming beat that swept over his agitated nerves. Smoothing them over.
His parents must grow curious as to why their front door was slammed shut at such an hour. The servants’ minds must be swirling with ideas. He could hear their whispers. Little mister Nanami went on a jaunt in the evening with the blue-eyed earl. He brushed aside the silly thought. Like the rest of Kento’s acquaintances, surely the people in his family’s employment knew not to fantasize too whimsically.
They walked along the outer gardens, the air hushed with the exception of the click of their shoes. The more minutes passed in Satoru’s company the easier Kento’s long day flitted to the back of his mind. He looked up at the sky, spotted the moon amidst all the clouds and basked in its luminance.
“Wonderful weather we are having,” he murmured.
“Do not even begin with the weather, Kento. It has been gloomy all day and now this.” Satoru frowned at the dark sky as if he might punish it for its crimes.
He couldn’t help but softly chuckle. “You must be having a grand time, then,” he said, amusement painting over his words.
Satoru gave him a crazed, wide-eyed look. “You know I prefer my days sunny and free of employment.”
He felt his smile lingering on his face at Satoru’s outrage. “Adulthood has a way of turning all one’s days into the opposite of sunny and free of employment.”
Groaning, Satoru rubbed his gloved hands over his face. “Every part of me wants to be in Australia right now.”
His steps faltered. His heart sank. “Do you truly?” The hint of sadness that slipped into his voice was not entirely part of his intention, but Kento couldn’t snatch the words from the air before they hit Satoru’s keen ears.
Satoru turned to him, eyes lowering to Kento’s chin. Was he frowning? Ah, he was. “I’d take you with me this time.”
The idea was as speculative as the boy Satoru used to be. “Not sure that would be wise, I have a lot of responsibilities here.”
A hand stretched out and before Kento could even begin to think of stepping back, Satoru was cupping his cheek. His touch awakened the nerves along Kento’s cheek and called forth all the blood in his body. It warmed instantly. “Would your responsibilities stand in the way of my whisking you away?”
He managed to roll his eyes while his breath caught in his throat. He turned his face away, dislodging Satoru’s touch from his skin. Even through his gloves, Satoru was warm and comforting.
Their walk resumed silently, appearing to be against Satoru’s wish as he opened and closed his mouth several times without a word parting from his mind. The familiar path past the stables led them to the very same lake in which they’d spent their afternoons as children and in which Kento sometimes took a dip. Kento looked out into the serene waters reflecting the moon and prayed for some higher power to lend him some of that quietude.
Eyes bore into his profile, he felt their gaze like a touch. His eyes remained facing forward out of sheer stubbornness. He did not know why Satoru insisted on paying him this much attention. Yet Kento hadn’t been capable of entirely discouraging him.
He opened his mouth to speak the words to reject Satoru’s advances just in time for the sky to open up and for a flood of rain to begin pattering over their heads. The storm progressed faster than Kento could blink thrice. His jacket was soaked and his body began shaking vigorously.
“Cursed weather!” Satoru hissed, taking Kento’s hand in his and urging him to follow. Dumbfounded by how he’d been betrayed by the very same sky which he’d been admiring, Kento went along with him. He didn’t pay heed to the tug with his gut that would propel him in pursuit of Satoru no matter where he took him. Childhood fancy and adult whimsy were heady colluding emotions.
Overhead, the deluge of summer rain only grew fiercer. The stiffness of Satoru’s coat signaled how heavily it must be weighing him down. Taking long strides with which Kento did not struggle too much to keep up, Satoru walked them into the only building in which they could take refuge. The stables. The small building was solemnly silent, not a living soul besides the agitated horses neighing uncomfortably from the sound of thunder.
Kento walked to one of the stalls and ran his hand along the elegant neck of a mare, soothing her with a hushed murmur. Only when he was about to lift his other hand did he realize it was still within Satoru’s hold.
Cheeks warm, he shook off Satoru’s hold, but it did not budge.
“Unhand me, Satoru.”
Looking down at their intertwined fingers; five encased in wet cotton, five not, Satoru shook his head. “Your hand is cold.”
“And your glove is soaked wet.” He paired the contesting observation with a shudder to which Satoru reacted by releasing Kento’s hand then proceeding to pull off his glove with his teeth and dropping it to the ground.
He grasped Kento’s hand once again and the warmth of direct contact jolted electricity through Kento’s frame. He wasn't afraid. Nor was he conflicted. Rather he was moved by the gesture of Satoru wishing to warm his skin.
“Come here,” Satoru murmured. Curious, Kento did. He could not let go of Satoru for some reason.
One of the stalls was empty, its occupant having been sold a few weeks ago. Kento’s father hadn’t had the time to occupy it with another horse. In the corner of the swept stall, there was a pile of hay stacks, neatly piled atop one another. That was where Satoru sat him. The stray piece of hay poked through his trousers and pinched his skin.
Satoru did not notice his flinch. Instead, he was saying, “Take off your coat.”
Aghast, he exclaimed, “No!” He crossed his hands over his chest for good measure.
Satoru rolled his eyes. “Our wet clothes will only make matters worse,” he explained as he began working the buttons of his jacket loose.
Kento’s lips parted as he took in the sight of Satoru’s fingers working meticulously, freeing every button from its hole like a well-oiled machine. So he hadn’t been entirely dependent on a valet.
Satoru’s jacket fell with a loud thud to the ground, and seeing as he wasn’t wearing a vest, Satoru could hastily pull the hem of his shirt out from the confines of his breaches. A sliver of his stomach showed and the blood in Kento’s body traveled south, his abandoned neither region awakened. His throat was dry, only dreaming of ever being quenched. His lips were parted in a pant and as much as he tried, he couldn’t cease licking some moisture into them.
Smoothly, Satoru ripped off his cravat then stretched his arms over his head and grabbed hold of the back of his shirt collar. In one dashingly economic move, Satoru’s chest was bared. It glistened, tendrils of rainwater that slid down Satoru’s face flowing freely over the hard planes of his chest.
For the life of him, Kento could not tear his eyes away from the scene unfurling in front of him. Every instinct of his begged him to continue watching, continue feasting his eyes on the marvel that was Gojo Satoru’s matured body. But his better senses knew getting caught ogling would leave him in a fairly compromised position.
Alas, the connection between the concept of looking away and not was slower than Satoru’s sharp eyes. Their gazes locked. Satoru’s knowing. Kento’s panicked.
“Enjoying your view?” Satoru asked, following with a soft tsk of disapproval. “And still dressed, I see.”
“I– I am not getting shirtless!” He did not put down the hands on his chest no matter how silly he felt having them up like some poor excuse of a shield. His nipples were feeling the chill settling into his body. Aching for more than one reason. His eyes fell on Satoru’s mouth and his mind wondered at how that heat might feel against his nipples.
But he could no longer ignore his need to at least take off his jacket since it was growing scratchy and uncomfortable. He reluctantly performed the harrowing task, averting his eyes. But when they eventually drifted to Satoru’s face, he nearly blanched at the way Satoru was shamelessly staring at him. The pressure in the air grew heavier. Kento’s breaths struggled to make it all the way to his lungs.
Warmth from his cheeks slipped down his neck and onto his upper chest. His shirt was clinging to his body, and there was no mistaking the way Satoru drank in the sight of how hard Kento’s nipples were poking through the fabric.
Before he could cover his chest with his hands again, Satoru was kneeling in front of him. His chest was pink and rose raggedly as Satoru sucked in breath. His eyes were brighter than the moon, and as lightning and thunder collaborated to turn this previously peaceful night chaotic, their only illumination was blown by a sharp gust of wind.
Kento’s eyes widened, and through the dots of drying water on his lenses, he saw Satoru lick his lower lip. His tongue was that luscious shade of pink, dragging slowly, tantalizingly over the fleshy bit of his lip. For a mistaken second, Kento imagined that tongue on his lips. On his neck. Drawing a moan from his throat.
His body lit up, his omega stretching out his needy hands and placing them on Satoru’s bare shoulders, and the brush of his fingertips along hard sinew made his body shiver. Suddenly, all he could do was recall the feel of Satoru’s lips on his cheek and how he wanted them on his mouth instead.
Kento’s eyes lowered, watching the way Satoru’s chest rose and fell, a hitched rhythm that matched his own breathing. The space between them was charged, the flowing pheromones tinged with a deep and luscious need. Satoru’s scent. The woods. The sea. The entire world. It all came to suffocate Kento’s nose. He leaned in and inhaled deeply, wanting more of it.
“Kento, you–” Satoru paused, gulping. His voice was scratchy. “You’re going into a pre-heat.”
“I do not have the slightest care,” he whispered, all of his good sense flying right out of his ears. The space formerly occupied by his propriety was now clogged by this animal that wanted to take a bite of Satoru’s neck. Wanted to brand him. Not the other way around.
Yet just as he was about to lean forward and plant a kiss on Satoru, he was gently pushed away. “Not like this,” Satoru muttered. His eyes were clouded over, his cheeks burning. “Not because you’re under the influence of hormones.” His face was crushed into an expression of agony but Satoru couldn’t possibly know a hint of the agony Kento endured the past ten years.
Ignorant, Satoru began to pepper him with questions about his heat. “When was the last time you had one?”
“A few months ago,” he muttered sullenly. Refusing to confess that he’d been too relaxed in keeping track. It wasn’t entirely his fault, his heat was a moody phenomena that appeared at highly specific times. A year ago, he’d gone eight months without an explanation as to why. His physician had been as perplexed as Kento.
Satoru’s eyebrows knit in worry. “Do you always have such irregular heats?”
“Sometimes.” He sighed. “Why does it matter to you?”
“It matters to me because it’s your heat,” Satoru said, his voice low. “Everything about you matters to me.” Yet the hands he had on Kento’s skin did not move to soothe the agitating sensation crawling Kento’s body. He didn’t attempt to soothe him the most effective way they both know how an alpha soothed an omega.
Frowning, Kento came down from that high alarmingly fast. His hands fisted by his sides, his body protesting the space keeping them apart, but space was useful in helping his brain process what had nearly just happened. He almost kissed Satoru whilst entirely under the thrall of his baser instincts.
Ashamed, he looked away.
But before he could apologize and recoil into a corner, Satoru was wrapping his hands around his cheeks, his smile sweet and gentle. He rubbed more warmth into Kento’s face. “I want you to choose me while entirely aware that you are choosing me. I want you to want me like I want you, purposefully.”
Tears stung his eyes, but Kento blamed it on his hormones. He knew the feelings surging up his stomach and flooding his mouth were nothing but a physiological reaction. Perhaps even his childhood memories turning him into a version to which he was unaccustomed. Still, he couldn’t even bear the thought of voicing such paltry excuses. He knew, somehow, that his life had changed in fundamental ways.
His chin jerked in a nod, whispering, “Nothing I say could ever discourage you from your purpose, could it?.”
Satoru tilted his head. “Absolutely not.”
He blinked rapidly. “So you mean it then? You mean to court me?” Even through the haze clouding his mind, Kento recognized the tendrils of happiness brought forth by Satoru’s endeavor.
Not that he couldn’t admit that the idea alone was preposterous. Why would Satoru want him when he could have anyone? He could have his pick of any eligible omega. He could have a prince if he wished. Why did he settle for a pauper who hadn’t had a single suitor since he’d come of age? Rather than ask the pathetic questions and further shame himself, Kento clamped his teeth over his lips and swallowed them back.
Satoru was understanding of his reticence. He tilted his head and asked, “Shall I take you home, then?”
He looked up, his expression fighting against this burning in his gut. “I am home. You’re the one who needs to go home. I can make it back to the house just fine on my own.”
“Not in this state,” Satoru murmured, sighing. “I refuse to leave you while you clearly need me.”
That was true but he wasn’t about to admit it. He was too prideful to admit that for the longest time, he’d needed someone—no, not someone but the one. The one kneeling in front of him and looking at him with eyes filled with affection. Kento’s legs were embarrassingly weak, and by each passing second, his rising temperature turned his vision blurry and unfocused. His heat was upon him more intensely than it had ever attacked him before. He wondered if the proximity to Satoru the past months had a hand in it.
“You have no idea how difficult it is for me to resist you,” Satoru murmured as if lost in thought. Kento’s eyes lifted to Satoru’s face. He saw the way the dark pupils dilated, eating up the blue until it was a mere cerulean clinging to the outer circle of his irises. Like a surging wave, his pheromones rushed out of him, filling the stall with the sweetness Satoru had proclaimed to like.
He frowned at his unconscious attempt to lure Satoru. “Then why do you resist? Is taking not in every alpha’s nature?” Or was Kento not pretty enough to be taken?
Satoru gave him a dry chuckle. “Taking liberties with your body while you cannot truly consent isn’t something I desire.”
What do you desire? He wished to ask but couldn’t, for fear that Satoru might tell him and pierce a hole through his chest with his unerring honesty.
“Do you think you can suffer a short trot back to the main house?” Satoru asked, bending low for his shirt. He dressed in the soggy garment with a grimace.
Kento nodded. “I believe so.”
With that decided, Satoru led him to another stall, murmuring gently to a rather large horse as he saddled it. His skill with the animal flooded Kento’s chest with warmth. Black and sleek, the horse he’d picked out was every bit a reminder of Satoru’s preference for pretty things. He assisted Kento onto the horse’s back then followed suit.
Knowing Satoru would be riding the horse behind him was one thing, feeling Satoru’s chest flush against his back was a wholly different sensation. Satoru was solid and powerful, heat simmering where their bodies touched. The hair on Kento’s skin bristled at the contact and not two steps out of the stables, Kento was craning his head back.
A soft sound left Satoru’s mouth. Kento wondered at the kind of look in his eyes whilst he relaxed against him. His neck was on display, surrendering to Satoru’s mercy and self control as Kento possessed none in his predicament. Alas, nothing came from his poor attempt at seduction. He wasn’t entirely discouraged, however, as he could feel Satoru’s heart beat against his back.
Encased in Satoru’s embrace as he held the reins, Kento allowed his eyes to relax, feeling the misting of a slowing downpour dust his cheekbones.
After a few more minutes of simply this, Kento’s head resting on Satoru’s shoulder, Satoru’s breath fanning against Kento’s neck, the silence broke.
“You are testing my control, Kento.” He shivered when Satoru’s growl traveled into his ear.
Madness took over him, lending him some courage in looking back at Satoru’s wild eyes and saying, “I cannot explain how truly thankful I am for your self-restraint.” With a sigh, he confessed, “I believe I have none of my own.”
He gasped, the sound sharp, when a pair of lips brushed along the shell of his ear. Satoru’s voice was strangled as he hissed, “I am being devised of my good senses, Kento. By you.”
Unthinkingly, which was mainly the issue, Kento arched his head until it rested further along Satoru’s shoulder, rubbing his cheek against Satoru’s neck and humming at the whiff of that maddening scent. The horse continued in its gentle stroll, and its slow pace had Kento’s hips naturally rolling back into Satoru. He felt Satoru’s arms bunch where they framed his middle, testing their strength perhaps. He glanced back and saw the way Satoru’s knuckles went white, fisting the reins.
Kento’s heat loosened his tongue and he found himself murmuring, “You smell like sunshine even now, like I could roll around with you in a field and not know the difference of day and night.”
“This has to be the longest horseback ride of my life,” Satoru grunted in response.
Chuckling softly, Kento turned his face to retort when his heart thudded weakly in his throat. Satoru’s pained expression was a hair’s breadth away from his. His jaw ticked in a clear sign of his restraint. Sensing their dilemma, the horse slowed into a pause and the silence stretched between them, interspersed by the faint sound of raindrops dripping from the tree branches around them.
Their eyes locked in a moment that stretched like eternity. Kento saw a future he could only dream of having. A future with Satoru. Of a warm house filled with noise. Of a child or two (or five, if he guessed at Satoru’s need for constant company) running around, getting between his feet, begging to be held. Children with gossamer hair and twinkling eyes, mischievous and serious in equal measures. Children of their own.
It would be so simple, so perfect, to ignore Satoru’s proclamation and steal that kiss from his lips, but Satoru must be stronger than he was, for his arms tightened around Kento’s waist and his face dipped, landing precisely on the sensitized area between Kento’s jaw and shoulder, burying his nose in Kento’s scent gland.
Kento’s lips parted on a whisper of a sigh, a hint of a moan that would destroy him come morning, but now, he couldn’t unspool the desire and need from one another. He couldn’t bear it. It wasn’t his heat alone that made his whole body throb, it was Satoru.
Satoru’s scent, the weight of his arms, like a vice around his middle, the strength of his chest against his, everything in Kento called for more. He canted his head back and an involuntary whimper fell from his lips.
Satoru’s lips grazed his neck, hot yet wet from the rain. “You unmake me, Kento.”
Kento’s hair rustled against Satoru’s shoulder, and he blinked unseeingly up at the sky, wondering how much his body yearned to be taken just then. And how much he wished for it as well. “Satoru,” he called out, the sound broken by need.
“You must think me a brute,” Satoru murmured against his neck.
Kento shook his head. No. He could feel Satoru’s self control, could feel his strength strain against his base instinct as Kento himself fought back from the powerful urge rushing through him.
His body reacted in ways he had only been informed of as a young boy. Tomori had whispered the words with an abashed look. His cheeks flamed now at the realization that he was going through his first proper heat. He’d been spared the full force of them all his life, and something told him his closeness to Satoru had supplied power to the beast inside him.
After what seemed like long minutes of having Satoru huff against his neck, his lips a soft press to his pulse, their horse finally reached the gardens a few paces from the Nanami manor.
Shuddering, Satoru pulled back and Kento was shame faced at the deep, loud whimper of agony that left his lips. His bones creaked as he attempted to dismount on his own, ignoring Satoru’s outstretched arms.
When his knees nearly gave out, Satoru huffed. “Would you just accept my aid?” He stubbornly remained in position, ready to catch Kento.
“It might mortify me to death,” he grunted, still putting his hand in Satoru’s outstretched palm. It was a way to settle for some form of contact without offering that beast inside him a too heady temptation it couldn’t resist.
His fingers settled once they had Satoru’s warmth wrapped around them.
Unlike his heat, Satoru was like the sun after a long dreary winter. A bliss he hadn’t known he craved. Kento stood on very shaky legs and looked up at the sky, his eyes dipping from the perfect luminance of the moon to the brightness that rivaled it; Satoru’s eyes.
His pupils had finally returned back to normal, and Kento was nearly toppled over from the relief he felt at seeing that familiar blue. His mind called forth a journal he’d read, in which the pirating cook had described an All Blue sea, filled with the world’s most sumptuous delights. He wished to meet the man and inform him of how wrong he was.
Satoru held his hand for a long moment, simply gazing at his face. His expression was plainly adoring in a manner to which Kento wasn’t acclimated.
Out of self-consciousness, Kento asked, “Is there something on my face?”
“Only the loveliest pair of eyes,” Satoru sighed, his hand tightening over Kento’s.
Blushing, he looked away. “Stop jesting.”
“I am not.” Lifting his face, Satoru murmured, “Your eyes constitute my most favorite sight in the whole world.”
“Have you seen the whole world in order to make such an uninformed statement?” He was retaliating mostly out of embarrassment. How could Satoru say such words and look utterly unashamed?
Satoru’s smile was small but sure. “I am looking at my whole world.”
Cheeks burning, Kento made a derisive sound. “I believe that signals how we both need to rest. Good night, Satoru.”
Yet when he pulled to free his hand, Satoru refused to let go.
“First tell me what has been bothering you tonight,” he requested. A sweet “Please” tagged like an incantation.
And it worked. Kento’s tongue loosened and he expelled the details of the sort of long, tiresome day he’d had. The wreck of having to discover such an unseemly crime committed in his father’s own company, then being handed the responsibility for letting that person go.
“A part of me wonders if they’d done it to save their family from hunger,” he muttered finally, rubbing his free hand along his other arm. The rain had stopped a while back but the air was nippy. The conversation was helping him recalibrate his brain. “Confirming that will only make the task even more horrible.”
Satoru’s thumb brushed along the back of Kento’s hand. Electric. “You can’t know that for sure. Would you like to inquire of their situation first?”
He tilted his head up. “I can do that?”
“Sure you can. I’ll accompany you if you’re scared,” Satoru suggested with a roguish smile.
He rolled his eyes. “I am not scared.” He was terrified. He’d be robbing a person, despite having stolen from his family, of their living. He’d carry the responsibility for as long as he lived. That was the kind of person Kento was and he wasn’t about to change.
After a moment of consideration, he asked, “When are you most available?”
Satoru’s beam was blinding. “For you? Anytime you wish, sugar.” Then, as if remembering something crucial, he shed his jacket and wrapped it around Kento’s shoulders. “To help you out in the oncoming days.”
Perplexed, Kento only realized Satoru’s meaning when he took a deep breath. Almost instantly, his heat flared up, his body tensing. More. He was burying his nose into the collar of the jacket, all under Satoru’s watchful eyes, uncaring for how he appeared.
“Bloody damn, Kento, you make me wish to lay you down and show you how your heat is supposed to be soothed,” Satoru growled, his hand flexing around Kento’s arms.
Shuddering, he panted, “Don’t you dare. You promised.”
Satoru nodded though the jerk of his chin seemed almost painful. “I did. Now, run off before I do something we’d both regret in the morning.”
He shook off Satoru’s powerful hold and walked away, only minorly inconvenienced by the ache in his lower stomach and the fact that his body properly betrayed him in ways he didn’t wish to address even in the deep recesses of his mind.
“Good night, Satoru,” he said, hand outstretched for the front door.
Satoru’s voice was carried by a soft wind, “Good night, Kento.”
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Chapter Text

The front door closed with a heavy thud behind Kento and signaled his knees to utterly give all pretenses. He dropped to the floor in a heap, clutching Satoru’s jacket. The itch that began in his middle spread across his body like an overzealous cartographer who wished to discover all of Kento’s weak spots. Faintly, he registered the soft sound of footsteps coming towards him, followed by inquiry of where he’d been but not who had accompanied him on his outing. The answer to that would surely be stamped onto everyone’s tongues. The Earl Gojo Satoru took the young master out. Unchaperoned. Despite the knowledge that this could possibly ruin him, Kento was in a far too addled state to consider such consequences. All he desired was to curl inside his bed for as long as the wave of lava wrapped around him. His skin was feverish and clammy, his body aching for Satoru. He clamped his mouth shut and through blurred eyes, allowed his father to carry him to his chambers. He saw Tomori wring her handkerchief in her hands, eyes concerned, behind them.
Once he was finally laid in his bedroom, Kento clung to enough rationality to twist his body into a small ball, with Satoru’s jacket in his arms, hiding it. Its scent wriggled into his nose and he let out a pathetic mewl. He didn’t know how long his parents stayed by his side. That first night, he simply knew that their hands on his forehead were cool and gentle, their voices hushed as they murmured about his heat. Whether he’d been prepared or not, Kento nonetheless suffered the repercussions brought on by his heat. His first true heat. His mother sounded so proud and jubilant and only mildly concerned for his health in the morning when she arrived to deliver his breakfast and some medicine to soothe his headache. He didn’t have the strength or heart to tell her he needed no nourishment or treatment; the jacket he hid from her peering eyes was solution enough.
She came to the conclusion that he wished to suffer this alone on her own, and peer as she did, she did not discover the secret Kento kept from her. She mercifully instead began bringing him sweets and steaming cups of herbal tea, of which he only sampled a bite or a sip to appease her.
Although there were plenty of willing servants to wait on him, Tomori informed him that she wanted to take care of him herself, seeing as he’d never had a true heat before. Though she followed her proclamation by reminding him that had he snagged an alpha, he needn’t suffer at all. “I remember my first heat… Your father was of great assistance,” she added with a giggle.
He rolled away from her with a deep growl he could not suppress. He was too tired out, too fevered, to deal with her hope. And he was too occupied with the throb in his body. Every inch of him was acknowledging her remark by desiring an alpha. Even his hands ached for a strong hold to push them down onto the mattress.
Once blissfully left to his own devices, Kento was free to contemplate the wreck of his body. His lower half was especially merciless. Slick slid from anatomy he’d not considered slickening. It was an almost constant torture, requiring routine changing of his bed sheets. Thankfully, their servants were mostly betas, as those who were alphas were given the time off at his behest. He didn’t wish to inconvenience them. Whatever his conception of heat cycles had been in the past; it was false. He’d been bedridden, but not like this. His whole body was twisting in agony, his cunt fluttering, empty and sore. The ache did not exist solely in his sex. It extended everywhere. His mouth, his eyes, his throat, they all begged for Satoru.
He had no concrete control over his pheromones. They leaked from every pore, thickening the air. He still couldn’t smell them properly, only the hint of something...sweet. As Satoru had said. Just the thought of Satoru made Kento’s eyes fill with tears of longing. He covered his face and let out a sob.
His physical absence feels like a crater in the middle of me. I shall never be whole again without him.
That first harrowing day, Kento had been ensnared by dejection, his heart weakened by the lack of contact. Not even a letter. Again. Just like those long nine years and nine months. He was only assisted by Satoru’s potent smell from his jacket, which regrettably grew fainter from how often Kento ejaculated with it in his arms, spurts of his cum replacing Satoru’s scent with his own.
His first troublesome nights with the heat taught him how pathetic the human body could get as he was choked by longing that made him mad. He rutted into his sheets, whimpering, crying out Satoru’s name despite being adamant on not accepting his aid. Foolish past-him. Kento wished to strangle the version of him from last night that didn’t beg fervently enough. That didn’t throw him into Satoru’s arms and demanded he take responsibility. No omega should suffer like without their alpha, and with someone as willing as Satoru, Kento could’ve saved himself all this pain.
Kento’s poor wrist ached from how often he found himself fingering his cunt. The word echoing in his head, burning his cheeks. He was reduced to feeling like an insatiable animal. A nymphomaniac. The shame did not pause his movements, did not dull the excitement of discovering how sopping wet his folds got. Screwing his eyes shut, Kento panted as his fingers traced the smooth folds, gathering the wet in the palm of his hand, then plunging his fingers, two then three at a time, simply to find some relief. It did not come. No matter how many times his body was seized by orgasm, the glow lasted mere seconds after which he resumed his torture of attempting and failing to achieve something only Satoru could accomplish.
Waking up, however, Kento was greeted by sweet salvation in the form of his favorite. Miri was a cheerful servant girl, and on any other day, Kento would be happy to see her, but it was the thick envelope she carried on a platter that made him cry out in joy. He nearly ripped into it with his teeth but abstained until she was gone from the room. He buried his nose into the creases in the rich paper. There. He moaned. Satoru’s smell. Deep and pungent. He wasn’t proud of the way he rubbed the sheaf of papers over his face, his neck, and pressed them to his chest. His heart throbbed. One part insanity, one part longing.
He read the letter’s highly anticipated contents with one hand gripping the papers and another wrapped around his turgid cock. He wished for a second pair of hands so he could press their fingers deep within him and fill up his gaping holes. All two of them.
Dear Kento, it thus began, and Kento whimpered at the lovely way Satoru penned his name. With little swirls for his initial letter. His body was caught in an orgasm that he only registered because he needed to mop up the mess—by then, his release was watery. Satoru’s handwriting had improved impeccably since that first letter, in which he’d addressed Kento as his Dearest Adventurer.
With the jacket bitten ruthlessly between his teeth, Kento rubbed his cock furiously, already hard again after that weak orgasm giving him no respite from the embarrassment of arousal. He moaned pitifully, progressing not even halfway through the innocuous letter that informed him of how Satoru had encouraged Suguru’s interest in his friend before he abandoned his reading and simply inhaled Satoru’s scent on the paper. He closed his eyes and pictured Satoru placing the paper to his neck, infusing it with his scent as much as possible, knowing what Kento would do with it. It sparkled in Kento’s mind, turning him into a monster that writhed and groaned—torn apart by a power beyond his grasp.
In his worsened haze, Kento could not spare a thought, too preoccupied with the sad state of himself, on all fours, humping into a jacket that would need to be disposed of from how stiff it’d gotten from his spunk. Face aflame, Kento screamed weakly upon reading that final line in the letter. Yours forevermore.
Satoru hadn’t even needed to sign his name and Kento was shuddering, his bones trembling under his taut skin.
Finally, on the third morning, Kento regained some semblance of rationality. Before he could acknowledge the depravity of his actions, he wrinkled his nose at the acrid evidence of his heat. Physically stronger than he’d felt the past two days, Kento stripped the bed and called for a servant. Advising them to put on a covering to dilute the stench.
Miri assured him that she didn’t detect a thing beyond normal. He shook his head, staring forlornly at the piles of sheets accumulated at the foot of his bed–he was in desperate need for a soak, maybe even a proper scrubbing until his skin was lobster red. When he expressed such desires, Miri helped him into the adjoining bathroom after drawing him a bath.
Uncomfortable with being waited on warred with the remaining aches in his body, his lower back especially throbbed. Had he truly contemplated thrusting his entire fist into himself just to relieve the emptiness? He allowed Miri to assist him in washing his hair as his arms gave up after a few futile rubs at his scalp. She was rather brusque with him, which he appreciated gratefully.
After he was properly washed from head to toe, Miri drew him another bath in which he could soak, scented with roses so it’d soothe his nerves. He sighed happily upon sinking into the gilded tub.
She moved to leave him to enjoy some privacy. Before she left Kento asked her to fetch him his portable desk, some papers, his inkwell, and quill.
Miri gladly agreed, chirping, “Anything else, sir?”
“That will be all. Thank you so much.”
She curtsied and left the room.
His arm glistened from the water but he dried it thoroughly lest he ruin the paper by getting it wet. Taking a deep breath, he began writing.
He contemplated sending the letter for a long hour, during which he got dressed, enjoyed a breakfast in the privacy of his room considering his parents were both quite sensitive and, according to Tomori, he reeked still. When the clock struck eleven and the sun began to settle into the center of the sky, Kento sent off his letter. He’d used his most precious stationery. He hoped Satoru recognized the depth of his gesture.
An hour later, his answer was yet another letter. This time Kento didn’t tear into it with his teeth, not only due to the return of his rationality but also because Miri waited by his side, giggling at his blushing cheeks.
“You can go now, Miri,” he dismissed her.
She curtsied and closed the door behind her. He sighed. Snagging his letter opener from his desk, he disclosed the sheaf of paper within.
And a smile spread over his lips.

Dearest Kento,


I hope by now that you are feeling a smidgeon better. I have heard that heats make for a troublesome time. The information came from a very trusted source. Knowing you, I doubt it lasted more than a few minutes before you forced it to submit to your stern will.

He laughed. “The reality is far from the truth,” he murmured, then caught what he’d just done. He’d replied aloud to Satoru’s words. Dismayed despite being alone, he covered his mouth and continued to read.

For me, the past two days were utterly abysmal in your absence. Though you never quite left my mind. I’d wake up, hear the birds chirping, and think, “Kento would either delight in that or call for his pistol to shoot the birds dead.”

Kento coughed out an offended chuckle. He would not harm any innocent creature, though he enjoyed a peaceful morning.

Then I thought it over and dashed the thought from my mind. You are as gentle as a feather to animals. It’s people who’d push you to grab a gun. I know I have a few people who I’d use as target practice. 

The letter went on to inform Kento all about Satoru’s infuriating new business associate, some man by the name of Kenjaku, who had these ideas on how to combine their businesses and allow them to ‘flourish’. He frowned in disapproval.
Any smart man listening to his blathering would know he was the most idiotic creature on earth. A merge would be catastrophic. The Gojo Estate has survived for centuries. I wouldn’t be the man to burn it to the ground by listening to some idiot’s grandiose plans. Mind you, his poorly thought of plans.

The entire time I was forced to listen to him, I instead conjured you into the room. I looked at your face in my mind’s eye and that offered some solace. I saw your glorious eyes, and knew precisely how they might roll in condescension at the drivel we were forced to hear. Your pert mouth and how you’d press your lips in that perfectly straight line, showing your displeasure without a care. That has always fascinated me. Whilst I smile and nod in empty agreement, you never shy from showing buffoons precisely what you think of them. 

Heart thudding in his chest, Kento couldn’t hide the lightness that swept through him. Never had he been offered such honest and romantic words. He’d never had poetry written about his beauty. He traced the words ‘your lips’ and felt them curl into a small albeit bright smile. The letter alas didn’t go on for much longer. Satoru inquired of his health and expressed a wish to see him.
Spurred by that last, familiar line, Yours Forevermore Kento reached for his pen and paper and jotted another reply. Miri was more than thrilled to run down to the Gojo house to deliver it herself.
With no time to regret such a hasty invitation, Kento made his way downstairs. Tomori greeted him with a wrinkled nose.
“Do I smell that bad?”
“Not bad, darling, just... strong. I imagine you’ll need to learn how to get it under control. And soon,” she murmured with a knowing look. Nothing went unknown by the matriarch of the family.
He sat up straight. “How do you do it?”
She pursed her lips in contemplation, then loosened them to sip from her tea.
Finally, whilst Kento waited impatiently, she said, “Imagine your pheromones like a shawl, or a jacket in your case, you always have it on you. They aren’t heavy but their presence is felt in your gut.” She leaned over and patted his stomach. He smiled at her metaphor. “Now, picture tightening that jacket tighter around yourself, turning it into a second skin.”
Thanks to his heat, Kento could now properly scent his pheromones and her explanation did not seem entirely unfathomable. He shut his eyes and closed his fingers in two fists over his thighs. He pictured it. The jacket of pheromones clasping around his chest. Tighter. Hm. It didn’t feel hot and uncomfortable like it did during his heat, but soothing. Like skin but slightly thicker. He opened his eyes to find Tomori beaming at him.
“I am so proud to have such a smart boy for a son,” she murmured, patting his hand.
“Did I succeed?” he asked.
Tomori lifted an eyebrow. “Do you imagine yourself failing at anything?”
So he’d managed to pull back his pheromones. He wished to test it out on someone else but seeing as his father’s routine after retirement took him out into the greenhouse every day from nine to four, he would need to wait.
Not for much longer, apparently, for the bell rang, heralding the arrival of his guest. His most welcome guest.
Shyness covered Kento’s skin in goose bumps but he placed his most neutral expression on his face and pretended their encounter from three nights ago was a simple blip. He’d been in heat; what he’d done and said were simple physiological reactions. The blathering of a madman. Everything he did now would be on purpose.
As would Satoru’s actions be on purpose.
Satoru walked in dressed in a dark jacket paired with a periwinkle waistcoat atop a cream shirt that highlighted the fairness of his skin. His trousers were the same dark hue and he had a charming gold chain attached to the watch tucked into his pocket. He took off his hat as soon as he walked in, his face awash in glee.
“Good day, Mrs. Nanami.” He turned his eyes to Kento and they seemed almost brighter. “Kento,” he breathed.
He stepped close enough for Kento to detect that hint of soothing depth to his scent, of which he took a long inhale before he heard his mother’s soft giggle.
“I will go and let Miri know we’re in need of a fresh pot,” she murmured, taking her leave despite the teapot being just brought in. He didn’t miss her intention but he was grateful for the privacy.
“Would you like to sit down?” Kento offered, feeling some shyness despite his adamant resolution to be unaffected.
Satoru waived the armchair he’d preferred on his every other visit and sat on the cushion beside Kento. The couch was set against the open window, and the soft light brushed along the tops of Satoru’s cheekbones, glinting flirtatiously against his feather-soft eyelashes.
“Must we sit this close?” Kento asked, arching an eyebrow. Their trousers brushed and he felt the touch of it like a hand caressing his leg. He pulled his knee in the opposite direction.
Satoru shrugged. “Why would I bother to sit anywhere but here?” Shaking his head, he leaned in and asked, “How are you feeling?”
Kento opened his mouth to answer but he caught the sight of the box Satoru had set upon the table. “What is that?”
“You finally noticed it. I imagined it’d take you a few more minutes but I suppose I underestimated your nose.”
“My nose?”
Satoru gave him a private smile and winked. “I stopped at Tendo’s. Got you an early birthday gift.”
Tendo Satori’s Confectionary Shop was the newest, most popular, and busiest bakery in town. Patrons needed to write in their requests weeks ahead of time for any availability. The fact that Satoru had managed a sizable box of their baked goods warmed Kento’s heart. For his birthday, too. Impulsively, he motioned for Satoru to hand it over. Their hands were both gloved yet Kento was unable to ignore the pounding of his heart, thinking of what it’d been like to touch Satoru’s skin without obstruction.
He managed to receive the box without having his whole face set on fire but he couldn’t deny that it was hard and growing harder to ignore the way his body yearned to be in close contact with Satoru.
As the tea was served, Kento murmured his thanks for the treat as Tendo’s buttery croissants were heavenly. He ate two, listening to Satoru expound on his further meetings with that reprehensible man, Kenjaku.
“That is a concern wholly reserved for my poor self, yet I fear I’ve overburdened you with my talk,” Satoru said finally, a guilty look on his face.
Kento shrugged. He enjoyed Satoru talking, and imagined he’d listen to him speak of a speck of dust. “Never mind that. Never mind that man. He is delusional.”
Satoru smiled. “I knew you’d share my sentiment.” His hand lifted yet did not come in contact with Kento’s cheek. “There are crumbs on your lips,” he said instead, lowering his hand.
Kento’s face burned as he wiped his mouth, not out of shame for eating so slovenly, but because he wanted Satoru to breach the space between them and touch his mouth.
To distract his own erroneous thoughts, he said, “I have found the employee’s address.” He smiled proudly. “Fairly easily, too.”
“I’m impressed,” Satoru said, lifting his eyebrows at Kento’s story of how he’d slipped into his father’s office and stole out with a slip of paper, scribbled onto which was the address of the man he needed to fire.
“Shall we head on our redemption date then?” Satoru murmured.
Kento sighed. “Would you consider anything a date-like situation?”
Satoru shrugged. “I don’t see why I’d deprive myself of the opportunity so yes.”
Kento cocked his head and took in Satoru’s unleashed smile. It stole his breath away. After a moment of recovering, he murmured, “I have a feeling very little discourages you from labeling anything and everything as a date.”
Satoru kissed his teeth, though his cheeks were glowing faintly. “Don’t ruin my pleasure, Kento. It isn’t every day that I get to spend quality time with you. This is special to me, you must know that.”
He blinked at the intent stare with which Satoru was fixing him. “It… is?”
He disliked the hesitance in his voice. But he discovered it was soothed by Satoru’s stretched out hand. Grasping his. “So very remarkably special.”
And it was in that offered hand that Kento found some semblance of peace. He could accept Satoru’s honesty without falling too deeply into the claws of delusion. He was allowed to accept this much despite whether Satoru’s future included him or not. He gingerly placed his hand in Satoru’s grip, and his body melted into a sigh when it finally received what it’d been wanting for three days.
Yet it was the small, private smile Satoru thought he was keeping to himself that undid a concerning knot in Kento’s chest. Wondering what if Satoru’s future could be mine?
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
Their visit to the soon-to-be former employee and his family proved Kento’s suspicions. He’d stolen out of a need to feed five mouths. He delivered the news in a voice masked poorly by bravery, but betraying his true feelings of grief: His wife had passed away in the spring and left him and his elderly mother as the only guardians of the three children.
Kento’s eyes softened, scanning the insides of the humble home they kept, not missing the state of the dilapidated rooftop. The children with their glowing eyes were in turn watching Satoru’s every movement. When he produced a few wrapped candies, they swarmed him, but not before politely asking if they could have a piece. Satoru gave them three each. It was difficult, eavesdropping on Kento’s informing the man of his discovery. Especially when he heard the agony in Kento’s voice as he carried out his duty. The man was released from his position. Before the sadness settled on the weary widower’s face, Satoru offered him another position. As a driver for the Gojo family. With a stipulation that, if discovered, his punishment would be carried out the proper way.
He felt Kento’s eyes settle upon him, hearing this, but Satoru mouthed, Trust me.
“As long as you give me your word that you’ll carry out your duties to your best abilities, I will give you my own: your family will not go hungry.”
Kento’s surprise was as clear as day. Before departing, Satoru accepted a sincere handshake, carried with the utmost of gratitude. He hadn’t done it for the man’s sake, but for the children who weren’t to blame for their father’s lapse in morality.
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
“You didn’t need to do that,” Kento said in the carriage.
Satoru shrugged. “I wanted to soothe your conscience.” If he couldn’t soothe Kento’s heat, he could at least assist his mind. He leaned in conspiratorially and explained, “Your father is aware of that man’s crime, and seeing as the money’s gone towards feeding those darling children, there is no other way you could keep him from losing his job.”
Kento’s chest rose in a sharp inhale. “Hm. You’ve thought things through. You knew I didn’t wish to release him from his duties.” He looked almost surprised.
He winked. “I’m pretty and smart. And I happen to admire your intentions. Therefore, I came up with my own solutions. Let us pray I am not proven wrong.” He waved a hand. “Though I rarely am.”
Kento rolled his eyes, looking out of the window. After a few minutes, during which Satoru watched him like a man filling up his stomach, Kento cleared his throat and spoke, eyes fixed still outside, “Our walk the other night reminded me of how much I miss fishing.”
The bit of honesty, sounding whimsical and dreamy, moved Satoru’s heart. He’d been convinced in secret that Kento felt nothing beyond mild inconvenience by his pursuit. Yet in a few words, he’d lit up a fire Satoru hadn’t known was dimmed by indifference. If Kento so desired, then so he’d receive. With a few taps to the ceiling, Satoru craned his neck and asked his driver to reroute to the nearest lake, ignoring Ijichi’s look of dismay, he added, “And leave us with a horse.”
Kento wore a confused look the entire time he watched the dust cloud left from the carriage, Ijichi’s panic growing as he tried but failed to stop the driver. Satoru was very convincing when it came to getting his own way.
Satoru stood with his hands on his waist and a heavy basket deposited by his feet. Who knew the kit he’d spontaneously prepared for an impromptu fishing trip would come in handy? (Satoru knew. Satoru hoped with every fiber of his being of it coming into usefulness.) He turned on Kento with a smile he hoped looked pretty rather than mad.
“What just happened?” Kento asked, his eyes hidden behind the gleam of his glasses. The sun shone so brightly, it’d have been a shame not to take advantage of their respite from the sudden gloom of the past few days.
“You said you missed fishing,” Satoru said, picking up the basket by its handles. It was heavy but he was strong and fueled by potential. A whole afternoon spent with Kento. The marvels of his luck didn’t cease. That, and his overactive imagination. Would Kento slip and require saving? Would Satoru be ever so lucky to be offered the opportunity to wrap his arms around Kento’s delectable waist? He could only hope.
Kento was slow on realizing and the confusion painting his expression was endearing. “But… We can’t just go fishing.”
“Whyever not? I’ve got the supplies.” He swung the basket and the wild movement nearly toppled him over. He regained his balance in a moment’s time but it was a moment too long. Satoru’s cheeks warmed in embarrassment. He was far too eager.
Kento frowned, lips twisted to stifle his laugh at Satoru’s antics. “Why?”
One-handedly, Satoru undid his cravat. The heat was back and he needed to get comfortable if he was showing off his unbeatable King of Fishing status. Not because he was abashed by his clumsiness. “Perhaps I’ve been waiting for you to bring up our favorite pastime as children. Perhaps I’ve been planning this for weeks. Who knows truly what goes in this mind of mine?” He waved a hand, feigning innocence but betrayed by his large grin. He couldn’t contain his glee.
“You cannot be serious,” Kento muttered. Still, he was following Satoru in measured steps, taking the horse’s lead in one hand. Whilst his heart kicked up in his chest, Satoru found the perfect spot and settled them on a blanket in a thick wooden area.
“Do you often go carousing in the woods?” Kento asked, skepticism in his voice.
“If the day is as lovely as the one we’re having,” Satoru replied.
“You must not get much done, then.”
“Contrary to your belief, I’m a very productive noble. Most of my acquaintances do not even hold jobs,” he informed Kento with a proud cant of his chin.
Kento retained his look of boredom. “Your boasting does not impress me, Satoru.”
“Do my massive arms impress you?” He lifted the basket, performing a show of his strength.
Kento rolled his eyes, but Satoru found none of the heat that gesture required, and all of the fondness Kento believed himself capable of hiding. You cannot fool me, he thought with a smile.
Conversation flowed a lot easier between them then, though not in any matters of meaning or contemplation. Simple banter suited them. Reminding Satoru too well of how they’d grown side by side as children. Perhaps their brush with lust had been the precise consistency of lubricant to smooth the way for their friendship. That line of thought would horrify Kento, were he aware of it. Satoru, however, felt the very air in his lungs thicken with potential.
Three nights ago, he’d been distraught by yearning, and lo and behold, the heavens answered his prayers. They’d placed a perfectly luscious Kento within his grasp and… he’d proceeded to act like an absolute idiot, forsaking heaven’s blessing for honor’s sake. Despite how Satoru suffered from his inaction, he knew that any other course would not have pleased him. He didn’t want Kento’s affection to be tinged by his inability to choose. He wanted Kento as sober and stern as he looked, sitting prettily on a blanket by a lake, watching him with a look of curiosity.
“Well then, what are you waiting for, King of Fishing?” Kento murmured, gesturing for Satoru to begin.
He was too dumbfounded to do so. His jaw dropped slightly. “You remember?”
Kento’s eyes lowered to the blanket, but lifted when he said, “Of course I remember, you made me call you that for three weeks when you were twelve.”
Satoru’s cheeks flamed but it wasn’t embarrassment now, but unadulterated joy. Kento confessing that he recalled such a small detail filled him with hope. Perhaps his courtship wasn’t entirely unwanted.
As Satoru expertly flung the fishing rod into the lake, they were left to simply sit and wait. Kento in repose was the picture of ease. Every line in his long limbs was visibly relaxed and carefree. It pleased Satoru beyond words to see him this way, looking so much like the boy from his memories. Albeit the lines that formed around his mouth and webbed out of the corners of his eyes were quite fetching as well. Adding a gravitas that made him handsome beyond words. Kento’s eyelids fluttered into half-mast, his glasses forgotten on the blanket by his side. His cheeks were tinged by heat, drawing Satoru into a convoluted line of thinking. Was he uncomfortable? Did he wish to be home? Did he worry over their unchaperoned state? It wasn’t the first time he’d stolen Kento away like this.
Satoru didn’t wish to disturb Kento’s peace, but his curiosity won over. “How was your heat?” he asked quietly. He’d been itching to ask all morning. He did not know what had possessed him not to inquire in his letters and made him fill it with otiose chatter instead. You’re terrified he spent his heat thinking of somebody else, was what the accusing voice in his mind said.
Kento’s eyes blinked up, his pupils lighting up instantly as they snagged on Satoru’s face. He cleared his throat, but there was no denying the change in him today. He’d been sweeter and more lenient of Satoru’s flirting all day. Clearly, something had softened him and Satoru suspected their clandestine horseback ride to be the cause for Kento’s change of heart.
“It was…different,” Kento said finally.
Satoru rested on his back and stared up at Kento. “Different how?” Did my jacket help? His cock stirred in his trousers at the thought of Kento debauching the perfectly good garment. Then again, Satoru would happily sacrifice his entire wardrobe for Kento’s pleasure. Matter of fact, Satoru would give his left leg to witness Kento pleasuring himself with his entire wardrobe. Although he’d much prefer using his body the next time Kento found himself in need of erotic aid. The image popped into his mind, of Kento nesting, belly swollen with his child. To hide his reacting nether parts, he rolled onto his stomach, wincing.
Kento’s eyes refused to meet him. “A lot more intense. I’d never felt it come on with such urgency.”
Now that piqued Satoru’s interest. Kento had been urgent. That required further detail than his tightlipped darling was providing. “Why so?” he asked, pretending at curiosity while every line of his body turned taut in anticipation for what he might learn.
“It… had been difficult to differentiate where the human part of me ended and the animal began.” The struggle with which Kento confessed his words wasn’t lost on Satoru, a part of him wishing to reach over and soothe the lines between his eyebrows. “I believe I had my first true heat. Every other instance before pales in… comparison,” he added with a thick swallow.
Quietly, Satoru inquired, “Is that how you normally speak of heats? As an animalistic change?” Curiosity and keen interest in everything related to Kento made him hungry for more details. It fascinated him, how Kento fought the blush on his cheeks and spoke around his shyness. It must be the product of his considering Satoru a real suitor.
Kento’s face turned away but he did not abstain from answering. His voice shook. “This time… that is precisely how it felt. Like a mindless creature was clawing on my insides and stirring up unsound demands.”
Satoru sat up, and the air stilled as he placed one hand near yet not quite on Kento’s hand. He desperately needed to know more. “Demands such as…”
Kento finally lifted his gaze from the tranquil water and met Satoru’s stare. "A demand for an alpha.”
An alpha. Any alpha? Blood roared in his head at the prospect of somebody besides himself satisfying Kento’s carnal desires. Yet he curbed the intent to bare his teeth and demand utter and total loyalty from Kento in lieu for retaining his reputation as a gentleman.
“I see,” was all he said, a true testament to his control. His show of restraint three nights ago was limited in consideration to how he exerted it now. The alpha within his breast clawed at him, bloodying his insides, he felt his cheeks turning a searing red. “Was my jacket of any assistance?”
Kento’s lips parted and his eyes filled with surprise that Satoru would even ask. His lashes lowered as his gaze fixed on Satoru’s throat then flicked up to his eyes. “It was.”
Satisfaction was a wave, a soothing, cool wave under which Satoru swam happily. He allowed an easy smile and flopped back onto the blanket, his eyes closed and his appetite for knowledge sated for now. “Good to know.” He cracked one eye open and added, “Feel free to ask for another and fret not over the original’s return. All of my jackets are at your beck and call.” As am I, he thought but deemed too forward. Kento would surely hold his tongue like a pretty shell if Satoru pushed his affections on him too keenly. He was patient. For now.
Kento floundered for an answer, huffing and sighing, until he wilted, his mouth pursing into a stubborn line.
Keen on tiding over any disgruntlement Kento was likely feeling due to his divulgence of intimate details, Satoru treated him with a long winding retelling of how terrible his growing pains had been.
“At one point, I truly thought I was dying,” he announced, flinging his arms up at the sky. “This alpha business is not for the faint of heart, Kento.”
A soft huff of laughter. “I’d imagine.” Then gentler, “You must have weathered it bravely.” There was a note of teasing in Kento’s voice. A note Satoru cherished.
“Yet not without it leaving a deep impression on my soul.” He watched the sway of tree branches overhead, now the one to feel bashful. “I wished I could snip the ties destiny had wound around me. Free me from the obligations that come with being an alpha.”
He’d never allowed the words to even take form in his mind but now, basking in Kento’s quiet presence which gave the impression of accepting every thought that passed through Satoru’s mouth, a faithful patient listener to his asinine chit-chat, they parted from him with ease.
He blamed it on what he said next, blamed it for his voice breaking and his eyes misting over with tears. “I begged them to let me stay, Kento. I begged as hard as I could. But duty, confoundingly stupid yet unavoidable duty, kept me away from you.”
And you played your own part in keeping me away. You left my letters unanswered for so long my mind grew vicious. Were Satoru not sitting by Kento’s side, he might have not believed they’d ever cross paths again. He’d been seventeen and heartbroken. The pitiful heart that still complained of its ache wished to press Kento down on the blanket and spit the accusations in his face but those would be the actions of a deranged, spiteful man and Satoru was too prideful of how he’d come to understand that Kento was beyond his true understanding. Not without the hope that this notion would not remain as such for a long time.
Kento’s mouth fell open at Satoru’s confession, yet neither it nor his eyes yielded any comfort. No matter, Satoru thought with a smile. All in due time.
Their eyes caught in a long stare, each seeming to beseech the other to break the silence first.
Nature was their more courageous opponent. The sky grew dark and began loudly thundering, heralding another storm. Satoru craned his neck and glowered up at it, cursing it for cutting short their trip once again. Was he being punished for some crime he’d committed in another life? He moved swiftly, collecting the rod with its empty bait, not without some sheepishness. He’d been so confident too.
Before it started raining in earnest, Satoru held out his hand and said, “Shall we go home?”
Kento looked up as if startled by the offer. He looked at Satoru’s hand for a considerable moment, then placed his fingers in it in a gesture Satoru allowed to expand his hope. Satoru twined their fingers and helped him up. Standing this close, his nostrils were filled with the marzipan sweetness that floated in the air around Kento. It’d been muted and subdued the entire day, but as their hands clasped, Kento’s scent flared tentatively. His hair especially was a pungent nest. Satoru wished to dig his nose into the apex of that flaxen head and take deep, ardent breaths. Alas, he was far better trained than to concede to his baser instincts. He helped Kento onto the saddle with minimal offense to Kento’s sensibilities. The déjà vu was not lost on either one of them as they locked eyes in a knowing look.
The horse whinnied at the disruption to its time of leisure, but was far too well trained to show further strife. Kento’s thighs bunched as he tested out the horse’s saddle, and the movement of his hips in doing so made Satoru mad with desire, imagining his hips the saddle around which Kento wrapped his legs.
He curled his fingers into a tight fist and asked, his feet planted on the ground, “Are you not scared to be riding with me so soon?”
“Why would I be scared of you?” Kento asked so seriously, a strand of hair blown in the powerful wind covered one eye as he looked down on Satoru.
Satoru’s heart felt bigger than the world at the lack of any hesitance in Kento’s voice. He reached up and tucked the errant strand of hair behind Kento’s ear. “You’re right. I’m a silly man.”
Kento smirked. “That, you are. Now, will you stop being a ninny and get on this horse? I will not catch my death because you’re concerned with my sensibilities.”
He proudly announced, “I’d pummel death to the ground before it got anywhere near you.”
Kento’s eyes were sharp. “What about I pummel you if you don’t move any faster?”
“Could you blame me? You look so pretty from this angle, I feel my heart fluttering,” he murmured, a bout of honesty loosening his tongue.
Kento threw him a cool look. “And you look like a wet rat, drenched to the bone by this rain.” He added in a mutter, “Gets us stranded in the middle of nowhere and then starts flirting. Shameless.”
Satoru took Kento’s teasing as permission to flirt on the horse. He got as far as questioning whether Kento made it a habit to go out with alphas unchaperoned before Kento primly informed him that he’d never been invited out by an alpha.
Surprise and undeniable delight lit up Satoru’s heart. Then he was assaulted by disbelief.
“Are you sure? Or had you simply been unwittingly rejecting alphas left and right? Not that I want you to be accepting anyone’s invitation.”
Kento’s neck was so pretty, he could stare at it for hours. Until a pair of brown eyes glanced at him and that became the sight he wanted to gaze at for hours. “Are you mocking me? I can’t tell from your voice.”
“I understand I have an irresistible face but keep your eyes on the road, please,” he teased just to make Kento’s cheeks flare. Succeeding, he added, “I am truly confused, Kento. You are as delectable as a flower, and just as fragrant. How has a beauty of your caliber gone unnoticed for so long?”
A sound of disagreement snorted from Kento’s mouth. “You lie more than you breathe, Satoru. I am no delectable flower and I have never been called a beauty.”
The bitterness was laid so thick in Kento’s voice, it made Satoru throw his head back and laugh. “An acerbic beauty, then. A rose covered thickly by thorns. It’d take a gallant knight to scale your walls. Like the one sitting a perfect distance from your lovely bum.” He was a gentleman, not devoid of eyes.
“Fool,” Kento muttered in answer, yet the undeniable blush coloring the tops of his ears and nape exposed his true feelings. He was weak to compliments.
Satoru milked the discovery for all it was worth, leaning forward to whisper, “I might be a fool but I am a fool with a preference for pouty-mouthed blonds who are as well-read and sharp tongued as you happen to be.”
Kento’s shoulder hunched yet he did not lean away from Satoru’s heat. Rather… he leaned into it. Could it be? Was Kento inviting him to scent him? On purpose?
“Kento.”
A huff of air. “I am clearheaded. Do not make the mistake of thinking this is my heat again,” he spoke, his head falling gently onto Satoru’s shoulder in perfect mimicry of the last time they found themselves in this predicament.
Satoru nearly dropped the reins from his shock.
・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
There was no more denial left in Kento. He was… falling under the spell of Gojo Satoru’s boundless care. His feelings were a trembling leaf, assaulted by the powerful winds of Satoru’s evident care. Kento’s resolve to deny Satoru’s courting was smashed to bits.
He leaned his head against Satoru’s shoulder and invited him with an unspoken slow blink. It wasn’t lost on him, the silliness of a man his age behaving like a feline. He should be ashamed. He should be reprimanded. Instead, he was praised with a whisper of his name, falling like a prayer from Satoru’s lips.
Satoru grasped the opportunity and began to run the tip of his strong nose along Kento’s neck, his ear, and the side of his chin. Every inch of him uncovered by his clothes was now burning in the aftermath of Satoru’s delicate touch. His potent scent rose, wrapping around Kento like the comforting shawl which his mother spoke of, turning his insides into a soothingly boiling pot.
“I had never wished for anything the way I’ve wished for this,” Satoru said, his mouth pressed against the ticklish area under Kento’s left ear. He shuddered involuntarily. His heart was squeezing at the suppressed desire in those words.
“May I kiss you, Kento?” Satoru asked.
The request sent shivers down Kento’s spine and the rock of the horse’s soothing pace rocked him back into the hot cradle of Satoru’s body. He hummed in unsuppressable pleasure that seemed more powerful than any orgasm he’d given himself during his lonely heat.
“How will you kiss me?” he asked, his voice feeble.
“I shall kiss you in the way I desperately wanted to the last time we were on a horse like this,” Satoru murmured, voice low and rumbling within Kento’s ear. One hand released the reins and came to rest on Kento’s lower abdomen and spread shivers along his body. His stomach contracted harshly with his inhale, his body clenching, begging in a manner unsuited for somebody who’d accepted a lifetime devoid of partnership.
Kento whispered, “Yes. Consider it your additional birthday gift to me.” He did not know what possessed him to be so forward, yet every rational thought flew out of his mind when Satoru pressed his lips to his neck, parting wetly to lick at his scent gland. The spot throbbed, followed by Kento’s awareness of something hard and undeniable pressing against his back. Satoru’s hard and undeniable cock is pressing against my back.
Kento let out an involuntary whimper. Satoru’s arm was a vise around his waist, keeping him from toppling over for he felt close to disgracing himself. He clutched the horn of the saddle, and wished he could mimic the same thrusts he’d performed to his pillow in the haze of his heat. Yet he could not entirely divorce his thoughts from reason. He could no longer hide behind the benefit of being befuddled as he understood quite well why he felt this way. It wasn’t his omega arching his back, rocking sensuously against his hard cock. It was entirely Kento.
“Kento, you have no idea what you do to me,” Satoru grunted in his ear.
Kento gasped out Satoru’s name, whimpers falling uncontrollably from his lips as he felt a faint grazing of teeth against his neck. He was unable to suppress the shivers, nor did he want to. Every shift of his body, every labored breath, evidently pleased Satoru.
They stayed like that for what felt like a while. Satoru nuzzled into his neck, his lips and tongue unspooling him with their perfect hotness. Kento was physically incapable of pulling away from that lavishing mouth. His neck grew warm, and he craned his head, giving Satoru more of him to nuzzle into. Kento found that he disliked the time he’d been denied the simple happiness of being wanted. His heart felt like it was about to explode out of his chest. With how close they were to each other, Kento could clearly feel Satoru’s loud heartbeat echoing against his back, mirroring his own.
A quiet groan signaled Satoru’s retreat, then there was the emptiness and the chill, sucking up the oxygen from Kento’s lungs and making him gasp for air at the bereavement. No. He did not wish for it. He reached back and grasped the back of Satoru’s head, returning him to where he belonged in the nook of Kento’s neck. He was soothed instantly when Satoru’s hand pressed against his stomach and pulled him in with a deep growl.
“Kento,” Satoru said quietly. “Release me.”
“No,” he muttered. If Satoru truly detested his hold, he could easily free himself of it. Yet Satoru remained with his nose pressed to Kento’s neck, taking long and audible inhales like a man deprived of oxygen. A man enamored with his scent.
Satoru whined, the sound coming from the depths of his chest and it rumbled against Kento’s back, sending Kento’s lower half into the shock of sharp arousal. Something broke inside him as he canted his hips, pressing his hard cock to the saddle, wishing he could grab Satoru’s hand and direct it to his erection.
The horse had come to a natural stop, and the rain paused its offending pattering, but not without soaking the tops of their coats, drops pooling on Kento’s lashes.
“Do you think I’m muddled?” he asked.
Satoru groaned, “No.”
He stared hard at the expanse of nature surrounding them. It’d be so easy, if they laid out that blanket and removed their clothes. Gotten totally and utterly debauched. “Then what is stopping you?”
Satoru’s fingers clutched Kento’s waistcoat. His grip tightening the fabric around Kento’s body. He nearly moaned from the pressure against his hard nipples. “My goal lies not in besmirching your reputation, Kento. I wish to have you, irrefutably. Entirely.” He kissed the final word into Kento’s neck then retreated.
Head filled with cotton, Kento allowed it.
Entirely. Irrefutably. There was no denying that Gojo Satoru was a man of his word. And a man of impeccable manners. He allowed Kento his time to mull over that realization.
After he’d returned Kento to his abode, Satoru silently helped him disembark, his hands shaking as they grasped Kento’s fingers.
“I apologize for my brazen behavior,” Satoru whispered, his eyes filling with remorse.
Kento frowned yet before he could question whence this idea had spurred, Satoru added in a forlorn tone, “I’d understand if you no longer wish to see me.”
That was unexpected and, paired with the agonizing look Satoru was directing at their hands, made Kento’s chest tighten. Totally unnecessary.
Kento was the one who’d placed that remorse in Satoru’s voice. He’d led him on a chase. He had to be the one to relieve his agony. Kento pushed aside the flames licking up his cheeks, leaned in, and kissed Satoru’s cheek. His nerves delighted at the softness there, untouched by time. That should efface Satoru’s confusion regarding his feelings. If Kento could not accept Satoru’s courtship, the least he could do was accept his feelings and make his own known. Surely love could exist without the expectation of marriage.
“I had a lovely time today.” He gulped back the tremble in his voice. “I look forward to seeing you on our next adventure.”
He untangled their fingers and took a few slow steps away, not daring to look back over his shoulder to see what Satoru made of his behavior. Fearful that he’d acted too rashly.
“I shall see you soon, dearest adventurer,” Satoru called out. Sunshine infused in every word. Kento had been successful in relaying his feelings then. They could have their tryst without the entanglement of vows and a futile future.




Notes:


*scratches head* do y'all think Satoru knows that Kento's not even entertaining the thought of marriage? Yeah, this should have a miscommunication tag. But don't worry, it clears up soon. This chapter is three thousand words longer than when I began working on it.......sorry? And about these updates...I swear I'm not doing it on purpose; I've just been editing like crazy and I am really happy with the end result so enjoy your double feature Friday. (Am I finishing this fic before the next jjk chapter so it doesn't throw me into the deepest pits of depression? Perhaps.)
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Chapter Text

Kento’s birthday passed with little fanfare but not due to any lack of suggestions from now the trio bane of his existence. Tomori wanted to throw a lavish dinner party which Reito supported with a nonchalant, “Sure, why not?”. Yu wanted a ball and dancing and moonlight; all of which Kento suspected as the result of one Geto Suguru’s arrival in his best friend’s life. Satoru suggested, with a sparkle in his eyes, a trip to his country estate, inviting fifty to hundred guests to herald Kento’s thirty-second birthday. His words were so easily spilled and without any consideration to how Tomori would begin concocting her own ideas upon hearing them.
Kento rejected all of their plans with a resounding no. He received much pouting and cajoling in return. Satoru even tried to bribe him with more pastries from Tendo’s but Kento held his ground and reiterated his wish to have nothing to do with society on his day of birth.
Instead, he performed his routine to the minute, seeing to his affairs, and enduring a bit of celebration in the form of a decadent cake after dinner. Satoru would have rioted instead.
The rest of July and most of August were quite the busy months for Kento, the sun was bearing down on the back of his neck every morning as he bent over the records, meticulously checking numbers until his eyes ached with discomfort. Then mellowed into grayness that clung to heavy clouds that often rained down on him as he made his way home. His nights were irreparably changed from his usual routine and there was nothing he wanted to do to spring them back to order. No more would he benefit from a quiet evening, reading alongside his mother as she engaged her fingers in alarmingly swift embroidery. His schedule saw an upheaval. An usurping. He was invited to soirées and dinner parties and dances on a near-nightly basis. That, he could not reject, seeing as he took secret pleasure to the efforts Satoru took to scandalize the ton with his public courting. Since Satoru derived so much joy from it, Kento played along to his whims. Sliding back into the role of Satoru’s keeper, which left him feeling more than a little nostalgic. What Kento could do without were the more frequent visits from the tailor to fit him with new jackets, which brought true joy to the tailor’s face.
The elderly Nakamura showed up at the Nanami estate with a gaggle of assistants carrying bulky packages. Since Kento disliked interrupting his working hours with unnecessary visits, Satoru devised a plan to have the tailor come to him.
Nakamura prodded and poked at Kento’s body for every minute of the two hours Kento allowed for this mindless interruption. On a rather cool mid-September evening, and just as his heart was about to faint into a discordant cry, the bell signaling the arrival of correspondence rang. Erasing the distaste from his tongue.
Kento gently said, “I think that is enough, Mr. Nakamura.”
Nakamura blinked his rheumy eyes and paused, a needle held in his hand, another in his mouth. “Are you sure?” he spoke around it.
Scared for the man swallowing it, he frowned. “Wholeheartedly.” The old man hadn’t a clue why his hard work wasn’t better appreciated as any other omega would be aflutter at the amount of attention with which they were being showered. Not Kento.
Released from his obligation and far too wearied, he couldn’t muster the energy to object to hearing Tomori change a few of the agreed upon color schemes. Let her dress him in pink for all she liked. He wanted to retreat into the library and read his letter.
For the past week, Satoru had been caught by the web of his own business. But he dutifully sent a letter for every night in which he was far too occupied to show up in the flesh.
They’d seen each other just a fortnight ago at Iori’s dinner party. They’d been sitting next to each other, not unaware of the many tsks of disapproval coming from the surrounding guests. Not that Satoru had paid them any mind. He’d been wholly engaged with Kento as he spoke faster than a bird flapped its wings to flee a predator. Satoru still had a habit of describing every tidbit in his story, which sent him in meandering circles. It made for very confusing conversation where Kento wouldn’t be allowed to speak more than a few words, the primary of which were, “Huh?” “Are you mad?” and an almost hushed conclusion of, “You are mad.”
Satoru had laughed every time Kento called him a fool, a jester, and searched him for his collar and red nose. Then he’d reached under the table, under the guise of producing some bauble or the other–for he carried an array of strange items in his pockets–but instead brushed Kento’s thigh, or briefly squeezed his hand.
They were secretly and brazenly behaving like a pair of striplings. And Kento did not, could not, concern himself with the whispers of disapproving mamas and their despondent wards, all with the shared opinion that it was unfair that Gojo Satoru had set his eyes on Kento. It was always followed with a soothing “for now” with which Kento secretly agreed. To him, Satoru’s interest was the result of ten years of yearning, of the nostalgia of having a best friend, who now appealed to Satoru’s sexual appetite. Yet whenever Kento’s mind veered in that direction, his body warmed up and produced so many pheromones he was choked by his own scent. It wasn’t lost on him; it was a mutual interest.
The knowledge that this exciting endeavor was remarkable for its newness did not erase Kento’s nearly two decades of rejection. He was adamant in the belief that Satoru’s interest in him was born of novelty, of childhood tenderness. Soon enough, Satoru would, like the rest of society, see that Kento was unfit for a man of his status. For now, Kento would indulge, quite shamelessly, in what this situation yielded him.
One indulgence was Satoru’s wordy letters.
The sheafs of paper in Kento’s hand shook a little from his excitement. He was still in his underthings from Mr. Nakamura’s visit, but he could not wait the ten minutes it’d take for him to change.
He sank into a chaise and began to read.
Dearest Fellow Adventurer, (It was Satoru’s new favorite greeting.)
Kenjaku is a fool. (Underlined thrice that the ink bled through the back of the page.) If he thinks I am all looks and no brains then he is falsely mistaken. (Kento smiled.) He’s convinced he is successful in wearing me out. (Kento shook his head, amused by the fool’s fallible mission and the depth of his delusion.) Fear not, I am not as vacuous as he believes.
Uncle Sugawara has sent me some letters. (Kento did not question Satoru’s abrupt change of subject.) He included my little cousins’ wishes for me to come back. Naturally, they are big fans of my charms. Which makes me wonder how your meeting them would proceed.
Kento paused.
Did he wish to meet Satoru’s uncle and cousins? What if the man took one look at him and deemed him inappropriate as everyone did? What if the children thought him uninteresting? He pushed aside the useless questions roaming his head and resumed reading. Only to be struck by Satoru’s flowery words. He had an ample supply of them.

Despite the excitement of Uncle’s correspondence, it’s another evening sans your charming company, Kento, and I am tempted to throw myself off my balcony. Ijichi is keeping guard. An unbelievable offense.

This home is too large for a family of three, even with the multitude of servants walking its halls, their stories however are fascinating. Our cook, a charming middle-aged woman named Michiri, makes the world’s most delectable cream puffs. One bite and you are transformed. Albeit, I am of the conviction that no dessert touches upon your sweetness.
Kento’s cheeks warmed. Satoru’s invigorated courting was replete with admiration and silly flirting, for which Kento blamed Satoru’s decade in Australia. The air on another continent must have spoiled Satoru’s mind.

One day, I wish to feed you one of Mrs. Michiri’s cream puffs, smear its cream over your lips, and then lick it off.

He felt his neck warm under his collar. He tugged at it, but nothing offered any reprieve. He threw a clandestine glance over his shoulder but he was all by his lonesome.
Satoru’s letter was exceptionally languishing; he didn’t wish anybody to steal a glance at it.

But first, I’d like to give you a tour of this ghastly estate. Show you the home in which you belong. With me.

He sighed, jostling his glasses as he covered his eyes. Satoru was going to be the death of him. Ever since their discreet fishing trip, Satoru’s sole conviction lay in charming Kento into accepting the inevitable, as Satoru called it.
Their marriage.
To accept Satoru’s courting with the belief that it was fleeting was a comfort to Kento. This way, he would not be beyond restoration when the novelty and thrill of the chase wore off. Yet nothing could keep Kento’s mind from carrying on its own game. He leaned his head back, staring at nothing in particular, but seeing a future he’d never hoped to achieve. A home. A family. An alpha who’d love and respect him in equal measures. Adore his every facet.
Satoru’s tall, powerful figure filled the space for that alpha, his voice echoed in the recesses of Kento’s mind. Followed sharply with the sound of his rationality, informing him that it was impossible.
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
Kento’s apprehension on how to gently pop the bubble of Satoru’s hopes, to inform him that he wasn’t the right omega to ever fulfill Satoru’s dreams corrupted their much anticipated meeting. The air felt soured by the distance Kento kept, attempting to separate his reality and Satoru’s spangled fantasy. After an hour of standing side by side, a glass in their hands, eyeing the dancing on the floor yet not taking part of it, Satoru caught wind of what Kento was doing.
He was so conscious of Kento’s moods, yet it was still startling when Satoru turned to him and asked, “Would you like to dance?” His beaming smile was maddeningly an offense and a comfort.
Kento set his jaw and muttered, “No.”
“Alright.” He felt Satoru deflate by his side, like a puppy denied his treat though heavens knew how Satoru would derive joy from leading a man almost as tall as himself when he could be twirling a pretty young omega instead.
Three minutes later, Kento once again felt Satoru’s eyes on the side of his face. “How about now?” The eagerness poured out of Satoru like a beam of light.
He sighed, though it was perfunctory and devoid of true hindrance, and put down his empty glass, then held out his hand. “I am leading however,” he commanded. His surrender wasn’t even a matter of time or effort, it was nature. How cruel would he be to reject Satoru at his brightest? His stomach twisted in agony during those three minutes.
Satoru grinned, his spirits restored. “How gentlemanly of you, Mr. Nanami.”
A tick in Kento’s jaw was the only indication of how he truly felt when Satoru called him by his surname, especially whilst Satoru’s tone insinuated a clear desire to change it to his own. Gojo Kento had a certain ring to it, like a foreboding gong.
Marriage. Now that’d be the height of fantasy—better suited for rosy-cheeked omegas, who swarmed the dance floor, batting their eyelashes in Satoru’s direction. Not that he paid them any mind. His effervescent attention was laid thickly on Kento.
Kento swallowed a scoff of confusion and led Satoru to the dance floor. They bowed, facing one another, then took one another in their arms. The warmth fanning from Satoru’s limbs was now a familiar sensation that made every line of Kento’s body relax. Satoru beaming like a beautiful mirror of happiness nearly blinded Kento’s eyes but he couldn’t tear them away from his face.
Safe to say that Kento’s heart was in a vice of conflict.
How did he wean Satoru off of him? How did he tell Satoru that this too shall one day pass without injuring Kento’s own heart? Rejecting an offer to dance alone had caused him physical distress. Seeing Satoru’s rejected face would blow a hole through his stomach.
Sensing the conflict in Kento’s eyes as he was wont to do, Satoru’s own expression was marred by a frown. “Are you feeling unwell?” He followed the inquisition by pressing his palm to Kento’s cheek. A few gasps echoed in their immediate surroundings at the display of affection—albeit tame. There was a couple necking behind a large column yet nobody was clicking their tongues in their direction, Kento noted bitterly. Why did his affairs have to be on everybody’s tongues? Why couldn’t he experience the sweetness of shared love? Was it truly too late for him?
“A bit under the weather,” he lied though his ailment was not of the physical kind and had everything to do with his unstopping whirlwind of a mind.
Considering his feelings, Satoru rescinded his offer for another dance, leading Kento instead out of the throng of attendees, not that the distance removed the weight of their glares from Kento’s neck. It bore down on him, making him tilt his head down and keep his gaze on his shoes. His boring black shoes, so different from the fashionable pair Satoru was wearing, even more different than the ones adorned on every tiny omega’s feet. Was he Gulliver surrounded by Lilliputians? Why was every omega but himself so…delicate? Struck by such a simple yet glaring contrast, Kento did not realize where Satoru was leading him until they were standing in one of the adjoining rooms. It had to be the estate’s crowning jewel. The walls were carefully covered with precious paintings, providing plenty of places for eyes to wander, not that Kento could properly admire them. His mind swam with doubts.
Satoru took one look at his face and with a whisper of a sigh, placed one hand on Kento’s waist—which promptly drew Kento’s attention—and pulled him into his embrace, their bodies hidden from any stray watchful eye by a tall door. For a moment, they were shrouded from scrutiny, yet still, Kento couldn’t discourage the sound in his head adamantly telling him he was unworthy of the tenderness with which Satoru brought his hands up to hold his face. Satoru was cupping his cheeks like one might hold a frail animal and yet all Kento could think of was the roughness of his skin and how he’d long lost the softness of youth. His cheekbones were not cherubic, they stood out in stark lines, bisecting his face, damning him to an expression of abject disinterest.
“What are you doing?” he murmured.
Heat filled Kento’s head as Satoru peered closer, then closer still, his face leant into Kento like a flower worships the sun.
“I am attempting to read your mind,” Satoru whispered.
Their mouths were inches apart, parted to allow their breaths to mingle. The scents wafting from them were marrying even though they themselves couldn’t marry.
Kento’s eyes filled with tears at the thought. He could never marry Satoru. It’d be preposterous. It’d turn Satoru into the laughingstock of society. For an earl who had to keep his connections, marrying Kento could truly ruin Satoru’s future.
As if called forth, the fundamental error at the heart of their sham was thus voiced in an overhead grumble, “It is laughable how His Grace is amusing himself with that omega.”
It was followed by an insouciant giggle. “Fret not. It is a mere infatuation and shall end soon enough. Unless the earl believes such a mistake could be forgiven.”
The effect of this short yet decisive snippet of conversation was in the form of a powerful evocation of anger in Satoru. His eyes clouded, staring unseeingly to their side, glaring at the speakers as if he could see through the door barring them.
“Eejits, the entity of them,” Satoru hissed, gaze returning to assure Kento.
It was proven futile, as, in a moment of weakness, Kento truthfully said, “They aren’t entirely false.”
The glare Satoru wore returned but was edged with hurt that Kento could read so easily; he’d had years to learn every twitch of Satoru’s most minute of expressions and the decade that kept them apart failed to erase the knowledge.
“You agree then?” Satoru asked, the soft look in his eyes hardened by Kento’s words.
He sighed, “I do.”
It hurt to speak the words as they felt like a saber to the chest despite him never being stabbed in the heart; yet he could imagine it’d hurt substantially less than the way Satoru’s face crumbled into dejection.
“You truly believe my feelings for you are fickle, Kento?” Every word Satoru uttered was ladened with injury. “Do you not perceive the madness I endure when I am with you? How I would wish to do nothing other than map out your skin with my tongue and teeth if I am given a simple yes? I cannot stop dreaming of you, touching myself to the memory when I wake. You are imprinted onto my very soul and yet you condescend to question my feelings?”
Kento’s heart thumped dully in his ear. He was minutely aware of how they were a few steps out of hearing range. Satoru’s breath fanned hotly across his forehead. Yet he could not muster the propriety instilled in him to move out of Satoru’s embrace.
Not when Satoru’s hand clutched his side. Kento gasped from the sudden gesture. His body, betraying him, relaxed. He tilted his head up, unsure what kind of expression he wore.
Dreaming. Of me. He’d never thought of himself capable of occupying one’s unconscious. He’s touched himself, whilst thinking of me. The image that sprang to mind, of Satoru’s body glistening with sweat, his hand a furious fist that worked his hot cock warmed his stomach. The spoken specifics startled Kento, making his eyes round with his own arousal.

This cannot be. We cannot be without injury to one of us. Either it’d be myself or Satoru, and I know who’d recover better from such a fall.

Whilst a large part of Kento protested the words that wished to leave his mouth, and desired only to retract his argument, the more rational part of him won in the end.
“You and I do not fit together as husbands, Satoru,” he whispered in the scant space between their lips. Wishing Satoru would read between the lines. Would realize they could sate their curiosities without tying themselves into a wrongful knot.
He did not wish–did not dare–to lift his eyes from Satoru’s mouth, not when he saw the harsh line it formed, a line filled with misery. For he knew that Satoru’s eyes would wield a tougher enemy than he could face.
And yet… despite the finality of Kento’s words, his utter disregard of Satoru’s heartfelt confession was a minor issue, forced to the back of his mind as the hands on his cheeks encouraged him to raise his head, withdrawing him from the myriads of crushing waves attempting to sink him to the bottom of the ocean, floating him to where the light shone bright and sure. Keno felt more secure in Satoru’s hold, his body at peace, his mind silenced for a tender moment than if he’d been offered a glimpse into a serene future.
It was that precise moment that encompassed all that Satoru required. All that Satoru required to bridge the breath between Kento’s inhale and his own exhale, for their lips to forget about words and adjust to touch.
Tenderly with an edge of possession, Satoru kissed Kento’s lips, his hands trembling on Kento’s cheeks, and it was that detail that broke the hardened resolve wrapped tightly around Kento’s chest, that had him surging to kiss Satoru in return. To clutch at the lapels of his dinner jacket. To let out a sound so akin to a cry that no one could deny its surrender.
As if a snare that captured Satoru, Kento’s reciprocation encouraged him into pressing their bodies together, the heft of their chests colliding to punch the air out of Kento’s lungs, as he grew dangerously aware of the perfect fit of Satoru’s leg between his and the immense relief of having Satoru’s unerring mouth steal tiny sips of his lips.
Satoru kissed him without any pretense. Without concern for what this kiss might do or undo to Kento’s heart. It was a slow devouring that, once Kento realized its dangers, it’d been too late.
He was given the respite of a few seconds, of Satoru whispering, “How can you deny how well we fit when you kiss me with all the intention to keep me forever?” Kento wasn’t allowed the distance for an answer as Satoru pulled him into another kiss. Stroking Kento’s lips with his tongue, liquifying his knees.
A finger pressed against the delicate skin behind his ear, and south of his stomach shuddered into wakefulness, as it’d been pressed intimately, desperately to Satoru’s body. And it was that desperation that had Kento recoiling out of the best and only kiss he’d ever had, formidable shame replacing the slight fog of being kissed so thoroughly. His face ached from an unknown ailment until he saw a dazzling smile on Satoru’s lips. A smile he’d been unwittingly mirroring.
Kento made a poor attempt at schooling his expression, for he’d be mortified if the fact that this was his first kiss—and second kiss— be discovered by the person freeing him from the shackles of kissing inexperience. He failed wretchedly.
“How–” he began, unsure how the string of words floating around in his cotton-filled mind might unspool, yet not expecting it to be, “are you so good at kissing?”
Satoru’s eyes crinkled with mischief. “I practiced a lot on my pillow after drawing a very dour face on it.”
He frowned. “You cannot be serious.”
Eyes soft, Satoru murmured, “I am nothing but serious where it concerns my desperation to kiss you.” He punctuated his words with another stolen kiss. Third kiss. Then another. Fourth kiss. Dotting them everywhere his mouth could reach until Kento could not keep count of them anymore. His lower lip, his jaw, his left temple, all adoringly kissed by a pair of soft lips. Once done, Satoru looked down upon Kento’s face like an artist admiring his work.
Kento dashed a trembling hand over his face, knowing that Satoru’s kisses could not be traced with a finger, they ran far deeper, staining his skin maroon.
“Did you bring me here to dissuade me from…” Kento trailed off, his heart putting a stop to his mouth. Not now, it begged. Do not ruin the joy we finally get to have.
“Not at first,” Satoru said after deliberating for a painstakingly slow minute. “However, I shall not lie and say I haven’t thought of nothing but kissing you in hidden corners of these dull parties.”
Rather than address the deep sentiment in his words, Kento mumbled, “These parties aren’t dull. Perhaps it’s simply the company with which you wish to surround yourself.”
Satoru’s eyes fell to Kento’s mouth. “Untrue. Your company is scintillating. It keeps my mind young, Kento.”
It would be effortless—slipping into banter as if the ground hadn’t shifted from underneath Kento’s feet. Alas, he could not.
“If it is my company and kisses you wish to have, then you are welcome to both,” he murmured. He locked eyes with Satoru. “My hand in marriage, however, is out of the question.”
The clear rejection physically tore Satoru away. Kento blinked at the space which, once occupied by Satoru’s warmth, now painfully rejected his absence.
“Is that what you believe I desire? Your company and kisses? I do not want you as some secret I keep from the world, Kento,” Satoru said, his tone hard.
His intensity made Kento take a step back, for if he remained in Satoru’s presence, he might relent at a pricey cost.
“Whyever not? Surely some alphas keep… omega partners as…” Kento’s words stuttered into nothing as Satoru’s expression darkened with each one that passed his lips.
“Do not hurt my feelings further, Kento. I have heard you loud and clear.” He took a step back, and as the space between their bodies widened, Kento’s weakened knees made quite an appearance, nearly spilling him onto the polished floor with as much grace as a flailing airborne chicken.
He prepared for the splat he’d make, the spectacle of having to pick himself up, but surely, he must know that, whether he liked it or not, Satoru would always catch him. The heavy weight of Satoru’s arm wrapped around his waist like a vice, and when Kento lifted his eyes to Satoru’s face, he saw a hint of stubbornness transmitted through Satoru’s blue. I shan’t let go, ever. The very heart of Kento agreed with the sentiment, echoing it in its most tender form. He placed his hands atop Satoru’s shoulders, and his fingers, brushing the soft hair at Satoru’s nape, grew greedy. They delved into his hair, dragging across scalp, until they were fisting the strands, bringing Satoru’s face in.
Sharply, Satoru’s words came to the forefront of his mind. I want you to want me like I want you, purposefully. Nestled within these sweet words was Kento’s own conundrum. How did he kiss Satoru and then turn away from him? That question was for tomorrow.
As their lips met in a deep, devouring sort of kiss, Kento’s legs weren’t the only part of him that was weakening. His heart was beaten to a pulp by Satoru’s lips. He was defeated by every luscious slide of Satoru’s tongue along his lower lip. Then, when Satoru was taking the liberty of licking into his mouth with a sound of guttural anguish, Kento found himself utterly unresponsive to the rational side of him that warned him that this would only have an ugly end.
But this is what you want, sang every part of him, even the quieter bits like his nether region. His eyes rolled to the back of his head when Satoru’s hands gripped his waist, encompassing a majority of it without much strain, shining a light on how large and powerful Satoru’s precious hands were.
This appealed very much to the fluttering sex between Kento’s legs, as it grew earnestly wetter, until he was half-kissing Satoru and half-questioning whether he might embarrass himself.
“Shhhhh,” Satoru whispered between their lips, his forehead pressed to Kento’s. “Whatever your mind is concocting, Kento, I beg of you, do not listen to it.”
Tears welled in Kento’s eyes, but they weren’t tears of humiliation at being perceived so correctly, but rather tears of relief from that same reasoning. Here was a man who actually saw him, wanted him, and kissed him like he was the only person he’d ever see, want, and kiss. And Kento was about to push him away.
First with hands on his chest, then with the cruelty spewed from his mouth. “I–I cannot allow this to continue knowing your intentions. It is… preposterous to consider a future where you and I can marry.”
Satoru’s eyes shut, his eyebrows furrowing in pain. Kento’s words had cut through him, slicing through his chest. Yet Satoru did not let go of him, which confused Kento. Rather, he nudged Kento’s cheek with his nose, murmuring, “Become my husband and I will prove to you how sensible our union would be.”
Everything told Kento that Gojo Satoru was a gentleman who’d never put his reputation in danger, and seeing as they were a mere door away from discovery, they shouldn’t continue. But it was futile to rationalize when his body was his most adamant dissenter.
Eventually, after many stolen pecks, silently exchanged without acknowledgement to how inappropriate they were, Satoru freed Kento from his hold. Sending him off to the wolves with his lips tingling.
“Go now or else I might never allow you to leave my side,” Satoru said simply, his eyes blazing. “But keep in mind, Kento, you cannot push me away without proper reasoning.” His fingers were clenched by his sides, tight fists that turned his knuckles white.
Kento ran trembling fingers over his lips, eyes widening when his gesture produced a throaty growl from Satoru’s throat.
“If you wish to keep me from ruining you, Kento, I beg you… go.”
I shall not go, spoke a voice loud and clear in Kento’s mind. A voice he had to stifle as he gave a terse nod and turned away, his entire body objecting to every step he took.
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
Naturally, Kento expected his adamant resolution not to marry would result in Satoru shunning and forgetting all about him. Who would turn away a man of Satoru’s credentials and not be labeled a lost cause? Yet, the very next morning, whilst tracing his lips for the remaining sensation of Satoru’s kisses, and after his morning ablutions, Kento was startled to find Miri awaiting to inform him that he had a guest.
His heart squeezed in anticipation. He attempted to discourage it. It can’t be Satoru. I had been a proper beast to him whilst he showed me nothing but his most sincere feelings.
His feet dragged, his mood prematurely drowned in a river, when he heard the dulcet sound of a familiar chuckle coming from the dining table. His eyes disregarded the feast of a breakfast laid out and flew straight to the man sitting across from his very pink in the cheeks mother.
“Kento, there you are!” Tomori announced as if he wasn’t a looming shadow. He’d been ready for a week of turbulent moodiness, to refrain from joining them for meals and eating in his rooms worse than when Satoru ceased sending him letters.
His heart leapt to his throat upon seeing the very same eyes that had haunted him look at him as if he was a chest of treasure. Satoru. In the flesh. So soon. The sharp memory of their kisses last night flashed to the forefront of his mind and his cheeks turned warm.
“Good morning,” he murmured, taking his seat beside his mother.
“Good morning,” Satoru replied, his eyes rapturously taking Kento in.
Did he note the pallor of his skin? He hadn’t slept well, plagued by Satoru’s touch on his body. Kento gingerly lifted a knife to inspect his reflection and upon discovery of how bright his cheeks were, he dropped it with a loud clang against the plate.
“What is the matter with you this morning? You were awfully flushed when you returned last night,” Tomori observed, her eyes shining with hope.
His cheeks got warmer. He cleared his throat and said, “I have been feeling a tad under the weather.”
Tomori’s expression turned to concern in a span of seconds. “Oh, no. Is it a fever? Are you sure you should be out of bed?”
Satoru leaned in, feigning concern. “Yes, Kento, you’re looking awfully flushed. Perhaps I should carry you upstairs.” His worry might have been more believable sans the wolfish grin on his lips.
“Yes, yes, perhaps you should,” Tomori said, pouncing on Satoru’s offer.
Kento’s eyes widened at the very thought and shook his head. “That won’t be necessary. Or appropriate.” Lifting his gaze to the man staring holes into his face, he murmured, “Just a bit of a cold, I suppose.”
“No harm in offering, yes?” Satoru smiled, beatific and false.
Kento resolutely looked away, ignoring the loud thumping of his heart. Why did his lips tingle still? Was it a latent allergy? He shook the silly musings and asked for the eggs.
Breakfast was the usual affair, but Kento couldn’t taste any of the food he put in his mouth. He chewed and swallowed like a machine, yet his mind was a whirlwind of thoughts. Mainly on why Satoru had shown up.
Was he not abjectly horrified by Kento’s behavior? Was he simply upholding some perfunctory duty of continuing the farce for Tomori’s sake?
He was caught in that same back and forth throughout breakfast and the shift to the drawing room where Satoru insisted on playing his mother a miniature.
“You’ve learned how to play the piano?” Kento asked, a tad peeved he hadn’t been privy to that piece of information beforehand.
Satoru’s eyes landed lazily on him. “Yes. It was a crucial part of my education, upon which my uncle insisted.”
But I was of the belief that you were too restless to sit in one place, Kento mused while he tightly pursed his lips to keep the thought to himself. He recognized the falseness of his feelings. He didn’t have a right to know every facet of Satoru’s after horrifyingly rejecting his marriage proposal.
The morning entertainment amused his mother supremely, and she sat there, eyes closed, listening to the gentle press of every key. Kento, on the other hand, could not properly hear the piece Satoru played because his mind was filled with questions.
Coming to an end, Satoru’s morning visit was remarked upon tenderly by Kento’s mother as she clutched her handkerchief to her chest and expressed her great delight.
Preening, Satoru murmured his gratitude for her hosting him on such a short notice.
She giggled. “Do not fret, Your Grace, you are welcome at our humble home at any moment.”
“You are as graceful as you are beautiful, Mrs. Nanami,” Satoru replied, clasping her hand and squeezing it with both of his .
She giggled again, a loud trilling sound that grated on Kento’s nerves.
He pursed his lips. Surely his father must make his appearance soon and pause his mother’s fanciful spirit from growing too wild.
When Satoru made a move to leave, Kento gladly showed him to the door. What he hadn’t anticipated was the heated look Satoru gave him moments before outrageously wrapping an arm around his waist and pulling him in.
And like the absolute fool who did not heed the several warnings his rationales screamed, Kento melted into the embrace, uncaring for who might be watching. His eyelashes fluttered at the proximity. He took a deep inhale and was comforted by the scent that filled his senses. Satoru. In his arms. Again. So soon. It seemed too good to be real. Surely he’d wake up any second now, alone in his bed, clutching at nothing.
No. He was not alone and he was clutching at powerful shoulders that seemed to strain against the bespoke jacket that encased them. Satoru’s eyes were filled with a fire to which Kento, in a silly moment of weakened resolve, wished to throw a log or three.
Had this been the reality of every omega who was sought after by earnest courters? He was finally experiencing the rush Yu spoke of in vivid detail. The wave of emotions crashed to his head, turning him into a version of himself he did not recognize. A blushing, yearning one.
Kento should wait and see what Satoru had in mind, but in a manner that quite portrayed how his body was an instrument beyond his control, he slid his hands along Satoru’s neck and cupped his cheeks. He was leaning up, reaching for that glorious mouth, and the only thing keeping him from sucking Satoru’s lower lip into his own was a slight hesitation. Would kissing encourage Satoru’s marriage agenda?
Satoru’s chest rumbled with a groan and Kento ceased to think and could only feel.
A tender pair of lips that kissed in a manner wholly unlike their gentleness pressed to his mouth like they wished to map his body next.
Said body thrummed with anticipation, and Kento found his legs repositioning to make room for Satoru’s thigh to press against that same spot that he’d worried with his fingers during his heat. He sighed into Satoru’s mouth, a moan slipping from his parted lips.
Along with desire, Kento pinched out some reason. “We can’t,” he breathed, then went in for another kiss.
Satoru smiled. “We can.”
“We really shouldn’t,” he bartered, while his fingers clutched desperately at Satoru’s hair.
Eyes gleaming, Satoru murmured, “We really should.”
Huffing after kissing Satoru, he said again, “I shouldn’t.”
Satoru opened his sinful mouth, likely to rebuff Kento’s words with a simple affirmation of every negation he spewed, but Kento covered it with his hand.
“I cannot allow this to continue.” Then purposefully, he glanced over Satoru’s shoulder where Miri stood frozen in the hallway, her mouth open in a wide O, and said, “We’ve attracted an audience.”
Clearing his throat, Satoru retrieved his good senses and took a step back, though he looked very much chagrined by the need for it.
“All too well,” he lied–Kento could tell as much. His eyes were burning in his face, and his hands kept tracing circles in Kento’s back. He slapped the hands away then nearly took them in his own to soothe the spot.
Satoru’s mouth curled in an indulgent smile. “You must have a lot on your plate this morning.”
Kento blinked, unsure of what Satoru was saying. Then recalled his duties as a working man. He gulped back the shame of having entirely forgotten about his work. He was most likely late, too.
He nodded. “Yes. I… I should get going.”
“May I accompany you?” Satoru asked softly.
A carriage ride with Satoru that would possibly–certainly–end up with them necking like infatuated fools? He shook his head. “I think it’s best we… didn’t,” he finished weakly. Why did he reject Satoru and cause him to look like a kicked puppy? He nearly retrieved the words back into his insolent mouth but didn’t.
I am doing this for his own good, he tried to convince himself. Though the argument felt measly at this point when his buzzing lips brought into attention how delighted they were to be kissed so perfectly.
Condemning himself, Kento murmured, “Goodbye, Satoru.”
Satoru, the lovely image of mischief, smirked and said, “Not goodbye. A… kiss you later, perhaps?”
Kento nearly smacked a hand across that mouth again but he had an inkling Satoru would very much enjoy that so he let him leave without another injury.
.・:゜゜・★・゜゜ :・．
There had to be a God somewhere, looking down upon Gojo Satoru and laughing. Because how else did he retain his sanity? Kento was the world’s most maddening puzzle. He rejected Satoru’s advances, adamantly believed they were unsuited for one another, and yet kissed him with so much devotion, there should be a ring manifesting on Satoru’s finger.
He stared down at his hand and then closed it in a fist. He might never bathe again just to preserve how this very same hand had been allowed to touch Kento’s body, had been permitted the greatest honor of clutching Kento’s delightful waist, and had been so perfectly fitting to brush against Kento’s cheek. Satoru brought his hand to his mouth and kissed its fingertips, one by one, imagining he was kissing the remnant of Kento’s cells left on them.
Wanting Kento for so long and finally having him in his arms felt like a daydream, one from which Satoru was being rudely awakened by the same man that occupied it. Kento aced in contradicting every word that left his mouth when he looked at Satoru with stars in his eyes.
Look in the mirror and tell me this isn’t the face of a man so wholly in love? he wished to say to Kento before leaving his home.
He stared up at the sun just for something to burn into his retinas. He winced. He didn’t wish to be blinded, not before seeing Kento stand across from him at the altar.
And that shall be the one goal through which he would persevere to accomplish. To hell with Kento’s insanity. Satoru would prove how perfect their union would be even if it took him another decade. Even on his deathbed he would propose to Kento. Though he desperately wished not to be left waiting for a yes for that long.
.・:゜゜・★・゜゜ :・．
Satoru found ample reasons to find Kento in any society event that included them both, slotted himself by Kento’s side and filled his ear with gossip he paid Ijichi to discover. This evening saw the two of them in a gentleman’s club that boasted its exclusivity. When Satoru had reached out to the owner to include Kento in its membership, the man dared to question his request. Safe to say that Satoru wasn’t above using his title this time.
Kento pretended to be ignoring him, his eyes glued to the ongoing card game from which he’d abstained, but there was no denying the lift of his lips in a secret smile when Satoru spelled out a raunchy detail about a certain illusive alpha of their acquaintance.
“Really?” Kento breathed.
“Truly.” He nodded for good measure. “I caught them necking in Suguru’s garden. It was awful.” He pouted. “Please help me erase that image from my mind.”
Kento’s cheeks pinked. Satoru hadn’t even said a word about what Kento could do to sort out his issue but Kento’s mind had clearly and instantly thought of them necking in a garden; if Satoru was correctly judging the way those honeyed brown eyes flew to his mouth. He smirked when Kento realized where he was looking and jerked his gaze away.
“You must stop gossiping, especially about my best friend’s affairs,” Kento said primly. Oh, Satoru could wrap him up in a blanket and hide him in his home for months on end and never be bored.
He relaxed against the column behind him and crossed his arms. “Has your best friend kept it from you?”
Kento’s lips pursed. He was so easy to read and right now, he appeared fairly chagrined. “Yu doesn’t owe me the sordid details of his personal life.”
Funnily, Kento looked like he disbelieved that.
Satoru tilted his head to the side, inspecting Kento closer. “Do you share the sordid details of your personal life with him?”
Kento’s eyes cut to him, then away once again. The flush on his cheeks did not disperse. “I do not have sordid details to share.”
“Au contraire, my good sir, you have me supplying you with plenty of sordid details,” he argued. Then in a quiet voice, “Or were my kisses dull and unremarkable?”
Kento’s expression scrunched into a displeased expression faster than he could school it into feigned neutrality and Satoru’s heart leapt to his throat in pure joy. Hurray! it shouted. Satoru’s exterior, on the other hand, managed a perfectly sane smile, showing most of his teeth, his cheeks feeling the strain. The betrayed emotion on Kento’s otherwise placid countenance felt like a small gift, a confirmation, if not in word.
“Your kisses,” Kento murmured, clearing his throat, “were inappropriate.”
He lazily countered, “I disagree. Any other man would devour you whole. I believe I’ve been rather tame in comparison.” Then added quickly, “Though I’d physically remove any man’s lips before he put them on yours.”
Kento’s cheeks turned rosy. The same color as the handkerchief tucked into Kento’s jacket. His new, paid off by Satoru, jacket. That, too, made Satoru very happy.
Even if Kento continued to refuse his proposal with words, every aspect of his mannerism pointed towards a slow thawing. A few months ago, he’d been utterly frigid.
Now, Kento stood facing Satoru, his pheromones freely filling Satoru’s nose. He took a deep inhale, centering himself on that sweetness he’d come to depend on to comfort him day and night.
“Come along with me,” he said, snagging Kento’s wrist. His quick pulse was a heady thing to note.
“Where to?” Kento asked, his footsteps betraying his acquiescence. Had he truly hated Satoru’s touch, a man of Kento’s nature would not allow such a touch.
“I have something to give you and I rather we didn’t have an audience. This time,” he tagged on the last bit with a wink thrown over one shoulder. He caught Kento’s widening eyes.
The club had many rooms for personal usage and Satoru had secured one for himself. He now watched Kento take a tentative cursory look of their surroundings. His head turned to take in the dimmed lighting. He closed the door with a quiet click that turned Kento to him.
“Why have you taken me somewhere private?” Kento asked, chewing on the inside of his cheek, which slightly affected his infliction. Was that true concern in Kento’s eyes or was he simply curious?
Endeavoring to find out, Satoru took a few steps to land him in Kento’s personal space, wrapped his arm around his waist, and murmured, “Do you not trust me?”
He was testing Kento’s limits and would not be too injured if Kento pushed him away.
It was that delicate flutter of eyelashes that punched through Satoru’s gut, making his knees weak. He wanted to kiss Kento with every fiber of his being but he first needed to give him the present.
The box felt heavy in his pocket, tenting his pants, and finally extracting it made him sigh in relief. Kento’s eyes flew down, and watching the fanning of his short, yet lush lashes made Satoru fall deeper in love with him. What a remarkable man. He’d truly won some divine contest when he was offered the opportunity to be Kento’s only, uncontested suitor.
He cracked open the lid and let Kento see its contents. It was a pair of cuff-links. Satoru had them custom made in Italy and they’d arrived a week ago. He’d been biding his time, but realized that there could never be a more perfect time to give Kento a gift than the present.
Kento’s pulse turned into a quick rhythm in his throat, and Satoru feasted his eyes on the sight.
“Do you like them?” he asked. He was only human and liked praise.
“These must be expensive,” Kento murmured, voice hushed. Satoru deflated.
He shrugged in what he knew was a rather careless gesture. “Nothing is too expensive for my darling future husband.”
Kento’s eyes were large, his pupils a marvelous brown that shimmered even in the low light of the room. “What did you just call me?”
Satoru placed the opened box on a table nearby and began working loose the existing ones fastened on Kento’s right wrist. Kento tugged weakly, but Satoru did not let him go.
“I called you my darling future husband because that is who you are meant to be; mine.” He looked up at Kento once he’d properly put on both cuff-links. Kento’s wrists were thick, dusted with blond hair that contrasted with his tanned skin. The gold of the accessory gleamed against his skin. Perfect.
“How long do you wish to… pursue your goal?” Kento murmured, eyes lowered to inspect his gift.
Satoru smiled. Beamed, even. “For as long as it takes for you to finally realize the depth of my feelings for you.”
There were more precious words lingering in his breast, at the tip of his tongue, but Satoru did not consider himself as humanity’s bravest man, and when he told Kento he loved him, he wished to hear the sentiment returned with as much passion. As much conviction he felt in his chest.
Kento’s throat moved with a swallow. “Suit yourself.” He raised one wrist and added, “These will raise some eyebrows.”
“I’ll bedazzle you in more presents so it’d become a common sight,” he promised, bending over to kiss Kento’s knuckles.
Kento’s voice shook. “Please don’t.”
Satoru tucked his tongue into his right cheek and said nothing. Promised nothing.
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
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For as long as it takes was turning out to be quite a long time but Satoru seemed truly impossible to discourage. And Kento couldn’t deny that he and Satoru were building a comfortable companionship, making it feasible for Kento to imagine this period of time as the prelude to their life together. They dined together at the Nanami estate, went on excursions chockful of nostalgia from their youth, and even spent many hours working in Kento’s quiet office; with Satoru quietly huffing at every ledger he had to inspect for his father’s estates. The fact he brought his work with him made Kento happier than words could describe. A sinister part loomed overhead, keeping Kento from committing this to memory. This, too, shall one day be part of the past. A past he wished to look on fondly.
The seasons signaled their timely change in the trees of the estate as their leaves browned and were shed unceremoniously. The biting winds of October allowed Satoru to give Kento heavy, fur coats in which he looked utterly fetching, explaining that Kento needed them if he wished to continue his adventuring with him. Satoru then proceeded to take Kento on carriage rides, chattering about the winters he’d experienced in Australia. Kento listened raptly, wishing to emboss every kernel of knowledge to his mind.
Then, as the chill truly settled and Kento’s feelings steadied into a dangerously content rhythm, Satoru loudly relished the comforting heat of Kento’s fireplace as it blazed on his side. He’d even showed up one afternoon and announced himself utterly defeated by numbers. Kento calmly took him to his chaise lounge and asked him to explain his dilemma. Satoru grumbled the entire time he told Kento of the hairy situation into which one of the tenants had gotten themselves. Gambling was one part of society Satoru vocally detested; he hated luck and fate.
He spoke heatedly. “I make my own luck and deride anyone who places faith in intangible factors that might provide them with a fortune.”
Kento listened with a patient look, humming in agreement. Then said, “Your luck was created by lineage.”
That had silenced Satoru for that evening. He looked chastised but not annoyed by Kento’s words.
Satoru appeared otherwise pleased to have a companion in Kento, and was properly chuffed when Kento only allowed him limited liberties of holding his hand when it was freely placed on the cushion between them, or when he’d lean in to peck Kento’s forehead whilst it was wrinkled with a furrow. Kento responded with quiet indignance but he never once could push Satoru away.
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
In December, Satoru’s parents planned a grandiose party to celebrate his birthday, and he only seemed capable of enduring the many questions regarding its minute details if he had Kento’s help. Kento did not mind. He poured over the options with the utmost severity.
“How are you so easily amused?” he asked, when he saw Satoru’s bright grin.
“I imagine you employing that focus for planning our wedding, which makes the task of deciding on flowers and color scheme a delightful experience,” Satoru replied, silencing Kento on the matter. Patience. He needed to have patience with Satoru and…himself.
.・:゜゜・★・゜゜ :・．
On the night of the party, Satoru requested that Kento show up in the bespoke suit he’d had delivered to his home. He received Kento’s answer at three o’clock.


You are a madman.


He cackled. Ijichi clicked his tongue. The valet was growing defiant in Satoru’s presence but since Satoru was mellowed out by a delicious, lengthy courtship, he was in a mood good enough to allow it.
Tonight would mark seven months since Satoru began his pursuit for Kento’s hand in marriage. He had quite the risqué present to offer Kento and he wished to be properly accepted this time.
He’d noted Kento’s softening, and relished it with gratitude. Cognizant of the pressure omegas had to be paired up, Satoru understood Kento’s defeated attitude regarding his own bachelordom. He considered it a well and done conclusion. Satoru was hoping he’d managed to change his mind. Why else had Kento allowed his presence the past few months?




Notes:


Phewwwwwwwwwwwwww. \o/ Hazzah! This chapter is intense. We GOT THEIR FIRST KISS.....ES..... damn...... I fucking loveeeeeeed Satoru in this chapter. Kento is on thin ice for his delusion. I SWEAR, IF HE RUINS SATORU'S PROPOSAL NEXT CHAPTER I WILL MURDER HIM.
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Chapter Text

The Gojo manor looked resplendent for the much awaited festivities. The birthday of the Gojo nobility’s only heir had proven to be the sole topic on everyone’s tongues, everywhere Kento went, he heard speculations. Some believed exotic dancers would be present. Others announced there’d be fireworks with so much confidence. At least it provided society with a warm hope amidst what unfolded as a dreary, cold winter.
Kento had to withdraw deep within his mind to escape the niggling concern on what a night would signify for him and Satoru. The day of the party, he’d taken careful care to dress in the suit that arrived at his home, careful with every garment. His heart swelled upon seeing himself in Satoru’s colors, the gesture making his breath catch in his chest. The light blue of the coat suited his complexion, colored his skin golden. Even his hair was shining brighter.
He wondered, standing at the door before stepping in, whether everyone would look at him and find out their secret.
Their many, many secret kisses. Stolen in seconds whilst Tomori took a brief recess from the drawing room. Kisses in which Satoru tilted Kento’s face higher, mid-sentence, and filled his mind with cotton. Upon returning, Tomori would question Kento as to what had drawn such a look on his face, and he’d hide his embarrassment within the pages of the book he’d been reading. Satoru would remain as unflappable as ever. The innocent yet significant touches, Satoru’s fingers tracing circles in Kento’s wrist, drawing blood to Kento’s face as his body tensed and his stomach drew into a taut knot. The wriggling of Satoru into every recess of Kento’s life and mind was akin to nature taking its course. Kento had become unable to separate them into two different entities. Even now, standing before Satoru’s home, Kento knew he was not the same man he’d been before Satoru’s return and would not distinguish the change if pressed.
“Are you coming, Kento?” Tomori said. She was radiant in a cream frock. Her ringlets of blond hair untouched by age.
She looked every bit the proud Mama, for once uncaring for what fate awaited her son—she wholly understood that Kento had won the heart of society’s most eligible bachelor alpha. Kento didn’t have the heart to discourage her anymore—didn’t have the heart to discourage himself either.
He held her arm in the crook of his and nodded. “Yes, Mother.”
They walked in and were received by Satoru’s parents. The duke and duchess were picture perfect with their matching white hair and brilliant eyes. It was no question whence Satoru had received his coloring.
The two were a well known, respected alpha and omega pair of their rather sizable Japanese society in London, their line of nobility passed down to their descendants over a century now. They’d been bonded for over thirty-five years and it was apparent. They spoke and moved in perfect synchronization, and watching them made Kento wonder whether that’d been the work of their bond or their love.
Kento greeted them in a subdued manner, his mind captivated by a familiar refrain. Would I fit within this family’s registry? Not only was he older than Satoru, he was past his prime. What if he couldn’t bear children? What if he doomed Satoru to never becoming a father? He’d seen Satoru with little babes during picnics, witnessed his doting and glimpsed the yearning the alpha attempted to shield him from seeing, likely imagining Kento disliking the insinuation that Satoru would like to hold their own children in his arms one day.
That couldn’t be further from the truth. Since Kento’s first true heat, he’d been plagued by a consistent heat every month. During which his body was thrown into the most tempestuous seas of desire and yearning. His mind had been filled with nobody but Satoru. And in the aftermath of every grueling three day period, his heart would be yearning for…the children. The starry-haired, blue eyed cherubs he easily conjured. Satoru had been a gentleman, giving Kento the required space, and the assistance. One month it’d been another jacket, another he added a scarf he liked—which Kento had slept in for three nights in a row, when his heat allowed for respite. Last month’s heat, Satoru had smelled the pre-heat pheromones before he’d walked into the drawing room. They’d been reduced to exchanging letters via servants until Satoru was pulled away by a summoning. He hadn’t left without parting from the very same jacket, gloves, and scarf. In his last letter, he’d claimed to have been seconds away from sacrificing the very shirt on his back had Tomori allowed him.
The near-sacrifice sent Kento into a weepy state from which he didn’t recover for three hours; leaving him with swollen eyelids that hurt every time he blinked.
As Kento and his mother walked deeper into the house towards the ballroom, Kento’s heart grew heavier. Initially, he’d considered Satoru’s intentions to marry him as feeble as the man’s young pursuits. Whimsical. Nostalgic. He couldn’t have been more wrong. Satoru’s affections were evident in every word he penned and every touch he placed on Kento’s person, but Kento had to believe them misplaced or else he might perish into the winds of his own desires. He forced the notion onto his mind even when every sign signaled otherwise.
Satoru must be confusing the man he looked upon with his younger visage. Kento could see how that might have happened. The years separating them had to be the cause for such misdirected affection. It must be a case of disillusionment induced by Satoru’s fond memories of when they were young; of when they were free and jubilant; of when Satoru himself could run off into adventures, unshackled by the very same duties he now bemoaned. Kento understood the misunderstanding and was prepared for Satoru to realize it for himself. And for months, he’d waited with bated breath for the call to cease coming. That Satoru ended what had begun as a mere fancy. But the bell rang duly. That introduced some trepidation on Kento’s end. Despite Satoru’s words, he was waiting for the eventual fading of childish nostalgia to snap Satoru into reality. The novelty of having Kento’s attention had turned Satoru fanciful. Once worn off, the pursuit would be deemed unnecessary. And Kento would be bereft. Again.
Entering the large hall, and before they were allowed a moment to consider the grandiose decorative chandeliers, mother and son were accosted by the Nanamis’ closest friend: Yu wore the prettiest smile.
“Kento! Have I got the news for you,” he began after his small talk with Kento’s mother, offering them each a glass of lemonade whilst balancing his own.
Kento allowed Yu to take his hand and walk him to a safe distance. Then he turned on Kento with a gushing, “I have accepted Suguru’s proposal!”
Kento’s breath caught in his chest. “You have?” he asked faintly.
He’d been aware that, whilst he was painstakingly keeping Satoru at an arm’s length—ironically, that did not stop them from going as far as kissing—Yu was experiencing his first whirlwind love; the love affair at the prospect of which he’d vocally scoffed.
Considering this piece of news, Kento realized that it was a prime example of what a proper albeit a tad unconventional since Yu was five and twenty years old union looked like: Yu was every bit the blushing engaged omega. Unlike Yu, Kento hadn’t felt the joy of being courted in his twenties. His introduction into society was nothing more than a regular evening for everyone else. Brokenhearted, Kento had easily licked his wounds, strengthened his esteem, and considered a different sort of life for himself. The offers, had they shown up, would’ve been paltry in comparison to the only person who called Kento’s alert. None of society’s alphas were as dashing and bright as Gojo Satoru after all.
Outgoing and charming and youthful, Yu had attracted suitors while Kento’s reserved nature pushed him to the side. He wasn’t particularly sought after or beautiful. He was taller than most alphas preening in ballrooms, and he didn’t wish to diminish his own worth by accepting paltry attention. Yu, on the other hand, pushed aside alphas due to reasons of his own. A sweetheart that broke his heart. Made him untrusting of any alpha. Kento did not have the details which made Geto Suguru the right fit for his friend, but knowing him, Yu’d find a way to divulge them soon enough. Signs of his joy spread on Yu’s countenance like the sun shining down on a field of tulips.
“Congratulations,” he said effusively. He clasped Yu’s hands, inspecting the engagement collar around his neck; it was white and sparkled with diamonds, which brought forth a curiosity as to whence Geto had gotten such fortune. “Truly, Yu. I know no one more deserving of such happiness.”
Yu grinned, eyes glistening with tears. “I do! You deserve this happiness. Oh, Kento, I just wish you’d realize how lovable you are.” He squeezed Kento’s hands.
He gently extracted them from Yu’s clasps to wave away his pretty words. “You must be overwhelmed with the upcoming nuptials, then?”
Yu tilted his head, considering. “Suguru jokes that we’ll elope but you know me. I must have a party rivaling this one.” He looked around.
Speaking of, Kento threw a glance ahead, noting the extravagance. Every bauble shone and sparkled. Were those gold candlesticks on every table? The dessert tables extended from one side to the impressive corner of the large room. Kento glimpsed a rather tall dome of cream puffs. Were those the famous cream puffs Michiri, the Gojo cook, made? The duke and duchess did nothing in half measures.
“What are you thinking of, Kento?” Yu asked, interrupting his perusal of the room.
Looking into Yu’s eyes, he was startled to find them firmly set on him. “What do you mean?”
Whilst Yu’s eyes were sharp, his tone was gentle. “You have not truly rejected Satoru’s courtship. Everyone’s talking about it. So, I am curious to know what is keeping you from saying yes.”
He blinked, his heart aching. How did he begin to explain it to Yu? In a manner of someone who wasn’t entirely sure that they’d be understood, he gave Yu a soft sigh. “He’s stubborn, that’s all. He’ll realize it soon enough.”
“Realize what? That you’re not the man for him?” Yu sounded a hint annoyed, eyebrows furrowing on his beautiful face.
He nodded. It was the truth. “He’s been gone for years, Yu,” he tried to explain his reasoning. “Now that he’s returned, as the next in line to head his household, he must be itching to settle down. Then there is me and who’s more desperate for marriage than a spinster who’s never been courted before?” He sounded rather dismissive of himself; but it was his truth.
Yu’s eyes widened in shock. “Is that truly how you perceive your situation?” He sighed. “If I were Satoru, I’d be truly gutted.”
He frowned, noting his lemonade going lukewarm on its abandoned spot. He took a sip and grimaced. “I can’t just hand over my acceptance to anyone, Yu. I thought you’d understand.”
Yu began to shake his head before Kento was through. “That part, I understand. There is nothing wrong in some sensibility, but you are veering into a very dangerous territory of entirely mistaking Satoru’s intentions.” He took away Kento’s glass and clasped his hands. “If he is so called itching to settle down, wouldn’t he have easily and already found a match from the ton of other matches offering themselves to him?”
His eyes were burning with conviction. None of it could truly penetrate through Kento’s thick shell of protective denial. He sighed. “It appears that we’re meant to disagree.” If he allowed himself even an inch of perhaps, Kento would be forever lost. None of him would remain in the end.
Yu rolled his eyes but the gesture was filled with affection although edged with exasperation. He seemed privy to some piece of wisdom that eluded Kento. “One day, you’ll realize I’m right and I hope to be around to gloat.”
Kento refrained from retorting that he wouldn’t because in all honesty: he couldn’t. Did his view on love change in the past six months of Satoru’s unerring affection? A bit. He’d once thought himself above the very idea of love. He hadn’t been able to conceive it for himself; how it might look to be in love. But now, if he looked deeper at his chest, he’d find an endless chasm. He saw a tall man, finally somebody who could shelter Kento. A man filled with jests and drove the gloom of any stress from Kento’s mind with a glance. He didn’t just want that man, he yearned to be loved and wanted by him.
But the reality was harsher than his desire. He was past the marrying age for omegas and his resignation of a spinster life had already been accepted long ago. While Satoru was in Australia, the dismissal of alphas had been stamped into Kento’s head: Love wasn’t meant for him. He’d been insecure by the fact of him being the only omega he knew who wasn’t pursued, but he’d comforted himself on the idea that not everyone got that happy ending.
It hadn’t been easy, coming to terms that he was growing more than a little fond of Gojo Satoru. He was a matured, dependable version of that sparkling young boy who’d dazzled the breath out of Kento’s chest. The emotions clogging Kento’s chest were deepening beyond his control. But in the end, he had to prioritize himself, which meant continuing to wait for the other shoe to drop and for Satoru to move on to greener pastures.
Thankfully, their conversation came to an end as dancing was announced. This prompted the other half of Yu to waltz in and ask, “May I steal you away, darling?”
Yu’s eyelashes fluttered, but his voice was teasing. “I’m afraid that’s already been done.” They exchanged a look laden with desire; witnessing it made Kento blush.
As they apologized to him, he looked around. Several Mamas took seats at tables, chattering. He saw Yu be escorted to the dance floor by his betrothed. Kento had the awkward position of standing a little too close to the hosts for his own liking. His mother, on the other hand, seemed utterly ecstatic.
“My, Kento, to think that you’d land yourself such an agreeable, successful match,” his mother breathed, lifting her glass.
He hated to see her hopes lift up, for when they crashed down, they’d turn her despondent. Instead, he turned his eyes to the guests. Occupied by his thoughts, Kento hadn’t noticed the absence of the man of the hour. Surely the party wouldn’t pass by without him. He peered left and right, until he felt a presence by his side. He looked up and there he was.
Satoru was the picture of gentility, his suit a glorious white akin to a groom’s wedding attire. Kento’s heart swelled in his chest.
“Where have you been?” he asked quietly. His words, once they caught the ears of the three members of their small audience, seemed too eager to him.
“I had an urgent last-minute correspondence to address. Missed me?” he asked, offering his hand. Titters rose, eyes flying to how Satoru’s fingers closed over Kento’s hand.
“You look utterly ravishing, Mrs. Nanami,” Satoru murmured to Kento’s mother, while his eyes remained fixed on Kento. Kento looked away for fear of what his own gaze might reveal.
Tomori’s lashes fluttered. “Why, thank you, Your Grace.”
“Now, surely such formalities aren’t necessary between future family members?” Satoru asked, his gaze resting heavily on the side of Kento’s face, which remained facing elsewhere.
His words traveled beyond their small circles and a hush fell over the conversation. For the few seconds the quiet lasted, Kento felt his breath catch, his stomach plummeting to his feet. He could feel the disapproving looks land on him with a certain sharpness. It was when he saw them shift to Satoru with the same severity that he knew, without a doubt, how dangerous his existence in Satoru’s life could be.
He finished off his drink and motioned for another, all the while counting to ten. Then backward to zero. When he was about to do it a third time, Satoru’s hand landed on his waist. The touch electrified him.
“Pay attention to nobody but me, Kento. As my birthday gift,” Satoru murmured in the vicinity of Kento’s ears
In his attempt to soothe the quiet desperation in Satoru’s voice, Kento let out his secret, “I already got you a birthday gift.” Kento peeked at Satoru; and seeing his pleased smile calmed his nerves.
Blue eyes widened in surprise and the worried hand on his waist lowered. “You did?”
Kento frowned. “Of course I did. You’ve been very generous to me, exceedingly so, therefore I had to repay it somehow. Though I doubt it’ll be as impressive.” He was mumbling to himself, taking thirsty sips of what was traveling to his head, turning it woozy.
Satoru sighed. “Fret not, I’m sure my present is dazzling and glorious.”
Kento hoped so. He raised his third glass and emptied its content into his mouth. He hoped more than anything that his present would serve as a proper farewell. He was going to finally release Satoru from this sham of a courtship.
Satoru’s stay by his side did not last for that much longer. Obligation to socialize pulled him away, though he appeared quite chagrined. It wasn’t until Kento nudged him with his elbow, mouthing Go, that he finally turned away. In a matter of seconds, he was surrounded by a flutter of skirts and dashing jackets. Pinks and yellows and greens, Satoru was nearly swallowed by the hungry omegas, all batting their eyelashes and competing for his attention.
One omega in particular, in an adorable pink frock, with hair like midnight, blinked her large green eyes at Satoru and, in a move quite calculating, dropped her handkerchief. Like the gentleman he was, Satoru bent down and picked it up for her. She performed beautifully, of course. Eyes wide with a sweet disposition. Watching the entire scene unfold in front of Kento wrapped a tight vice around his chest, making normal breathing impossible. If Kento had been that young, that luminous, would he have Satoru’s ring on his finger and his heir in his belly? Would he have fought the temptation at all? No, he thought, not one bit.
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
The night sky was shimmering, trembling tumultuously overhead, threatening with snowfall. Kento stared hard at the sky and asked the wind, “Why are you the one shaking?”
He raised one hand and attempted to grasp a sliver of the moon. Instead, Kento caught a chill in his fingertips. It was the kind of winter that inspired staying indoors near a fireplace and tucked underneath a heavy quilt or three whilst either drinking tea or reading poetry. Alas he was still at Satoru’s birthday party, or had been before he’d made his escape. It’d got overwhelming, standing there in the midst of all of Satoru’s guests when none of them hid none of their adoration for the man and their contempt for Kento.
Every brush of Satoru’s hand on him drew many glaring eyes into Kento’s direction. When he chose Kento as his first dance for the evening, Kento felt a sharp vehement murderous gaze settle on his head. He was glad to be out of their scrutiny lest an attempt at his life was his fate.
A shuffle of feet, probably some guests sharing his interest to get some fresh air, filled his ears. In his panic to escape a possible altercation with a vengeful mama or two, Kento took a hasty detour to his left, then another left, which led him directly to the heart of the Gojo estate’s maze.
The coincidence wasn’t lost on him. It’d been in a place like this where he’d first met Satoru and now, as the dark bushes rose high above his head, obscuring the moonlight, Kento wondered if he’d be found by those endless blue eyes again.
This time, he didn’t feel the itch of anxiety. He was mostly concerned with how he would perform the wearying task of shooting Satoru down. Like shooting down a glorious bird from the sky. He’d be the criminal putting several holes in Satoru’s wings.
When he viewed his surroundings, he found it was manicured prettily, with resilient camellias blooming and surrounding a large fountain with its own statue of a cherub, which was spewing water from his mouth. He sat down upon a bench with a sigh of relief. His fingers going to the edge of his fur-lined coat.
So far, his absence was going unnoted as expected, but soon enough, the sound of tapping heels invaded his peace, letting Kento know that there’d be no respite for him. He lifted his glance in the direction of the sound. Satoru hurriedly came about the corner, and his white hair glowed, even in the dim light. The moon adored it with its refracted light and made it shimmer.
Satoru’s face, when he came into Kento’s focus, wore a careful smile. “There you are, sweetheart. I’ve been looking for you everywhere.”
Kento’s heart jolted at the tender words. He swallowed harshly. Truly, Kento hadn’t been in search of some reprieve. He’d been searching for fortitude to do what he must do. He cleared his throat and patted the empty space beside him on the bench. Like an overeager puppy, Satoru rushed and plopped his posterior down. He tilted his head in Kento’s direction, and the move was so nostalgic of the way he’d peered at Kento that first meeting that Kento’s eyes misted over.
“Are you going to give me my present now?” Satoru murmured. His voice was velvety smooth.
Kento nodded. He reached for his pocket and took out the framed picture. “It’s not as–”
Satoru cut him off, eyes big on his face, “You’ve finally painted my portraiture.”
Sighing, he admitted, “Yes.”
In the past, Kento had adamantly refused to paint Satoru beyond the first time—denying the boy’s incessant wishes to preserve his own feelings, and due to some pettiness of not wanting more people to look upon his painting of Satoru. Now, Kento felt the gesture would be an appropriate farewell.
Naturally, concern over how paltry of a gift it was made him hesitate to even submit it to Satoru’s eyes. He’d taken moments from his daily life to sit at his desk and painstakingly get Satoru’s liking but the hours spent didn’t feel enough. He’d have liked to have had the model sit in for him, but there’d be no hiding the surprise then. The piece was small enough to fit inside a book. He’d gotten it framed to keep it from harm.
Satoru gazed down at his likeness with a look of utter bafflement. The corners of his mouth lifted so high, lines webbed from his grinning eyes. “This is wonderful, Kento,” he finally said, his voice filled with awe. He lifted his face to fix Kento with his sparkling eyes. “Although I’d have preferred a picture of you so I could carry it in my pocket.”
Kento’s cheeks warmed. “Don’t be ridiculous.” Then in a mutter, “What good would that be?”
Satoru leaned ever so close, his breath tickling Kento’s temple. “It’d do me a world of good, actually. I could inspect it when I am feeling down and instantly be cheered up.” With a chuckle, he added, “Or I could consult you over my irresponsible decisions and be comforted by your frown.”
“I… You’re ridiculous,” he murmured, lowering his gaze. His heart was in shambles.
Satoru chuckled by his side. After a moment, he turned to Kento with a conspiratorial look, nudging his shoulder. “This prompts me to give you my present.”
Kento couldn’t help the frown twisting his expression. “What present?” Naturally a man as generous as Satoru couldn’t deny himself the opportunity.
Satoru’s voice was a shade deeper. “My courtship present.”
That was a custom which had raised Kento’s eyebrow. An alpha presented their pair with a gift to signify their bond. That wasn’t the part that surprised Kento. It was the fact that the gift was more often than not an engagement collar. When he’d first seen an omega wear one, his question of the accessory’s meaning elicited many blushing stutters from the wearer.
Eyes had begun to wander to his own neck over the years. He’d been given his share of pitying glances when his neck remained empty year after year. The glaring disappointment did not touch him then. Not the way it’d spear him from now on.
Kento had believed he’d go his whole life without being presented with a collar of his own. Now, staring at Satoru as he produced the very same item Kento had secretly coveted from a cream-colored satin bag, he felt his temperature rise despite the chill embracing his body.
The neckband was thin and made of polished black leather that shone in Satoru’s hand. Within its hard strap was a sapphire the size of Kento’s thumb nail. He gasped involuntarily.
“I realize the magnitude of this collar, Kento, but I wish to make my feelings and intentions for you quite clear. I want you as my husband,” Satoru spoke, and his voice came from a distance as wind blew into Kento’s ears.
He gasped for air, realizing belatedly that he’d stopped breathing when his eyes landed on the collar. Kento frowned, staring down at the present. He raised his eyes and said the wrong thing, “You’re handsome and young; many more advantageous matches are lining up for you.”
Satoru’s grin was blinding; misunderstanding Kento’s roundabout rejection for shyness. Kento had the urge to look away but a finger tilted his chin up and denied him the escape. “The only match I want is yours. You’re the only man for me, Kento”
Kento gave Satoru an incredulous look. His mouth opened and closed. Rejecting Satoru was one thing, rejecting the collar was another. He sank into a deeper state of dejection. “I cannot accept it. It’d be inappropriate.”
Finally, his words sank into Satoru. The shift turned his glee into concern. “Why?” Satoru asked, tone beseeching. “You must know that I will never falter! I am certain of what I want and if I don’t get it, I’d rather not have anything else at all. It just won’t do if it’s not you.”
He stared at him, his mouth gaping. “Are you mad?”
Satoru smiled, but it didn’t touch his eyes. “Mad about you, perhaps.” Then, as if the idea were sparkling in his mind so vividly it turned his eyes into sapphires—beyond priceless and almost blinding to behold. “Do you recall seeing a stranger on your estate in May?”
Kento frowned. In the haze of his slight intoxication, the memory was hazy and unattainable. Until he scoured his mind for a hint of what Satoru wanted him to remember. There it was. The moon had been shining just as it did tonight. He’d been swimming in the lake as it was his favored method to silencing the doubt in his mind. He’d taken off his glasses, as seeing as his eyesight had deteriorated over the years of staring intently at tiny digits on paper, Kento hadn’t been able to properly see the man standing in the shrubbery.
“That was you?” he asked, heart pounding in his throat.
Satoru wore a sheepish look. “Yes. I… I’d arrived in London a mere hour earlier and the first person I wished to see after greeting my parents was you.” His hand inched towards Kento’s cheek, cupping it in its warmth. He leaned into the touch, then realized his mistake.
He pulled away with a startle. “But… why? Why come see me first? And why didn’t you say anything all this time?” That had been months ago but the embarrassment of being seen—shirtless—made his face burn. He wasn’t very appreciative of Satoru’s secret being held over his head.
Satoru reacted with an apologetic twist of his mouth. His eyes dropped to Kento’s clenched fists—when had he done that? When he spoke, he was still looking down. “Because I’m mad about you, Kento. I spent ten years apart from you.” He finally lifted his eyes and the yearning Kento saw in the depths of Satoru’s blue eyes nearly sent him to the ground. “I missed you like someone drowning might miss his next breath, Kento.” He placed his free hand on one of Kento’s fists, loosened his fingers, and twined their fingers. “I wanted to see you. I wanted you. I… did not think of anything or anyone else. I haven’t thought of anyone else for a decade, Kento.”
Kento didn’t have an inkling of what to say or do. His body thrummed, his heart so large it threatened to break its rib cage.
Satoru’s eyes shifted to Kento’s lips, watching the way Kento chewed on his lower lip. “And now that I have you, I cannot bear to let you out of my sight. I need you in a way that’s quite concerning. Therefore, Kento, my darling, please. Consider my proposal.”
In the silence of Kento’s whirling thoughts, Satoru rambled on, “I wouldn’t even mind a longer courtship. I’ve waited ten years to call you husband. Another year or ten won’t hurt me.” He attached a nervous laugh to the end. “Though I’d prefer we married before we’re fifty.”
Kento felt the chill first invade his extremities. Climbing up his feet through his leather shoes, then past his knees. Settling in his stomach. He was quite aware of how tipsy he’d gotten as his veins thrummed. He opened his mouth and let all of his darkest doubts spill, “I don't want to take you seriously because what if I’m just a passing fancy to you?” His hands flew up and clutched at Satoru’s jacket, jostling him closer. “I am not a passing fancy, Satoru. When I love, it is forever. I won’t be society’s laughingstock!” His voice rose until he was shouting at Satoru.
Realizing this, he released him with a shameful frown and held his trembling hands between his thighs. Satoru’s eyes clouded over.
When he spoke, Satoru’s voice was edged with patience. “Do you truly think so lightly of my affections? I have been nothing but earnest in my advances, Kento. I yearn for you. Seriously. Intentionally.”
Kento’s words trembled in his chest. “But it is not right,” he said, feeling as if he was repeating himself without avail. “You and I do not fit together. I am old and withered and unsuitable. You deserve better.”
Satoru let loose his patience and was now the one grabbing at Kento’s shoulders and speaking in the sparse space between their faces. “I cannot believe you’d throw these horrid words in my face and think I’d accept them. You are my beacon, Kento!”
Kento’s eyes welled with tears at the slip of agony into Satoru’s voice. “But what about society? What about the scorn that’ll surely be directed your way once this comes into light? Do you not fear that your decision to be with me will lose you people’s respect?” he argued, his frame was rigid with the very same fear of which he spoke.
He could not, would not, see Satoru fall from grace because he’d made a hasty, uninformed decision based on what could only be childish fancy. Yet as he watched Satoru’s eyes dim, his mouth pursing into a line, Kento wished he were eight feet tall, he wished he could stomp on anyone who dared to badmouth Satoru or question his sanity for choosing him.
He splayed his hands and pressed his palms to Satoru’s cheek. The heat shared between them broke through Satoru’s disquiet. His eyes softened then shut. He tilted his head sideways to rest his cheek against Kento’s hand.
Kento’s lip shuddered when Satoru opened his eyes and said, “I would marry you in an instant, uncaring for what anyone says, and I’d do it a thousand times over if you’d just say yes.”
Kento realized then that by holding within his hands Satoru’s face, he was also holding endless possibilities within his grasp.
A small voice in his head intruded, Accept the collar. What harm can that do?
“No.”
Satoru’s eyebrows flew up. “You won’t marry me?” He sounded so dejected it physically hurt Kento to nod.
In the ensuing moments, Satoru’s eyes searched through Kento’s eyes, glistening with an emotion Kento knew all too well. Brokenhearted. He was the criminal doing this to his savior. His fellow adventurer. But he must. If he didn’t look after Satoru, who would?
When Satoru spoke, his voice was scratched, choking the words through gritted teeth. “You were never going to accept my love, were you? I was always some...fanciful amusement for you, as you, what? Ignored the boring day to day life you live? The paltry life?” His face shook under Kento’s hands but he couldn’t tear them away fearing he might collapse if left without Satoru’s warmth.
And in that moment, Kento so dearly wanted to say no, wanted to deny the hurt that was corroding Satoru’s expression, making him sneer in a picture so unfitting for his lovely exterior but he...couldn't. Kento couldn't lie to Satoru as much as he couldn’t lie to himself. He had been wasting Satoru’s time for the past six months. He couldn’t let it continue.
Satoru waited for Kento to answer, but Kento looked down, ashamed of his own cowardice. What more did he need to be sure of Satoru’s affections? Was he so broken as to never accept love? He raked through his mind on how to first amend the deep gash of ache in Satoru’s chest.
“I will accept the collar however,” he added with emphasis lest he falsely raised Satoru’s hopes, “I shan’t wear it.” He caressed Satoru’s cheeks with his thumbs. Apologizing in the form of touch, hoping Satoru understood.
“Then why accept it?” Satoru murmured and as he blinked, a tear trembled from his lashes. The sight of it gouged a hole in Kento’s chest.
Kento swallowed. “Because I do not hate anything more than I hate myself this instant.” The words were like small daggers, ripping him apart on their way out of his mouth. But they were important.
Satoru was silent for a long time. Then he finally said, softly, “I will convince you of us, Kento. You will realize that we are inevitable.”
Some part of him was rooting for Satoru. Another was simply counting down the days until this rapidly growing feeling in his heart would turn savage and kill him. And perhaps that second voice held the reins over his mouth.
He released Satoru’s face and murmured, "I’d much prefer you realized the futility of your affections now before either one of us got hurt, Satoru.”
In the act of preventing his own feelings from injury, Kento had sharply cut through Satoru. He recoiled from Kento, and the distance implacably placed between them was a ravine, dangerous and steep. “Very well, Kento. I shall grant you the space for which you’re too fearful to ask.”
With that, he turned around and strode away, leaving behind the collar and its unworthy recipient.
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
In all reality, Kento had truly believed his course of action was the only viable sequence to what had baffled the ton. Morning rose on Kento with bared claws, sinking into his eyes and making him wince. His hangover remedy persisted in ignoring it and as a result, his ailment did not take well to it. It ravaged him all throughout his morning, turning him physically weak but even his preoccupation with how nauseous he felt did not keep him from thinking of Satoru. Of his tearful eyes.
The breakfast table felt bereft without the smattering of conversation Satoru carried with Kento’s mother. She also looked a little withered. Her sun was taken from her. Kento didn’t dare to inform her that it’d likely be a permanent change mainly because he didn’t believe it to be so.
By the third morning, Kento’s suspicions rose. Claws drawn.
Was Satoru giving him space? Or was he punishing his stubborn streak?
If anything, he’d succeeded in veering Kento off his routine. He was absent minded the entire morning, which led to mistakes in his numbers, which led to his needing to stay longer hours at work, holed up with ledgers.
By the sixth morning, he was chewing on his nails and fighting the urge to march to the Gojo estate, get on his knees, and apologize. Anything to bring back his sun. He didn’t. He needed to hold the center all by himself.
By the twelfth morning, Kento had severe headaches that sapped him of energy and sent him to bed at a seemingly early hour. Tomori protested his working so much, telling him off that no husband would wish for his betrothed to occupy their time with banal matters of business when they could be spending time together.
Kento nearly disabused her from her fantasy with a few choice words but refrained. Not due to the gracious nature of his heart, but because the very thought of Satoru having well and truly quitting the courtship made him dizzy with concern.
This is it? I’ve been prepared for the time it’d happen, but I never considered my heart to ache so much. It being Christmas did not aid Kento in getting his mind off of the utter lack of Satoru in his life. The sky filled with clouds, keeping the sun well and truly hidden. Kento took up gazing out of the window and wishing for a snowstorm to deliver him to an early grave.
Yu’s engagement party was a hopeful occasion as he knew he’d see Satoru there. It was his close friend’s engagement as well.
Thus far in the evening, Kento’s eyes kept skimming the faces of the attendees but failed to land on the one face he’d been wishing to see. He fished Yu out of the circle of congratulating friends and asked him, “Is Satoru here?”
Yu’s eyes lost a watt or two. “He declined the invitation due to a prior engagement.” Peering closer at Kento, “You look haggard. What happened?”
He opened his mouth to explain but shut it. “Long story,” he muttered instead.
Acceptance drew a remorseful look on Yu’s face. Knowing Kento, he’d probably already drawn the appropriate conclusion. Nanami Kento and his big bloody mouth.
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
For the following week, Satoru was glaringly missing from all social gatherings to which Kento attended with the mere hope of catching a glimpse of him. His heart ached most of the time, and he stopped believing it was caused by the added workload by the end of the year.
If one person felt more horrible in Satoru’s absence than Kento it would be Tomori. His mother bemoaned his luck day and night, being around her was turning into an ordeal.
“Just when you managed to snag the attention of the most eligible bachelor, this drought ascends on you again!” she wailed, her handkerchief pressed to her wet cheek.
He rolled his eyes. “This has nothing to do with luck and everything to do with how I simply do not fit the standard.” He tidily collected his papers. Working in the drawing room proved to be a useless endeavor on his part. “I’m sorry for not being the kind of omega son that’d get out of your hair, Mother.” She stared at him, her mouth agape, but before she could say anything more, he added, “I have proven too monstrous to have a happily ever after and it’s best we both came to terms with it now.”
He strode away, heart heavier than ever, now with the added weight of having popped his mother’s bubble of seeing him married.
When he walked into his room, his eyes flew to the satin bag on his desk. He took out the collar. In a moment of weakness, he unclasped its hook and walked over to his mirror. He placed it over his neck. The shining leather was such a startling sight he had to put it down. For good measure, he hid the bag in the back of his drawer where he was sure it’d collect dust in due time.
.・:゜゜・・゜゜ :・．
By the end of January, Kento’s life resumed its banal routine. He worked, read, conversed in sparse words with his mother and his small circle of acquaintances. Yu’s wedding planning forced him to leave town to accompany him on shopping sprees but otherwise, he was…superficially back to reality.
Whilst the streets were filling up with amorous partners striding hand in hand, Kento’s heart felt emptier than ever. Until he returned home and received news of a missive in his name.
He tore into the letter, ignoring the larger accompanying chest, though the contents caused him some alarm.
The sight of My dearest adventurer written in Satoru’s loopy handwriting almost made his eyes well up with tears. He sniffed and continued.
According to the brief letter, Satoru was tangled in urgent business to attend abroad. His father trusted no one but himself. He’d been unable to send Kento any word, and according to the time of posting, this very same letter was written a month ago.
Added to the end was a postscript. The chest contains over three thousand letters. I hope they are cared for; they are my second most precious possession.
He put down the paper and glanced around. The chest was sizable indeed. And when he nudged it with his foot, it did not budge. Over three thousand letters? Penned by whom? Was this some joke? He’d finally settled back into his life and now Satoru’s letter was disrupting everything. It was springing hope in his heart. He had half a mind to tear the letter and ignore Satoru’s words. But his heart wouldn’t allow it. Matter of fact, it led him to his writing desk and his hand to his quill.
If this was his own time to experience a bout of distance that made the heart fonder, then he detested it thoroughly. As he called for Miri to post the letter, he couldn’t help but acknowledge the relief that flowed through him.
Satoru wasn’t keeping his distance. He’d been away on business.
But another inkling of doubt crept in… What stopped Satoru from disappearing for another decade?
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Chapter Text

Once Kento had sent his reply to Satoru’s post-dated letter, he stood in the foyer of his home for a long time, simply watching the large chest as if it might spring open and allow a humongous beast to escape and eat him whole. He’d deserve it. The chest’s gleaming exterior intimated the care Satoru had undoubtedly bestowed upon it. In the letter Kento clenched in his hand, Satoru had called it his second dearest treasure. And what was Satoru’s first dearest treasure? Was it his family name? The fortune he was working to preserve? Or was it… a person?
Kento dashed the thought from his mind before it could grow legs and flee his control. He motioned for a servant nearby. “I will need someone strong to move this to the library,” he murmured. “Several someones.”
“Yes, sir.” The shuffle of feet followed as Kento oversaw the process. He winced every time the edge of the chest met the banister, guilt washing over him for asking such an arduous task out of the servants.
Once he saw the chest safely placed in the center of the library floor, Kento thanked the two women (unsurprising, seeing as they were in charge of keeping the entire estate in tip-top shape) and allowed them the remainder of the day to rest. They murmured their thanks and closed the door behind them.
Kento stood another half-hour in front of the chest. There was a lock installed, the key to which was nestled in Kento’s hand.
Opening it was…an inevitability. He felt the itch of curiosity like an uncomfortable ant scuttling across his nerves, drawing his hand to his cheek to smack it a few times. He was mad; but he had a feeling whatever was inside the chest would drive him so far beyond the arbitrary confines of his so-called sanity. He needed to steel his nerves first.
He called for tea service, choosing a few pastries to stuff in his mouth as he paced across the library floor, eyeing the chest mistrustfully. Until his anxiety rose to unbearable height and drove him to lunge over to it and unlock it. It creaked open and revealed its contents. Layers upon layers of sealed envelopes, stacked neatly and tied with ribbons. Colorful ribbons. In hues of blushing pink, verdant green, and pale blue. He brushed the pad of one finger across the end of an untidy bow and sighed. He knew who’d done this knot and he’d know only one person who’d attempt to tie a bow and fail every time. All of the piled letters were tied in the same manner, with one bunny ear noticeably larger than the other. Designed to be very easy to unknot.
He fingered the ribbon and before he could convince himself otherwise, pulled at it. It unfurled smoothly, the ribbon too silky to protest Kento’s force. His chest tightened; feeling as if he’d pulled apart Satoru’s chest, the one keeping his heart behind his rib cage, and messed about its contents.
He plucked out the highest stack and took it with him to the chaise lounge after stopping at his desk to retrieve his letter opener. He settled with one leg folded under himself and slipped the edge of the knife into the envelope. With a brisk twist to his wrist, he had the top gaping open.
Kento took a deep breath and pulled out the folded letter. It was thick, rich in quality, a now-faded hue of beige he suspected was a sparkling white, and he immediately recognized it as the same sort of paper which Satoru had used for his other letters. All ninety of them, sent in batches, for the first three months of his travels.
Dawning realization pulled Kento to a halt. Are these… the rest of the letters? His eyes flew to the open chest, the tallest column of stacked letters beckoning him. Had Satoru continued to write him letters? Despite Kento’s silence? Despite having hurt him with his epistolary absence? Unreasonable joy followed the horror regarding his own actions. Ten years ago, Kento had believed his course of action to be a rightful one. He’d believed in his purpose of protecting Satoru’s memory of him by not revealing how pathetically paltry his daily life had become without Satoru.
There had been utterly nothing to write about. The long working days. The even longer nights after a dinner with his parents or by himself, seeing as even his parents had a robust social calendar. Until Yu’s friendship, Kento had curled well and truly onto himself, kept from society’s scrutiny as a form of protection. Incidentally, he’d done the same to Satoru. He’d kept Satoru from the knowledge partially due to fear. If Satoru knew how ordinary and lackluster my life is, he’d never wish to return and see me. Perhaps if he never knew, he’d grow curious. 
Kento never considered the possibility of this… of Satoru penning him letters still. He should have known not to undermine Satoru’s affections; and his love for storytelling. Kento’s mind was eased by the thought that, despite his wretchedness, Satoru never lost hope in their friendship, and he had held it as sacred and precious as a gem. Kento pressed the letter, still unread, to his chest and shut his eyes. Thank you, Satoru, thank you for being the more resilient one. It took some more audacity for Kento to finally unfold the letter and read its contents.
His face split in a grin so unfamiliar to his most recent state of gloom that his facial muscles protested. But he couldn’t wipe it away.
Dearest Fellow Adventurer, Satoru began.

It is a confusing day whereas I cannot make sense of the weather. Miserably, I was rained on in the middle of the afternoon then I was left an overheated mess under my hefty blanket. I am writing this letter to conjure some of your imperturbability to dry the sweat clinging to my body.


How are you, Kento? You have not replied to any of my letters. My heart thinks you’ve forgotten all about us, but you know how prone to dramatic I can be. My mind believes you are so overwhelmed with yearning, you are on your way to Australia; your ship simply got derailed by pirates.


My uncle suggested piano lessons today and my reaction was to laugh in his face. He didn’t look very genial in response. Rather, he insisted. Calling it a ‘crucial’ part of my gentleman’s lessons. 


I’m afraid I hold no fondness for these lessons. Pressed into these uncomfortable jackets and forced to keep company with Uncle’s many business associates makes my mind fill with cotton. 


Alas, I am bound by duty. I simply wish some part of it involves… you. 


Silly, I know, but I cannot help it. You are… everywhere. The scrumptious pastries the cook makes. The delectable array of books in Uncle’s library (That is where he holds most of our lessons when they do not involve physical activity of some kind). The beautiful gardens where I escape said tedious lessons in finance and management. I look into the sky and there is your reluctant smile. I peer into the river bisecting the estate in half and I detect the precise curl of your disapproving eyebrows. It is this illusive version of you that keeps me tethered.


You, Kento, are my tether. My center. 


Yours, 


Satoru

The letter was so filled with Satoru’s spirit that Kento had heard every word read to him in Satoru’s voice, dipping and lifting and chuckling. His fingers brushed along the lines, reading them twice over to commit them to memory. Unaware of the tears dripping from his eyes until he felt a chill on his cheeks. He wiped it away, careful not to get any silly tears on Satoru’s letter.
It was eagerness to read more that forced Kento to move on from that first letter and onto the second, and third, and fourth. Until the sun dipped in the horizon and flung him into darkness. He simply lit a few candles. He then registered his grumbling stomach when Miri showed up with a light supper of cut cheeses and meats. He chose to eat quickly then resume, not wishing to smudge the pages.
That night, Kento devoured fifteen letters, some read once before he moved to the next with bated breath, some he lingered over for a half-hour, marveling over Satoru’s poignant words. He spoke of the emotions his gentleman’s lessons provoked in him, mostly feelings of disgust over how he, as an alpha, had gained privilege. I have not earned this position, it is being handed down to me, he wrote regarding his title as a Duke. Yet he’d always end the letter recalling a tidbit of his day in which Kento was present. I smelled a piece of chocolate that made my mouth water and there you were. That had made Kento’s face burn. Even at seventeen, Satoru had been as forward as he presently was.
When the hour grew late and Kento’s eyes burned beyond functionality he was forced to put down the letter in his hand and look upon his surroundings. He was aghast to discover the state of his dishevelment that had expanded to include the rest of the library. Cups of tea left for steeping, forgotten since he’d declared the library out of bounds when Miri had interrupted him one too many times. The letters he’d read he’d compiled in a cluster by his side, safe from any harm, but the ones he’d taken out of the chest rested in precarious towers on the desk and small window-side table towards which his reading had taken him. Chastised by a voice in his head telling him to be as careful with Satoru’s letters as he’d be with a baby, he began to tidy. He carefully stacked the letters back in the chest, but not before twining them with his own thread in the only color Satoru hadn’t used. A proud red, as crimson as blood. A color for love. The devoured letters stood out amongst the others, shining like jewels. He caressed them with his fingers, bidding them goodnight.
He anticipated a tomorrow free of obligation, a day to ruminate over what he’d absorbed through Satoru’s words. A day of remembrance.
.
.
.
.
.・:゜゜・☆・゜゜ :・．
.
.
.
.
Dear reader, a lot was attributed to what distance and time could do to our man’s heart. To begin, it slid a very sharp knife and began to carve. If pressed, our hero, Kento, might confess to the intimate belief that the ten months following Satoru’s birthday party were an agony mixed with bouts of joy brought on by his letters. Even in his absence, Satoru painted Kento’s days in his colors; his exuberance and humor, his thoughtfulness and care. But whilst Kento welcomed the agony like the self-flagellating sacrifice he deemed himself deserving for having acted the wretch of the man to Satoru, it was the joy he could not endure for the piecemeal morsels he allowed himself came to an eventual end. The devouring of Satoru’s letters was followed by a hunger Kento had anticipated but for which he hadn’t been entirely prepared.
He writhed in it for weeks on end, hollowed by the pieces of him he could no longer hold; having ceded them to Satoru, Kento had no hope for his completion.
His letter from January was returned back to him, unread. Satoru was beyond his reach. Even the temerity that drove him to pay the Duke and Duchess Gojo a visit had not yielded any fruitful results. They had sent someone to inquire of Satoru’s whereabouts and he’d returned with no answers.
Fear and confusion took residence in Kento’s heart; emotions with which he grew intimately familiar over the course of ten months. His own well-being became an afterthought. His meals. His work. His family. He abandoned all to perch on a chair and read and read and read. He read Satoru’s letters so often, he could recite them from memory.
Satoru’s words became his sole companion, in his wakefulness and in his dreams. They kept him from diving over the edge of sanity during his heats. He slept with a few of them, his favorites, often ones which held nothing more than a paragraph or two of absentminded scribbling. The letters were also his salvation. Numerous chains around his chest had come loose. The expectations of society. The prejudice awaiting their union. Kento had been blinded by a duty that hadn’t been his own to uphold; it’d been Satoru’s, and every word, every line, every paragraph Satoru wrote reinstated his devotion for Kento. Nothing could come in their way besides Kento’s misguided notion of honor. Kento coming in their way had been a regretful mistake but not one he couldn’t unmake.
A week ago, Kento had finally received news. The letter arrived early, lifting the spirits he’d allowed to slump, and given him a purpose. He’d been a fool. A total and utter fool. He’d hurt the very person who’d saved him many times over. With his friendship. With his humor. With his care. Satoru was the balm to heal every cut, and Kento, standing in the hallway of the Nanami house, vowed to be his.
.
.
.
.
.・:゜゜・☆・゜゜ :・．
.
.
.
.
The jostle of the carriage did not deter Kento in his attempt to read the last bit of the letter he’d carried with him. It was one regaling Kento with Satoru’s attempt at calligraphy and why he’d undertaken the task—to write more beautiful letters for you. He peered closely at the words, begging for a hint of courage but seeing as he’d forgotten his glasses in his haste, his eyesight suffered for it.
Just as he was about to turn the page for the delicious continuation, the carriage jolted into a rude halt. He frowned, catching himself on the edge of the seat. What happened? His driver had promised a smooth ride to the wharf where Satoru’s ship was scheduled to dock. He cracked open the window to inquire but was met with a long, sharp knife in his face.
Kento’s stomach tightened in an instant.
“Hello there, good sir. Wouldya mind helpin’ me out?” said a man with gleaming brown eyes and shockingly blond hair.
Kento blinked, a tad bewildered at the accent of the bandit–he wasn’t confused as to what this was. He was being robbed in broad daylight by what he assumed was a group of highwaymen. He lowered the letter in his hands and carefully tucked it into the recesses of his jacket.
“You are mistaken. I’m not a member of the nobility. I have no valuable belongings for you to steal,” he said, trying at rationality. “My driver and I are of no use to you.” His heartbeat was kicking up, and the headache threatening to lose him his consciousness throbbed at his temples. It was due to the weakened sight and hindered by this peculiar situation. He didn’t wish to be caught in any delay but he didn’t want to draw the robber’s eyes to his watch by checking the time. Satoru would be arriving in an hour.
Rather than heed Kento’s words, the robber pulled back his knife and cracked open the door. “Why don’t ya let me be the judge of that, hm?” he asked, his grin foolishly large.
Kento squinted in the dark of the carriage until the man beckoned him out. He slid an inch back deeper inside the carriage, hand covering his jacket where Satoru’s letter rested against his heart. He regretted taking it out of his home where it’d be safe. He’d been sentimental, thinking he’d arrive, welcome Satoru back with a belated yes, and declare Satoru’s handwriting the most beautiful.
Alas, his gesture draws the heathen’s eyes. “What’s that, hm? Were you lyin’ to me?” Kento was promptly yanked by the arm, and it took everything in him not to yelp from the shock and ferocity of the man’s grasp on him. He gritted his teeth and fought back by lashing out his hand and smacking it across the man’s mouth.
“Unhand me. I told you you’re mistaken!” he shouted, confident in his own strength.
The robber didn’t appear to care about hurting Kento, he rather looked excited at the prospect of an altercation. He must be spoiling for a fight. He kept reaching for Kento’s jacket where he’d tucked away the letter, and every time Kento jerked away, he was met by a bruising squeeze to his arm. Finally, the man grew careless and ruthlessly pulled out Kento. He threw Kento into a patch of wet earth on the side of the road. It’d been pouring all of the last week and mud was now covering Kento’s trousers and jacket.
He winced from the bother of needing to get the stains out before they set and, belatedly, from the sharp ache in his arm.
“What is the matter with you? Are you immoral as well as an idiot?” Kento was vaguely aware that he was insulting a man who wielded a weapon that could end his life but at the danger of losing his precious letter to this glorified thug made his blood boil and his tongue run.
The blond bared his teeth and growled, “Yer a feisty one, aren’t ya?” With that, he pulled back his arm and smacked the back of his hand across Kento’s face, one of the rings he wore catching on Kento’s lip. The blunt force of the hit snapped Kento’s head back, dizzying him for the split second it took for the man to reach into his pocket and retrieve the sheaf of paper. He tasted blood on his tongue when he swiped a tongue over the injury.
He blinked against the stars exploding behind his lids just in time to hear the man ask, “What’s this? A fuckin’ letter? What a waste of my fuckin’ time.”
He made a move to scatter them into the wind to be lost forever in the enclosed woods but Kento rose up, lifting his arms and snagging a hold of the man’s wrist.
“Don’t! It may mean nothing to you but it means the world to me!” Kento’s eyes welled up with tears at the very idea of losing any piece of Satoru’s precious correspondence. It’d been the one thing keeping him sane the past many months. Satoru’s disappearance had kept him away for so long, Kento almost forgot the sound of his voice.
“Yer so fuckin’ annoyin’!” the man hissed and lifted his foot to kick Kento’s side. Except the hit didn’t land because a long cane smacked the man’s leg away. He howled with pain, releasing the letter. Kento lunged to catch it.
“You should have listened to my betrothed’s warning, you bloody criminal,” came a rumble from the man’s left.
Kento was too preoccupied with collecting the papers but his heart squeezed painfully at seeing the state of them. They’d sunk into the watery mud and were smudged beyond comprehension. His body convulsed as he squeezed his eyes and, for the first time in nearly two decades, began to cry. He vaguely registered the sound of a resounding thud as the robber fell to the ground. Knocked out.
He was rudely interrupted from wallowing in desolation by a pair of hands on his shoulders. He shook them off with a snarl. “Haven’t you had enough?”
What he was met with when he finally succumbed to this savage’s nudging was a pair of blue eyes that swept him from the drudgery of anxiety and agony.
“Satoru,” Kento breathed, blinking the tears away. He raised a hand to rub at his eyes just to ascertain he was seeing correctly and not suffering hallucinations due to the traumatizing event.
Satoru’s face was still there after a thorough rub, shining in rage and concern. Kento smiled, felt the stickiness of mud on his cheeks, and grimaced. “What are you doing here?”
“Oh so gallantly rescuing you from certain demise by imbeciles,” Satoru said, but something in his voice alarmed Kento. He wore a pinched expression, and he was tilting to one side, as if favoring it. Kento peered down at Satoru’s jacket and choked out a gasp when he saw the spread of crimson on Satoru’s white shirt.
“What happened?” He rose to his feet and undid the buttons to Satoru’s jacket so he could peer closer.
“Nothing of the utmost importance, do not fret, darling. Are you well?” Satoru asked, dismissing his own injury.
Kento’s eyes swam with his tears but he refused to peel them away from Satoru’s bloodied shirt. “Don’t be ridiculous, Satoru. You are injured.”
“It’s nothing,” Satoru said, his voice a feigned cheer that was so like him that Kento wished to shake him, but seeing as he was hurt, he refrained. When Satoru lifted his hands to cup Kento’s cheeks, a rush of emotion engulfed Kento’s body. Mainly relief, accompanied by warmth that traveled from his face down to his chest. His beloved was in his grasps at last. His beloved who was determined to ignore his own survival was a few scant inches away from him. This had to be a nightmare.
Kento’s heart, the traitor, was finally at peace after what had felt like too long. He raised his hands and gently covered the back of Satoru’s hands. They’d both gotten scuffed and dirtied.
“Come along, let’s rest you in my carriage.”
“I’m telling you, Kento, I’m fine…” Satoru’s voice betrayed him as when Kento was attempting to shift him in the direction of his abandoned carriage, Satoru’s weight slanted to the side, nearly toppling him over if it weren’t for Kento’s arms catching him.
He sniffed. “Do not make me carry you, Satoru, you know I’m more than capable of such a feat. It’d only serve the purpose of making you appear like a false damsel in distress.”
Satoru’s pale cheeks bunched in a grin. His darling, always ready for a jest. “Oh, what a lucky day, I got to be rescued by a dashing hero. Promise to kiss me back to life if I fall into death’s arms.”
He was spouting nonsense whilst bleeding from his side. Kento had very little knowledge on how to assist but he luckily knew that he needed to staunch the bleeding before it turned severe and debilitating. After securing Satoru within the carriage’s four walls, he went outside, wincing at the pain in his arm but ignoring it. It was clearly only a sprain and could be easily ignored. He checked on his driver. The man was slumped over, a large wallop on the back of his head, likely the cause of a smack. That horrid bandit had done a good job securing his hit but thankfully, Kento had a hero that exceeded expectations.
He checked the driver’s head for any blood and was relieved to find none. He rested him on the bench, making sure he wouldn’t roll off, then made his way to the bandit.
He’d attacked brazenly on his own which meant no one would come to his rescue. Kento dragged his limp body to a tree then looked around. He wondered if he could use one set of reins as ropes to tie up the criminal. The horses whinnied, agitated. He soothed them with a hand.
“The danger’s over, sweethearts, fret not.”
“Is it to the horses that you speak so sweetly?” Satoru called out from the open window, a hint of petulant jealousy evident in his tone.
Kento’s cheeks warmed at being caught. “You lie down and pretend to hear nothing, please,” he called back.
He moved to the end of the reins and unfastened them. He collected the length in his arms and walked over to where he’d left the bandit. The man actually looked decent at first glance, but the rot in his heart was overwhelming his potential for goodness. Kento rued the misfortune befalling him and Satoru due to one man’s greed. He quickly wrapped the reins around the man’s torso and the tree trunk, securing it with a tight knot so it wouldn’t be undone by a simple pull.
Satisfied with his work, he trudged back to the carriage, unsure how his heart might fare if he saw Satoru look any worse than when he’d left him. He poked his head in and saw Satoru sitting up, his face shining with sweat, but his blue eyes were clear and watching him all that time.
He growled, “What did I tell you?” He was moving to press a hand to Satoru’s face, and recoiled at the heat.
Satoru beamed. “Aren’t you a resourceful fellow? I’m glad one of us thought to strain that idiot.” He made a move to straighten but Kento pushed him back.
“Lie down.”
“Don’t worry, I’m as good as new!” Sadly, Satoru’s body betrayed the lie as his face blanched. A wave of sudden pain crossed his face, bunching his eyebrows and pursing his lips. With difficulty, he added, “No need to worry about me.”
Kento thought carefully of what to do next. He’d never been in this position of caring for somebody suffering what likely was a stab wound but he was a voracious reader albeit none of the books he read prepared him for what a charming convalescent Satoru would be. His heart thudded loudly in his ear.
“Have you informed anyone of where you’d gone off to?” he asked.
Satoru managed a soft, “Ijichi was following, as was Suguru.”
Relieved, Kento gently grasped Satoru’s face. He leaned in and planted a soft kiss on his lips, and when he pulled back, he saw how wide Satoru’s eyes had gotten.
“What is that for?” Satoru whispered. He sounded awed.
Kento smiled. “For saving me. Thank you, Satoru.”
A foolish grin was Satoru’s final answer before the ache in his side rendered him speechless. He tilted forward and passed out in Kento’s arms. Kento stifled a weak whimper. He had been expecting Satoru to faint from the pain once the excitement of their moment faded, but reality was a lot harder to manage. Still, he summoned his fortitude and trusted in his rationality. It’d come in handy now.
He wrapped his arms around Satoru’s shoulders, careful not to jostle him, and rested his body on his chest. Please, I beg of you, be alright. All he could do now was wait for help.
Ijichi and Suguru showed up in due time, and coming upon the sight of Kento and Satoru huddled inside the carriage, their faces contorted with dismay. As the stronger of the two, Suguru carefully carried Satoru out, all the while nodding along to Kento’s repeated urging of “Be careful.”
As luck would have it, they had ridden in an open carriage. “His Grace was planning on taking you out on a picnic,” Ijichi said in explanation, his expression pained at seeing Satoru pale and unconscious.
Kento hid a smile behind his hand. This was no time to swoon over Satoru’s romantic fantasies. He boarded it first to provide a cushion for Satoru’s head. Suguru gingerly laid Satoru in his lap. Once that was done, Ijichi assumed the role of driver and directed the horses to a gentle trot. Suguru stayed behind to take care of Kento’s carriage and driver though he appeared quite chagrined by the task. Kento knew not of the specifics but he knew of Suguru’s involvement in unearthing Satoru’s whereabouts abroad. He must have been tired of his own journey, with his own concerns regarding his pregnant omega at home.
“What about Satoru’s horse?” he asked Ijichi. His eyes scanned their surroundings but didn’t see an extra steed.
“I am sure Mr. Suguru will take care of it, seeing as His Grace hijacked a horse the minute the ship docked,” Ijichi sighed. “His Grace will be the death of me one day.”
Kento’s mind was sent on a dizzy spell. Hijacked a horse…for him. The significance of Satoru throwing caution to the wind simply because he wished to see Kento caused him great emotions, the chief of which was astonishment. Satoru’s words from his birthday swam in Kento’s head. I wanted to see you. I wanted you. The sentiment had remained as steadfast as it’d been a year ago. His idiocy hadn’t dulled Satoru’s feelings.
The Gojo estate was a much closer destination, so Kento did not raise any concerns regarding their stopping at its gates. Out rushed a large group of people, at the head of which were Their Graces, the Duke and Duchess Gojo. The rest of the staff must have been eagerly awaiting their young master’s return, only to receive news that he’d parted on his own, with his own agenda. Kento felt a smidgeon of guilt.
The Duchess wore an expression of dire concern, her beautiful countenance twisted into a frown. She gasped upon seeing Ijichi and Kento carry Satoru out of the carriage, her eyes going to his bloodied shirt. Then promptly fainted into the awaiting arms of her maids.
“Your Grace!” they gasped, but after briefly passing some smelling salts under her nose, she roused.
“I apologize, I was simply startled,” she explained, regaining her full height. By that time, Kento and Ijichi had managed to carry Satoru up the stairs. The group dispersed upon the Duke’s cool command and the doctor was promptly called forth.
Kento stood by on the periphery of Satoru’s room, his clothes properly muddied. If his mother saw him look so shabby in the presence of the Duke and Duchess, she’d probably faint as well.
The doctor, a bespectacled young woman by the name of Tsukumo Yuki, who was far too handsome for Kento’s liking, showed up in ten minutes’ time, and quickly began attending to the patient. Kento kept his eyes glued to Satoru, counting every breath he took. His own breathing was synchronized to every rise and rip of Satoru’s chest.
“The room’s too crowded. Please empty the place,” the doctor said after inspecting Satoru’s injury.
Kento clamped on his lips, keeping his complaint to himself. It physically hurt to walk out, but a voice stopped him.
“Kento, dear, please stay and let the doctor look at your injuries as well,” said Her Grace.
His eyes widened. “I assure you I’m alright. I’d prefer Satoru–I mean, His Grace received the doctor’s attention first.”
The doctor was of the same opinion, which elevated Kento’s opinion of her. He gave Their Graces a bow and walked out of the room. He didn’t get very far as his legs failed him the moment he saw a chair by Satoru’s door. He collapsed, hot tears rushing out of his eyes. He pressed his palms to his face and heaved with every excruciating deluge.

What had just happened? What kind of hell was unleashed upon Satoru?

He couldn’t fight the sound in his head telling him it all had been his fault. And he relished the simplicity of his self-flagellation. He fisted his hands and pressed them to his thighs. If anything happened to Satoru because of him, he wouldn’t know how to keep living. Despite the captivation of concern, Kento could muster some rationality. He needed to send word home to assure his parents that he was well. He looked up and found Ijichi standing nearby, instructing some staff.
“May I hinder you with a request, Mr. Ijichi?” he asked, his voice quiet.
“I’d be more than happy to oblige you, Mr. Nanami,” Ijichi replied readily.
He swallowed around the thick ball of anxiety climbing up his throat. “I’d like to write home. My mother must be particularly concerned over my absence.”
“Right away, sir,” Ijichi responded, striding away. He returned with a portable writing desk which Kento rested on his lap. He sighed gratefully as he began to write.
Ijichi personally took the task of carrying the letter to his home, the kindness of this gesture moving Kento to fresh tears. He was blessed with such generous individuals in his circle. He did not know how to repay such kindness.
To think that ten months ago, he’d cruelly shot Satoru down, wiped away his joy from giving him the engagement collar and he was still welcomed into this home. He’d been mortified to face any employee of the Gojo household as they’d surely learned of what transpired between him and their young master in the maze. Yet, they behaved in such simple kindness, offering him refreshments and a change of clothes.
He accepted them both. They led him to a room simple in its furnishings. His eyes blearily took in his surroundings. The wall-to-wall bookshelves were filled with books. He gravitated towards them, seeking the comfort of pages, but didn’t dare to touch a single spine with his dirtied fingers. He simply squinted at the titles and discovered that they were books found in his own home library.
A valet delivering Kento’s change of clothes answered his quiet inquiry. “The young master personally purchased and stocked this room, sir.”
Kento’s eyes widened. Satoru had done this. Why did that not come as a surprise?
He turned from the shelves and was led to another door in which a large claw-foot tub was filled with hot water. The valet helped him undress, seeing as his body was falling into a curious case of exhaustion that hadn’t allowed him to abstain from the assistance. When he finally sunk into the water, he nearly wept with fresh tears at the comfort of hot water soothing his aches.
Aware that he needed to return to Satoru’s side, he washed quickly. Mostly focusing on getting the grim of the scuffle off of him.
After a swift ten minutes, Kento was dried and dressed in a suit that fit him like a glove. He tugged at the sleeve, but it was the perfect length. Not too long or too tight around the bend of his elbows. As he walked back, he considered this might also be Satoru’s doing.
The curtains had been drawn, and the orange sunlight of mid-afternoon poured into the room, illuminating the figure enclosed within the bed’s fluffy, white sheets. Kento glanced around but there was no one besides the doctor present.
“I apologize for my rudeness. I am Nanami Kento,” he introduced himself.
She smiled. “I know who you are, Mr. Nanami, seeing as His Grace kept mumbling your name in his state.”
His cheeks warmed. “Ah, so he did.” He waved away the embarrassment and asked, “How is he?”
She nodded, appearing lost in thought. “He’s fine. He lost some blood but thankfully, not enough to require a transfusion. I’ve stitched up the wound but it’ll take a few weeks to heal. He’ll need to be bed bound the entire time.”
Kento nodded. That’d be a bit of a challenge seeing as Satoru detested rest. He vowed in his heart to personally make sure Satoru heeded the doctor’s words.
“Would you do me a favor?” she asked.
He nodded. He’d do anything for the woman who saved Satoru. “Anything.”
“Would you please take off your jacket and unbutton your shirt?”
He blanched, his arms lifting to cover his chest. He didn’t know the doctor was that kind of woman.
Seeing his reaction, the doctor chuckled, her eyes softening into half-moons. She lifted her hands in a calming gesture. “I assure you, it’s strictly for medical purposes.” Kento’s eyes caught on the gold band on the doctor’s ring finger and felt a new rush of blood flood his face.
He silently did as she asked, draping his jacket over the back of a chair. He was on his third button when a soft voice rose from the direction of the bed behind him. “Oh, my, am I witnessing such a delightful scene.”
“Satoru!” he gasped, turning and rushing to his side, forgetting his state of undress. “You’re awake.”
“Just in time to catch you with your shirt unbuttoned, too,” Satoru said softly, his smile etched onto his pale face. “Don’t tell me I missed the good part.”
The doctor cleared her throat to signal her presence. Kento was too overjoyed to see Satoru’s glorious eyes open to care for what a scene they were painting. If the doctor didn’t know of their situation, then she must glean a proper conclusion from Satoru’s words.
“Mr. Nanami was about to show me his injuries so I could treat them,” she said.
Satoru’s lips pursed into an adorable pout. “I’m a tad disappointed.” He tried to lift his arm but he was zapped of energy. “Ah, heroism has taken its toll on me, I’m afraid. Don’t let me delay Kento’s treatment, Doc.”
Kento proceeded to undo his buttons, turning his chest away from Satoru’s eyes; which elicited a slow complaint of, “Unfair, Kento.” He promptly ignored it.
The doctor prodded at his bruises and when Kento winced, she asked, “Does this hurt?”
He considered undermining his injury so she wouldn’t need to worry but he couldn’t, not in Satoru’s presence. The time for truth was upon him. “Yes. The thief roughed up my arm a lot.”
“Your shoulder is dislocated, Mr. Nanami,” she said calmly.
Hearing her diagnosis, Satoru whined. “I should’ve beaten his teeth right out of his skull.”
Kento asked, “It’ll be alright, won’t it, Doctor?”
The doctor smiled but it was a cautious one. “It depends on your threshold for pain. If left untreated, that could escalate and cause you chronic pain.”
“Kento,” Satoru called, “please let the doctor fix you up.”
He swallowed back another excuse and nodded. The doctor’s hands were cold but gentle as they lifted Kento’s arm above his head until his hand touched the bottom of his neck. “This is the tough part,” she said as he pressed on Kento’s elbow until his hand reached for the opposite shoulder. The sound of Kento’s shoulder sliding back into place resounded with a loud pop in the room and was followed by Satoru’s sigh of relief.
“I can rest easy now.”
Kento winced against the lingering ache but it was nothing compared to what Satoru was feeling.
“Make sure to ice your shoulder for fifteen minutes, followed by another fifteen minutes of rest,” the doctor said. “Three or four times a day.”
Kento nodded, marveling over how the discomfort had eased exponentially. “How can I properly show my gratitude, ma’am?” he asked.
“You cannot kiss her, that’s for one,” Satoru piped up.
“Shush, you!” Kento hissed. How Satoru managed to be a gremlin whilst convalescing from near-death was beyond Kento’s comprehension.
She chuckled at their antics, collecting her things. “Your continued good health would do, Mr. Nanami.” Before she turned, she gave Kento a subtle tilt of his head.
Kento quickly dressed and followed the doctor out. “Where are you going?” Satoru asked.
His eyes fell upon Satoru’s frown, his heart aching to smooth it away. “I’ll be gone for a minute. Rest.”
Outside, Kento asked, “What is it?”
The doctor wore a slightly concerned look. “The laceration to His Grace’s side was a bit tricky, and that kind of injury is usually followed by a fever. Monitor his temperature and call for me if it lasts more than forty-eight hours. Though I am sure the Duke and Duchess will employ a nurse, I doubt whoever it is will be as attentive as you to the young master’s health.”
Embarrassment over how sheer his emotions were turned his breathing ragged but concern rose once more in Kento’s chest, tightening its hold on his lungs. “Are you sure you can simply leave him?” he whispered.
The doctor nodded. “He is a strong alpha. He’ll recover. Keep an eye on him.”
He fiddled with his fingers, uncomfortable with the responsibility but only due to his ignorance of what to do. He bit down his ego and asked, “What shall I do if he gets feverish?”
She rubbed her chin with a finger. “Hm, now this is a bit unorthodox, but keep him cool.”
Kento frowned but didn’t argue. Happy with a job well done, the doctor bid Kento goodbye.
As the doctor had warned, Satoru was taken by a fever an hour later. Despite being well informed, Kento found the sight of Satoru’s flushed cheeks and trembling extremities to be the cause of excruciating pain in his heart. He relayed the information to Their Graces, and requested to stay by Satoru’s side.
They agreed after a prolonged look exchanged between them.
“I trust nobody else to care for Satoru,” Her Grace murmured, patting Kento’s cheek. “I don’t know how to thank you for bringing our boy home.”
His head swam with an emotion he couldn’t name. Receiving thanks for putting Satoru in his predicament brought a bitter taste to his mouth. He nodded anyway.
Kento knew how to deal with fevers. He declined the suggestion of narcotics, subsisting instead on cooling Satoru down. Knowing the cause of Satoru’s raised temperature allowed him to act with a clear head.
His fingers still trembled as he switched out the damp strips of linen he’d fashioned. The maids coming in every two hours to replace them were curious about what he was doing to their precious young master. He explained how, three years ago, his friend had been taken by a fever and recovered just as well from such machinations. Taking his word as gospel, they nodded. Their acquiescence startled him, but he didn’t worry himself too much with why the entire Gojo household held him at such high esteem.
As Kento dedicated his waking hour to checking Satoru’s state, he spent the first night simply watching him for every eyelash flutter and fixing the pillows behind his head for optimum comfort.
Satoru was lucid at one point, softly whispering, “Kento, sweetheart.”
“Yes, darling. I’m right here,” he answered, knowledge that Satoru would likely not recall any of this pushed aside his shyness. He clutched Satoru’s hand between his, pressing a kiss to its center. “I’ll be here for as long as you need.”
Satoru did not respond but fell asleep with a smile. Fortunately, his fever was not accompanied by a cough, just a mild case of shivers that subsided when Kento brushed his hand against Satoru’s neck and chest.
I need you, Satoru. The unerring thought lit him up from within. Unquestionable. He couldn’t rest or eat despite the many requests that he eat his dinner with Satoru’s parents. He declined profusely.
“I’d prefer to stay here,” he said, bowing apologetically.
Her Grace sighed. “As you wish, Kento.” He hadn’t noticed her using his given name until that moment, and then recalled her using nothing but. Was cutting the distance implicated by propriety a habit of hers or did she simply consider him a close member of her family?
He shied away from her gentle voice.
On the second day, Satoru was unchanged. His hand hung limply in Kento’s grab, but Kento didn’t succumb to the multitudes of voices in his head. He needed to be strong above all. To do that, he needed to eat; the lack of sustenance had turned him dizzy. And he needed a change of clothes.
It pained him to part with Satoru, but to put his mind at ease, Kento decided to send word home to pack him a few necessities. He added a note at the bottom of the letter for Miri’s eyes only. Pack the green satin bag in my bottom drawer. He’d oscillated on whether he should request the engagement collar, but decided he’d feel at ease with it in his possession.
Enclosed within the arriving suitcase was his mother’s answer to his own letter from yesterday. In which she told him to stay by His Grace’s side for as long as he needs you. Her tone was imbued by hope once again.
He allowed one of the maids, a young girl of eighteen named Sakura, to stay by Satoru’s side while he bathed and changed. He returned to a delicious smell wafting in the room and a window open. He wolfed down his meal and voiced his heartfelt thanks to his hosts. A small bed was made up for him on a chaise lounge, set right beside Satoru’s bed. Encased in the canopy of Satoru’s bed, Kento managed to get a few hours of sleep.
The same routine continued, with the exception of a follow-up visit from the doctor. Upon close inspection of Satoru’s breathing and temperature, Dr. Tsukumo declared that it had subsided successfully.
“Then why hasn’t he regained his senses?” Kento asked, a tad annoyed by the doctor’s relaxed attitude.
She smiled warmly at him. “I understand your worry, Mr. Nanami, but it’s misplaced. Have some patience and allow His Grace the time to come into lucidity at his own pace.”
He bit back a retort—but you said he would be fine—and nodded. Looking as if she received the message anyway, she repeated her advice of keeping Satoru cool and comfortable. Such simple words and yet Kento clung to them like his life depended on it.
A few more days of this tested Kento’s strength but he fastened himself to the hope that Tsukumo wouldn’t have lied to him. Satoru would wake up. He just wished it’d be sooner rather than later.
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Kento must have passed out sometime before dawn broke because when he blearily blinked his eyes next, it was to the sight of darling blue watching him with the sun peeking shyly from every sliver of opportunity the thick curtains offered. Not even the darkness could dim Satoru’s brilliance, however, he shone like a beacon. Kento’s body roused into action, rising from his seat and taking another beside Satoru.
“Satoru,” he murmured, his voice thick with sleep. He cleared his throat.
“My sweetheart,” Satoru replied, his voice hoarse from two days of disuse. Kento’s throat contracted as tears rushed to his eyes, warmth in his cheeks disclosing how pleased he was to be called sweetheart.
He breathed, “You’ve returned?”
Satoru’s smile was small at first, but gained more strength with every passing second as he took in Kento’s hold on his hand, his sleep-tousled hair. He felt Satoru’s eyes roam his appearance and grew a tad conscious of how unkempt he must look.
“Don’t,” Satoru murmured gently when Kento made a move to smoothen his hair. “You look precious like that. You look like you’ve toiled hard to keep me alive.”
Enclosed in their own quiet moment, Kento felt the rush of fondness eke out of his every pore. He slumped forward, burying his hair in the folds of Satoru’s duvet, shy and relieved in equal measures. “I can’t tell you precisely how glad I am to hear your flirting.” His voice came out muffled.
A hand weakly threaded through his hair. “Have you been sleeping by my side for however long I was unconscious?”
“You were unconscious for five days, and yes,” Kento admitted.
Satoru breathed out a whistle. “That long? That bastard deserves to be lynched.” His eyes hardened at the thought.
He nodded; if he got his eyes around that thick neck, he’d throttle the robber until he couldn’t breathe another second. “How do you feel?” he asked to drive away the subject of homicide from the air.
Satoru’s mouth pursed, a gesture of shyness that made Kento smile. “Honestly? A little hungry.”
It was to be expected. With the exception of clear soup that Kento carefully fed Satoru during his more lucid moments so as to avoid overwhelming him, Satoru hadn’t had anything more substantial so he must be famished. But first, Kento wished to succumb to the heat of his longing which rose through his body like a tidal wave unstoppable in its ferocity.
He leaned forward, tightly clinging to the sheets covering Satoru’s chest, and said, “I have missed your foolish little face.”
Satoru responded in the form of a choked gasp because Kento threw his head into the nook of his neck and shoulder, forgetting about Satoru’s delicate state because he had an inkling that no matter how ill Satoru got, he’d never push him away.
Alas he was proven wrong because there were Satoru’s palms, driving him back. His heart took it harshly.
“Why do you push me away?” he whispered, his lower lip trembling. He didn’t bother hiding the injury in his voice.
“You might catch it,” Satoru explained sorrowfully. “I do not wish to see you ill.”
Kento rolled his eyes. “Do not be ridiculous, I hardly believe a fever induced by a stab wound in your side is contagious,” he muttered, then gently pecked Satoru’s lips lest they parted to impart more foolishness.
His body was lighting up at the proximity to Satoru, and he was careful not to press too hard. Yet no matter how much he tried to peel himself, Kento couldn’t part from Satoru’s warmth. Aware of how that was the result of his fever did not diminish his desire to simply cuddle close to his alpha.
“You’re very sweet today, Kento. This side of you is quite pleasing,” Satoru murmured into his hair.
“You haven’t even scratched the surface of my sweetness,” he muttered. Whose fault was that? spoke a voice in his head. All mine, he admitted. He’d kept Satoru at an arm’s length in the past due to his own bout of cluelessness.
Not only had he gone as far as to question Satoru’s sincerity, he’d buried his own budding feelings. Stifling them before they got the chance to expand. Freed to love on its own accord at last, Kento felt his heart beat its wings as fast as it could, arching into the open skies. His adoration for Satoru, which had been fueled by Satoru’s letters, couldn’t be stifled for a moment longer. He’d needed to feel the sharp ache of almost losing Satoru, but he made another vow, right then and there, in the arms of the only man he ever conceived of loving, to cherish every moment.
“Alright,” Kento said, pulling away quite abruptly. His eyes bore into Satoru’s eyes.
Satoru stared owlishly at him. His eyes were big on his thin face; the sight of which made Kento see red. “What?”
Realizing he’d accepted Satoru’s proposal aloud, Kento amended, “We need to feed you.”
Satoru smiled wolfishly. “Who’s this ‘we’? Will you feed me?”
“First of all, you’ll be surprised how early your staff wakes up and, considering their anticipation to see you open your eyes, I’d imagine nobody’s slept a proper night since you’ve been bedridden.” He let his mouth curl into a small smile. “Second of all, I will be taking care of your meals from now on.”
Said glorious eyes softened. “I’ve been blessed, then.”
Kento ran his fingertips over Satoru’s cheeks in silent agreement but on his own behalf. If anyone had been blessed, it’d been him. After profusely promising Satoru to be back posthaste, Kento walked the now familiar halls of the Gojo estate down to the kitchen where he predictably found Michiri busy at the stove. He cleared his throat to draw her attention.
“Sir! You’re awake!” she exclaimed, turning in a whirl of her skirts. Her face was flushed from facing an open fire.
“I am and I’m pleased to say that I’m not the only one,” he said, smiling faintly.
She gleaned his meaning astutely and clapped her hands to her heart. “Oh, good heavens!” A devout Christian, Michiri sent a prayer to God, thanking him for restoring the young master to his full health. “This calls for celebration! I shall prepare all of his favorite meals.”
He hated to burst her excited bubble but he had to warn her. “His Grace is still weak so I’m afraid a simple broth will do.”
She nodded, accepted it as much, and got to work. When he returned to Satoru’s side, his arms were ladened with toasted bread, an array of jams and cheeses, and an omelet for him and a watery broth for Satoru. He hadn’t allowed any of the early rising staff to help him; he wished to fulfill his promise of feeding Satoru and didn’t feel comfortable with an audience. Besides, he wished to kiss Satoru again, and for that, they’d need privacy.
His cheeks burned at his own lust. He’d grown quite brazen but didn’t see the fault in addressing his yearning in the safety of his own mind. His eyes eagerly took in the sight of Satoru sitting up, nearly misting over with pride.
“Why do you look like you’re witnessing a miracle?” Satoru teased, patting his free side and beckoning Kento over.
Kento placed the tray atop a small table, ignoring Satoru’s invitation. He needed to fathom a way to make his feelings known to Satoru. Their last meeting prior to the unfortunate incident of highway robbery had been abysmal in confessions on his end whilst Satoru had been nothing but vocal with his own high regard for Kento.
He wished to reciprocate.
Years of spinsterhood were hard to shed, but Kento assumed that with practice, he could manage it. He started by carefully feeding Satoru his soup. It was a task devoid of Satoru’s commentary; a shocking outcome—he’d expected him to tease until Kento’s face lit up. Instead, he watched Kento as much as he ate, which was a lot. Only when the spoon grazed the empty bottom of the bowl did Kento realize what had happened in his preoccupation of feeding every drop of soup to Satoru’s lovely mouth.
“Oh, you ate it all,” he murmured.
“I was wondering when you’ll notice. Do you wish to feed me the spoon next?” Satoru suggested, raising one eyebrow.
“Put that down or…” He mimed pinching Satoru’s eyebrow.
Rather than retreat, its twin joined in a lift. “What has gotten into you? You’re so… precious my eyes are beginning to hurt from witnessing it. I must be given some umbrella to shield them!” He lifted his hands to shade his eyes.
Kento rolled his eyes. “You’re insufferable.”
Satoru lowered his hands, and seeing his cherubic expression shine through the matured features squeezed Kento’s heart. He couldn’t resist placing one hand against Satoru’s cheek and gently swiping at it, as if he were cleaning up spillage. There hadn’t been any and they both were aware of the fact but simply enjoyed the tacit intimacy.
Until Kento’s stomach grumbled loudly enough to wake the neighbors, which were a few hundred acres away. Satoru’s eyes flew to Kento’s middle, grinning when Kento covered it with his free hand.
Satoru suggested, “Perhaps I should feed you now?” His voice chock full of intention.
“No!” He turned to his own breakfast and took a slice of toast, ripping off an edge and dipping it in the cream cheese Michiri made from scratch. He ate slowly, conscious of Satoru’s eyes watching him so intently, his chin resting on a propped arm.
Once every plate was emptied of its content, Kento wiped his mouth and said, “There. Happy?”
“Fabulously,” Satoru sighed. He patted the space next to him again.
Kento eyed it disbelievingly. “You cannot be implying that I get in bed with you.”
“I assume you’ve been sleeping in my room every night for the past five days?” Satoru asked with a tilted head.
“Y-Yes, but that is–”
Satoru cut off Kento’s insufficient explanation. “Then what’s a step further? I doubt anyone would be clutching at their pearls.”
That was true. Every member of the Gojo household was more or less counting down the days for their wedding–Kento had overheard one of the maids hope for a springtime event. He’d blushed when she caught him listening in to their conversation. He’d walked away, thinking, Spring is too belated. Perhaps winter. He envisioned correcting his error by replacing the memory of Satoru’s birthday catastrophe with an image of them standing at the altar, vowing to love one another for the rest of their lives.
Now, he stared down at the space to which Satoru beckoned and had to admit–to himself at least–that it looked quite inviting. His back was hurting from the chaise lounge and he’d relish the longer hours he would most definitely have whilst laid in Satoru’s plush bed. As Satoru said, what was a step further?
With a feigned sigh of long suffering, Kento kneeled onto the bed, then slowly got under its ample covers. He had barely rested his head against a pillow before Satoru jerked his arm, pulling him into his embrace. He was sticky with sweat–Kento had almost endured changing his clothes but nearly blushed himself into a fainting spell and allowed Ijichi to complete the task–but smelled so perfect. Summertime and the sea and Satoru. The perfect combination to lull him to sleep.
“How long am I supposed to stay in bed?” Satoru asked, his breath warm against Kento’s temple.
“Two weeks and two days.”
“That sounds like hell.” He poked Kento’s cheek. “Perhaps having a certain sullen blond nurse will ease the agony?”
By any means, Kento wasn’t required to entertain what Satoru said in jest. Yet he still raised his eyes to meet Satoru’s eyes, which were infinitely brighter than the sky in the middle of summer, and said, “I’ll stay.”
Those blue eyes widened at the lack of hesitance in his tone and Kento felt remorseful for having led Satoru on a chase wild and long enough for his acquiescence to prove this alarming.
“If you’ll have me,” he added quietly.
Satoru tightened his arms around Kento’s middle, but rather than be overbearing, the hug was appealing to his nerves which relaxed past the point of recognition.
“I’d have no one else,” Satoru murmured, his rumbling purr sending Kento’s omega into a sweet state of respite. Finally.
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Kento was pleased to receive Dr. Tsukumo’s confirmation that Satoru was on the mend. She exchanged easy conversation with her patient, and when their eyes flew in his direction in the corner where he was pretending to read, the tips of his ears lit up with heat.
He’d been staying at the Gojo estate for close to four weeks and having received an invitation to prolong his stay from Satoru’s parents, he naturally grew familiar with the library he’d discovered on his first day.
He’d also been appointed to his own chambers. The room to which he’d been sent that first day was connected to Satoru’s own chambers and had been declared as Kento’s room. The decision was decreed when the two of them were discovered cuddling in bed by none other than Her Grace the morning of Satoru’s waking from his fever. The mortification of that morning still tied Kento’s stomach into tiny knots.
When Kento wasn’t keeping Satoru company by reading to him or listening to his stories, they were oftentimes seen in the gardens, taking short walks that signaled the next chapter of Satoru’s healing journey. Kento was eager to interrogate Satoru of his whereabouts the past ten months, but at the prospect of damning them to an awkward conversation kept him from voicing his questions. Besides, he was far too busy fighting the animalistic hunger that woke as soon as he did. They could have had ample opportunities for Satoru to kiss Kento, but Ijichi was a permanent chaperone. Their budding relationship, albeit unacknowledged by the very two people in its midst, was given the utmost of surveillance.
Kento didn’t blame Satoru’s parents for their vigilance. Satoru, on the other hand, bemoaned his parents’ interruption. Calling it an atrocity to be kept from his Kento.
What Kento feared more than being evicted was the inevitable conversation they needed to have regarding their argument last December. He’d left Satoru no option but to walk away from him that evening, and he wished to amend his mistake.
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On a particularly quiet afternoon, where camellias were filling every bush in the garden, Kento splayed out a blanket and helped Satoru settle into a comfortable position. He tucked the blanket snugly around Satoru. It was a cool November but Satoru insisted on leaving the bounds of the house for some fresh air. When Kento argued that they could simply open the window, Satoru employed his strongest weapon: the Pout.
“Stop fussing, Kento. I promise you I won’t break,” Satoru sighed.
“Why are you so against my taking care of you? I’d have thought you’d take advantage of the opportunity,” Kento retaliated, fussing over Satoru some more to prove his point. Satisfied, he sat down a few inches away, only to click his tongue when Satoru stretched an arm in his direction. “Ijichi is staring holes into your skull.”
“Hm, I was wondering why my head’s aching,” Satoru murmured, sounding as unremorseful as ever.
Ijichi cleared his throat, frowning. He must be growing quite weary of his duties.
“Ijichi, could we have some privacy?” Kento asked, mostly to relieve the valet than to allow Satoru an opportunity.
The valet frowned harder. “I’m afraid I cannot–”
“You can keep watch,” he began. “I’d simply like some auditory privacy.” He needed to say some things that he didn’t want anybody but Satoru hearing.
Satoru’s ears perked up, listening to Ijichi’s retreating footsteps. He stood on the other end of the garden, but in perfect view of them. This way, Kento could finally voice his apology. Or he would, if he could just stop clearing his throat and hemming and hawing.
“Would you just spell it out?” Satoru hurried him.
“I’m sorry!” Kento pushed the words out before they got too heavy to leave his mouth. He looked up from his lap and repeated with an added explanation, “I am sorry for questioning your feelings that night in the maze, Satoru.”
Satoru’s eyes, first wide, now relaxed. “Thank you.” He wore an expression Kento easily discerned as relief. “Do you acknowledge the depth of my affection for you then?”
He swallowed thickly. “I do.” He imagined speaking the words on a very different occasion and felt his cheeks be filled with blood.
A breeze brushed Satoru’s hair, sending it into his eyes. Kento wanted to brush it behind his ear, but he was acutely aware of Ijichi’s eyes on them so he refrained.
“I gather you’ve read my letters, then?” Satoru asked, his voice low.
Another swallow. “I have.”
The path to reconciliation didn’t seem so unmanageable, not when Kento was reminded that the man to whom he was apologizing was someone who’d, above all, protect his heart from harm. Even above his own feelings.
Growing nerves emboldened Kento to finally speak his mind. “Whilst you earnestly courted me, I kept a wall up against all of your advances due to my own cowardice, Satoru. I was hesitant to open my heart to you because I feared your affection was borne of childish feelings. I… I realize now how wrong I’d been, not only for attempting and failing to anticipate the profundity of your feelings without ever asking, but also for making light of what had been my dearest friendship.”
He dared to place his hand on Satoru’s thigh, and finding it trembling, he sought out Satoru’s hand instead. “That first evening, twenty years ago, you saved me, not only from incapacitating anxiety, but you likewise saved me from mundanity. You blew life into what had been an uneventful existence, Satoru. I’d denied it to myself for the longest time, but whenever I’d imagined my future husband, it had always been you. I’d pretended not to feel the way I’d felt because we were young and had our whole lives ahead of us but I’m afraid I made the same blunder in my adulthood, which is especially shameful considering how much I pride myself on my reasonability.” He peered into Satoru’s shell shocked face, his mouth slack but silent. “Being allowed to take care of you the past month has been my repentance for all the times I’d pushed you away and all the times I’d led you astray.” He sighed. “I wish to promise that won’t happen again, but knowing how stubborn I can be, I cannot make such a verbal commitment that I might break.”
Satoru took a shallow breath, and the sound of it was the only thing Kento heard besides the rush of blood to his ears.
After another minute of this, he opened his mouth — to prompt Satoru’s answer, not to take his words back — when Satoru finally spoke. “I… I am afraid your glorious use of words has left me with none of my own,” he said, laughing.
Kento tilted his head and squeezed Satoru’s hand. He’d wait for him to retrieve the words he needed for as long as he liked.
When he did, Satoru’s voice was filled with sincerity. “I must issue my own apology, Kento. I disappeared without a proper explanation, the first time, and then a second time, though I hadn’t anticipated it’d be for nearly a year. I should’ve been better, I should’ve come to see you, to clear the air between us. I hate that the first time I was seeing you again it was with you on your knees, in the mud, crying whilst clutching my letter. I much prefer your shirtless swimming.”
Kento’s cheeks burned in memory of that night. He hadn’t thought of the implication. Had they been caught, they might have caused a scandal. Then his heart sank. The letter was beyond restoration — he’d tried to rescue it— but he’d tried to console his heart; he had Satoru in the flesh. A letter was merely a written testament of how, for ten years, Satoru thought of nobody else.
Unaware of the direction Kento’s mind had gone, Satoru misconstrued his silence. “I’m not entirely without fault for causing some of your concerns, sweetheart. I must have come off as such a cad those first few weeks,” he murmured, smiling.
Kento didn’t like Satoru thinking that, but seeing as it’d assist him in receiving Satoru’s forgiveness, he nodded. “A bit.”
Satoru barked a laugh. “Do not hold back your punches.”
Kento sat up straighter, tightening his hold on Satoru’s hand. “As you wish. You were utterly obnoxious in your pursuit.”
The sound of Satoru’s laughter was like the bells of heaven to Kento’s ears. He continued, “Dressing me in your colors, filling up every moment of free time with your presence, it was…” his voice broke, “tremendously bothersome.”
Satoru’s eyes softened at the tone of affection in Kento’s voice. Kento added in a garble, “Your adoration was, and is, quite a provocation.”
“Speaking of adoration, that’s the Kento I adore so much. I’ve adored you since I first rescued you in that maze, and I only adored you more with every adventure we took.” Satoru turned his hand so he was now the one clutching at Kento’s hand. “You speak of my saving you but the way I see it is that I found something precious and dear in your companionship. Something dear to protect. I had been adrift before you agreed to my schemes. Nobody had trusted me so wholeheartedly as you trusted me. Before you, there was no me.” His eyes glistened, mirroring Kento’s tear-filled visage. “And I’m afraid there won’t be much left of me after you either.”
Kento parted his lips to reprimand him for insinuating such a horrible thing. But Satoru was a fast talker. “What had been childish infatuation utterly exploded in my face when I got to see what a dedicated, handsome, and severe man you’ve turned out to be. It baffles me, society’s ignorance of your charm, but above all, I’m baffled by your own lack of sight of how wonderful you are. I wished to shake you and shout at you whenever you’d pointed out matches to me. How could have I ever peeled my eyes off you long enough to register other omegas, Kento, when I could never steer my heart from heading in your direction? It’d be suicide.”
“Satoru,” he grumbled. “Stop that talk.”
“No!” He rose on his knees, grabbed at Kento’s cheeks – ignoring Ijichi’s panicked cry in the distance – and said, “I love you. I love you and I can never love anyone else. You are the only thing for me. I shall love you in this lifetime and every other after. I loved you as a child and I love you as a man and I’d love you even if I were a tree because you are the sun to me.”
“You’re making absolutely no sense,” Kento said, but it came out all garbled on account of his open weeping. The tears flowed, unstoppable – not that he wished to stop them. His vision was entirely obscured by them, but he didn’t need his eyes to feel Satoru fill every inch of his sight, every inch of his heart.
“I don’t mind being senseless, as long as I’m senselessly in love with you,” Satoru said, his forehead pressed to Kento’s, his breath warmly fanning over his lips.
“That suits me just as well seeing as I’m senselessly in love with you, too,” Kento managed, lifting his hands to wrap around Satoru’s back and keeping him there…
Until Ijichi showed up and separated their embrace. Not that he could. Satoru fought him off with a pillow, shouting, “Go away, you heathen! Let me enjoy my beloved’s embrace.” Kento laughed. His face might be tearstained, but his heart was finally mended. Every inch of him was properly delighted, sending shivers down his spine.
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The Duke and Duchess were gleeful to see Satoru regain enough of his energy to announce he would be joining them for dinner. They announced in turn that it’d be a joyous occasion to which Kento was invited.
“Are you sure that is the right decision?” Kento murmured, fiddling with his cuffs.
Satoru was dressed courtesy of Ijichi and sitting on Kento’s writing desk. He’d begun to think of it as his chair because it perfectly supported his back. Parting from it would be a sad day. Satoru rested his face in his propped hands and looked up at Kento. “Why not? You’re our most esteemed guest. We should throw a party in your honor.”
“No. Please. Anything but a party. I’ve had my share for parties,” he muttered quietly, adjusting the perfect cravat; to which Ijichi paid personal attention a few minutes ago. He’d only left with a warning that he was within earshot. Satoru hadn’t been very genial in response. Kento had simply blushed, tongue tied.
Satoru grinned. “I’m quite aware. Suguru’s informed me of how many times you’ve been seen gallivanting around ballrooms in my absence.”
He opened his mouth to explain that he’d only made an appearance to see him but saw the look of brilliant pleasure on Satoru’s face and zipped his mouth shut.
“You’re being horrendous again, I see,” he concluded naturally.
“Do not call your betrothed horrendous, Kento! That’s bad manners,” Satoru cried out, employing the Pout again.
He ignored Satoru’s feigned hurt, his ear picking up that one word. Betrothed. He’d made quite the announcement in the garden, proclaiming his love like that should send him to an early grave out of pure mortification. Alas, he stood, breathing still, in Satoru’s home.
“Some would assume distance had softened your tempestuous nature, but I’m glad it hasn’t,” Satoru mused aloud. That seemed like a perfect opportunity to appease his curiosity.
“Speaking of,” he began, whirling to look Satoru in the eyes, “whatever happened to you?”
Satoru shrugged. “I encountered some pirates.”
“Pirates?” Kento’s voice rose in horror.
“Pirates.” Satoru grinned. The damned handsome man he was clearly did not see what was so troubling in his statement. “They were quite nice, too. They helped me achieve contact with Suguru in Lisbon.”
“However did you end up in Lisbon?” Every revelation Satoru made only confused Kento more. “And again, pirates?!”
Satoru shrugged. “The sea has a mind of its own. Somewhere along the way, I ended up in Lisbon with my crew all sick and ailing, so I took off on my own. Therefore, the pirates.”
Kento’s jaw fell. “‘Therefore, the pirates’? What nonsense is that?”
“The details hardly matter. Only that I found a way to return to you. Do you not think so?” he asked, head tilted, his eyes gleaming in glee.
Kento wanted more answers to the numerous questions sprouting in his mind, but he had to cede that Satoru was accurate. He sighed, “I do. I am glad the pirates were of assistance.”
“I told them to. Their cook was especially marvelous; he reminds me of you now that I think about it.”
Kento’s eyes narrowed. “How so?”
Satoru licked his lower lip. “Feisty and blond.”
“Is that all I am to you? A feisty blond?”
“A feisty blond who’s also my husband-to-be, yes,” Satoru replied.
That was it. Kento lifted a paperweight and mimed smacking it across Satoru’s head, though every bit of him was tingling and happy. My husband-to-be. That had a nice ring to it. Still, he had to maintain some semblance of chastity; he couldn’t be thought of as promiscuous before the wedding.
“Shouldn’t you be getting some rest?”
Satoru waved a hand. “I had enough rest to last me a lifetime. I believe some exercise would be more appropriate.” His gaze turned lecherous. Satoru had given his word not to besmirch Kento’s honor. Judging by the look in those blue eyes and the heady scent of his pheromones, Gojo Satoru was about to break his promise. “Why don’t we enjoy the bit of privacy we’ve been allowed?”
The vigilant Ijichi chose that moment to open the door and announce that dinner was served, glaring daggers at Satoru.
Whilst Ijichi stood looking disapproving, Kento whispered, “Unlike you, I happen to take promises very seriously. Besides, there is something I wish to take care of so you must leave.”
He turned away before Satoru could weaken his resolve to no shenanigans before marriage.
Satoru pouted. “You are such a prude, Kento. What harm would be one measly kiss?”
His cheeks burned but he stood his ground and ushered Satoru out. He closed the door and stood. Breathing deeply, he questioned whether he was allowed to feel this happy.
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The dinner table was set in a glamorous manner, the candles twinkling in their designated spot, refracting onto Satoru’s face. The silver all gleamed from where Kento stood by the door. Unfortunately for the silver, there was one person exceeding its shine in brilliance. Satoru stood up from his seat and walked to him. Satoru began to put his hand out but he faltered, his eyes going to Kento’s neck and widening in surprise.
Kento closed the distance between their hands, resting his bare fingers in Satoru’s palm, and attempted to smile.
“Are my eyes failing me at my age?” Satoru whispered.
Ignoring that, Kento murmured, “I realize you might have taken particular pleasure in fastening it yourself, but I wished to… surprise you.” He lifted his free hand to brush along the engagement collar’s leather. It fit snugly around his neck without obstructing his breathing.
His eyes warmed as Satoru simply gazed, open and astounded, at Kento.
“Doesn’t become an omega of my age to be wearing one, I suppose,” he concluded.
“Bah! You have to find a way to discount your beauty, don’t you?” Satoru retorted. He closed his fingers around Kento’s hand and brought it up to his mouth.
Kento had purposefully left his gloves on his unused bed but now, as Satoru’s’ hot breath fanned over his skin, every particle in the air threatened to suffocate him. Their pheromones mixed together, sugar and summer, marrying into a childlike scent. A memory sprang to the forefront of his mind: of Satoru devouring a candied apple, sprinkled with salt, his face flushed and happy.
Looking upon Satoru’s countenance, Kento felt his stomach tighten at the sense of déjà vu. He was wondering how he looked to Satoru when a pair of blue eyes filled his sight. Satoru closed the distance between them with a gentle kiss, at first. Deepened it with a broken hushed whisper of Kento’s name, falling from his lips like a prayer.
Kento fisted his free hand in Satoru’s hair and pulled him in tighter, kissed him as ferociously as the beast within his breast demanded. He never wished to part from Satoru and the comforting warmth shared between them.
Kento had been kissed by Satoru many times, but this kiss felt special for how long they’d been waiting for it. For how momentous its timing was. After having his feelings accepted, Kento imagined that Satoru would refuse to ever stop kissing. Sighing, he decided he would like to keep kissing like this for as long as he breathed as well.
A loud gasp, followed by a clearing of a throat, put a wrench in their plan. Satoru was the first to move, groaning a sound of displeasure, which was sent to Kento’s chest. He gulped, lowering his eyes in ashamed realization that they’d had an audience. Again. Behind Satoru, the Duke and Duchess stood by the other door, looking at them with a mixture of amusement and a bit of apprehension.
“Do not tell me we’ll need to put locks on Kento’s door, dear,” the Duchess said, chuckling at her son’s Pout. Kento resisted the urge to wipe it off Satoru’s face but believed touching any part of Satoru this very instant would set his skin on fire.
His face burned with shame. “I–I apologize.”
“There’s nothing to apologize for. I kissed Kento first,” Satoru declared, taking blame and proudly grasping Kento’s hand to his chest. “And I wish to make it clear that Kento and I are engaged to be married.”
The Duke arched an eyebrow, the look startlingly familiar to Kento. It feels wrong to see Satoru’s expression on the Duke’s face. “It seems we’ve raised quite a careless son, dear.”
The Duchess agreed with a sigh, but when she spoke, her tone held far too much glee, “Perhaps we ought to subject him to a special program to further assist him in becoming a better gentleman.”
Rather than Satoru, Kento was the one to object then. “I fear you are mistaken in your assessment, Your Grace. Satoru has been nothing but a perfect gentleman in his pursuit for my heart.” He threw a glance in Satoru’s direction and nearly got blinded by Satoru’s thousand-watt smile. “Which I have happily given away.”
Unorthodox as their announcement was, it was received with a shared look between Satoru’s parents and concluded with, “Now, that’s a party I’d love to plan.”
Her Grace smiled at her husband’s exuberance and said, “Shall we eat now?”
For a moment longer, Kento kept Satoru in his spot, their eyes meeting for a laden second.
“You are happy?” he inquired.
“Wonderfully so,” Satoru breathed, clutching Kento’s hand. His fingers were clammy, probably due to some residue of the fever.
“How is your side?”
“It’s quite alright. I foresee I’d be ready for fencing soon enough.”
“Satoru,” Kento admonished. “Kissing me in front of your parents is not what I had in mind for how we should break the news to them.”
“Eh, why bother waiting for the inevitable? That is us. Inevitable. I decree it as such,” Satoru murmured, his voice so full of light it threatened to shine through his pores. “I chose you as my partner for life.”
Kento didn’t know what possessed him to lean a bit closer and whisper, “Still, you must show a little restraint. You’ll have ample opportunities to remove this collar and have me as much as you like.”
Satoru responded to Kento’s offer as any man would: he gave Kento a heavy look laden with a promise and a vow.




Notes:


MISCOMMUNICATION IS over!!!!!!!!!! let's all celebrate!!!!!!!!!!!
Discussion questions:
1. How many babies is Gojo going to put in Nanami?
2. Where will be their first honeymoon?
3. Which characters made you smile the most? Gojo? Nanami?
4. Who’s more romantic, Nanami or Gojo?
Let me know your thoughts 💛















Chapter Text

Satoru should have known or at least had an inkling to the possibility that Nanami Kento was not only the love of his life but the aching thorn in his side too. Fortunately for them both, the stubborn yet not less lovable part of Kento was called forth on rare occasions. Unfortunately for Satoru, their wedding day happened to be one of those rare occasions.
Considering that he and Kento had been betrothed to one another for two blissfully agonizing months, Satoru was more than a bit eager for their most crucial day to proceed without an incident. Except he was forced to stand by a large door behind which the love of his love surely fretted. Satoru didn’t need to see Kento to know he was biting his lower lip and pacing. Thankfully, Satoru was a man of reason, he could be patient. But seeing as he wanted nothing more than to be offered the opportunity to soothe any second thought Kento was having, the exclusion drove him into a state of frantic concern.
The door cracked open and Satoru’s raised hopes were promptly doused by the vision of Yu, round and blooming in his second trimester, walking out of that forbidden room. Yu gave him a rueful smile and began explaining Kento’s situation. Satoru’s jaw slackened with every passing second.
“I’m sorry but am I hearing you correctly?” Satoru asked, head tilted sideways to better comprehend the reasoning behind why his betrothed was sequestered in his chambers and refusing to come out.
Yu nodded in a manner so solemn, it didn’t suit his sunny disposition. “I’m afraid you are.”
Satoru twined his fingers together and murmured patiently, “Kento cannot marry me unless he has his something borrowed?”
Yu sighed, his hand waving frantically in front of his flushed cheeks. It took very little for him to overheat despite it being a very frigid December day. “And he says my wedding garters won’t do! Imagine his audacity.”
Satoru smiled and ran a hand over Yu’s shoulder, careful not to brush too close to his scent gland; Suguru would have his head if he detected Satoru’s smell on his mated omega. “Do not take his words to heart, my good friend. You know how a groom’s feet tend to be a little colder on his wedding day.”
Yu’s cheeks colored with shame, likely recalling how he had almost run out on his wedding, crying that he wasn’t ready to discard bachelorhood despite being pregnant at the time. Safe to say that Suguru and Yu’s romance was nothing short of a catastrophe. It worked in Satoru’s favor; once the news of his own betrothal was brought into light, the ton had been desensitized to ‘unconventional mates’. They’d had their fill of gossip and left them be.
It had taken Kento (and Satoru) a full hour to convince Yu that a marriage was not the scary thing he dreaded, but a sanctuary that’d allow him to bloom even further.
“Think of your unborn child,” Kento had murmured, grasping Yu’s shaking hands. Satoru remembered watching his betrothed with so much adoration, his heart feeling ready to burst, sure that he’d made the right choice.
By the time they’d gotten Yu into his wedding suit and down the aisle, Suguru had been visibly paler than ever, throwing them concerned looks. In unison, they’d nodded their chins to reassure him. Once Suguru had Yu stand in front of him, his attention was captivated, his fears assuaged.
When it came to Satoru’s own groom’s cold feet, he was surprisingly less terrified than he’d once thought he’d be. He bore the briefest signs of turmoil but nothing more.
“I believe I know precisely what Kento needs.”
After escorting Yu to a seat, he strode back in the direction of the chapel house. Rather than head towards Kento’s chambers, he swerved into his own. In his large trunks, Satoru had hidden a sheaf of envelopes, wrapped in parchment and tied with twine, entirely unaware that they would serve a most honorable purpose. He’d thought of gifting them to Kento on their first night.
“You’re called into duty,” he told the letters.
He was sure Kento would have plenty of questions, but first, he wanted to make sure they made it through the ceremony. His alpha was pacing in his heart, urging him forward.
Striding purposefully, Satoru came to a halt outside Kento’s chambers and knocked.
“Go away, Yu, I will not condemn Satoru to an unhappy marriage because such a crucial detail slipped my mind,” said Kento through the door, his voice tinged with worry.
Satoru swallowed a laugh. His beloved really was fretting for him. That was very like Kento; worrying over everyone’s happiness besides his own. He gently called out, “It’s me, Kento.”
“What are you doing here?” Kento’s voice was closer this time, as if he had one cheek pressed to the door. “You cannot see me before the ceremony. It’s bad luck.”
He smiled. “I wasn’t aware you were so superstitious, Kento.”
“…” The silence amused Satoru. Discovering new sides of Kento proved to be his most delectable pastime.
“Would you open the door, just a crack, I have your something borrowed,” he added, “in a sense.”
Kento asked, “What do you mean?”
“Inspect my offering first, then I’ll tell you.” He was baiting him but felt no shame; Kento’s curiosity was a powerful weapon.
The door opened in a far too thin of a sliver for Satoru’s eyes to see much. His smile broadened imagining that Kento, instead, was peeping at him. He slid him the envelopes.
The hinges whined as Kento reached out a gloved hand. Satoru held onto the letters, leaning in to whisper to Kento’s ears alone, “I cannot wait to have you, lover of mine.”
He could imagine the blush climbing up Kento’s cheeks and grinned at the swift shut of the door.
Dragging a chair, Satoru sat and waited. He might be here for a while to properly explain the sudden appearance of a letter he’d penned the night he’d proposed a year ago accompanied with several letters he’d thought were sent to Kento but weren’t.
During a lengthy conversation, Kento had informed Satoru how beyond the first three months, he hadn’t received any more correspondence. His chest ached in recalling Kento’s pained face. His soft whisper of “I thought you’d cleanly cut contact with me.”
Satoru had lunged forward, grasping Kento’s cheeks, and speaking vehemently, “I hadn’t! I sent letters for a whole year; I hadn’t a clue you only received the first ninety.”
Now he heard Kento echo the same question he’d asked, “How?”
Satoru looked down at his gloves. He was dressed pretty niftily; his wedding jacket was a pale blue that accentuated his eyes, whilst his trousers were a black so dark, they seemed to shimmer. He was anticipating Kento’s fingers figuring out how to undo his buttons.
He lifted his head and explained, “Uncle Sugawara showed up to my room last night carrying them.” Now that had been one awkward conversation for which Satoru never could have prepared.
Kento sounded confused. “But why were these letters kept from me?” His voice carried a hint of accusation; it carried a hint of betrayal.
He chuckled at the honest error and began to explain, “Apparently, my little cousin, who is eighteen this year, had once intercepted my letters before they’d ever made it to the post. She’d been at boarding school those first three months and once she heard of my dedicated writing upon her return, she…acted on her whimsy.”
“She hid these? Why would she do that?” Kento inquired, a hint of madness in his voice. Satoru could imagine why Kento was so incensed; he’d be furious too except he was beyond the concern of anger, more relieved to unearth the missing letters so Kento could finally have a complete collection.
He grinned instead; veering towards humor to lessen Kento’s agitation. “She fancied herself a little rogue, obviously. She knew that my letters went unreplied to and believed herself a gallant rescuer of my tender feelings. She wished to spare me the heartache.” Hearing his uncle’s words had Satoru recoiling in horror. His broken heart had been on display for the entire family to pity but he quickly maneuvered around the hurt. What was the point in lingering in the past when his future was far brighter and more exciting?
Kento cursed through the door. “I truly thought these were lost forever.”
“As had I.” His head rested against the wall. “Have you noticed the most recent letter?”
A quiet minute passed, then came Kento’s soft question, “You truly believe so?” He must be referencing Satoru’s question. Will you allow me the honor of becoming your home?
“Yes,” Satoru breathed. He’d realized all on his own that he had been infatuated with the idea of Kento as a child. Being apart only exacerbated his fondness. It’d been during their courtship that Satoru became more confident that the love he held for Kento was all new, all encompassing. It wasn’t for the youth Satoru worshiped in his mind. He’d been mistaken to think that his longing for Kento was ripened by those ten years.
It was during those quiet, precious moments spent at Kento’s side, listening to the scratch of his quill and watching the careful way he handled the books he read in Satoru’s presence, that he’d truly fallen in love. Whilst he’d been maudlin and moody those ten years, it was during his forced estrangement that Satoru realized the depth of his emotions. Every second apart had set his skin on fire. He’d wanted to claw at his skin, to fold the world into two and simply cross over to be at Kento’s side. This was what true devotion felt like.
After a moment of silence, Kento asked, “How are these borrowed? They rightfully belong to me and myself alone.” His tone filled with indignation.
Satoru’s smile widened. “You are not borrowing them. I am. At least, I hope you’ll allow me to borrow one.” As the silence stretched, taut like a string of a harp, Satoru murmured, “Do not tell me you get to have something borrowed and I don’t? Now, hand one over.”
“No,” came from the door.
He blinked. “Pardon?”
“I said no. These are now my second most precious possessions.” He was borrowing Satoru’s own words. Kento would never cease to amaze him; he memorized each and every one of Satoru’s letters like they were sacred scripture and he was their devoted student.
“You flatter me, darling, but they are simply the nonsensical ramblings of a lovesick fool. We have the rest of our lives for me to keep every promise,” he spoke through the ball of emotion forming in his throat. He was really on the precipice of marrying the love of his life. He couldn’t believe his luck.
Kento’s voice was fond. “That lovesick fool is my lovesick fool.”
He grinned. “You are curing me of my hard-earned humility, Kento.”
“I’ll give you one letter but you must return it posthaste,” Kento announced, slipping an opened envelope under the door.
“You have my word, love.” Satoru bent down and grabbed it. He was about to pull it away but Kento was hindering him by holding onto it with a powerful grip.
“Do you promise to be careful with it?” Kento demanded.
He laughed, “I promise.” Kento was such a darling, refusing to hand over the letter despite his acceptance. It made his heart swell with joy to have his words be cherished so.
Before Satoru walked away, he lingered, pressing a hand to the door. “How long must you keep me waiting, Kento?” He didn’t mean to badger his beloved, but he could only be so patient.
Kento’s response came swiftly. “Five minutes should suffice.”
“I look forward to becoming your husband,” he said, the smile back on his face.
Kento’s answer came quietly but surely, “As do I.”
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A brief ten minutes later, Satoru and Kento stood in front of their families and close friends, having just made their way to each other. Kento refused to be ‘given away’ like something to be owned and Satoru agreed. Nanami Kento gave himself away willingly, and the gesture meant a lot more than if he’d walked alongside his father.
Satoru’s face hurt from the force of his smile. Kento shot him a shy look before looking down at their clasped hands. Kento’s skin gleamed, reflecting the white of his suit. His skin was a healthy tan, his cheeks rosy. It was time for their vows but first, Satoru wanted to speak his own words. Their minister didn’t look down on the break in tradition kindly but he allowed it since the church would be paid handsomely by the Gojo family. Sometimes, Satoru enjoyed the influence given to him by his status.
Satoru clenched his hands around Kento’s fingers and whispered, “Are you prepared to be loved for the rest of your life?” He had rehearsed this line so often, he could see Ijichi mouthing the words in the servants’ row.
Kento raised his eyes shyly. It was so becoming of him; his beautiful, bronzed angel of an omega. “I have a feeling I’ll be loved for a thousand more lives.”
Satoru’s eyes grew hot. “You’ve finally realized it, then.”
Kento’s eyes mirrored his own, blurring behind his thin spectacles. “I have. You have loved me without any regard for what it would look like to others.”
“It’s a talent of mine,” he murmured, trying for humor to mask the joy congealing in his throat.
“This is making you cry?” Suguru said to Yu, his voice rising in the silence that followed. Their audience broke into soft laughter. Kento’s mother sniffled loudly. Satoru’s mother handed Tomori a new handkerchief, which she accepted with a heartfelt thank you.
Continuing, Satoru held onto Kento’s hands and said through the deluge of love filling his chest, “I have found in you a friend, a spirited debater, and the eternal love of my life. You are the only man my heart would ever have, Kento, and I promise to love you for as long as I breathe.”
Kento’s eyes misted over, and when he blinked, a thin trail of tears slid down his lovely cheeks. Satoru raised one hand to wipe Kento’s face, whilst ignoring the tears cooling on his own face.
“Satoru,” Kento began, then immediately paused to clear his throat. In the meantime, Satoru was filled with confusion. Kento hadn’t expressed a want to speak his vows; he hadn’t believed Kento would enjoy having his words be heard by an audience of fifty but his Kento was full of surprises. “No part of this is going to be easy.”
“That’s perfectly fine, you excel in everything, my love,” Satoru murmured, causing a few sighs down the rows of guests. He threw a wink at Kento. “As do I, apparently.”
Their wedding vows were proceeding unorthodoxly but perfectly, just like their union.
Kento rolled his eyes, a gesture of palpable adoration. “Now, where was I before you rudely interrupted?”
He leaned in and whispered conspiratorially, “You were about to exalt my many attributes.”
Kento rolled his eyes. “Humble and handsome, I see I’ve gotten myself quite the husband.”
Satoru nearly keeled over then and there just from hearing Kento call him husband. Instead, he bent over Kento’s hands and kissed them.
“Save your kisses for later, you lecher,” Yu whispered, far too loudly for such a comment. It evoked an outraged gasp, which Satoru had a feeling came from Kento’s side of the chapel.
Kento’s voice was wobbly but determined as he spoke his vows. “Your brazen attitude, taking a chance on a man like me, has broken down all the walls I’ve spent years building around my heart. I’d thought myself unlovable until you came along, bludgeoning every false notion to a pulp. I promise to love and protect you, even from my own doubts, for however long I’m blessed to have you. Thank you for your tenacity, Satoru, I shan’t ever take it for granted.”
Satoru simmered in the delicious ocean of Kento’s words. His vows far surpassed expectations, which he’d held in his heart, but he should’ve known that Kento would always find a way to rob him of words.
“The rings,” said the minister.
Yu wobbled over and placed a ring in Kento’s hand. Suguru, on Satoru’s side, did the same.
“A moment, please,” Satoru said before he slid his gloves off and handed them to Suguru. “Pesky things, aren’t they?”
Kento nodded, finished taking off his own gloves. Yu used them to blow his nose.
Satoru grasped Kento’s bare hand, the direct contact making his gut burn with anticipation. This was the most momentous day of his life, and he wished he could grasp every second and imprint it into his memory.
“With this ring, I ask thee to be my husband,” Satoru murmured, his voice low but sure, “to have and to hold from this day onward and for all of eternity.”
He slid the ring onto Kento’s finger, feeling as if his heart was about to stop.
Kento smiled, and in his own manner, murmured, “With this ring, I take thee to be mine in this life and the hundreds to follow.”
Hundreds of lives, together. That sounded like the perfect bargain.
The minister gave them a small, tight smile, then using the words Satoru had carefully dictated to him, said, “Now, you may begin your next adventure with a kiss.”
Kento’s eyebrows shot up at the wording, but before he could murmur the question on the tip of his tongue, Satoru had wrapped his arms around his husband’s waist, pulled him in, and kissed his lovely lips. Kento melted into the soft peck, and as a soft moan built in his chest, it drew the alpha in Satoru to deepen it further with a swipe of his tongue along the seam of Kento’s lips.
He leaned Kento back further, bending him amongst the polite clapping of their esteemed guests.
They rose in unison, and the arm Satoru had around Kento’s waist tightened. Their foreheads met in a gentle tap. “You must know, my darling husband, that I shan’t ever let you go.”
Kento patted Satoru’s cheek, his ring cool against Satoru’s flushed face. “I don’t hold an inkling of doubt that you might.”
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In preparation for the upcoming nuptials, Satoru had painstakingly begun work to redecorate his own home. The family owned several estates, but the house he chose — though part of him wished he could inquire of Kento’s own preferences, but that’d been a difficult task considering every moment of Kento’s free time was occupied with his own preparation for the wedding — wasn’t the sort of home in which some might expect a soon to be Duke to reside. It was sizable, yes, but intimately ensconced in the country.
The staff was hired and trained to follow Kento’s own servants’ advice in what pleased him. As a result, Satoru could happily take his husband to their new home.
The house was lavished with the utmost attention in preparation for this very night. Satoru paid special care in overseeing restoration to the library, filling its shelves with as many tomes, the titles of which he’d discreetly received from the Nanami household. He wasn’t proud of his sleuthing but he wished to create a true home for Kento, his new groom, and that could only be accomplished with a library.
The more crucial rooms, to him, however, were the bedrooms. Sprawling and spacious, Satoru poured a good sum of his money in turning them into delectable dens of pleasure.
He grinned now, holding Kento’s hand, walking in paced steps that belied his urgency. Seeing as he’d been waiting to have his way with Kento for close to two decades, Satoru was proud of how eerily calm he seemed as he led Kento up the stairs to their chambers after greeting the staff that’d be waiting on them.
Considering that Kento was married first to his job, it took surprisingly little convincing to have him take six weeks off his duties for a proper honeymoon. Satoru looked forward to every night spent together. Beginning with their first.
Satoru’s mind had been utterly exhausted with fantasies of this very same night, and facing it head on, he felt oddly content and at ease. A confidence that injected him with something akin to narcotics, turning his bloodstream lethal.
A hand tugged Satoru to a stop outside their chambers. He glanced down at Kento and saw him chewing his lower lip. His lovely eyes were downcast behind his glasses.
“Nervous, my love?” Satoru asked, his voice low, yet still echoing through the silence that enshrined them.
Kento threw him a nonchalant shrug that spoke a thousand words. Mainly two. Very nervous. Satoru smiled in what he hoped was a reassuring manner but probably looked deranged.
“That look doesn’t bode well for my nerves, Satoru,” Kento sighed, confirming Satoru’s suspicion. He lifted a free hand to jolt his frames higher on his stately nose.
“Ah, I was attempting to appear the reliant, gentle husband,” he explained with a sheepish grin. His face ached from how he’d spent the entire wedding ceremony and the reception smiling like an absolute madman. Now as their celebrations were behind them, there could only be one possible thing in which they’d engage.
Kento’s eyes widened in mock innocence. “I would not have guessed it at all. I thought you’d gone and lost your mind.” He was playing along. The sound of his teasing a balm to an ache Satoru hadn’t addressed.
“That is not untrue,” he laughed, then, allowing himself to do the one thing he’d been itching to do, he swooped low and hefted all of Kento in his arms, carrying him the rest of the way into their bedroom. Custom be damned, he wouldn’t allow them to sleep in separate rooms like some old couple whose spark had long been snuffed.
Predictably, Kento did not take well to being carried, fighting him with barbed words such as, “Your macho alpha behavior will not be winning you any favors” and “If you do not put me down, I will do immense damage to our family jewels”. Thankfully, Satoru was only a few steps away from their marital bed and was permitted to drop Kento onto the spacious bed just in time to save him from those vehement threats.
Kento glared up at him after an unseemly little bounce, but it was the ruddy cheeks that spelled his true enjoyment in being pampered. Satoru felt his face split in two, his lips wide in a lecherous grin. Ah, well, he couldn’t keep up the gentlemanly act. And he delighted in surprising Kento. He intended to do a lot more of that. He wished to show Kento precisely how darling and precious he was.
He was moments away from ravishing his husband and he had every right to, seeing as it was his ring Kento wore on his finger. He needn’t disguise his hunger. It had festered for a decade, but he attempted some civility in focusing his attention on his own attitude rather than ripping Kento’s clothes off.
He began to unbutton his shirt when, with a soft, “Let me,” Kento rose onto his knees to take over the task.
Satoru watched as Kento’s thick fingers made quick work of every button in a manner expert enough to harden his cock to steel in his trousers. First Satoru’s suit jacket was disposed of, then his vest, and finally his shirt. The shoulders and sleeves sagged, hanging on only by the cufflinks affixed to his wrists. He lifted a look to inspect Kento’s face and when he saw the naked lust in those precious brown eyes, he hiked an eyebrow.
“Do you enjoy what you see?” he asked, teasing.
Kento gulped but responded in the affirmative. “Seeing as it is mine to peruse as much as I like, yes I do.”
Satoru’s stomach fluttered in response to those brave words; he’d suspected the nature of Kento’s feelings to be as carnivorous as his own, but to have them confirmed removed any inkling of doubt he’d unconsciously held.
When Satoru’s cufflinks were twisted and dropped unceremoniously onto the marbled flooring with two soft clinks, Satoru stood shirtless in front of his husband. His chest rose with a deep, heavy inhale.
He felt Kento’s roaming eyes like a gentle caress that loved upon every plane of his chest, his abdomen, and the dips of his hips. Then that glance turned into tactile heat as Kento carefully placed the palms of his hands across Satoru’s chest, the cool wedding band a sharp contrast to his hot skin.
Kento’s eyes paused over the patch of skin now healed into a slightly darker shade of pink than Satoru liked. His hands were gentle. “Does it ache you, Satoru?” Kento asked in regards to the scar Satoru bravely bore to rescue his beloved.
He tilted his head sideways and asked, “Would you kiss it better if it did?”
Kento dealt that with a brief, hesitating glance then nodded. “I would.” 
Startled by the honesty, Satoru was distracted from claiming his kiss by Kento’s gentle touch.
Kento slid his hands slowly down Satoru’s abdomen but stopped at his waistband. Kento’s lashes fanned gently over his bronzed cheeks. His eyes flitted up. A question secreted within that brief look.
Satoru answered it by grabbing Kento’s chin and tilting his face up, and in that precise manner that undid Satoru, Kento closed his eyes and parted his lips.
For me, he thought hungrily. He is all sweet and pliant for me. He bent over Kento — though he needn’t bend so far because Kento was so perfectly tall — and took the offered mouth with his own growl of possession. He mapped Kento’s lips first with his lips, then with his tongue, tasting every dip he’d obsessed over for years on end, licking and nipping at that perfect pout until he finally succumbed to the yawning hunger in him and began to stroke Kento’s tongue with his own. He moaned at the deep, rich flavor of their wedding cake he found there.
“I wasn’t aware that you’d indulged,” he murmured between kisses, his hands cupping Kento’s face. He loved that Kento’s face was gloriously rugged, his skin supple and tight over high cheekbones, his jawline defined.
Kento’s fingers twined through Satoru’s hair in a delicious tug and his lips whispered, “Yu forced me to try it. It was overly sweet.” He tilted Satoru’s face lower and licked at his lips.
Kento blushed when Satoru growled, “Good thing I have a particular taste for sweetness.”
He drank in the sight before he resumed kissing Kento, all the while his fingers played an intricate yet maddeningly futile game of attempting and failing to unbutton Kento’s many little clasps.
With a frustrated huff, he grumbled, “What is this suit made of?”
“The clasps are like any other, Satoru, do not be flustered by arousal,” Kento explained calmly, though the drumming of his heartbeat was evident in the side of his neck. His pheromones were sweetly filling the room. Not a sharp cutting aroma, but soothing and pleasing.
Satoru pushed Kento’s hands away before they could commit the cardinal sin of taking the pleasure of undoing those damned clasps for him. “I will take care of you, trust me.”
“I do trust you, it’s this I don’t trust,” Kento said, glancing pointedly at what Satoru deemed a very respectable erection tenting his pants.
A soft gasp left Kento’s mouth when Satoru grasped Kento’s hands and brushed their bare fingertips along his front in a slow, agonizing glide. It’s yours, I’m all yours, the gesture said. And because Satoru was afflicted with an incurable case of blabber-mouth syndrome, he said, “My cock is quite trustworthy as well.”
“Ah, yes, of course,” Kento murmured, breathless. His chest rose in rugged inhales, his lips slick with Satoru’s spit. The sight drove Satoru mad.
“Come here, I refuse to be discouraged by pesky clasps.” He’d done enough waiting. His hands made quick work of slowly undoing Kento’s buttons. Every inch of his bronzed skin that came into light tugged at Satoru’s control until it snapped. His neck. His collarbones. Satoru paused to press kisses along Kento’s skin, murmuring gratitude to whichever god permitted him this much pleasure.
Yet when his hands went on a direct line to Kento’s nipples to worry them with the pads of his thumbs, Kento took a step back, the back of his legs meeting the wooden frame of their bed.
“What’s the matter, love?” Satoru asked, keeping his distance.
Kento’s eyes fluttered everywhere, landing on the chandelier overhead, then to the window with its drawn curtains, letting in moonlight, and stopped on the lit candles emitting the softest golden light on their skin. He did not look at Satoru.
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The air that passed through Kento’s mouth was tinged so thickly with their blending pheromones, his were sweet and airy while Satoru’s were heady and deep, that every sip of it intoxicated him. He’d somehow found himself in the position of standing in front of a man who had become his husband. It was mad. It was all mad. A year ago, he’d been saying no to Satoru’s promises. Tonight, he was disrobing the man and tasting his tongue without so much as a hint of shame. A slap across the face would be less startling.
“What is it, darling?” Satoru asked. The question fit so perfectly in his mouth, Kento wondered if Satoru had every iteration of it memorized. Would he always cause Satoru some pause with his damned hesitance?
He took a deep breath and finally looked his husband in the eye. “I am not in heat,” he declared.
“I know.”
“I will not be… as obedient as you might be expecting.”
Satoru’s eyes softened. “I do not expect you to be obedient, darling.”
He turned his face elsewhere, too emotional to look at Satoru’s face. But he knew that his withdrawal couldn’t last forever, so he took a shuddering breath and returned his gaze to where it belonged; on Satoru’s face.
They acknowledged the fact exchanged, not through their words, but through their eyes. Kento had purposefully chosen a date that wouldn’t align with his heat; and from knowledge he extracted from Ijichi, Satoru’s punctual rut wouldn’t be occurring any time soon either. He’d done it out of a deepset wish not to have their first time to be an occasion between an alpha and an omega. He wished for them to be separated from their roles as such. To simply be Satoru and Kento.
When he’d shared the date with Satoru, Satoru answered him with a look filled with significance, and Kento’s heart had softened. Smiling, he’d offered his hand to shake. Satoru had settled for it; but not without pulling Kento in to kiss his cheek whilst Ijichi was looking away.
The fact he hadn’t needed to explain his reasoning assured him that he’d chosen the right person to whom he handed his heart. I want you as I am, not as an omega. 
Satoru now carefully held Kento's face in his hands, gazing down at him, his eyes lucid and aware. Kento stared back.
Kento murmured, “I want you to make love to me. On purpose. Without either of us being influenced by circumstances beyond our control.”
Satoru’s throat bobbed. “The sentiment is mutual, my love.”
He lowered Kento to sit onto the bed and that sparked Kento’s shyness. This was his first time and he couldn’t suppress the inkling of insecurity that licked along his nerves. The voice in his head, convinced that he wasn’t as petite or as smooth as any other omega, was the loudest. He suddenly wished he had his heat so he could hide behind its insatiable hunger. He simply felt like a fumbling fool.
Detecting Kento’s mental preoccupation, Satoru kissed a soft question into Kento’s temple, “What plagues you, my love?”
“Do you promise not to be angry?” he asked, toying with the loosened end of his shirt.
Satoru chuckled. “I promise.” Kento felt Satoru’s gaze on his face but didn’t dare lift his eyes. Yet when Satoru closed the distance and sat beside him, his body responded, turning to him.
Quietly, Kento confessed, “I am afraid you might not find me so appealing when all of my layers are peeled back.” His eyes flickered down to his body. “I am not as…soft as you might be expecting me to be.”
“Soft?” Satoru murmured along the column of Kento’s neck. Kento shivered.
Kento peered up to find Satoru smiling. “Are you being purposefully obtuse? You know that I work. My hands aren’t soft nor are they devoid of calluses.” He lifted said hands and showed Satoru the pads of his fingers. “Everything about me contradicts my omega, I am large and bulky.”
“Bulky?” Satoru echoed, his smile pressed to Kento’s neck.
“Do not pretend you do not see it. My shoulders, my arms, even my thighs, are thick. I’m an abomination,” he hissed, unable to curtail his own disappointment in his body.
Except Satoru wasn’t brushing aside his worry with pretty words, he was leaning in, head bowed in supplication to press a kiss to every finger on Kento’s right, then left, hand. He was showering him with actions.
Satoru lifted his eyes, and looked at him through his long, lovely lashes. “I think your calloused fingertips are quite fetching. I imagine they’d feel amazing on my back,” he added the last with a wink.
Kento’s tongue got tied into a knot. He couldn’t fathom the depth of Satoru’s kindness that allowed him to reassure him of his appeal even on their wedding night. Any other newlyweds would be enjoying themselves by now, but there Kento was, making Satoru restore confidence he never had reason to culture. Satoru began to roll back Kento’s sleeves, leaving kisses along the length of Kento’s arms, biting at the bulge of his muscles.
“Your thick arms make me superbly happy. I imagine you’ll be quite trustworthy in moments of need. Think of all the times you’ll be able to carry me when we’re old and feeble.” As he spoke, Satoru was slowly unearthing Kento’s body, but rather than being filled with horror, every glance Satoru threw Kento’s way was shining with hunger.
“If anyone’s turning feeble first, it’d be me. I am older, Satoru,” he argued because he could.
Yet he couldn’t deny the small shift inside him. He wasn’t curled upon himself anymore, hiding away by directing his eyes elsewhere. He had courage to look Satoru in the eye as Satoru continued to kiss every inch of him Kento had deemed unappealing. His shoulders, once his shirt was removed entirely, were lavished with kisses and bites that turned Kento’s stomach into thick broth. He sighed weakly and the sound was foreign to his ears.
Satoru turned his loving attention to Kento’s stomach, kissing Kento’s abdomen with a meaningful pause before he rolled his tongue over Kento’s belly button. A sound like a growl echoed in Satoru’s throat, his eyes fixed on Kento’s nipples.
Finding himself half-naked, some of that timidity returned and Kento turned his face, hiding his burning cheeks behind misdirection. Except there were Satoru’s fingers, turning his face to him, kissing his cheeks in order from left to right, like he had a bulleted list.
“You are the love of my life, Kento. Every part of you makes me happy,” Satoru whispered, and this close, he filled Kento’s sight entirely.
He needed to silence his fears and trust Satoru. He swallowed the ball of nerves in his throat, closed his eyes, and kissed Satoru. A soft growl reverberated through Satoru’s chest, which found a way to Kento’s heart. He leaned in, his hand landing on Satoru’s thigh, then climbed his lap to his stomach, mapping the hard ridges they found there. Satoru wasn’t an ordinary noble who spent his days dilly dallying; he was an active man and his body reflected that fact. His arms were thick and powerful; his fingers long; his neck sturdy once Kento placed a palm there.
The only thing about Satoru that was soft was his lips. Hot and plush, they melted Kento’s brain through his ears until he could think of nothing but kissing Satoru back. Their mouths ceased to be two separate entities and became one.
Satoru parted their kissing to gaze down at Kento, and whilst he fought the urge to grab the nearest pillow and cover his chest and face, Kento didn’t. He allowed Satoru to see him for what he was. His chest was defined because he enjoyed swimming.
Satoru’s fingers found the peak of his shoulders and his mouth followed ardently. Kissing and whispering, “I adore your broad shoulders. They make me feel safe.”
Kento’s face burned with a feeling he hadn’t anticipated — pride.
“Your body is the only body I’ve ever craved, Kento,” Satoru said, his voice a gentle coo that burned along Kento’s skin, turning the top of his chest crimson. “And seeing the effect I have on it will be my greatest honor.”
“But what I truly wish to accomplish is to melt you into a blubbering mess,” Satoru confessed, eyes lifting from where he was filling them with Kento’s chest.
Kento gave a small nod, prompting Satoru to do as he liked, and Satoru accepted. He parted his plush lips and trapped Kento’s nipple in a wet kiss. Sensation like lightning shot down Kento’s spine, his back arching into the touch. From the look of triumph Satoru wore, he was clearly delighted to see him be this wanton. Satoru’s head tilted down and he dared to take a swipe of his nipple.
Kento panted, realizing with some semblance of shock, that he liked it. He liked Satoru’s mouth on his nipple, and felt as if he might enjoy it everywhere else as well. His knowledge of sex was limited to what he read in dirty romance novels and the stories Yu shared; but he wondered if the real experience would be entirely different with a man like Satoru.
Satoru pulled away momentarily to ask, “How much do you know about the occurrences of a wedding night, Kento?”
Cheeks glowing, Kento glared at his husband. “I am not entirely inept in collecting information.”
“Books, then?” He arched an eyebrow knowingly. “I have my work cut out for me.”
With a twist to his lips, Kento nodded. “Yes, you do. And you cannot pretend to hate it.” He cleared his throat at Satoru’s wolfish grin. “I… Mainly books and... Yu has never been very good at keeping secrets.”
Curiosity filled Satoru’s blue eyes and when he leaned back, it physically ached Kento to be even an inch apart from him.
Satoru murmured, “How much did he tell you?”
Kento looked away, his face burning. Yu had… some interesting things to say about sex with an alpha. He’d sighed and giggled about how hard and wet things got, but Kento tended to ignore most of Yu’s explicit talk as it only made him experience jealousy. He hadn’t wanted to be envious of his best friend; he wished him nothing but the utmost of happiness.
“I do not like seeing you discomforted, darling,” Satoru murmured, drawing Kento’s attention from his reverie. He clasped Kento’s cheeks in his hands. “However concerned you may be, I can assure you, love, nothing painful or uncomfortable will happen to you.”
He frowned. “That is not the source of my worry, Satoru.”
Satoru tilted his head, squinting as if he were able to read Kento’s mind. When that failed, he resorted to asking, “Then what?”
Should Kento speak his mind or allow for some mystery between them? Seeing the concern painted over Satoru’s face made the choice for him. “I am worried I will like it so much you’ll think me a harlot.”
There. The words had left his mouth and there was nothing Kento could do to retrieve them.
Satoru’s eyes widened, and the sight of him with his lips inches away from Kento’s now-reddened nipples startled a soft chuckle from his chest. He rubbed Satoru’s cheeks. “Did that leave you speechless?”
Satoru blinked. “Not at all!” He tried to lie but the blush climbing his neck and cheeks exposed him. “I mean— I— I understand your…concern… it might be… Ah,” he trailed away, but the sentiment was shared and if it weren’t through words, it was in the way Satoru’s cock reacted in a twitch undisguised by his trousers. Kento couldn’t tear his eyes away.
Knowing somehow that they were feeling similar emotions of anticipation, Kento found it was a lot easier to part with the anxiety and embrace the newness of what their future could hold for them. He began to slide along the length of the bed, the silken sheets making a soft susurrus. His fingers went to his buttoned waistband but did not touch.
“Care to rid me of these?” he asked.
Satoru climbed in after him, hovering over Kento’s body like a predator; his eyes shining azure blue. But his touch was nothing but gentle as he began unbuttoning Kento’s trousers. True to his word, he lavished every inch he revealed of Kento’s skin with kisses. Making Kento arch his hips, seeking more.
Satoru praised him amply. Murmuring a soft beautiful along Kento’s belly button, then a marveled exquisite to Kento’s hip bones. When he finally was going to remove Kento’s boots to allow him to be as naked as the day he was born, Kento’s body was buzzing with expectation. Rather than be nervous, he wished to see how Satoru would behave now that he’d had him naked.
Satoru didn’t disappoint. His mouth hung, loose at the hinges of his jaw, his eyes wide and gleaming in his face. He looked hungry. Crazed.
Kento put one hand on his stomach and slowly began stroking down until he had the hardness of his cock in the palm of his hand. Under his cock, his sex was wet and needy, but he wanted to perceive how Satoru responded to seeing his cock. Omega cocks were usually remarkably smaller than their alpha counterparts, but not Kento’s. His cock was in proportion to the rest of him. Hard and arching, it nearly reached his belly button, and when he grasped it with his hand, it filled his grip.
His eyes bore into Satoru’s face and what he saw in it made him breathe sharply. Satoru was drooling. His lips glistened with spit, and some of it spilled from the corner of his mouth.
The image might’ve alarmed Kento, but it had the opposite effect. His cock throbbed and twitched in his hold, and a sound like a moan escaped his lips at being watched.
“Can I taste you, Kento?”
Unable to part with the word, Kento nodded.
Satoru slowly lowered his face but held eye contact, refusing out of some sense of chivalry not to ascertain Kento’s comfort as he placed his lips on the tip of his cock, the only part Kento’s fist didn’t enclose.
He took a tiny lick at first, closing his eyes and humming deep in his throat. Kento’s hips buzzed at that delicate touch.
Kento’s precum pearled at the tip of his cock, his body shuddering. When Satoru replaced Kento’s fist with his own, Kento’s vision blurred as pleasure coalesced, flowing like a river through his veins. He hissed, feeling the edge of Satoru’s teeth. Hearing him, Satoru pulled away with a soft apology.
“This is my first time as well,” Satoru said in explanation. And the way he looked, cheeks ruddy and flushed, his hair falling in soft strands over his forehead, his eyes gleaming like two dark gems; pupils blown until the blue was but a mere thin ring; poured something like boiling water on Kento and he felt his release as if something climbing up his throat.
He muffled the scream latching onto his throat by biting the closest thing to him; his arm.
Satoru clicked his tongue, muttering, “Do not harm yourself, darling.”
Weak from an extraordinary sensation that tingled in his extremities, Kento nodded, bleary-eyed and unfocused. Until Satoru climbed up his body, his warmth almost suffocating but not quite. He pulled Satoru to him, kissed the very lips that had been on him. He licked into Satoru’s mouth with a crazed abandon, forgetting everything to do with decorum and sensibility. He simply wished to taste himself on Satoru.
There.
The spicy, slightly bitter taste. He blushed, thinking of Satoru’s teeth and the reveal that this was as much his first time as it was Kento’s.
“Is it truly your first time?” Kento asked.
Satoru nodded, looking a hint embarrassed. “I didn’t want anybody but you, Kento.” He looked so young to Kento’s eyes, he wanted to praise him—coddle him; anything to wipe away the feeling of inadequacy he was harboring.
“I’ve never wanted anybody but you either,” Kento spoke in the scant space between their lips. Their eyes met in a gentle moment.
Satoru’s lips pulled in a bright smile. “That makes me happy.”
Mirroring his smile, Kento gave him another kiss. “It shames me that your face alone can bring me to completion.” He couldn’t fathom how he mustered the courage to be so truthful. But if it meant Satoru’s pride in himself, then he’d be as honest as he could.
“That doesn’t displease me, but I have been eager to apply more than just my pretty face towards your pleasure.” Satoru kissed the words into Kento’s neck, then resumed to map the skin of his chest, exalting particular attention to Kento’s sensitized nipples, making his own down his trunk.
“Care to share what part of you intends to bring me pleasure?” he asked, watching Satoru’s descent down his very naked body.
Satoru’s answering grin spoke of mayhem. “Would you like me to narrate?”
Thinking of the possibility that hearing the act might disgrace him, Kento shook his head.
Satoru employed the Pout but acquiesced. His intentions were quite obvious; his limpid blue eyes distinguishing which part of him he wished to employ.
The hands on Kento’s thighs were gentle, but the act of having his legs spread to accommodate Satoru’s broad shoulders still made Kento burn in need of some sort of cover. His chest heaved in anticipation until he felt Satoru’s hot breath low on his stomach, then lower, bypassing his cock. Kento gasped at the first peck of a kiss on his mound.
With a choked cry of yes, Kento succumbed to the remarkable sensation attacking his body.
Satoru licked at Kento’s clitoris, so thoroughly that little jolts of pleasure turned Kento’s body into a tuned instrument, his cry of pleasure a loud moan he couldn’t muffle with his hand. When Kento read this part of his rather raunchy novels — novels he hid in his bedroom rather than leave in the library like a buffoon — his thighs would always clench. During his heats, he preferred penetration through his vagina, loving the wetness and the glide of his fingers. He’d been expecting fullness and pain, but instead, Satoru’s tongue on him was gently probing.
And nothing, absolutely nothing, could have prepared him for Satoru’s searing tongue.
He writhed under Satoru’s efforts, but his hips, rather than pull away, were rocking further into Satoru’s face. The shameless gesture of his body’s total betrayal burned Kento’s cheeks. But he was far too delirious to care. Satoru was his husband, and he knew the effect he had on Kento. He knew that every part of Kento was singing to his tune. A hot tongue flicked his clit, over and over, in a maddening rhythm that had Kento moaning so loudly that his throat parched. His head thrown back, he reached for some reinforcement and found a decorative pillow. He hugged it tighter to his chest and began to lower his hips in tandem with Satoru’s licks and sucks.
“You taste heavenly, my love,” Satoru spoke to his cunt.
Kento let out a squeak before his hips were being pulled down until he was on his back, looking at the ceiling through his tears. His glasses were pointless so he flung them to the side. He wasn’t even concerned with how he looked, it was the inane sounds coming from his mouth that startled him. How every stroke of Satoru’s tongue made this whine burst from his chest, like an animal undergoing slaughter. They were the strange sounds of a man lost in desire.
Nothing in his books could’ve prepared him for feeling this way; like an offering served to a god. It cleared his mind of everything else but the maddening heat lavished on him. Satoru’s mouth on him was like a bliss almost divine in its quality and the rising release this time didn’t come as a surprise; it was a slow building orgasm that had him heaving, clawing at the sheet with one hand and gripping the pillow he bit with his teeth. His eyes couldn’t stay open, not when Satoru licked the tip of his tongue over his clitoris in a swift circle, harder and harder, until Kento was whimpering and squealing, his eyes brimming with tears that didn’t cling to his lashes but rather fell freely down the sides of his face, tickling his ears.
As his cunt spasmed, his heart pounding like the furious drum signaling the end of times, he was faintly aware of a sound like a splash; like someone relieving themselves and it horrified him into a howling cry. Satoru lifted his face from between Kento’s legs and peered up to witness the result of his devouring.
His eyes widened, seeing Kento weep openly, his body caught in a tremor. His handsome, ethereal god looked devastated; but Kento shook his head. Before he could explain, Satoru was hovering over him, his corded arms bunching with the effort to keep him up, wiping Kento’s face.
“What makes my beloved cry?”
“Your horrid mouth,” he bit, his voice utterly wrecked. “I cannot believe I relieved myself.”
“You didn’t. That is… quite normal.”
“How would you know? You’re a virgin too,” he accused, peeking at Satoru behind his pillow.
“Trust me. I know. I’m a thorough researcher,” Satoru promised.
“I swear, Satoru, if you’ve sampled other omegas’...” he trailed off but his intention was clear. He’d not only injure their family jewels; he’d take them as hostages.
Satoru frowned. “I am a very charming man, Kento. I can get omegas talking without spreading their legs. I told you; there is nobody else for me but you.”
Hiccuping, Kento accepted Satoru’s answer, but he still couldn’t manage to wrap his mind around the fact that his release had been accompanied by quite a gush.
“Do you wish to stop?” Satoru asked, watching every miniscule expression passing over Kento’s face.
He shook his head so vehemently, but he didn’t care about looking whorish; the obscenity of his desire couldn’t bypass the delight of being loved so carefully; so thoroughly. He wanted more.
“I want you to continue bringing me orgasms; ones I’ve never even dreamt of having,” he whispered, cautious of his hoarse voice.
Satoru looked a bit hesitant, so Kento took matters in his own hand—he took Satoru’s thick, throbbing cock in his hand, and gave him a firm stroke. His cunt begged to have it inside; he wanted his virginity abolished. He wanted to be filled to the point where tears and screams would become his normal. Satoru bucked into his hand, his own sound of pleasuring a deep growl that made Kento smile amidst the tears drying on his face.
“Do you not wish to rid us of this pesky little issue?” he asked, his voice throaty and needy.
Satoru nodded. “I do, I have not wished for anything but.” His eyes were shining, fixed on Kento’s face. “But are you sure you are well?”
“Will a few tears disrupt your great plans? I thought you were far more headstrong than to be dissuaded so easily,” Kento challenged, his thumb caressing the tip of Satoru’s cock in what he knew was a good way.
“Very well. You’ve twisted my arm,” Satoru announced, “I will deflower you.”
Kento smacked him with the pillow and Satoru let out a bell-like laugh. Then the look of mirth in his eyes was replaced with something dangerous Kento liked very much. He was about to say something, provoke Satoru an inch further, but he didn’t need to. Satoru was grabbing at his legs, hiking one over his waist then the other until they formed a snug frame around his delectable back.
Blinking, Kento asked, “Have I unleashed the beast?”
Satoru cackled. “Oh, darling, the beast has been unleashed the second you said I do.”
“Dare I say be gentle?” he murmured as he felt Satoru redirect his cock, with Kento’s own hand still attached, to the very center of his sex. His cheeks pinched as he held his breath.
“I will be gentle, but I cannot promise gentleness is all you see from me tonight,” Satoru murmured. “Now, if you’d like, I need you to breathe.”
He nodded, but agreeing and performing the task handed to him seemed like two separate islands, for which he didn’t have a boat to cross.
Satoru assisted him by locking their eyes and putting one hand on Kento’s chest. “Follow my lead, darling.”
Unlike dancing, breathing in tandem was quite more pleasurable. With every deep inhale and long exhale, Kento’s body was relaxing, his sex grown quite soaked by the time Satoru’s cock breached it. He gasped at the intrusive sensation, his lashes fluttering, but Satoru engaged him with a murmured breathe with me and kept repeating like a mantra until Kento couldn’t hear anything but the thump-thump-thump of his own heartbeat or feel anything but Satoru’s cock filling him.
All at once, Kento was struck with the realization that the days, weeks, and months he’d spent picturing this very same act had entirely left him with a false sense of expectation. He’d believed himself capable of predicting how it’d go. A few kisses. Some fanfare when he was penetrated. A few more thrusts. The end. A trivial affair.
Now, on his back, his legs tightly wound around Satoru’s hips with Satoru’s reddened face filling his vision, his cock filling his pussy, Kento declared that he had been the most idiotic man on earth. Satoru had once again proven all which Kento believed to be true as falsehood. His heat, the kisses he lavished on every inch of Kento’s skin, the utter pounding of his heart inside Kento, none of that could have ever been trivial.
Satoru cupped Kento’s cheeks and brought him out of his contemplation. “What’s running through that lovely brain, husband?” Satoru asked, a hint of a whine in his tone.
It startled Kento that Satoru could be this needy even when he was the one spearing him in half; grabbing his thighs and lifting them higher, until the very breath in Kento’s lungs felt scarcely important.
He tried to speak, tried to utter the revelation, but all words failed him. Instead, he tightened his legs around Satoru’s waist and tentatively participated in the act of lovemaking. His insides fluttered when he clenched around Satoru, and the man above him shuddered, his eyes shutting; causing his lashes to flutter wildly.
“You mustn’t,” Satoru grunted, “provoke me, lover.”
Finally, Kento could manage a few words. With which he did quite the opposite of what Satoru asked him not to do. “I am merely assisting you.”
“I assure you, love, it’s entirely unnecessary,” Satoru spoke, his voice a deep growl that had Kento’s insides fluttering; this time entirely involuntarily. “Argh, you are doing it again.”
He couldn’t convince Satoru of it being an incident, so he instead asked, “Why are you an immovable mountain then? Do you simply wish to suffocate me under your weight?”
Satoru recoiled, but his eyes were dancing with mirth. “I was not suffocating you. I’m a petite man, I hardly weigh anything.”
Kento rolled his eyes and this time, the flutter of his cunt was entirely on purpose in retaliation for that hilarity of which Satoru was so fond. “Then move.”
With those two words, Kento clearly broke some sort of resolve Satoru had been withholding within him because he released a sharp puff of air then—he moved. His hips rocked back, a movement that shifted Kento’s entire body along with it, his skin shivering as it rasped against the covers of their bed. Then he pushed in, a thrust so deep and slow that it made Kento’s toes curl as a shot of pleasure touched upon his every nerve.
He closed his eyes but Satoru wheedled him, “Too afraid to look me in the eye as I fuck you, husband?”
He shot him a glare and grabbed fistfuls of his hair. He tugged. “I was merely…adjusting. Your cock is too…stimulating.”
Satoru laughed. “You are impossible; and yet I love you even more for it.”
With that gentle declaration, Satoru performed that same act; a slow glide out of Kento through which he could only feel the tip of Satoru’s cock still inside him, then thrust into him in a viciously slow push that made that same electrifying sensation dance upon Kento’s nerves.
This time, Kento kept his eyes open, locked in a challenge with Satoru’s knowing eyes.
“You like it, do you not?” Satoru asked, his question sounding a struggle to get out as his hips continued that maddeningly slow rhythm.
Kento clamped on his lips and remained silent. If his husband was the teasing kind, then he was the obstinate kind. Two of them could play this game of restraint.
Satoru acknowledged Kento’s quiet with a soft huff of laughter. He pulled out, his hands hot and slippery as they slid over Kento’s legs, holding onto his ankles, then without a warning, he rolled his hips in a swift jerking movement that spectacularly pushed Kento over an edge of which he hadn’t been aware.
He gasped, Satoru’s name a weak prayer that poured from his lips, and held on tight. The sensation of his cock, trapped between them, throbbing and twitching with its second release of the night, his cunt in a similar state of euphoria, almost hurt. He buried his face in Satoru’s neck and held onto him for a long moment during which he could only hear his own rapid breathing, and Satoru’s beating heart.
Once he recovered enough of his senses, he registered Satoru’s concerned gaze. “What’s the matter?”
“You are crying. Again. This doesn’t make me very proud of myself. I’ve already made you cry twice.”
Kento shook his head. Trust Satoru to be concerned with the wrong thing. He murmured, brushing his fingers along Satoru’s cheek, “They aren’t tears of sadness, darling. I was simply… enjoying my husband’s robust lovemaking skills.”
Satoru lit up, his grin almost blinding Kento. “Then, shall I continue to please you, Your Grace?”
Kento was about to argue against Satoru using his future title as Duchess of the Gojo family at such an intimate moment, but he was entirely preoccupied by the way Satoru was no longer above him, and he was no longer on his back. Instead, he was turned to face the pillow, his hips raised.
“What—” The inquiry was nipped at the bud as Satoru’s cock was once again inside him. Its thickness was an alarmingly delicious sensation to feel from this angle. Shuddering, he pressed his face to the pillow, clutching it for dear life as his husband put such dedicated effort in pleasing him.
Kento’s worldview was narrowed; his nose no longer registering anything but the distinct smell of their spend, his throat gone dry from the harsh cries Satoru’s thrusts wrung out of him. Every thrust inside him made him clench and whimper, his eyes having long lost focus. Had he known how messy lovemaking could be, he’d have curled his lips in disdain and declared it inhumane. And that was precisely what being loved felt like. Like a vicious tearing at his insides, but rather than leave him bloodied, he was rocking back, begging for more.
His arm swung back, his fingers searching until they found purchase in Satoru’s hair. He arched his back, the new angle making his pussy flutter as another orgasm bludgeoned him—this time, it was so intense that Kento’s pussy clamped like a vise around Satoru’s cock and milked it for all its release.
Satoru gasped his name into his neck, his front a heady pressure on his back, imbuing Kento with an impossible sensation of protection. He could feel Satoru’s seed inside him, hot and oozing once Satoru unplugged him. He threw a glance back over his shoulder, only to gasp. Satoru was on his knees, eyes half-lidded, his right hand pumping his still hard cock.
He gulped…then licked his lower lip.
“Later, love. Much, much later. I am not done with your pussy yet,” Satoru murmured, covering Kento once again. His hands coaxed him into moving, though Kento whined, in a voice he didn’t recognize as his own, that he was too tired.
“So soon?” Satoru goaded.
Kento’s eyes sharpened in a glare but before he could retort, Satoru moved him to his back, slid his legs off the bed, and lifted them so they were perpendicular to his chest.
Kento blinked. “You do not truly believe I could hold this position.”
Satoru’s smirk was like a cool splash of water that sobered some of Kento’s post-glow lethargy; filling him with energy. “And leave all the work to me? I doubt a man as staunchly independent as you would allow it,” Satoru murmured, throwing him a wink.
The total and utterly lovable bastard knew Kento too well. Because as he slid back home—and he made Kento’s sex feel like home; the way he fucked into it with abandon, leaving it fluttering and aching so deliciously—Kento rose to the challenge. He reached for Satoru’s wrists and gripped them. He began to move his hips, using Satoru’s chest as leverage. Every rock of his hips made sparks explode in his stomach, and he loved the ache of how terribly he was clenching it.
He released one of Satoru’s wrists and murmured, “Stroke me, husband.”
Satoru’s mouth opened in a wolfish grin. “As you wish, my love.”
He believed he’d receive some relief from the onslaught of shivering, but the second Satoru closed his fingers around Kento’s cock, he was coming. Again. How many times was that? Three? Four? The moan that parted with his throat was like a serrated knife, sharp and deadly.
And it apparently drove Satoru mad.
He began to thrust into Kento with the force of somebody freed from their restraint. Kento loved it. He loved it so much he began to speak it into the space between them, blathering on about the intense pleasure he felt, about his mind going blank, about his sex pounding like it had a heart of its own.
Satoru ate up the words with a wild look on his face, his hair fell forward as he leaned in and whispered, “I’ve fantasized about doing this to you, husband.”
Kento nodded, agreeing to the same. He didn’t have the power to speak anymore.
Time in bed with Satoru meshed and twisted until every minute felt like an hour, an hour in that cauldron of desire. Which turned into two and three where Kento would blink and find himself in a different position. He liked it best when he found his face pressed into Satoru’s neck, inhaling his scent while sitting on his lap, Satoru’s cock fitting inside him like the perfect accessory.
He clenched weakly and Satoru hissed. Kento glanced down to find his husband with his hair disheveled, his eyes bright yet half-lidded, and his cheeks crimson. “Are you finally done?”
Satoru’s cock gave a nice twitch inside him. A hand reached between them and found his clitoris, and Kento jerked to meet its graze with a low moan.
“Never,” was Satoru’s answer. He pulled back to look Kento in the eye and asked, “May I bite you?”
Kento looked down at the purpling bruise of Satoru’s teeth on nearly every inch of his chest and lifted an eyebrow. “You ask now?”
“Not your chest,” Satoru explained. “Your neck.”
Outside a rut, bites were said to be extremely pleasurable, a fantasy Kento had secretly harbored. He nodded. “Yes.”
Satoru smiled, then leaned in to first nudge along Kento’s neck, licking at his scent gland in a slow, methodical way that made Kento’s legs shake. The heat and wet feeling of Satoru’s tongue was new and addictive. He gripped the back of Satoru’s hair and held on while Satoru parted his mouth and took a bite.
After the brief shock of pain, Kento’s body melted into the waves of pleasure that drowned him. He could feel his own slick slide down his thigh, Satoru’s gently rocking hips emitting an indecent sound.
He moaned in acknowledgement of what this bite signified. They were marked. Not as omega and alpha because that’d come during his heat, but as husbands.
Satoru’s body tightened under him, his hips moving in a fascinating circle that hit Kento’s very sweet spot.
He turned Satoru’s face to him and through wet, open-mouthed kisses, he said, “Come in me again, Satoru. Fill me to the brim.”
With a shudder, Satoru was the most darling of obedient husbands, and his release, deep within Kento, triggered his own. He sighed, eyes rolling to the back of his mind, his face melting into an expression he suspected was euphoric.
Satoru’s lips painted his neck in kisses, then his ears, then his cheeks. Until they locked with his lips in a manner almost chaste. When Kento’s eyes finally gained clarity, he saw Satoru, his best friend, his darling husband, stare at him as if he were the entire universe.
Kento tightened his arms around Satoru’s neck and kissed Satoru, marveling at how lucky he was to have snagged such an alpha of his own.
.・:゜゜・♾️・゜゜ :・．
Morning sunlight woke Satoru up from a dream in which he was lifting a blond-haired cherubic baby, the baby’s face lit up as he called him Papa. He frowned into the light, glared back at the intrusion to his dream. An arm slid across his stomach and broke him from his mad argument with the sun.
“G’morning,” Kento grumbled in his ear.
His irritation with mother nature filtered away as giddiness took its place. He shifted to wrap Kento in his arms. “Good morning, darling.”
Kento’s eyes blinked slowly and the brown of his irises was such a delectable shade that Satoru’s fingers itched to find a paintbrush.
After a prolonged moment of Satoru simply memorizing the planes of Kento’s face, Kento frowned. “Why do you stare?” A hand rose to his hair. “Do I look ridiculous?”
Satoru grinned, shaking his head. “You look ravished.” He leaned in and kissed his lips in a hot kiss, parting them to bite Kento’s lower lip into his mouth. He sucked on it long enough for Kento to wriggle under the covers, his hips rocking against Satoru’s thigh.
Inspiration struck him and he moved with purpose as he eased Kento onto his back. Kento was sleepy and confused, but he must read the intention in him as clear as day because he was spreading his legs, opening his thighs for Satoru’s face.
He took a deep inhale, ignoring Kento’s hissed do not sniff me, you animal, and parted his lips. His sex was red and swollen, dusted with blond hair that bristled gently against his tongue as he licked it. His tongue thrummed with the taste of Kento’s arousal, seeking more. Kento’s hole was fluttering for him, and he didn’t need Kento’s verbal need to know he wanted him to lick him there.
The taste burst over his tongue, powerful and sweet, and he took his time lapping up Kento’s pussy like it was the most exquisite breakfast. Kento’s thighs shuddered around his head, suffocating him in their embrace. Rather than be alarmed, he chuckled.
The vibration must have been sent directly to Kento’s core because he loudly objected. “Don’t do that.”
“Do you hate it?”
Kento’s cheeks were the same shade of red as roses in full bloom. “It isn’t a matter of hating it… It’s indecent.”
As a finger traced the begging hole that was Kento’s sex, he murmured, “We’re past the point of decency, my love. Or have you forgotten how much of my seed you’ve taken into your sweet pussy?” He lifted his eyes to see the effect of his words on Kento.
Kento’s mouth fell in a shocked gasp. “You… You are horrible.” Yet his voice was betraying him, whining as his hips rocked low, directly into Satoru’s awaiting mouth.
He grinned and resumed his feasing. He found his aforementioned seed, deep within Kento’s cunt and his cock throbbed at how perfect it was; his alpha rejoiced at having marked Kento’s virgin pussy with his cock. Though it was disgruntled that it wasn’t during a rut.
Satoru murmured, his lips resting against Kento’s inner thigh, “Are you feeling any discomfort?”
Kento frowned. “Why do you say that?”
“Well, your pussy is a bit swollen.”
Kento’s cheeks burned and he huffed in indignance. “Do not concern yourself with how my pussy looks now since you were the one who made it look this way.”
“Yes, and I’m proud of that,” he said honestly. He rose onto his knees, looming over his perfect groom. He slid one large hand to cover Kento’s pussy. “Your pussy is mine, Kento. I want it to memorize the shape of my cock.”
Kento’s eyes widened imperceptibly and his only response was a muttered, “You’re demanding.”
He leaned down, forcing Kento to look at him. “I am very demanding but you knew that and married me anyway.”
Kento’s roughened fingers brushed along his cheeks and jawline, which alerted Satoru to how he was clenching his teeth. “I did.” His words were brief and simple and yet they stoked the possessive fire building inside Satoru’s guts.
He made a move to insert his cock within Kento’s delicious cunt but Kento stopped him. “Shouldn’t I be drinking my tea first?”
“The contraceptive tea? Did you not already?”
Kento shook his head. “Mother informed me it’s to be drunk the morning-after,” he explained.
Satoru nodded. “I suppose I could wait for ten minutes before I fuck you again.”
On his way to sit up, Kento slapped Satoru’s face with a pillow. He laughed, watching him gather his strength. His ass and thighs were covered in Satoru’s bites, some purpling. His chest filled with pride. He’d done that to Kento.
Watching alone wouldn’t suffice, so Satoru followed Kento, unbothered by his own nakedness because he saw the heavy look glazing Kento’s eyes as he looked him up and down. He liked what he saw.
Satoru tried not to flex too hard or he might hurt himself. Kento looked away to inspect his reflection in the looking glass atop their vanity. He clicked his tongue.
“You’ve made such a mess of my…everything, Satoru,” Kento complained.
Satoru stood behind him, watching his eyes flit from one bruise to the other and grinned. “I’m very happy with my work.”
Kento glared in retaliation but the look shifted sweetly into gentleness, one hand rising to press its fingertips over the bite on his neck.
“What goes on in your mind, love?” Satoru asked, wrapping his arms around Kento’s waist.
Kento’s head fell, limply over Satoru’s shoulder, his eyes fluttering shut, his body melting into Satoru’s arms. He held him up, as he vowed in his mind to hold him for as long as he could.
“I am thinking of how badly I do not wish to drink the tea.”
Satoru couldn’t help but release a soft gasp of air, tilting his head to take a closer look at the Kento in his arms rather than the one in the mirror. As he noted Kento avoiding his eyes, he released him, turned him in his arms, and asked, “Are you unhappy?”
Kento shook his head, and when his eyes opened, they were covered in a thin film of tears. “I am so terribly overjoyed it feels as if it might be taken from me any second now,” he said softly, his voice thick.
With one hand, Satoru cupped Kento’s skull, bringing their faces close until no distance remained between their lips. His eyes crossed to meet Kento’s gaze. “Nothing can come in the way of your happiness, Kento. Do you hear my oath? I will stand in the way of any harm coming your way.”
“Even if it is me?” Kento asked, his lashes clumping with tears. “Even when it is my own foolish heart that is convinced you’re only mine for a while?”
Pain lanced through Satoru’s chest, wrapped around his neck. He let out a grunt to clear the venomous sensation of fear from his mouth. He shook his head. “Even then. Now tell me, do you wish for us to have been in heat? Do you wish that my seed has taken root in you?”
Kento answered with a weak murmur, “Yes.” He looked away but returned his gaze to Satoru when he heard the demanding look at me hissed through Satoru’s lips. “I… want children while I am able. I want a baby with your eyes and wildness.”
The tenderness spilling from Kento’s lips cleared the fog brought forth by imagined separation. Satoru took a deep inhale, breathing in Kento’s exhale. “I would much prefer blond-haired bookworms filling the halls of this home, Kento. But I want more of you, I want us, like this, married and free to frolic and fuck all day long. I want us to be… us before we are parents.”
Something in his words, turned the caution in Kento’s eyes into surety. He looked at Satoru and a smile graced his lips. “Frolic and fuck all day long? Are you under the impression that I am sprightly?”
Satoru smirked. “I am under the impression that I will please my husband whenever,” he leaned in to whisper, “and wherever he likes.”
Kento met his mirth with a more subdued version of his own in the form of a raised eyebrow and hooded eyes. His look sobered after a moment. “Perhaps I have put some… harsh expectations onto myself.”
Satoru sighed, about to tell him precisely what he thought of Kento’s expectations of himself, but Kento’s finger pressed onto his lips, silencing him for now.
“But I share your sentiment. I want the carefree, wanton us to grow well acquainted with one another before we are parents,” he finished, his eyelashes lowering as he stared at Satoru’s mouth under his finger.
Satoru parted his lips as much as he could and took that finger into his mouth, sucking on it whilst watching Kento’s throat bob with a loud swallow.
“It is rare for omegas to be married so late,” Kento explained as Satoru continued to lick his finger. His words rambled aimlessly. “It is even rarer to have children so late.”
Satoru allowed Kento to have his finger back with a loud pop. “Do not fret over your fertility, my love. I have strong genetics,” he boasted.
Kento responded with a soft pat on his cheek and muttered, “Bastard.” One word that meant the world to Satoru.
“Think of how much fun we will have for now. Think of how many adventures I’ll take you on when you aren’t heavy with a child,” he explained, meeting Kento’s eyes. “Children will come eventually, that is a guarantee.”
“Do you promise?” Kento asked.
He smiled. “I do. I promise to fill this home with enough children that you will be cursing me for the rest of our lives.”
Kento shook his head. “I’d never.” He pressed their foreheads together. “A family of my own, with you, is all I’ve ever wanted.” After a moment’s consideration, he noted, “You are surprisingly mature at times, Satoru. It’s remarkable. I believe I’m falling deeper in love with you.”
Biting his lip, Satoru fought the urge to cry. Hearing those words would never be short of miraculous. His beloved. Saying he loved him. Deeper. “Eh, I’m sure I will say or do something disgustingly stupid and ruin your good opinion of me.”
Despite the humor in his voice, Kento sensed some of that lingering fear in Satoru’s heart. He shook his head again. “Nothing. Nothing could ever ruin my opinion of you. You are honorable, loyal, and the very best of men.” He kissed every affirmation into an inch of Satoru’s face, ending on his lips.
Satoru prayed for the words to wriggle under his skin and into his body, for them to become an indisputable fact.
Sensing that Kento’s concerns were assuaged, Satoru released him but not for long.
Rather than let Kento begin to clean up the detritus of last night’s lovemaking, Satoru murmured, “Let me,” and took the washcloth.
He dabbed it in the basin of water and began to slide it down from the top of Kento’s neck to his chest—which shuddered at the touch—and down to his stomach. As he reached Kento’s cock, he licked his lips. He’d gotten a taste last night, but he wanted another. Soon. But seeing as Kento was now determined to drink his tea first, Satoru would have to wait.
The bell for the servants was rung once Kento deemed them presentable. God forbid anyone caught a glimpse of Satoru’s cock and balls. As staff rolled in, bringing in breakfast, Satoru watched Kento as he sat in the chair by the window. His tanned skin was lavished with love bites, but except for a dressing gown, he wore very little to hide the evidence of Satoru’s talented mouth.
He sat in his own chair and admired his work as servants picked up the mess they’d made of the bed and its accessories. The sheets were changed, but it only made Satoru more intent on ruining this new set of dressings. Kento, on the other hand, looked elsewhere, occupying himself with the cup of tea in his hand, taking small sips and wincing.
“Does it taste good?” Satoru teased.
“Would you like to try?” Kento looked at him with a raised brow.
Satoru laughed, shaking his head. “I like my beverages cloyingly sweet.”
“Who’d have known,” Kento murmured under his breath.
Satoru crossed one leg over the other, which shifted his own robe and exposed his long leg and thigh. He caught the lingering look Kento was giving him so he pretended to be getting comfortable when in reality, he was teasing Kento, moving his knee just so to reveal the top of his thighs, where his cock lay heavy and hard.
With that same arched look, Kento emptied his cup, placed it on its saucer, and commanded, “That’ll be all, thank you.”
His words freed the room from their interrupters and the second the door was shut behind them, Kento moved. He stood up from his seat and crossed what little space was between them. Grabbing the two sides of Satoru’s robe, he flung them open.
Satoru endured Kento’s actions just long enough for him to be stripped naked and for his lap to be filled with one hungry husband. He sighed when Kento’s lips finally met his own, his calloused fingers running through his hair, blunt nails scratching his scalp in that way that made Satoru’s chest tighten with need for more.
More of this. More of Kento claiming him. Their lips clashed, Kento attempting to steer the kiss, only for Satoru’s hand to find purchase in his ass and squeeze one cheek, causing Kento to gasp. There. An opening. Satoru pressed his tongue into Kento’s mouth and licked him up. Kento shuddered in his lap, his hips moving against Satoru’s cock. Urgency drove Satoru to slide his hand up Kento’s leg, find his cock, and pump it.
Kento was wet and hard and visibly conflicted as to which part of him he wanted Satoru to touch. He murmured, “Finger my pussy,” only to demand, “Touch my cock,” mere seconds later.
When Satoru satisfied his desires too slowly, Kento gripped his shoulders and asked, “Are you teasing me, Satoru?”
He shook his head, pretending at innocence. He was. “I thought I was fulfilling your demands, my love.”
Kento’s beautiful eyes narrowed suspiciously. “Tell me why I do not believe a single word you’ve just said.”
Rather than words, Satoru chose actions. He rocked his hips, directing Kento’s hot pussy to sit on his cock. He watched as pleasure washed over Kento’s face like a curtain. His eyes glazed over, lips parting on a high-pitched sigh. He leaned in and grazed his teeth along the long column of Kento’s neck.
“Perhaps you know me too well,” he pondered. “Perhaps you want me to tease you. Want me to push you to the very edge.”
Kento shook his head. “I do not.”
“Then tell me why you are rutting on my cock, darling. Why are you impatient?” he asked, fighting the urge to meet each and every roll of Kento’s hips.
“I am not,” Kento muttered, but his voice broke as his hips found that angle that worked best for him. He tilted back, his back arching as he ground his pussy onto Satoru’s cock, making Satoru grit his teeth against the rush of release that nearly punched through him.
He would not be the one to succumb first. To avoid dishonoring himself, Satoru gripped Kento’s hips in a gentle yet firm hold and slowed him down until every slide of his cock was agonizing for both of them.
Kento was perfectly happy to reveal his contempt for the change in pacing. Flinging words like coward and demands such as Fuck me like you mean it that Satoru wanted to challenge but didn’t. Instead of giving Kento what he wanted, he leaned in and mouthed at Kento’s chin.
“I am making love to you precisely how I mean to,” he whispered. “Like there would be no tomorrow. Just now with you here with me.” He canted his hips and allowed one hard upthrust. “Begging for my cock.”
“Never,” Kento panted.
Very well. Satoru didn’t mind Kento’s obstinate nature rearing its head at him. He quite enjoyed it. Especially when it came with the vision of him writhing on his lap, moving his hips like he was agonized for not having Satoru thrust in him. But to properly drive Kento mad with desire, Satoru needed more leeway than what he was given by their position. He gathered Kento in his arms, making sure to keep his cock inside Kento’s hot, pulsing pussy, and carried him. Not to their bed, but to the small alcove in the room where Satoru had set up a writing desk. They were both devoted writers; and he’d imagined them sharing this desk, sitting side by side and writing correspondence.
He rested Kento’s behind on the lacquered top and stared down at him and watched the rise and fall of his chest, tracing the soft hairs on his chest first with his eyes then with his fingers. He smiled, seeing Kento’s face twist into an expression of impatience. His hands flew to Satoru’s face, pulling him in. He jostled Satoru just enough for his cock to slide deeper inside him. Kento moaned against his lips, his pleasure transmitted through their locked lips.
Satoru pulled back to have a better view on his husband losing his senses to having his cunt filled to the brim with his cock and what a sight for sore eyes that was. Kento’s appearance was an utter mess. His hair, so perfectly coiffed yesterday, was a veritable bird’s nest from Satoru’s fingers and from the many times he shook his head, biting his lip against a cry Satoru desperately wanted to hear.
“What are you so afraid of, darling? Let me hear you,” he goaded.
Kento shook under him, but remained stubbornly reticent.
Fine. If Kento wanted to play the role of a shy husband, Satoru could play along. He fit one hand under Kento’s left knee and raised it for that precise angle he knew drove Kento insane. He felt his insides contract around his cock, the drag of his pussy lips against his shaft making his own body shimmer with need for release.
Not yet.
“Can you feel me within you, darling? Can you feel how hard you make me? I am ready to burst.” He leaned in to add, “I only need a single command from you.”
Kento’s eyes were glazed over, the brown mingling with how wide his pupils got. His cheeks were ruddy, a delectable shade of red that Satoru wasted no time licking.
He pushed forward steadily, his thrusts shallow and not deep enough to scratch Kento’s itch. His own cock was leaking profusely, cum pooling on his abdomen, filling up his belly button. Had Satoru been flexible, he might have lapped it up but he didn’t want to put a proper creak in his back from attempting gymnastics on their first morning together as a married couple.
He straightened his back and stilled his hips, taking a deep breath to adjust to the utter chokehold Kento had around his cock. His pussy was so tight, it threatened to cut off Satoru’s cock at the base.
“Darling,” he moaned. “I can hardly breathe, seeing you all splayed out like this for me.” He splayed a hand on his own chest. “Can you feel my cock throb inside you?”
Kento released his lower lip to murmur, “I can.”
“Do you want me to come inside you, love? Do you wish to have my release spill from your precious pussy?”
Now, Kento shook his head. “Don’t.”
“Er…”
“Don’t let it spill out. Fill me until there isn’t an inch of me unpainted.”
Now…that was a perfectly reasonable request. And Satoru was nothing short of a faithful husband who’d pull the very moon from the sky had Kento asked for it.
Seeing as this one request didn’t require science beyond Satoru’s time, he gave a terse nod and affected as much solemnity as possible under his current circumstances. “Your wish is my command.”
Kento looked ready to retort, but Satoru was a man with a task and he took his responsibilities very, very seriously.
Before Kento could speak the words crowding his perfect head, Satoru was moving. He thrusted deeply within Kento’s cunt, so forcefully that he almost moved the desk; which was a near impossible feat. The thing had to be assembled inside the room.
But then again, had they asked Satoru, he might’ve been capable of the miracle.
Now, he was quite possessed by this urge to fulfill every one of Kento’s desires, beginning with loving him so thoroughly that Kento would require his assistance to perform the most menial of physical tasks.
His hands were gentle on Kento’s hips, but try as he might, he couldn’t cease the punishing rhythm; he drove into Kento like a madman, like a man who couldn’t think of a moment past this one. His vision narrowed to a single point at the center of which was Kento’s flushed face, his lips parted on a silent cry, then it expanded to show him how thoroughly wrecked Kento was.
His cock didn’t merely pearl with precum, it was leaking like a broken tap. Satoru scooped some of Kento’s cum and sucked it into his mouth, murmuring how sweet Kento tasted.
Kento tried to hide behind his hands, but Satoru was quick to relieve him of the ability; he grasped his wrists and pressed them against the cool wood of the desk. “Fear not, my love. There isn’t a single sight more precious to me than your bliss.” He paired his words with a steady, albeit a tad frantic pace of thrusts that drove his cock deeper within Kento’s tight pussy.
A choked cry of, “Satoru,” flew from Kento’s mouth before his body was tightening, every limb twitching uncontrollably; including his snug cunt. Satoru clamped his teeth on his lower lip and grunted Kento’s name through his release.
His cock felt like a pulsing instrument, and he was a slave to the pleasure Kento’s body gave him. Seeing how weakened Kento looked, he curled him in his arms and carried him to their bed where he made love to him over and over again until both of them couldn’t move a muscle.
“Are you happy now?” Kento grumbled as the midday sun shone through the curtains. They’d just had their late breakfast in bed.
Satoru assumed the position of snuggling into Kento’s arms. Alpha or not, he was born to be held by Kento’s powerful arms. “Why, yes, I am,” he murmured, sleepiness overtaking him and making him yawn. He looked up through his eyelashes. “Are you?”
Kento’s disgruntlement melted so sweetly into honesty. He wrapped an arm around Satoru’s back and brought him close enough for his lips to settle on Satoru’s temple. “How could I be anything but, when I’ve got my future within my reach.”
A flutter of a giggle escaped Satoru’s mouth. He buried it in Kento’s neck, sighing, “You have this way of words that makes me feel like the luckiest man on earth.”
Kento’s answer was a low indiscernible grumble that nonetheless soothed Satoru into a cozy state. He took a deep breath, filling his senses with Kento’s sweet pheromones.
Before sleep could capture Satoru in its clutches, he turned his face to Kento’s, catching him in a dazed look. “What’s on your mind?”
The shoulder on which Satoru wasn’t resting his head shrugged. “Nothing of importance.”
“Honestly?” He was gaping.
“I believe you have truly silenced any doubts I could ever have,” Kento answered softly. Honestly.
Satoru blinked a few times, feeling utterly awed. “I think I’ve just had another orgasm.”
Kento conjured enough energy to pat Satoru’s cheek. “You sure know when to abandon your tact.”
“Darling, that’s simply part of my scheme,” Satoru laughed.
Kento raised an eyebrow. “What scheme?”
“My scheme to love you my whole life.”
A small smile touched Kento’s lips. He pressed it to Satoru’s cheek. “Are you accepting partners?”
“Only if they’re as gorgeous as you,” he replied, tilting his head to receive the most perfect of kisses from his one true love.




Notes:


With this we conclude the main story of our precious Nanami Kento and his splendid alpha Gojo Satoru. I hope you’ve enjoyed every update because I have. I cannot thank you enough. See you in the additional stories me and my collaborator have in store.
Discussion questions:
1. How satisfying was that????
2. Nanami and Gojo aren’t in heat their first night, any predictions on when they’ll start copulating with the intentions of getting pregnant?
3. How many times do you think Gojo will take Nanami’s hand & kiss the ring on his finger?
4. Any specific lines you enjoyed?
Now it’s your turn: Ask me anything about the writing journey to this HEA! My cc is ao3ghermez if you prefer anonymity.
Thank you.
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