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ShippingDisaster



Summary:


Laios is wrapped up in about three different blankets, making for a thick, mismatched caterpillar in the center of the bed. He can only make out his eyes and up from the opening of the wrap-up, but even despite the dimmer light due to unopened curtains, Kabru can see how red and sweaty his forehead is. A fever. But, given the sweet, cloying scent even he can smell, it’s not just that.
A few days. He’d accounted for a few days early. A few weeks early is a completely separate matter.
Or, in which an unexpected and unsafe heat leads to an outcome Kabru hadn't seen coming.






Notes:


HOW did this turn out to be almost 17k?? I spent like 3 months on this instead of working on Falling into Place (which WILL be updated I promise!!!) T-T
Author has no regerts tho!!




        (See the end of the work for more notes.)
    














Chapter 1



Notes:

Y'know, in most of my interpretations of ABO, male Omegas and female Alphas are usually intersex. Female alphas and both sexes of omegas have a cock and a vagina. BUT I wanted some sweet, sweet clit action for Laios sooooo... FULL female gentalia on omegas here!! Author will not apologize for the degeneracy waiting in the second chapter :3
Additionally, a heat occurs between three and four times a year. Here, Laios experiences three a year.



            (See the end of the chapter for  more notes.)
            






Chapter Text

With a king as peculiar as Laios can be, Kabru has made it a point to track his heats. 
It’s understandably invasive, being able to look at a person and their actions and knowing,  “It’s their cycle.”  He wouldn’t like it if anyone kept track of his ruts. But with Laios, it feels inherently different. For better or for worse. His heats are up there, but on a list of the oddest things Kabru has memorized about him, from very specific habits to favorite foods, his heat cycle does not rank first.
It works, however. He doesn’t tell anyone about it. He keeps the monitoring to himself, and when Laios gets close to one, he switches gears subtly until Laios starts displaying more obvious symptoms. Asking the chefs to sweeten their sauces just a bit, for example, one or two weeks out from Laios’ heat, appealing to the changing of his taste buds. Taking more of the workload when he knows Laios’ brain will start hindering him more than helping, too addled by floaty, instinctive needs to focus on other things. Seemingly unknowingly letting Laios have longer, more frequent breaks just around the time Kabru knows he’s started feeling listless. He tips the scales just a bit, efficiently easing Laios in – and subsequently, everyone else – rather than letting it catch anyone off guard. 
And from there, with the more obvious uptick in hunger and dull body aches, Laios and others can carry the rest without his intervention. 
After years of this tri-annual dance, he’d like to think that he’s become somewhat of a master of this.
But, being Laios, things don’t always go the same.
It starts with a rather sudden diplomatic mission with  him  as the envoy. Troubles concerning a tentative trade agreement with the dwarves? It’s not ideal, but Kabru has done more in worse circumstances. The waters became testy rather quickly, the inherent strain of fairly recent international bonds certainly adding to the situation, and he had all of three days after first being aware of it before he shipped out to beguile their way out of volatile waters.
Negotiations lasted much longer than they should have, truly, but the elves had somehow been involved in ways he hadn’t known. Dwarves and elves – or rather, elves and everyone else – have a relationship like water and hot oil. Things had popped and cracked and burst open, and then Kabru had to cut the oxygen off from the ensuing fire. Negotiations lasted a week and a half, nearly two before he had the right to go back home.
And when he came back–
 “Kabru,”  Laios huffs in the solitude of his study, laying his head against his desk, his bright mantle of hair highlighted against the dark wood. He has been huffing and moaning inconsistently for the past two hours, fingers drumming on the arm of his chair, movements frequent and somewhat erratic. With how irregular Laios’ work ethic has been so far, he’s been lucky to get even twenty straight minutes of work done before dissolving into shifts and sighs.
Laios is restless.
This is not particularly new for him. He’s always had to strong-arm Laios into doing his kingly work dutifully. Having gone from avid adventurer to sedentary king, he still has yet to get used to the change in activity. But this is just too much, a bit unusual for even everyday Laios. He typically gets like this before a heat, but, well. They are still another three weeks out from that, according to the schedule.
So Kabru puts down the papers after putting his seal of approval on them and turns to look at his king, who's now rubbing his head on his desk. He gives a quiet sigh.
"Your Majesty," he says, voice flat. "Can't you sit properly for a few hours to get your work done?"
A pout appears on Laios's face. He tilts his head up just a bit, looking up at Kabru with wide eyes that beg for pity. “I can’t  focus!”  he moans. “I can’t read another text. My brain’s gonna explode.” 
He can’t help but roll his eyes, sitting back in his chair. He directs an unimpressed expression at him, crossing his arms and looking down at the king with a stoic expression. He’s been back for a single day now and already wants to leave again. “Your brain isn’t going to explode, you’re overreacting. Now sit up and get back to work. We’ve still got two more proposals to go through, and I’m not going to do all the work by myself.”
“Can we take a break? Just a short one. Then I can work more.”
“You’ve already taken several breaks since we got in here–”
Laios makes a sound that mixes between a whine and a sigh and haggles his baser instincts, despite his suppressants. He closes his head, resting his cheek against the desk fully, begging,  “Please?”  
The kind of wolfish feeling that shoots through Kabru at the sound is not what gets him to relent, he thinks. It’s pity, charged by his biology and the knowledge that Laios will likely be in heat by the end of the month. “Fine,” he finally yields with another put-upon sigh. “Ten minutes.” 
It’s hard to ignore the grateful smile Laios directs at him, beaming like a weary sinner before true salvation. Laios dozes off quickly in the reprieve; Kabru graciously pushes it up to thirty.

Laios is lethargic.
“Your Majesty.” Kabru’s voice is bland.
“S-Sorry!” Laios exclaims helplessly as he jolts up at his desk. He’s been drowsy since after his supper, nodding off as soon as he looks at the papers covering his desk. Kabru has yet to finish reciting a page of his report without Laios’ gaze drifting and his eyes fluttering. Normally, his meals give him a short burst of energy that he can ride out to finish set tasks, but tonight he is just sluggish.
“There you go again. You're falling asleep, again," he says, and he's less than pleased about it. It's not the first time, and he struggles not to let his irritation show on his face.
He had stayed behind from supper to finish tasks relating to his latest journey, tying up loose ends and covering up holes. When he had come to the dining hall to retrieve Laios for his usual hour or so of nighttime work, Marcille had whispered to him that his appetite had not been great tonight. 
 A great cause for worry,  she’d said,  especially for someone like Laios.  
It’s not one of his typical pre-heat symptoms. Of course, Kabru knows that symptoms can differ from cycle to cycle, but for it to manifest like that so early is odd. So, an illness of some kind? He may have to refer Laios to a healer.
He sighs. “Do you want to turn in early tonight?” 
Laios shakes his head rather vehemently, the look in his eyes resolute and his lips drawn into a determined frown. “No, we can get this done tonight. I swear!”
So Kabru starts from the top again. To his credit, Laios lasts a little bit longer before his head hits the desk. Kabru almost feels guilty for the way he forces the whining king to bed after this  valiant attempt.

Laios is…quiet. Contemplative?
Amongst those who know him, it’s not difficult to see that he hates these kinds of meetings. Those with the nobles complaining for hours. It’s all the listening to these deceptive people and the problems that you can not relate to nor care for, being forced to make a decision with the right mix of compassion and severity, knowing that every word may be used against you down the road. And he has never been good at interpersonal relationships.
The grand hall of the palace is blinding, resplendent with royal splendor. Various nobles gathered underneath high arched ceilings, murmuring all sorts of opinions before a seated Laios and his trusted advisors standing just behind him. 
A young lord stands at the long table, a paper held in his hands as he reports to the king. Laios, much to his own chagrin, always has to get made up for these events. Dressed in royal regalia befitting a king. Kabru and the others had spent endless hours making sure he could act the part, too, despite his less formal impulses. 
Laios sits at his imposing seat at the head, staring down the table at the speaker in an expressionless, almost bored pose. His bright head of hair crested by a grand, polished crown. His shoulders sheltered by a cape of the most lavish red. It must be intimidating for these vassals, the head of their nation looking on with eyes so bright they practically glow, staring unblinkingly. 
However, Kabru can tell with absolute certainty that this daunting king is but a sham. An illusion of the eye, really. Laios is just not listening. He’s so concentrated on whatever else, his face has drawn up into something scarily dull. 
An oddity, surely, for the foolishly inexperienced and expressive king the nobles have come to know him as. As bothersome as it is, Kabru must admit, as long as Laios is able to play it right, this stunt may actually  lend to his imperfect image.
"Your Majesty," the young lord continues, his tone earnest and pleading, "the land in question has been disputed for years. The recent encroachments by the neighboring estate have further complicated matters. I beseech you to consider my plea for intervention and a formal decree to resolve this issue."
Laios, his gaze distant, stares blankly at the noble. His fingers absently trace the ornate carvings on the arm of his chair. After a moment, he responds in an impassive, almost detached voice, "I see. Yes, I understand."
The man’s brow furrows slightly at the king’s toneless reply, but he carries on. "The documentation is clear, and the evidence of the encroachments is undeniable. I urge you to review the attached records and take appropriate action."
Laios nods slowly. “They…will be reviewed. Kabru, if you will…” he says, swinging a hand out by the side where Kabru is standing behind him. The advisor nods, taking a paper and adding it to a stack in hand. His absent-minded face, he finds as he glances carefully before he steps back again, is unsettling. In that can’t-tell-what-he’s-thinking way.
But he can see the subtle signs of Laios; internal struggle—his restlessness, the occasional sigh, and the way he absently shifted in his seat. Each sigh is low in nature, a hum through his nose that gives off a more irritable feel, if the way the nobles tense is any indication. Each shift is met with ten pairs of eyes snapping over warily.
They are unsure if they should be playing it safe by sucking up to him or acting in dramatics and omissions as they typically do.
Recognizing the need to step in, Kabru clears his throat gently and addresses the young lord. "My lord, His Majesty appreciates the thoroughness of your presentation. Rest assured, he will give it the consideration it deserves. Leave the documentation with us. We will ensure it is reviewed and a decision is made promptly."
The noble hesitates, casting a glance at the king before nodding reluctantly. "Very well. I will leave the documents with you, Advisor. Thank you for your attention to this matter."
It’s after the meeting, Laios walking detachedly off to the wing where his study sits when Kabru speaks. The halls are quiet with inactivity, the soft planting of their footsteps against the costly rugs the only sound he can make out. “Your Majesty,” he starts, voice low, eyes alert.
Laios does not seem to notice until he speaks again, to which he answers with a jolt and rapid series of blinks, looking ahead and then turning his head towards Kabru with wide eyes, as though he is surprised that Kabru is here – or that he had gotten into this wing in the first place. “H-huh? Yes?”
He inclines his head. “Do you need assistance – with anything?”
Laios blinks slowly, as though pulling his thoughts through molasses to respond. "No thanks, Kabru. That will be all for now." His voice is soft, but his tired eyes show a hint of gratitude.
Kabru remains quiet for another few beats of silence before he ventures out once more, “Are you feeling alright?”
Laios turns his head to look at him almost curiously. “Hm?” 
“You seem…preoccupied.”
“Oh,” Laios says, then turns back to look down the hallway. He’s silent. Then, a murmur, “Sorry. I’m just tired, I guess.” He shrugs. “My stomach kind of hurts.”
Surreptitiously, Kabru makes a small sniff. He’s under suppressants, and they are the kind that block his own scent, as well as most of the scents of others. But his senses have always been strong, so if he’s focused, he is usually able to smell others. And right now Laios is…not too unusual? His heat is due in the next few weeks, and he doesn’t smell as strongly as he would if it were just a few days before the event.
He wouldn’t typically get aches until the week of his heat, he knows. But he’s also not so naive as to think that every cycle will be the same. He’s having symptoms he should have later, now. Not exactly indicative of a normal cycle.
Kabru looks at him kindly. “Maybe you should relax for the rest of the day. There is nothing else scheduled for today that your presence is necessary for. I can handle the rest of your appointments for the day.” 
It’s not like Laios would be helpful in this state, anyway.

The task of waking up Laios falls onto Kabru more often than he’d like it. Sometimes it’s an attendant who does it, and Kabru finds Laios scarfing down a hearty breakfast – and sometimes it’s himself who has to take the plunge and deal with Laios’ sleepy grumbles and sighs and incessant roll-overs until he just pulls the blankets off. The line between advisor and…some obscure second thing grows ever harder to discern.
Laios’ bed chamber is located in a wing all on its own. He walks briskly down the long, bright corridor, the muffled sound of his footsteps echoing softly against the expensive rug on the floor. The corridor stretches out before him, lined with intricate tapestries depicting scenes of past victories and storied legends and unveiled windows that let in the morning sun.
He makes his way toward the chambers with a sigh. Truthfully, this task is as normal to him as it is odd. An alpha, though a close advisor, waking the unmated,  omega king? The trust is not misplaced, as he would never do anything to harm Laios, but isn’t it a bit foolish? If he were truly a threat, he would just need one chance to have their king heavy with ill-begotten spawn and the court scrambling for a way to explain and resolve it. Wouldn’t it be best to put someone like Marcille on this duty, if the attendants can not?
If a new advisor, an alpha or even a beta, were to come along, somehow pushing themself into Laios’ good graces and the castle’s faith, would they have the same privilege? Would they have the chance to make themselves privy to the sight of a somnolent and yawny Laios, their vulnerable king? Would they take the odds of performing a treasonous act in the name of, what? Desire? The thought aggravates something in his stomach and tenses his hands into fists.
His walk is mostly silent, broken solely by respectful greetings given to him by the few pairs of guards and maids he passes by, a stark contrast to the usual clamor of the royal court. Though the servants have been awake and active since before dawn broke, the castle is meant to wake with its king.
The corridor becomes more private, the decor more personal and refined. The heavy, ornate wooden doors that mark the entrance to the Laios’ chamber looms ahead, their dark mahogany inlaid with delicate gold filigree that caught the morning light in blinding glimmers.
He hits one with a firm, resounding knock once. Then, twice. Then, he waits. There is no sound after a few moments, so he tries it again. On the third attempt, he calls, “Your Majesty, it’s time to wake up.” On the fourth, with no prior answer, he warns, “If you do not answer me, I will come in.” Getting no answer and leaving Laios be is akin to not having come to wake him at all. He’ll take any opportunity, after all, to sneak back into sleep.
A minute later, on the fifth attempt, he makes good on his threat. And to some extent, regrets it.
Something is wrong. Kabru feels it the moment he steps into the dim, curtain-drawn room. Like walking into a familiar space, but everything’s been moved a couple centimeters to the right. Something clicks minutely out of place.
He calls, careful at first, “Your Majesty?” And earns, at best, a shuffle within the canopied bed in the center of the room. He approaches, speaking as he does, about the time, about Laios’ appointments, about breakfast and – comes to a stop, understanding dawning the moment a light scent wafts into his nose, coincidentally the same moment he steps so far into the room, he can see a bundled body shivering within the sheer canopy of Laios’ bed.
The problem is: Kabru had known, given the advanced symptoms, that this heat cycle would be different. It stuck in his mind for days as the symptoms persisted. He’s never shown these particular symptoms this far out from one, after all. He’d accounted for the possibility that it would arrive a few days early, even.
 Sweet alyssum.  It has a honey-like sweetness and a faint, almost citrusy undertone. Its scent is supposed to be gentle, spring-like, but suddenly it burns his nose without even needing to inhale. 
Laios is wrapped up in about three different blankets, making for a thick, mismatched caterpillar in the center of the bed. He can only make out his eyes and up from the opening of the wrap-up, but even despite the dimmer light due to unopened curtains, Kabru can see how red and sweaty his forehead is.  A fever.  But, given the sweet, cloying scent even he can smell, it’s not just that.
A few days. He’d accounted for a few  days  early. A few  weeks  early is a completely separate matter.
Laios’ eyes are closed, clenched shut, his body trembling like it is cold, despite the sheer amount of cloth he is covered in. His breathing is labored and uneven, punctuated by occasional gasps and tremors that shake his entire frame. There is a muffled murmur, barely audible over the soft padding of the blankets, undoubtedly incoherent. He may not know he’s making them. Does he even know that there is somebody else in the room with him right now?
Kabru has never suffered a heat before, but it certainly shouldn’t be like this. 
“Your Majesty!” he exclaims and, against all better reasoning, puts his hand at the center of Laios’ wrap as he leans over to lay the back of his hand on his forehead. He’s hot. Too hot. Boiling; so much so that he gets the immediate urge to pull his hand away the moment he makes contact with the clammy skin. 
Quickly, without removing his hand, he scans the prone form on the bed again, this time in a new light. Laios is wrapped up tightly in too many blankets. And he’s baking in there, sweating buckets like it’s the middle of the summer, the heat pent up with nowhere else to go. It’s dangerous. The fever and the blankets probably bounce off each other, a vicious feedback loop. His body is hot, the insulation created by the blankets warms and the heat remains, and his fever worsens. He could die. Laios could die from this.
His first inclination is to yell for one of the guards who stands stationary in front of the king’s wing, but a wild thought tears through his head. He would have to scream and wail for those two to hear him and approach, and the chances are that they would peek inside to hear more clearly what is expected of them. They’re both alphas and Laios is undoubtedly going into heat. They would smell his overbearing, honeyed scent even through their suppressants and be lured inside, forced by their biology to do the unthinkable. So Kabru would just be leading two alphas into Laios’ room, introducing a new risk to the vulnerable king. 
 And if that happened,  the thought continues,  he would have to do something drastic.
It’s completely out of the question. Following the flow, his second thought is to rip him out of these blankets and he jerks forward, his fingers curled and outstretched, ready to viciously tear Laios free from what’s exacerbating his fever. But when his hand moves, there is a shaky keen from his right.
His neck makes a protesting pop when he whips his head around to view Laio’s flushed face, but he does not find the time to care when he meets a half-lidded honey-gold gaze. He is conscious, at least. That alone is enough to pump some relief through his blood.
“You have a dangerously high fever,” he says and grimaces when Laios gives him a singular, lethargic blink. He’s awake, but how alert is he? “I’m going to get these blankets off of you.” 
His fingers first wrap around the one with rows of green objects with sharp, serrated edges – trees, they look like, from a child’s drawing – along a blue canvas, and as he begins to pull at it, separating it from the rest, Laios croaks in a broken voice.
“Kaa…” He is attuned to him immediately, snapping his wide eyes down to his face. Laios’s eyes are still half-lidded and hazy, but his head turns to the side helplessly when Kabru moves back into his view, away from the mountain of fabrics assaulting his vision. He breathes shallowly through parted lips. They move inaudibly, words with no sound. 
Kabru nods at him dutifully. “I’m here. I’m going to help you, alright? Stay still.” He moves back to his previous position, pulling at another blanket closer to Laio’s legs to loosen the first blanket’s hold around his torso, and a shaky whimper comes from his right, pitiful and high-pitched. His name is repeated, half there and the other half gone in the wind. He shakes his head, an unwanted heat creeping up his neck. “I’m still here. Just wait.”
“Kaa… bru?”  The sound is breathy, winded. Laios shifts all of a sudden, his name on his lips, so pitiful it’s a plea. The fabric slips from his fingers. His entire body shudders, fighting the urge to appease Laios, to kneel within Laios’ line of sight so that he knows for sure that he is not alone. 
And – Shit.  Shit.  It was foolish of him to think that he could fight this longer than he most likely could. He needs to leave. He needs to make sure a medic or a healer is alerted about this and he needs to get the hell out of Laios’ private chambers.
“I can’t,” he says, a crack striking his voice in the middle of the admittance. He hates to leave work unfinished, and right now Laios is still soundly wrapped up in that overwhelming cocoon of covers and pillows, the only discernible difference from when he first arrived being the two folds that lie limp off the edge of the bed.
Still, it’s time to go. His legs feel like porridge when he takes a few cautious steps away from the bed, hands shaking at his sides. His feet hit something soft, nearly tripping him, and he notes, with thoughts that feel like they are drowning in molasses, that the clothing that was piled up close to the side of Laios’ bed, what he had previously stepped over with a note to scold Laios later about, is his sleepwear.
When the fact registers, he feels like falling, like veering right off the edge. Laios is not in sleepwear underneath the mound blankets that he was just about to take off of him. So if he had been able to continue…
His eyes drag across the floor, leading almost sluggishly from the pile of clothes up to the wooden frame of his lavish berth. He looks at Laios’ shivering bundle. They can meet each other’s eyes at the distance. He looks at his rosy cheeks, his hazy eyes, his bright hair, and trails further down to the area covered by the blankets. 
He’s not wearing anything in that.
“I…” Kabru’s swallow is thick, his fingers hunched over his mouth and nose as though they would be able to keep out the scent he’s already inhaled. A moment of weakness strikes a chord within him, and he utters, “I believe I’ll have to leave, Laios.”

He doesn’t remember how he’d left the room when he falls to his knees, a sharp clack resounding throughout the hall and a belated pain aching from his legs.
“Advisor! Are you alright?” a thankfully-nearby guard shouts, quickly approaching. 
Laios’ scent is still on him, stuck to his clothes like glue. It’s far up his nose, circulating in his lungs, running through his blood. It’s all over his hand from when he had actually touched him. The sound of his voice when he uttered Kabru’s name sings in the shell of his ears. It’s all he can think. Laios. Laios. Laios. Laios. 
One alpha guard comes within five feet of him, and he hunches, biting down on his lip before he bares his teeth. An aborted growl struggles to crawl from his throat. Any closer is too close to Laios’ room. Drenched in a sweet scent, weak, and wearing scant clothing.
 “Don’t  go in there,” he orders, looking at the ground lest his haywire baser instincts overtake him. The taste of blood and the pain from his lower lip help rein his rationalities in. He remembers his prime objective. “Get a medic.”
“Sir–”
He looks up, out of control. Whatever is lurking in his expression makes the guard falter, taking a half-step back. “A medic.  Now.  Either a beta or an omega. Absolutely no alphas. Do you understand?”
“Yes, sir!” He leaves pretty quickly after that, though his partner hangs around to stand guard in front of the room and his prone form. It’s crude to act like this where everyone can see, but Kabru stays on the floor for a few moments, breathing in clear air and gathering up his composure once again. It’s ridiculous. He’d only been in there for a couple of minutes.
“Are you alright, sir?” The other guard questions him, prudently farther away from him than his partner had strayed. “Do you need anything?”
“I’m fine. Thank you,” he says, raising his head and directing a polite smile that feels strained against his cheeks. When he feels ready, his heart calm and his blood no longer racing, he pushes himself up, patting his clothes with a foolish feeling. How embarrassing that others had to see him like that.
He stays in front of Laios’ room, knowing that it would be better for him to move, but the irrational, instinct-led part of his brain demands he remain, that he guard this room from everyone else. In this castle, people of every designation and walk of life converge, all of them walking these very halls. And two  alpha guards being stationed in front of Laios’ bed chambers? Were they truly in their right minds when that was decided?
It feels like hours have passed – his foot tapping, his fingers drumming, his nerves standing on edge as he considers Laios’ poor state – before a glimpse of hope arrives. A pair of light footsteps quickly approach from the right. He turns his head just as fast as it takes for his muscles to tense in preparation for an altercation.
“Kabru!” Marcille exclaims as she rushes up to him. He can only stare at her, wide-eyed and almost non-comprehending, his fingers curled in fists behind him and his shoulders so tight he fights a gnarled hunch. She speaks fast, looking from him to the wall, to the chamber doors and back, in swift rotation. “What’s going on? One of Laios’ guards is looking for a healer? I came as fast as I could. Falin is on her way–” 
She catches every bit of him off guard. He said to bring a medic and they brought  her?  He expected someone more involved in the healing arts – and who actually  had  a sub-gender to refer back to. But Falin is also coming, according to Marcille, and he doubts she would keep her calm, self-assured pace knowing that there is a commotion happening in her brother’s room. And technically, those two are nearly exactly what he asked for. Falin  is an alpha, but she is Laios’ baby sister, thereby unaffected by his state – and she is a magnificent healer. Marcille is not too bad herself, though her healing still leaves the victim with an itch that makes them want to gouge their skin off with their fingernails – he has been on the unfortunate end of her magic before. It's even better that she is not an alpha. Nor a beta or an omega, for that matter. She’s an elf, and their biology is so different from tall-men and half-feet and dwarves that they don’t have to suffer the effects of living by sub-gender.
So Kabru nods along with her words, taking control of her line of questions before they spend another minute not tending to Laios. He takes her by the shoulders, staring right into her eyes in hopes that she can better understand his urgency. “Quickly. It’s heat. I’m not sure if he’s in any pain, but he has a terrible fever. I’m concerned that if we leave him alone to rough it out, he–” his voice unwillingly gives out; he works around it, “it won’t be good for him.”
“Right, okay.” Marcille has this determined glint in her eye that he is pleased to see, despite knowing that heats, ruts, and anything else relating to sub-genders are not particularly close to her better subjects. She can certainly help bring down a fever, at the very least.
There is another pair of footsteps approaching them. He looks up, and it’s Falin, panting lightly from the run but her deep-set frown and the furrowing of her eyebrows shows that she is no less ready to jump into action. He opens his mouth to explain again, but she shakes her head and rushes into the doors separating Laios from everyone else. She looks back at him as she pushes through the doors, warning in her face.  He understands well, stepping back a few paces and allowing those two to hurry inside. 
He doesn’t seek it out, but Laios’ sweet, heat-sticky scent seems to remember him, and it’s not done with Kabru just yet. It finds its way to him on its own, the faintest tendrils of sweet alyssum wafting up through his nose, an itch lighting up somewhere in the back of his skull, something heavy falling below his stomach. Just before the doors close completely, he hears a wavering, sorrowful sound that makes his toes curl and his stomach churn. He grits his teeth against it, pulling back further, turning his back to the doors. Set on not losing his composure a second time, he forces his back to straighten and sets his chin up high, taking a deeper breath to hopefully force out Laios’ stubborn scent and pitiful sounds.
Kabru looks out to the hallway. It’s so early, there is hardly anyone here but some maids, and a few guards, lured in by the thought of trouble brewing in the king’s wing. A wild thought returns. There are too many people here. Too many alphas.  Threats,  each and every one of them.
He grimaces. His gums ache and a wave of vertigo washes over him when he tries to shake off the more violent of his urges.
Rationality waning, he reaches out, announcing amongst those gathered in the hallway, “Please get back to your duties, everyone. If you are an alpha, swap with your counterpart of another designation. This shift is temporary, though necessary.” When people start moving, he points at one guard and approaches, allowing his face to fall into something less than friendly as he clasps his right shoulder in a tight grip.  “You.  Alert your head officer. Tell him that the guard schedules are to be changed. I want no alphas within ten meters of this wing for the next two weeks. Understood?” At his trembling nod – he must be a new recruit; sad he has to bear witness to this side of Kabru this way – Kabru releases him and watches as he scurries off. He must do the same with the Head Maid. He must ensure that every avenue is secured for Laios’ utmost safety.
But first – Kabru winces at the pull of his undergarments as he shifts, a call for attention – he must relieve himself of this.

All Kabru had managed to get done was telling the Head Maid to change the schedules for a fortnight, allowing Laios’ heat to pass and the lingering scent to waft out before they allowed any alphas in the vicinity. He doubts anyone on the castle payroll would want to risk it and take a shot at their omega king, but biology and instincts are a funny pair, and it is better to be safe than sorry later. And he’s written his input on the issue of budget allocation, which will be brought up in the next council meeting. 
But there is a document concerning a trade agreement with the dwarves that he has looked at and read about seven different times and not one of those times has stuck.
He’d thrown himself into work the very moment he could, having taken care of his heat-produced affliction far, far away from Laios’ room and his wheedling scent and his wretched cries. He stayed away from Laios’ most common areas and prayed that he would not think about the circumstances for a long time. It was a foolish desire. He has gotten less work done now than he has with Laios  in the room,  including when he receives new dungeon information from Senshi or Falin and is just dying to tell someone about it.
It’s maddening, running around in circles like this. His thought patterns go from work to Laios, Laios to a teasing and rich scent, that scent to that sad, aching sound between the crack in the doors, and then he thinks  why that sound? Was it pain? Was he sad? Was he desperate? Then he wonders what else he could have done, at the time. If there had been another way of handling the sudden heat. If he should have stayed longer, stayed in Laios’ sight so that he knew that he was not alone. That his faithful advisor had not packed up and abandoned ship. Should he have run out to alert the guard, but come back to kneel before him? Should he have risked losing control of himself if it meant Laios would be comfortable? 
 Or,  a wretched thought enters from a desolate corner, solitary though all too loud when it speaks,  should he have remained and allowed Laios to drag him into damnation? 
Traitorous. 
Kabru slams a hand on his desk. He focuses on the harsh sting, clinging to the pain so that he doesn’t relinquish his attention to the more corrupt notions occupying the recesses of his head. He can’t keep going like this. He’s trying to avoid focusing on one thing and as a consequence, he can’t focus on anything at all. He has hardly anything to show for how late in the day it is. But the nation can’t have a king out of commission for a heat and an advisor out of commission for, what? A sympathetic heat? Absurd.
With a low, irritated growl dragged out from the back of his throat, he glares at the sheet of paper in front of him. The damned trade agreement. He prepares for an eighth run-through of the thing when a series of hard knocks resounds from his study door.
He sighs, kneading the bridge of his nose. He won’t be getting much done at this rate–
“Kabru? Are you there?” Falin.
Before he can think, the words are already out of his mouth. “Come in.” The door swings open quickly. Falin is a thing of authority, leading her way inside with powerful strides and a poker face. He feels the strumming start immediately, his heartbeat quickening and his fingers twitching. He stands, planting his feet on the floor, unwilling to let them start tapping out his apprehension in code. 
Her expression does not reveal anything. That’s usually the case with her, anyway. A polite smile or soft indifference, hardly an in-between. She’s one of the few that he typically has to look into for other tells, to know exactly what they are thinking. It’s so unlike her brother, and it makes him uneasy. Sets him on edge. But his eyes can’t leave her face, in case he misses a break in the expression that tells him – what of Laios?
She stops just a couple feet in front of him. The question pounds his head and as he opens his mouth to ask, her expression sets further, her mouth a thin line on a pale canvas. Kabru falters, the thought that maybe he has upset her in some way – possibly, with the way he had handled Laios earlier; the way he had left him distressed and defenseless – bouncing off his skull.
“Kabru,” she says, her neutral tone betraying nothing. Something stutters to a stop and there is a horrible plummeting feeling from his chest to his stomach. What happened to Laios. “What would you say is your connection to my brother?”
He blinks, the freefall pausing for just a moment. “His royal advisor.” But she knows this. What else is she trying to glean from this?
She steps forward, closer into his space. He leaves himself open and disarming, trying not to tense as though she were a threat and not Laios’ little sister. 
“Nothing more?” Her head tilts, a curtain of her ashy blonde hair falling past her collarbone as she does so. She frowns now. Kabru finds himself confused, now that she is displeased. “Do you not harbor…any other feelings for Laios?”
“What is this about?” he asks instead, deflecting horribly. “Is he alright?”
“His fever has come down,” she says, offering little else. It doesn’t escape Kabru’s notice that she had not explicitly stated if he is actually alright, or not. Still, something like relief relaxes his body. Then, her mouth breaks into a small smile. She nods minutely at Kabru. “Thank you for that. If you had not been there, I fear Laios would be worse off than he is now.”
Kabru shakes his head. “I’m happy I was able to catch it when I did.”
She regards him with that same smile for a moment. Then, she looks to the side, her voice soft as she tells him, “I will be honest with you, Kabru, as I trust you with my brother’s wellbeing. Laios is not doing well.” His mouth twitches and his fists clench. It’s one thing to speculate it after not being told outright, it’s another for it to actually be said to him. “Marcille and I believe…we believe it’s an effect of…what’s happened. His heats used to be–they were never this bad before. He could be alone. But this one is clearly worse than those prior, for whatever reason. We’ve…come to the conclusion that it may be best for him if he spends this heat with another person.”
He nods, but it feels like a jerk of his head. Disjointed. Confused. He swallows, but his mouth feels oddly dry. And carefully, Kabru ventures, “While I’m glad to be informed, may I ask why you are telling me all of this?”
Her smile falls into a thin line once again. She seems to hesitate, her fingers dawdling with each other. “Laios has been asking for you.” And…nothing. He has nothing to say to that, and she takes the opportunity to continue. “The both of you are close. I thought that – well, that you might be inclined to help him.”
Laios has been asking for him. Laios, likely in heat and with no clothes on. He could be happy about this – because Kabru has been adamant about ignoring this little attraction he’s had going on until it passed on its own – but nothing but the call of the wicked rears its head at Falin’s soft behest. Something about this feels more sour than he’d thought it would.
“Is he…” There really is no gentle way of putting this. Especially not when referring to the ruler of the nation. “...lucid?” 
Asking for Kabru in particular could mean a lot or very little, with all sorts of nuances in between. Kabru had been the first person through Laios’ door this morning. The first and only eligible mate he had come into contact with since his heat began. Kabru is his confidante, his advisor. Kabru is also an alpha. Any one of those things could be a reason why his name crossed through Laios’ lips, and not one of those assures that the reason why is any more special than Laios asking for one of those guards down the hall.
She nods. “It comes and goes.”
They fall into an uneasy silence. He looks around the room as he thinks, avoiding her face and who it reminds him of. It’s a tall order. Helping an omega through their heat means a lot of things. Trust, first and foremost. It means there’s trust between both parties that the omega won’t fall vulnerable and come back to themselves harmed, non-consensually bonded, or otherwise taken advantage of. A trust that the other party will take care of their needs and most of their wants. No dehydration. No hunger. A safe shelter and nest. 
Kabru can provide all that. More, even. But this isn’t Laios, before his heat, asking if Kabru would accompany him through it. This is Falin telling him that he’s been asked for a few times by a maybe-lucid-maybe-not Laios. This is Falin asking him if he would heed that potentially useless call so Laios doesn’t die suffering through this heat. And that makes all the difference.
What an unpleasant situation to be in. 
“May I see him, first?”

“Oh, finally!” Marcille cries when they cross the corner. Her hair is a mess, frizzy in some places, and greasy in others. Her forehead is shiny and her eyes are wide and bloodshot, giving her a sort of overwrought look that makes Kabru tense. “He’s inconsolable!” She’s been waiting by the door. He has no idea why; Laios is still inside, apparently  ‘inconsolable,’  and her clothing is drenched heavily in that sweet alyssum scent. If he hadn’t ordered that no other alphas touch this wing, she could have caused a brawl.
Kabru covers his mouth and nose with one hand. Already, the scent is exciting him, warming his blood, sending unpleasant goosebumps across his skin, and tingling his nerves. 
“Inconsolable?” he asks, feeling an ache for Laios and very curious as to what she means.
Marcille puffs out her cheeks and crosses her arms at him. “Do you have any idea of the trouble you’ve caused?” He smiles politely, without true meaning behind it, and she scowls. “He won’t shut up about you. Falin finally left to go find you half an hour ago because he won’t calm down otherwise!”
He frowns a bit. That’s not unusual for Laios’ condition. “Is he alright? Physically speaking.”
She sighs, dropping the petulant act and wiping a hand back from her forehead to catch rebellious hairs. Without that energy, Marcille looks really tired. “He's better than he was earlier.” That's…not really an answer. “We were able to bring his fever down and get some food and water in him. We've also given him some medicine to help with the worst of the aches and pains for now, but he seems to burn right through it in a matter of hours.”
“I…see.” It’s good news, but not  great news.
“Yeah. He does talk about you a lot, though. Hasn't really stopped since this morning.” Marcille looks at him, observes him up and down with a sort of critical eye. Kabru gives her a puzzled smile, and she turns her gaze away. A kind of shy temperament overtakes her, a complete 180 from what she had been exhibiting beforehand. He sees her play with her fingers and in a low voice she asks, “I suppose you’re here to…help out?” 
His whole body seems to jolt, the scent stuck to her clothes and the fact that temptation is huddled, naked in that room just a few feet from them sending needles through his spine. Kabru almost chokes on nothing as he quickly tries to correct her. “I’m not–well, I’m not here for that, exactly.”
Her eyes are surprisingly sharp and her body is rigid when she rears back up at him. The sudden change threatens to give him whiplash. There is something wary like suspicion in her voice when she asks, “Then what are you here for?”
He does not like the implication behind her newfound caution. Slowly, though firmly, he says, “I can’t help him if he’s not in the headspace to properly consent to it. In heat, he may not even know what he wants. He might call for me now, but he could actually want someone else.”
Marcille blinks her big emerald eyes once, twice, three times with a dumbfounded expression. The silence between them stretches on for what feels like centuries. Then, she makes a long-suffering face, eyes that drag up with incredulity, and a curl of her lips that asks  are you serious? Before he can ask why she looks like that, she huffs loudly, slumping over herself as though drained completely of her mana. “Why don’t you just go inside? Ask him yourself.
Now, Kabru stares. Has she gone completely mad?
Whatever she sees on his face has her shaking her head. “I’ll go in with you, how’s about that? We can  both see Laios and if you don’t think you can help – well,  I’ll make sure you leave.” The last bit of the sentence is oddly ominous from her, and not for the first time Kabru is reminded of her true strength. 
Still…he hesitates, even as Marcille wraps a hand over the handle of one of the ornate bed-chamber doors. Nothing about this alludes to a sound plan. They go inside and, what? Ask Laios, who is under extreme biological influence, if he wants this alpha in his prime to spend his heat with? It seems like there is only one answer Marcille is gunning for, here.
“Are you…certain about this?”
“Look,” Marcille says softly, though she does not look back at him. “Neither Falin nor I would be willing to do this if we didn’t already know Laios’ state of mind and confirmed with Laios himself, okay? We can go in there and verify it, and if you’re still not comfortable, you can leave, no strings attached. We’re not here to force you to do this, and we don’t mean to make you feel like we are. You are free to stay or go right now.”
She pauses suddenly, seemingly waiting for an answer. 
“Right.” He nods to himself, as though settling with himself what’s about to happen. “All right.” When she doesn't make an effort to open the doors, he clarifies, “We can go inside.”
She nods, then turns around, her attention on Falin. Her voice changes again – idly, Kabru wonders if she is so inconsistent due to how tired she is – and she is suddenly sweet and soft. With an exhausted smile, she asks, “Do you want to accompany us, Falin?” 
Falin shakes her head with her own small smile. “That’s alright, Marcille. I will remain out here.” Fair; Kabru supposes she can’t be very comfortable seeing her brother in that state.
Marcille has her attention back on him quickly. He does not get time to think before she says, “Brace yourself,” and begins pulling the handle, the door creaking loudly. 
Kabru holds his breath, but it does not save him from a flood of sweet aroma that he should not be able to smell so strongly. It immediately assaults his senses with the draft between the bedchamber and the hallway. What had stuck to Marcille’s clothes couldn’t have prepared him; it was nothing compared to this. He knows he staggers back a few paces as the effects wash over his body, his heart beating an allegro and a prickling warmth spreading across every inch of his skin like a wildfire. 
For a truly frightening moment, he fears what this means for Laios and even for Marcille and Falin, if he loses himself like this, though they have the capability to restrain him if needed. But lithe fingers wrap around his wrist tightly, refusing to let go. Kabru instinctively jerks back, but they remain stuck to him as though glued on. Then, a fresh coolness eases over him, settling the physiological response almost immediately. He looks before him, and it’s Falin rather calmly holding onto him, wearing an indescribable expression.
“Uh,” Marcille says dumbly, wide-eyed and somewhat uncertain. She’s surely seen people react to scents before, the shades of ugly biological responses that awaken from within even the kindest person, but she’s never had to see him react like this in all of their years of knowing each other. A new warmth crawls up his neck. Shame. “Are you still willing to go in, or…?”
“Sorry, I–” he clears his throat, suppressing the urge to walk away right here and hide in his paperwork. “I didn’t expect his scent to be so strong.”
“I’ve cast a bit of magic on you,” Falin states. “It should help suppress the effects on you for a little while.” Just long enough for him to come to a decision, it seems.
“Right.” He nods at her. “Thank you.” Then, he turns to Marcille. “I’m still willing. Let’s go.” A short breath confirms that he can’t scent much of Laios – or anything for that matter, which is a very jarring switch – and he steels himself. Rigid back and clenched fists. 
Without a preamble, Kabru marches purposefully into the lion’s den. The heavy wooden doors closing behind them sound a bit like the bang of a judge’s gavel upon a block.
The bedchamber is quite dark inside, his vision lagging to adjust. Laios’ velvet curtains are drawn just enough to allow a couple lengthy slivers of moonlight to streak over the bed and floor. The only available light comes from a few lit candles that stand on a golden candelabra Marcille or Falin had brought inside, the ornate beauty set upon a table not too close to the bed and far from Laios’ grasp.
The curtains that canopy the bed have been drawn. As they are quite thick, Kabru can’t see a thing inside. As they cautiously approach, he finds that the uncertainty of how he will discover Laios leaves a jittery feeling in his bones. He stays somewhat behind Marcille, because though the pile of sleepwear he saw previously is gone now, there is still no telling whether Laios is fully clothed or not.
“Laios?” Marcille calls softly. “How are you feeling?” Nothing comes from the bed but a few short gasps. “Laios?” she tries again. “I’ve brought Kabru, like you asked.” This time, she earns a more promising reaction. There is a long shuffle that sounds like one turning over. Kabru imagines a mantle of short blond hair perking up out of a blanket like a mole through a hole in the ground, then a full-bodied rollover with piqued attention. The mental image calms his nerves a little.
“She’s right,” he says, “Marcille and Falin brought me here to see you.”
The shuffling grows for a few moments, long enough for him and Marcille to reach the curtains that canopy the left side of Laios’ lavish berth. It settles abruptly and the thick curtains billow under the weight of something, what looks like a hand under the dim, flickering light of the nearby candles. 
“Kabru?” comes a breathless voice. It’s quiet, so unlike Laios’ normally energetic and boisterous tone. And he is much quieter than he'd come to expect. Another period of lucidity, perhaps?
“Can we open the curtains to your bed?” Marcille asks, and just as she says that, the rightmost curtain moves away in sharp jerks, clutched from the inside. Kabru turns his gaze away immediately, just in case Laios is completely bare.
Laios repeats with that odd, quiet tone, “Kabru?” It dips in the middle, wavering, as though he is taken by uncertainty. He hates that sound; the sound of his incredulousness that Kabru has shown himself again after having left him alone that first time. A potent flavor of guilt filling him, he wills himself to look up, dragging his eyes off from the floor, up Laios’ bed, and over to his face. Propped up by his arms, he looks better than before, that’s for sure, but even in the dim candlelight, he can see the irregular flush in his normally pale cheeks. 
Kabru can’t help himself, and his eyes flicker just further down. His neck is covered by a thin fabric, what looks like the hem of a nightshirt, and the arm he had used to pull open the curtain is covered by a sleeve. He’s clothed, at least his upper half is, and Kabru suppresses a sigh of relief.
Coming a bit closer to the opening, he kneels, smiling kindly, relief guiding his face into something soft. “I’m here. How do you feel?” But Laios stares him down, his doe eyes wide and his lips slightly parted. Kabru prompts him again, beginning to grow concerned, completely forgoing his more respectful moniker given the...nature of this visit, “Laios?”
“I–” Laios starts, jumping a bit as though being violently shaken out of a reverie, “I feel–well, I guess good wouldn’t be the right word for it, would it? I feel–I’m okay.” He wills a smile, but lies always show on Laios’ face, betraying whatever narrative he tries to promote. It’s the eyes. Always the eyes.
Kabru hums flatly, his diplomatic smile still in place. He’s certainly lying, or speaking in half-truths-half-omits. Laios has never been good at either. 
Marcille picks up from here, cutting to the chase. “Laios, do you remember what we talked about earlier? About your heat?” The omega nods slowly. She must do something behind him, because after she speaks, his doe eyes slowly move back to him, and suddenly Laios freezes. 
“I-uh,” he stammers, his eyes shakily migrating away from them, a stark change from the way they had been glued on Kabru since he'd made his presence known. “I-I don't mean to burden you, Kabru. I just-” his teeth clack together, his mouth shutting like he can't bear to say more.
He quickly takes stock of the situation. Laios is certainly not in the throes of heat like he had been initially expecting, which he had noticed as soon as he saw him. He is conscious and coherent, almost peculiarly so. There is the light of clarity in his eyes, and nothing loud and blabbering leaves his lips. He has the ability to clearly state what he does or does not want. In fact, if the circumstances weren't as they are, he would believe Laios to be simply ill.
Of course, this time it is not a mere illness. It’s Laios’ heat, and it’s either Kabru or some other alpha from god knows where that will be able to safely help him through it. The idea of another is…unpleasant, like a gnawing sensation in the stomach and burning up his throat. He is no longer under the effects of Laios’ pressuring scent, and yet the idea still pulls something distorted and hostile into the picture, somewhere deep in his core. 
The initial question was whether he would spend Laios’ heat with him, or not. Kabru supposes that feeling is answer enough.
An odd sense of calm overtakes him as if he had been fighting against something which has only just surrendered. “Your Majesty,” he says, tilting his head a tad with a kind smile, “I am aware that this heat may be quite taxing on you, and that an alpha would help the process go much smoother. If I may be so bold, would you allow me to spend this heat with you?” It's formal, too formal, but this is the first time Kabru has asked to help someone through their heat. Normally, it's the Omega who asks; it's both presumptuous and rude to ask as an Alpha, but Laios won't get it out otherwise, and Kabru can tell the ending of his long-drawn-out question, anyway.
Laios pauses to stare at him, again, donning another expression of slack-jawed surprise. This time, however, he manages to pull himself out of it with a loud, blurted-out exclamation of,  “Yes!” The response sounds eager, and immediately Laios is slapping a hand over his mouth. He looks at Kabru, wide-eyed, and nods instead as though that would not betray the magnitude of his true feelings on the matter. Never mind that his eyes are alight with something bright and his nods are so quick they are closer to hurried jerks of his skull. 
He is thankful for the darker quality of the bed chamber as he momentarily looks at the floor. His own wider eyes and the humming heat in his face would be hard to ignore otherwise.
Little attention is paid to the silence that overtakes the space until he hears Marcille’s clothing rustle behind him as she shifts. 
“Well,” she hums with a sigh, “that takes care of that.” Kabru turns his attention to her, noting how she regards the both of them with hands on her hips and an almost exasperated expression. “Falin’s spell should last about an hour, which means we don’t have a lot of time on our hands before–well.” She gives them a meaningful look, but it loses its intensity with the darker quality her cheeks seem to take. “I’ll go get some supplies for you two, enough to last at least the first bit of Laios’ heat. Is there anything either of you need before I go?”
When neither of them answers, she takes it as her cue to leave, but her absence leaves them both simmering in silence, one sole question burning below. 
 How to proceed from here?
Surprisingly, after a few beats, it's Laios who first opens his mouth. With another shameful glance to the floor, he says, quiet as a mouse, “Sorry.”
Kabru blinks at his sharp change. “Whatever for?”
“I know that we’ve put you in a tough spot. This heat was not expected, and its intensity is nothing I’ve experienced before. I…vaguely remember when you came in this morning.” Kabru presses his lips together tightly, bearing the tight feeling in his stomach as he recalls Laios’ sweet, vulnerable face, his hushed breaths and honeyed scent, and the all-encompassing  fear  that had pulsed through him at the growing possibility that he’d soon lose himself and exploit Laios’ indisposition. “I know you probably don’t really want to ah–  help me like this, but you might feel pressured to because Marcille and Falin said it could be dangerous – and I know they probably told you that I was…well I–I’m sorry if we pressured you to–”
Kabru quickly shakes his head and interrupts him. “That is not it at all.”
Laios is not convinced, continuing despite the interruption, “When you hear that the alternative is possibly  death,  I get that things may change.” He holds his hands up, fingers lightly spread as though consoling a cornered animal. He has the  nerve to believe he is comforting Kabru with this chatter. “You really didn’t have to agree. Nobody would hold it against you if you chose to–”
 “Laios,”  he says, a bitten tone. His temper flares like a fueled fire, surprising even himself. Seeing Laios’ sorrowful demeanor had pulled an ache from him, but as he continued to speak it quickly dissolved into something volatile. The man before him startles to a stop at his acrid tone, but he can’t find it in himself to feel guilty. Not this time. “I do not do things that I do not want to do. If I didn’t want to help you through this heat, I wouldn’t have offered.”
Laios is quiet for a while. When he looks back up at Kabru, he is hesitant, but there is something vaguely curious in his gaze. He tenses immediately, a sense of alarm quickly growing. It occurs to him that, in his frustration, he hadn’t been very subtle. And Laios is not removed enough from his sensibilities to have missed it.
He ventures, doe eyes wide. “You want to...?”
Three firm raps reverberate from the doorway. Marcille and Falin’s voices merge together as they both announce their presence before the bedchamber. Laios is distracted, his voice trailing off as he looks off in the direction of the door. Meanwhile, Kabru eases, thankful for the interruption. It had gotten way too close.
“I’ll let them in,” he says. At his simple nod, he makes his way over to the door and opens it, revealing Marcille, stumbling with thin arms full of stuff, and Falin trailing slowly behind her with a few other items in hand. If they worked together, it makes sense why they were quick to return. 
The elf practically drops everything in her hands onto the dresser. It’s too dim to see across the room, but something that looks vaguely like an apple tumbles off and rolls away from her a few feet as she mumbles to herself, organizing what she’s put down. Falin, on the other hand, seems to pinpoint him, walking towards him immediately. 
She holds out something in her right hand for Kabru to take. A small vial with a light liquid sloshing inside rolls around within the pale expanse of her palm. He furrows his eyebrows at it but gently plucks it from her anyway.
At his perplexed expression, she explains simply, “For your scent suppressants.”
 Ah.  He blinks down at the liquid in the vial. That makes sense.
Falin offers what is in her other hand. This time, it’s an oval glass bottle with a dark liquid contained within it. He takes it carefully, and she says, “This is my brother’s pain medication. It should ease his cramps should he feel overwhelmed. A capful every four hours should be fine. If he uses it, please be mindful not to allow him to take it in any shorter intervals.” He nods, and she inclines her head toward where Marcille organizes what she has brought. “Marcille has his fever medication. If his temperature flares up again, give him two capfuls every six hours, for as long as it persists.”
“I understand.” In spite of the words that leave his mouth, his heart thuds in his chest. Everything is suddenly becoming real. Marcille has brought them provisions, because in all likelihood neither of them will be leaving this room in the next few days. Falin has brought medication and told  Kabru  how to use it on  Laios,  because Laios won’t be in any condition to manage it himself – and because Kabru will be beside him long enough to manage it for him. He’s been given medication to nullify the effects of his own suppressants. He is well and truly about to spend Laios’ heat with him.
“I’ve brought enough food and drink for you two for at least the next 24 hours.” Marcille sighs as she approaches them, dusting off her clothing. “I can’t be sure what his appetite will be like, given the fact that omegas don’t tend to be too hungry during their heat, but this  is Laios so…well, we’ll see.” She stops in front of Kabru, observing his form with a scrutinizing gaze and attentive hums. “I’ve also brought a robe for you. It should fit, though if anything it may run a bit large. Falin and I will stop by every now and again to check in and deliver more supplies. We’ll knock, so just…don’t answer the door completely bare, all right?”
“I’ll…keep that in mind,” he says evenly, valiant in his efforts not to dwell any further on the reason why he could be naked and answering the door.
“Well, then,” Marcille says with one great huff. “I think that should be it for now. We’ll manage both your and Laios’ tasks in your absences, so try not to worry about it too much. Don’t hesitate to call for either me or Falin if you feel the need.” Then, out of nowhere, her eyes widen with an odd glow and she pitches forward, planting a heavy hand on his shoulder. Her grip gets tight, fingernails digging into his clothes, though not enough to pierce through his skin. With a low voice, she utters, “I trust you, and I think it goes without saying, but just so we’re clear, do  not hurt Laios.”
In spite of her blatant threat, Kabru relaxes. This much, he knows he can do. He can do it well, too. With an easy smile, he says, “I won’t.” 
At the back of his mind, however, a question nags him. Can he truly guarantee that?
The girls don’t stay for much longer. Marcille had very little left to tell him, but Falin had wandered up to the bed one final time to speak with her brother in hushed tones. Kabru had averted his eyes, respectful of the deep bond they share, when Falin felt his forehead and neck for any lingering heat, and when she stroked back Laios’ short strands of hair. The way Laios had comfortably leaned into her light touch, eyes half-lidded and face lax with trust – it was hard to suppress the image that had been drawn in his mind’s eye, of a quiet Laios leaning into a darker, more calloused hand. Of a weary Laios peering up at him with a languid and faithful gaze, pale cheek smooshed against his naked palm, pink lips parted slightly with shallow breaths.
When they take their leave, it feels simultaneously all too soon and after a long time. When it is just him and Laios in the room again, Kabru still feels wholly unprepared.
“How do you feel, now?” he asks, approaching the bed once again as though his condition would have drastically changed in the timeframe between now and when Falin had pressed her hands against his face.
Laios, who has seemingly forgotten where they were in their previous conversation before the girls interrupted them, smiles warmly up at him, curled on his side underneath his covers. “I feel fine.” But his eyes are much too wide for that to be the truth. Wide and innocent, and reminisce of puppy-dog eyes. Unfortunately, that’s his tell; it’s as if he has subconsciously decided that if he wears those innocuous eyes, the world will believe that he is innocent. 
“Truthfully.” It’s not a question.
He purses his lips, looking away with a small laugh. “Nothing gets past you, huh?” And oddly, Kabru thinks he hears something a bit bitter twinge at the end of his question. He does not ask after it, and freely, Laios tells him, “My back hurts. I kinda have a headache. And I’m hot.” He says it a bit like a young child would, his words disjointed and frustratingly vague. Kabru feels kind of like a parent with a sickly child who wants nothing more than to play, who dismisses their well-being for the sake of their wants. Except, where a child is selfish in that way youthful beings are, Laios withholds his truths in an effort of  not  being burdensome – which works in the way he had been trying to avoid; his secrecy only makes those around him fret  more. 
In this position, Kabru does not know what exactly to do. All of his sexual relations remained outside of their heat and his rut because he knows of the kinds of headaches that could come of indulging during either. So he has never assisted in a heat before, much less one borne of a life-or-death circumstance. The biggest help he can provide is also something that Laios does not seem keen on doing yet, otherwise, the man likely would have been whining and crying the moment Kabru came in, or jumped him by now.
 In fact  , he had thought of this previously, but now it really settles for him to ponder,  Laios is not in heat?  Or, he is, but not yet. It had been strange – and harrowing – in the morning, walking in on a feverish, weak, and potently-scented king. It had seemed like he was in heat; not that he stuck around long enough to really check. And he spent the entire day avoiding this wing like the plague because of it. But, faced with Laios and his well-being now, it seems obvious that that was not the case just yet.
He narrows his eyes, thinking about grousing at Marcille or Falin. Nobody had mentioned that instead of a full-blown heat, Laios was just barely grazing its edge. Laios seems to be in an oddly strong, very self-destructive pre-heat. In this stage, omegas get the aches and pains of heat but little of the carnal urge to relieve it. They’re suffering and fully conscious of it, too, making for strange, fickle moods and increased sensitivities. He’ll likely tip over the cusp at some point; the question is when.
Laios stares up at his expression, then quickly looks down. His fingers fiddle, pulling and twisting each other slightly, as he says, “That’s it! Promise.” But then he looks further down. Kabru’s vision, which has slowly accumulated to the dimmer light, picks up the darker tones of his cheeks. “Well. My stomach hurts, too. But that’s–” he takes in a breath, “–it’s not that bad, yet.” Kabru can guess what he’s referring to.
He sighs, resolving his expression back into something light. A pleasant, calming smile. An expression that won’t have Laios shying away from it. “I’m not mad at you. I just wonder – well. How long have you been in pre-heat?”
Wide, honey-gold eyes peer up at him, blinking slowly. “I’m not,” Laios says. Kabru stares at him for one beat, two. He’s  not?  Then what the hell is happening to Laios? “It’s complicated. Falin says it fluctuates.” He says it with a shrug as if this is not completely abnormal. 
“Fluctuates?” he parrots, trying to keep the incredulity from straining his voice. 
Laios nods, looking down at his fiddling fingers. It is not of shame this time, however. This time it’s out of impassiveness. “It comes in odd waves. We couldn’t find a pattern to it. It’s just that – sometimes I slip and my symptoms worsen, and then all I want is…to mate?”
He thinks quickly. When Marcille had told him that Laios was inconsolable; that was a wave of heat? That explains why when he showed up, Laios was quite normal, if in weary shape. He still is, in fact. 
“Falin thinks it may still end up being a regular heat. It’s just that the first day or two may be weird; like this. It’s also possible that the whole thing would be like this, which would be…unfortunate, to say the least–”
But then, what are the implications of this peculiar cycle? What does this mean for Laios in the short term? In the long run? Will they have to keep an eye out for irregular, sudden heat-like states for the weeks to come? Will his cycle regulate itself properly again? 
“It’s not all that bad. Aside from that whole  could’ve-boiled-to-death  thing. Really. The medicines Falin and Marcille gave me helped a lot. ”
And, most importantly, he wonders what this means for Laios’ current well-being. Is this an endless cycle of pain, of varying degrees and intensities, for him? How is his mental state, being forced to come in and out of lucidity while those around him worry, juggling with unknowns and uncertainties?
“Kabru?” At the soft call of his name, he brings his eyes to focus on the prone form of his king, the thoughts buzzing like persistent flies fading into the background. Laios is giving him a small smile, an awkward one that wrinkles his eyebrows a bit. “Are you okay?”
He takes in a breath. “Yes.” He does not feel like he has the luxury, nor the right, to not be.
Laios’ face is still for a few moments, that awkward smile plastered long across his cheeks as his eyes stay on Kabru. Then, completely changing the direction of their conversation, he slowly asks, “Would you – um, help me? Make my nest? In all of the commotion today, I haven’t gotten around to it yet.”
He’s not quite sure what happens to him, physiologically, at this question. A deep sense of thrill shoots through him, from the very top of his head to the tips of his toes. He completely releases the concerns that weigh on his mind, letting Laios take his full attention. Undivided and intensely focused. It’s like his entire being has shifted. It’s like a response from the very core of his biology.
He’s never nested before, but Kabru finds himself nodding along. He keeps himself paced because his initial response had been hasty, and eager. He nods his assent much slower, more composed. “Well, uh – sure. If it doesn’t bother you.”
Laios’ answering smile is nothing short of endearing. It churns something in his gut. His smile is so wide it makes his eyes squint into half-moons. It makes his cheeks bunch up like soft dough as the skin is pushed up. “Great!” 
It makes sense that, in order to construct this nest, Laios would have to get off the bed. Kabru hadn’t thought much about it until Laios was sitting up and throwing off the covers that pooled around his lap. He steps forward before he can think, arms nearly stretched out in front of him, fingers splayed wide. His first thought is to stop Laios, to get him to lay back down, snug under the covers. But, as the man looks at him with a curious gaze and a slightly tilted head at his antics, Kabru notes that he does not seem to be in pain. He’d certainly notice if he were. And his fever  has come down…
“Kabru?”
After a beat of contemplation, he shakes his head, stepping back to give him some space and lowering his arms. “It’s nothing. Please, continue.” It’s not like he would have any right to keep an omega from building their nest, anyway. 
As Laios turns, his feet planted against the floor for him to stand, another revelation comes to light. Laios…isn’t wearing any pants. Kabru’s heart jumps; it threatens to hop right out his throat and roll about on the floor. His nightshirt is long. It reaches just under his bottom when he stands, just barely reaching his thick, shapely thighs, and obscuring the valley between his legs and below his stomach from view. 
Kabru grimaces, twisting his head away so hard he imagines it snapping under the force and his broken body crumpling to the floor. He feels ridiculous; he has certainly seen the private bits of another person before – several, in fact. Laios is still covered, just in scant clothing, so it is not as if he is completely naked. And even that won’t matter in a few hours.
Yet, something about this being  him.  Being  Laios, of all people – it sends his body into overdrive. He wants to pant as his heart rate increases, to swallow as his mouth wets. A coil and tense tremor turns in his muscles with the readiness to act. He can’t recall ever longing for his sense of smell as much as he does now, nor ever being so grateful for not having it. It may just send him over the edge.
“Can you hold onto this end?” Something within him rumbles at the idea of turning around to face Laios, because he knows he will not be able to keep himself from looking down. Like lead fillings, he finds himself drawn in, inching his gaze across the floor up to Laios, who he finds innocuously holding up one end of the thickest blanket on the bed, his arm outstretched to pass it over to Kabru, seemingly none the wiser about Kabru’s momentary lapse in what feels like sanity. 
“Right,” he says dutifully, shifting his brain into some semblance of work mode. This, he is familiar with. A task to fulfill at Laios’ behest. Work keeps his mind off other things. 
They work in silence, mostly. Laios is wholly consumed in a way he only ever seems to be with things related to monsters. And Kabru has nothing much to say to him. In fact, he’s doing as much as he can to avoid outright staring at him – as much as he can when he’s stuck in a room with him. The swoops of long fabric thankfully cover most of his lower body from view as they move around the bed, folding and molding. But he does have to stumble back, covering his face with his hand and turning away when Laios bends to pick up a new fabric or to adjust the forming nest in a certain way. He’s wearing undergarments, at least. Otherwise, Kabru really would have gone crazy.
Constructing a nest is a tad bit more work than he had thought. He’s heard the stories before, of course, but hearing and experiencing are two completely different things.
After laying most of the blankets down in a vaguely circular pattern, Laios just stands, staring at the bed. He steps back, scrunches his face, tilts his head to and fro, and steps forward again and again. Something else, something more certain and authoritative, seems to take control of him. 
With one last odd look, he says, “It’s not right.” And everything – the sheets, the blankets,  the pillows  – is pulled down to the floor. “Can you help me get the towels from that drawer over there?” He points in one direction, looking at Kabru for assistance, and Kabru sets back out to work.
The towels come out of the indicated drawer. Kabru carries them to Laios and hands them one by one. Laios seems to contemplate with each of them. The first, he strokes a hand over and nods, throwing it on the bed. The second gets tossed over his shoulder the moment it’s in his grasp; Kabru had the pleasure of watching the man’s face twist into a picture of distaste. The third gets a few seconds of contemplation, a few strokes along both sides, a few hums, a couple rubs against his cheeks, and even a sniff. He then turns to Kabru for help, running the soft cloth along his hand for him since Kabru has been appointed the job of holding all the other towels.
“It’s soft,” Kabru says with as much a smile as he can muster around a precarious tower of towels. As an alpha, he has no idea what to say that Laios would approve of, but he goes for the safest option. “I like it.” And those seem to be the magic words; at those words, Laios throws it on the bed immediately. It works a lot. When Laios is unsure and Kabru adds his positive input, no other questions are asked. 
Once, just to test, Kabru tells him the cloth is scratchy and a bit uncomfortable, and Laios chucks it across the room with a disdainful expression. It’s oddly fierce for him, more instinct than reason, and the feeling it wreaks travels straight down to Kabru’s cock. 
With the chosen towels down, Laios goes about molding the base of the nest again. He does this alone. Kabru fills his free time by re-folding the rejected towels and moving them back into their rightful drawer. He’s getting his sense of smell back, he notes. The fabrics he gathers all smell faintly sweet. It’ll get much worse, soon.
The sheets work with much of the same process. Then, they move onto the blankets again, but this time is much slower. It’s careful, and measured. Laios eyes the pieces, feels them, and then selects what he deems to be the best. He gets Kabru to help him carry them onto the bed in a way that avoids disturbing the meticulously placed towels. Each blanket is re-integrated rather easily, as Laios seems to own the most lavish and softest blankets one can own. Other than a few switches, the blankets are finished seamlessly. 
The pillows are also vetted by Laios, who tests them through strokes and presses and places the approved ones in the middle of the nest just so. 
The nest certainly looks complete when the clutter on the floor is mostly gone, but just as Kabru is going to compliment the nest, Laios does that head tilt again. He fears a complete upheaval of all their work once more, but the man just wanders off across the room, to another drawer. He stands and watches as Laios pulls it open and pulls out the clothing within with great care. He has moved onto clothes, it seems.
He tucks each garment around the nest with his own internal rhyme and reason. Laios will spend minutes on one, just shifting it around until he is happy. Then he’ll consider a new garment and do the same thing, sometimes moving previous ones to fit it in, which prompts another cycle of careful contemplation and visualization. Unlike the previous rounds, however, he does not evaluate the quality of the clothing. They  all go into the nest.
Curious, Kabru pays more attention to them. One garment looks suspiciously like something Falin had worn before. It’s long and blue, and the cut suggests it’s more suited for females. Another garment is very clearly Marcille’s. The small shirt Laios is concentrating on in his hands looks like it’s more fit for a child, which implies it’s Chilchuck’s. Something long and white lies on one edge, awaiting attention. Given the trend, it has to be Senshi’s. There are other odd clothes that can only belong to someone who is not Laios in the mix, but Kabru already understands what he’s seeing.
 Oh.  A bland feeling settles his curiosity in a manner not unlike how a breath snuffs out a candle’s flame. These are the clothes of Laios’ pack. However, he does not recall one of his own clothing going conveniently missing, nor Laios asking him for anything. In this big nest for Laios, the only thing that may smell of him is himself. The thought is…not pleasant. But he finds that it is not his place to point it out. He has no right to comment on whose clothes are or aren’t in Laios’ nest.
Laios hums, notably more joyful now as he organizes the last bit of materials into the nest. By now, it’s a big thing, overtaking the bed whole with its size, and undeniably soft. Everything is close to completion, and when it’s all done, he gets right in the middle, staring down at his creation for several long minutes.
His sense of smell is nowhere near what it usually is, but Kabru is so attuned to Laios that he can quickly perceive the sharp, acetic quality it develops. 
All the towels are in place. All the sheets, the blankets, and the pillows have found their rightful places, too. The pile of clothing is now gone. Yet, when Laios finally turns to Kabru, there is a frown on his face.
“Something’s not right,” he mourns, eyes flickering between his nest, the floor with the discarded items, the drawers, and the wall.
As much as Kabru does not want to do the whole thing over again, Laios’ discomfort makes him feel itchy all over, like he’s been standing atop an anthill and its residents are now crawling up his feet and all across his skin. He finds that an impatience strums his nerves, wild and yearning, eager to content. If there is something Laios wants, he will provide it. Anything to keep him comfortable.
Laios’ doe eyes work around the room multiple times, the unease growing more and more evident on his face. He turns to Kabru for aid again, completely distressed, but then he seems to freeze, his eyes dragging themselves over Kabru’s standing form slowly. They stop at his tunic, a laser-like focus taking over his features in a way that reminds him of a feline’s contracting pupils. They fall to his pants, then rise again, slow over his top, and up to his face. Laios peers at him hesitantly through his fluttering eyelashes, what may be a plea hot on his parting lips, and Kabru feels the message strike his brain like lightning. 
The manner of which he rids himself of his clothes is shameless, though efficient. He does so with such quickness and resolve that his tunic makes a straining sound when he yanks it off and the shiny decorative buttons of his pants clack forcefully against the floor when he shucks those off right after. He offers them to Laios gently, the noble fabric laying smooth over his arms like he is presenting an offering upon a god’s altar, and watches as Laios smiles and gets to work, tucking them into corners and creases. 
He can’t imagine how comfortable those clothes will be in a nest, as they are meant more for sitting at a desk with a pen in hand or talking stiffly through a long advisory meeting, but he supposes it’s more of the olfactory principle than anything else.
Nevertheless, the sight of Laios’ pleased smile makes him relax a bit, the incessant urging in his head to  rectify quieting itself, but it becomes apparent that Laios is not satisfied yet. Not when there is more to take. His eyes draw up to the shirt Kabru wears underneath the tunic. He shucks it off immediately, hands it over, and stares unabashedly as the man gets back to work.
For all the work they put in, the completion of the nest has a rather anticlimactic end. A satisfied huff and pat from Laios, then a healthy plopping sound when he lies down ungracefully. He seems happy, settling comfortably into the layers of soft fabrics in a way that reminds Kabru of a cat in a wicker basket. He himself is standing before the bed, completely bare save for his own undergarments. He doesn’t feel as much shame as he knows he should, however, and he knows the boldness has set in from Laios’ growing heat scent.
A draft in the room makes goosebumps prickle his arms, a shiver crawling up his back, but he remains standing still, watching Laios relish the presence of his new nest. One he’d helped create. The fact that his scent is freshly scattered across it from his clothes makes a strange sort of giddy feeling bubble up through his chest. And  this  reminds him.
Kabru steps away from the bed, headed toward that dresser where Marcille had placed the supplies she’d gathered, and picks up the small vial Falin had given him. With the nest-building, he had shuffled it away somewhere safe for later.
Those who work in the castle are typically required to block their scents so as to avoid easily-preventable incidents that stem from that nature. It had actually been one of the first things that he himself had proposed to Laios and their team. With an omega king, one can never be too careful.
His own suppressants are standard-issue types one can obtain from any magical apothecary and each dosage keeps for about three days for him.
“Kabru,” Laios whines. Kabru twists on his heel and rushes to get back to his previous spot by the bed, irrationally questioning if Laios is all right or if there is something he needs. With a stupid pout weighing his lips, the man looks up at him and simply says, “Come.” Something inside him  pulls,  eager to join Laios in the nest  they had made. It’s the scent. It must be. It forces the better parts of him to lose control, crashing into him like ferocious ocean waves, threatening to drown him if he doesn’t submit to the current. 
So he swiftly pops the cork off the vial, tips the liquid inside into his mouth in one smooth shot, and plants it on the nearest available surface. Then, he makes his way around the bed – quickened by a wavering breath he hears right after he leaves Laios’ direct line of sight – so he does not have to climb in over Laios’ body.
Kabru does not want to appear hasty. He does not want to appear anywhere as desperate as he feels. He also has never entered a nest before, so he forces himself to take it slow. Laios has turned around to watch him, an indescribable, light expression on his face, and a sort of nervous feeling trembles into his brain. The thought of blundering this terribly arises, the idea of knocking something in the nest loose in a way that disturbs Laios, the idea of accidentally hurting him in some way, the idea of displeasing him somehow.
Laios’ gaze is heavy on him, but eventually he lumbers in without displacing the outer edges of the nest. Awkwardly, he lies on his side, facing Laios, who is lying on his back with his head turned towards him. Neither of them say anything. They just stare at each other with ambiguous intent and breathe easily, so close and yet so far.
Kabru imagines how uncomfortable he would feel, if he were not running on endorphins. For now, he is content in Laios’ presence, just as much as the man seems to be in his.
Then, Laios’ face shifts with a wince and tightened lips. A measured, though shaky breath leaves his nose as he closes his eyes. The unease that washes over him has Kabru breaking their spell of tranquility at once.
“Are you all right?”
“Fine.” The reply is bitten, curt out of a sensation he can not feel. It takes a few worrying moments before Laios untenses. With a relieved sigh, he smiles at Kabru. “Heat cramp.”
The medicine must be wearing off. 
He raises himself with his elbows, ready to leave the nest he’s just entered if need be. What had Falin told him? Laios’ body has been burning through the medicine they’ve been administering. But when had Laios taken the last dosage? Would it be all right to give him another now? 
“No,” the king speaks quietly to the question in his mind, as though able to read his very thoughts.
Kabru stills, staring at him with incredulity. “No?”
Laios shakes his head slowly, his short strands of bright hair rubbing against a pillow. His face is calm, as though he is trying to reassure Kabru. “‘m fine. No medicine.”
“If you don’t take the medicine, you’ll only hurt more.”
“It’s ok.” Laios moves his hand, laying it atop the closest one of Kabru’s. “They’re not bad yet. Just lay here? With me?”
Kabru presses his lips together, hesitant and unsure. But Laios has this relaxed expression on his face and just staring at it eases him in turn. He sinks back onto his side, quietly looking at the man next to him. Waiting, almost, for something else to break their tethered silence.
Laios, surprisingly, does. With an awkward smile, he says, “Sorry.” It’s almost unsurprising that it’s another apology. “I don’t mean to be demanding.” He pauses, seemingly gathering the strength to say something further. “I know that you said earlier – about being okay with all of this. It’s just –” For the first time, their gazes are broken. Laios looks down at the space between them, fiddling with one of the shirts he has tucked where two blankets meet. “I’ve been told that…I’m not the easiest person to be around.” He says it with an unnervingly unfazed voice. Like this is normal, something normal people should tell their peers, something normal people should tell  him.  
 Who?  Something ugly rears its head within him, pierces through the veil with sharp-edged nails and pulls his calm act apart with bulbous knuckles and wrinkled fingers.  How many?  He leans in further, staring at Laios as though he can pick apart his every memory and hunt down the names of those who had crossed him himself. He recalls that fight, all that time ago, that Laios had with Toshiro Nakamoto of the East. All those words he uttered about Laios in his presence. That makes  one.  

 Who else? 

“It’s happened a few times. And I don’t want this to be such an awful experience for you. As much as I can prevent that.”
It’s all so terribly earnest of him. Everything from the honesty in his eyes to the curls of his toes. He does not want to make Kabru dislike anything about this situation. But, Kabru has already told him – 
“I don’t do anything I don’t want to do.” He smiles as reassuringly as he can, tilting his head and softening his eyes. “And I don’t make it a habit to choose to do things I believe will end in regret, Laios.” His first name, because at this point using a name that indicates his role as the leader of a nation feels inappropriate.
“You said that before.” A honey gaze flickers up to him and away, then back again. Nervous. Inquisitive. “You said that you want to do this.”
Kabru pauses, thinking. Somehow, it feels easier to answer now than it had before. Akin to drinking before a daunting task, the unease melting in the face of lowered inhibitions. “I did, didn’t I?” he says, bold in his sort of secretive smile. Distantly, he wonders if this would be a mistake. If he’ll come out of this with the very regrets he assured Laios he would not harbor. But, spurred on by the desire warming his chest, the brush of the air directly against his all-too-bare skin, the easy slope his biology has pushed him down, it’s all too simple to share his true thoughts. “I was telling the truth, after all.”
Laios stares at him, something uncharacteristically unconfident residing across his pale face. His eyes are wide, lips parted as he begins to speak. “Are you–” And then he cringes back, his round face scrunching in pain. His breathing hitches, and Kabru catches him as his fingers wring the closet blanket.
He feels emboldened now, prompted by a primal burst of confidence, to approach a new tactic they have not tried before. 
Slowly, he pushes himself up close to Laios, reaches out, circling his arm  around his prone form, and presses his fingers gently into his lower back. The man flinches in surprise; his eyes open wide and his back arches away from Kabru’s light touch.
He is undeterred, however, and looks Laios in the eye. “I’ve come to learn that a good massage can do wonders to alleviate aches.” It’s his own theory that this will work on his heat cramps as well. He hasn’t read up on the matter like he would have if this wasn’t an impromptu appointment, but it works well enough on muscle cramps.
A slow, almost shy nod has him continuing in his motions. It’s something old, learned and kept from his days as an adventurer, rubbing away at sore and stiff muscles at a time where that kind of distraction could kill you. It visibly takes Laios a moment or two to become accustomed to it – foreign touch is always strange. He’s all wide eyes and tense body, as though he can hardly believe this is the turn of events. But after that he is practically putty against his gentle hands, curling close to accommodate Kabru further.
The king lets out a soft, quiet exhale, indicating the beginning of his alleviation. Laios’ skin is warm, though covered by the thin nightwear he has to cover the last bits of his modesty. Kabru imagines how soft it may feel directly underneath the pads of his fingers. He wonders if his scent is different the closer you get to the source, has a lazy idea to dip his head down and lick a small stripe to taste the sweet alyssum off his skin himself. 
His shoulders untense, the stress within him slowly melting off. His gaze flickers up, and Kabru stares into half-lidded golden eyes. He smiles as kindly as he can to mask the sudden feeling of hesitancy that scratches up his back, but Laios takes surprising control, pressing ever closer. Kabru’s touch stutters as a nose presses against his neck, and a pleased hum vibrates just above his clavicle. He feels the slightest brush of air, hears it intimately in the shell of his ear. An inhale. Laios is seeking his scent.
His own pre-heat scent only grows heavier the longer Kabru tends to his pain like this. It's thick, heady. And Laios is so close to him, he can practically taste it on his tongue. The teasing notes of sweet alyssum is nothing less than ambrosial.
They lay there for a hazy, indescribable amount of time. Kabru’s touch is deep, but it becomes comfortable, languid against the man’s thin nightwear. He certainly  smells like an omega in heat, but a shaky breath curls around Kabru's ear, and Laios still sounds rather aware of himself as he utters, “I did.” 
He wants to recoil, confused, but that would mean leaning back, leaning  away from paradise, and that's just not possible. His confusion must reflect in his hands, because Laios quickly amends, “Call for you, I mean.” Laios’ fingers drum tentatively against his side, and Kabru can feel the twitching of an awkward smile by his collar. “Truthfully, I don’t remember all too much about it. Think it was during one of those waves, but I know I called for you. A few times.” As close as Laios is to him at the moment, it's hard to see his face, but if he strains he can make out the flushed tips of his ears, highlighted against the light tones of his hair. And he can feel the quivering of his shallow breaths against his clavicle and the fluttering of his heart against his sternum.
“I see…” Kabru intones. He wonders, for his own sake really, what the hell Laios is saying – but there’s that twisting, pulling motion in the back of his head that says he knows exactly what this is.
To his credit, despite his clear hesitance, Laios is determined. “I wanted–I’m glad you’re here,” he says simply, ending it somewhat flat for all his building up. Like that is just that.
“Oh,” Kabru says, just as plainly. His motions don’t stop, but his eye twitches.
Laios can be so…so  maddeningly earnest at the worst of times. For one so used to a world of lies, half-truths, and purposeful omissions – it’s become hard to respond to one who is consistently sincere all of the time. 
The admission warms his face, tenses his muscles with the sudden urge to hide himself away. He shifts his head until his forehead graces Laios’ shoulder, indulging in the need as he prays that despite their flush contact, Laios can not feel the errant pulsing in his chest. 
Baring himself wide open for this man, for anyone, is unfamiliar ground, but he finds that for him, for Laios, Kabru can try. He croaks, his words vibrating against the warm expanse of Laios’ skin, “Me too.” And past that, there is little else between them to say.
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This just in: chronic overthinker overthinks.
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Chapter Text

Laios’ skin is smooth and warm, and impossibly soft.
A couple years of sitting on a throne instead of constantly moving, fighting for his life in dark and dingy dungeons, has steadily lent itself toward a slightly less muscle-bound core. Even the sword trainings a king like himself is permitted has not worked to regain what his body once was. Laios has never complained about  this consequence of his new station as much as he has about the sedentary-ness of it all. Less movement, less adrenaline, less freedom. Kabru understands it. While Falin gets to travel the world, researching to her heart's content, Laios is essentially a pretty bird in a gilded cage.
But he can't find it in himself to feel bad. Not right now, as his fingers drift, squeezing and pressing against the small pouch of supple fat gathered in his lower stomach, just below the navel. Laios has undeniably been eating to his heart’s content in his body’s pursuit of extra calories to save. He can feel it underneath his palm, and he imagines how it may look as Laios stands. If it presses uncomfortably against his regal attire. If Laios has had to loosen his bindings more often than not to accommodate the brief change in his physique.
The softest glow of moonlight bathes the room in bright streaks. They had changed positions in the past hour or so, Kabru laying on his side behind Laios, body curled around his king as much as he can with his much shorter stature. Laios is mostly quiet, and he has stopped tensing in pain from cramps. 
Kabru supposes that would be from the quick progression of his full heat enveloping his body. And his senses with it. As Laios dissolved into a state of less words, more hitched pants and light shivers, an odd sense of peace had fallen over him, overtaking his more tactful sensibilities like a turbulent wave. 
His baser instincts derive a kind of pleasure from tending to his needs. It’s a deep, primal satisfaction that croons and rumbles in its greed, reveling in the knowledge that he is the only one here who can do so. Only he can lay in Laios’ nest, enshrouded by the grand canopy and the scents of his pack. Only he can lay next to Laios like this, touching him with an intimate breed of duty. This sweet, heady scent is one that only he can smell so strongly, pressed up right against the very source. One who trusts him to be near, and to be kind to him at the same time. Something territorial has already laid claim to this person and his nest. And an ugly part of himself he has chained in the back of his skull is speaking, a continuous, deep, resonant sound like distant thunder; make it  physical.  Make it  real. 
Perhaps the heat is enveloping them both, because Kabru does not fear the fathomless depths as he had just hours before. He’d gotten this far by trusting in himself entirely, but at very inopportune moments – with very  specific people – this part of himself comes alive again, scoring at its prison of bone and cartilage with old, distorted digits. 
It’s the most obedient slave of his baser instincts, and though it does not make the majority, it would unsettle him enough in these moments that he could only attempt to make distance and wait for it to die off once again, solitary and starved. Around Laios, as his advisor, enough distance was hard to achieve. And now, as impossible as distance is, and with both of their biologies lending a hand in making it  stay impossible – well, the dead have come to reap what it is owed. And Kabru does not fear it. 
It’s hard to tell when his gentle massage had darkened with less-than-pure intentions. If he had to guess, it would be between the point at which Laios had stopped speaking in that awkward, yet earnest manner only he can manage; and the point at which Kabru had started hearing the serene croon of the damned.
His dark, calloused fingers have gone off their predetermined trail of pure innocence, the eagerness just to  help.  They trace over his stomach, rubbing into his sides, perhaps pressing just below his navel. Now, as Laios visibly begins to switch – his motions have become investigative and teasing.
It's not a hard change to notice. Laios starts shivering just slightly, his breaths audibly shaky, and he leans even more into Kabru’s body, seeking out more than warmth.
It only takes about another twenty before the king reaches out and finds one of Kabru’s wrists, ceasing his gentle motions, and turns his head over his shoulder, half-lidded honey-gold eyes glossy and face notably flushed. He pants out, suddenly breathless, “Kabru?”
Kabru’s eyes are open, gaze bared and wide as he looks at Laios. It feels as though he could consume the entire scene with just his sight alone, as though something within him would give and swallow everything up. 
“Laios,” he answers, voice low with compulsion.
The man has trouble with his words, overwhelmed and yet under stimulated and completely frustrated by it all. His eyes flit and flutter, lips gasping and grimacing, body strumming with restlessness. “Kabru–” he utters again, voice far more forceful with desperation.
Ugliness rears its head again, and Kabru ducks his head down, hiding the expression he feels himself make with the ginger grace of his lips against the back of his shoulder. “Laios,” he repeats, murmuring against him softly like applying scented oil upon his blessed skin, “tell me what you need.”
“I-” Laios pants and trembles, his voice trailing into obscurity. Despite his current state, he still has enough of himself to feel shame. Embarrassed by his wants, his needs, to the point of muteness. But they are so pressed together that Kabru can distinctly feel how his shapely legs move, squeezing against each other in a way he knows is stimulating.
Another shift, eliciting a shaky exhale from his lips. His voice is quiet, tentative in spite of the demands of his biology, “Can we–you–” He cuts himself off with a low hitch. It trembles like a sob when he can’t seem to grasp what he needs to convey it properly, and Kabru feels something wrench as he gives into mercy. Close enough.
He pushes out of Laios’ shaky grasp, allowing his hand to wander down, lower than the plump skin of Laios’ healthy appetite, and into the valley between his thighs. He still has his undergarments on, as useless as they probably are now, and as Kabru welcomes himself to a bold feel through the cloth, he knows for himself just how unnecessary they are. His fingers are wet already, fascinatingly smooth with the abundance of slick fluid flooding his groin. Laios jerks up with a gasp, his thighs slackening with surprise enough for Kabru to quickly place his hand more snugly between them.
He traces the wet outline of his folds, teasing and yet serious all the same. “Is this what you need?” he whispers into the shell of Laios’ ear.
Laios whimpers, “Please.” His voice is faint and desperate. His eyes are clenched shut. And when beseeched so nicely, who is he to refuse?
Kabru moves his fingers up, following the outline to the point where the folds meet. He feels a tiny nub poking ever so gently through the thin, damp cloth of his ruined undergarments and draws a circle over it without a second thought. The sound Laios makes is unvirtuous, a gasp and a heave all in one. He shifts forward quickly, as though trying to move away from Kabru, but he keeps his hand firmly planted where it's settled, using the pads of three of his fingers to press and twist and turn over his clit.
Kabru follows as Laios shifts, a raft moving with the current. He makes sure they are pressed close to each other, even as Laios shudders and squirms. 
“Calm down,” he says slowly, breathing it into a royal, flushed ear when he manages a series of rubs that makes Laios curl, the fat of thighs making it much too hard to move his fingers any further than he has. “I can not help any more than you allow me to.”
His throat bobs with a wavering swallow, and Kabru watches a bead of sweat trail down his shiny neck with rapt attention not unlike one of those dungeon bloodsuckers. Laios stutters and stammers, but the tension in his thighs relents, giving way for more freedom for him to do as he pleases. He takes the opportunity for what it is, moving along his predestined trail with an innate sense of duty that not even a sudden quake could displace. 
A new sweep over the sensitive nub under his fingers draws a low keen out from the depths of Laios’ throat. Another quick set has Laios’ hips rolling, both into and away from him, alongside a series of long moans. His bum grinds against Kabru’s still-clothed cock as he shifts and twitches, pulling a surprised hiss from his own lips with a lightning-hot jolt up his spine.
He’s already rigid against his undergarments as it is, but he has been paying it little attention. He could have done nothing more for it, actually, when faced with the picture that is Laios before him. Indecent and repressed. Taut with budding pleasure that only  he  can provide. But Laios’ frantic movements have pulled it back into recognition, and it pulses greedily with bothersome resolve, almost painfully strained within its restraints. The urge to rut desperately against Laios’ back hits him with terrible force, but the need that inhabits the front of his mind – the need to see to his king – is far, far greater than that which cries for his own release.
Kabru leans back, just far enough to allow Laios to fall powerlessly onto his back, unable to stay stable on his side, no longer supported from behind by his advisor. He looms over Laios’ tense and vulnerable form on a steady elbow, finding it easier to move his fingers with this advantage, as well as easier to avoid the man’s backward movements against himself. He can only focus on Laios at this moment, nothing and no one else. He stares, boundless and uninhibited, at the writhing king before him. The way his body shivers with stimulation, the standing of his hairs on the peaks of goosebumps, the glistening of a sweat-slick neck. His face is rosy and his eyes are glass and his breaths grow quicker and more shallow.
“A-Ah, Kabru–” Laios voices out in high, drawn out gasps. He kneads his poor, abused clit with the wet friction of Laios’ underwear just a tad rougher, catching it between his index and middle and twisting and pulling, and he chokes on the rest of his words in favor of a trembling cry. His thighs collapse apart, exposing his soaked core. A thick, almost inebriating scent of slick overwhelms his senses, like a flood through a broken dam.
 Don’t fight,  he thinks, uncontrolled and resounding, but just barely avoids verbally expressing it. He fears that whatever expression he is making in his enthrallment of the poor man beneath him already says it with enough clarity.
“Wait–” Laios’ hands shudder and reach out, digits splayed as they struggle to take hold of Kabru’s dutiful hand, barely able to grasp at his wrist again. His grip of sheer desperation is not strong, hardly uncomfortable, and is certainly not capable of putting an end to Kabru’s motions. His hands pull weakly, as though trying to drag him away from his core, trying to stave off the pleasure every other part of him seeks. But the way Laios’ hips cant up, following his hand uncontrollably, urges that he sees this through. “Wait–!”
Kabru switches fingers, now pinching the nub between his thumb and index, jerking it with gentle though firm pressure from its base to its tip. His feeble hold gets tight abruptly, but one last set of unyielding tugs forces him over the edge. Laios arches back, eyes clenched shut, toes curling, head thrown back against his plush nest with a sound that rolls out of his chest and up into a high shout. His garments and the parts of the nest directly underneath him have dampened even further, slick surging forth from underneath the cloth and completely drenching the fabrics. Absently, a miniscule part of Kabru praises the fact that Laios had thought to put towels down first.
As Laios pants and shivers, Kabru contemplates leaning back on his elbow, with the intention to give him a bit of time to recuperate, but this little bit probably won’t be enough to last him even five minutes. Just a droplet in the fierce inferno of an omega’s heat. So, with quick uptake, he traces slow, lazy circles around Laios’ clit, secretly reveling in the softest sounds he makes in overstimulation, and whispers just moments later into his ear, “May I?”
Laios hums, dazed and a bit confused in the aftereffects of his first orgasm. Kabru smiles kindly as golden eyes open and land on him. Then, even as their eyes stay connected, he moves his fingers. Slowly, surely, sliding them up to his soft, pale stomach and pushing them back down toward his groin, pressing lightly underneath the waistband of his undergarments.
His core is warm and expectedly moist. As it pushes into the space, his hand feels smooth and slick, like covered in the richest of oils. And as he moves a reverent, feather-light touch against Laios’ bare, delicate folds, going no further as he watches the man before him, his quiet breaths slow in waiting.
At his expectant smile, Laios’ dark eyelashes flutter briefly over his hazy gaze and he tilts his head to the side, and Kabru finds himself swallowing quickly –  again –  at the stretch of his flushed neck. His lips part marginally, and with a hitched inhale, Laios nods. 
He starts with a leisurely pace, easing him, getting him accustomed to his direct touch, the warmth of his dark skin, the lined ridges of his palms, the rougher pads of his callouses. And with a murmur of encouragement, he gingerly presses a finger into him. It slips in rather easily, aided by the sweet saturation of his heat, and Kabru finds that not much poking or stretching is needed before he adds another finger. This is a bit more of a stretch; Laios’ hitch in breathing says so itself, but Kabru is slow and careful, as though treating a wound after battle. 
Or, well. Not quite like that. While the sensation that runs through his veins feels like the very same adrenaline, the buzz and clarity that comes with the aftermath of battle is simply not here. Here, in the dark and stilled expanse of Laios’ chambers, in a fortissimo of pants and shudders and breaths despite the otherwise quiet night – time and space feel odd. Distorted. Thick like rich syrup dripping off a spoon in hefty mounds.
It's a close enough comparison, though Kabru knows that the way he handles Laios is much more careful than he would in that kind of setting. He’s unhurried, as there is no threat of a second attack - and he affords himself the time to savor rather than needlessly rush. His fingers dance and glide against him, treating him with tenderness one would similarly afford something spun out of silk, and yet he does not hesitate to – if a bit cruelly – persist in the form of rubbing and pressing taunts.
The warmth of Laios quivers around his digits as he stirs them around, and when he hooks his fingers up, searching languidly, Laios jerks with a breathy gasp, his head thumping soundly against the headboard. Kabru assuredly follows, as he has both in step and in thought, and plays something mean when he continues with reckless abandon, hooking and pushing into the same spot repeatedly. Laios lets out a weak, sort of strangled sound, his toes curling with each assault. His trembling legs attempt to push himself up, away from the feelings budding out of Kabru’s motions. But Kabru slips further down the bed, hooking the inside of the closest pale knee over his shoulder to keep it there.
Laios wrings a quickening moan out of his chest. He’s so easy, too easy to move within now, and Kabru presses a third finger into him. It slips in with such little difficulty it’s nearly obscene. Wetness envelopes all three of them, pooling out of Laios in sea waves, soaking his fingers. His gaze wanders, eyeing the fascinating slick-shimmer of his inner thighs, something carnal and wild flooding his salivary glands. 
He contemplates adding a fourth just for the hell of it, to test just how far Laios’ body will yield, but the king suddenly gasps raggedly, arching back on the ball of his other foot, legs spreading wide open as if there is nothing left in his body to keep them closed, to make him resist. A low sound pulls and vibrates from the pit of his stomach, dragged through the depths of his throat, and Laios seems to pull at it back and forth with a series of hitched and quivering gasps, each pitching higher than the last.
His hooked knee pulls forward, as if trying to return to its owner, and for all he doesn’t act on it, Laios is actually stronger than Kabru in terms of raw strength – not to mention in this kind of setting. Taken just a bit off guard by the way he is suddenly pulled ever closer, Kabru works with the force, grabbing the offending ankle with a tight grasp and holding it there as he dips low to avoid any further pressure.
It’s not the best idea, however, and he knows it, feels it in the deepest parts that one can possibly feel anything at all. He’s so low he can nip at the fat gathered in the crease of Laios’ thighs where they meet his groin. He’s so low he can use his mouth for more than desperate pants and wavering instruction. He’s so low that his head has begun to swim with the potent scent of sweet alyssum, completely battering his olfactory system, thoughts utterly indecipherable as they cycle down a dark drain, wants indiscernible against his  needs,  skin shivering as the innermost sins of his nature awaken.
It’s nothing innocent that leads him through his actions. Belatedly, Kabru understands that. It couldn’t possibly be innocence. He can’t cover it as anything honorable, like making sure Laios is truly satisfied during his heat. This isn’t willful ignorance, either. Hell, it can’t even be called benevolence. 
It was the pursuit of knowledge, maybe, if he’d give it a more noble name. Immorality, as another. He’d known what he’d find at the end of this particular rope, knew how Laios would generally feel, but nothing is set in stone and every part of him had wanted to witness in real time – not in a vision nor a dream – just how many flavors of life Laios comes in.
What is not up to speculation, though, is how intensely pleased he is with his king’s response to his selfishness. How Laios releases a cutting hiss when he wraps his lips firmly around Laios’ swollen, pert clit. 
It was a sudden, all-encompassing craving all too impossible to ignore as he watched it peeking out at him from under its protective hood like a secretive creature in its burrow. Strong, shapely thighs seize around him once, twice, up and out and desperate as Kabru  sucks.  A low keen vibrates all throughout Laios’ body and his back arches away, but his spasming hips roll into Kabru’s face and suddenly sweet slick floods before him so quickly he feels like a man half-drowned. 
He keeps at it, lips firmly planted around the abused nub, gently suckling and licking Laios through his second orgasm. He hasn’t taken his fingers out yet and in a quick spur of cruelty he decides to continue playing, stirring and hooking and pressing in places he has already committed to memory.
Kabru doesn’t give Laios a lick of reprieve even as he feels shaky whines tremble across his warm, sweaty skin. Laios wriggles and squirms, overwhelmed by the persistent sensations, but Kabru follows the waves of his body tenaciously, adhered like an encruster on the hull of a ship. 
He feels rather than sees Laios rasp out, “K-Kabru-” and he hums in attention, reveling in the way Laios twitches with the vibration against his most sensitive parts. His name is repeated, this time with the air punched out of his lungs as he quivers.
He’s surprised to feel a clammy, though warm, palm land atop his crown, his motions stuttering to a stop, but the feeling is only momentary, and he returns the lost rhythm with series of strong, punishing sucks, kneading his lips around the base of his clit and working around it with his tongue over and over. His fingers hook and push, just as he raises his other hand to press down against Laios’ soft-skinned pelvis, keeping him pinned and reactive.
The fingers of the bold hand shiver and knead themselves into his scalp, digging themselves into his hair gently. He can feel his disheveled curls tangle around those digits, working into his head like an odd little massage. Kabru nearly moans himself at a sordid kind of thought, his cock twitching with a strike of pitiful mental pleasure at the prospect of Laios petting him. The side of his biology that begs to be nothing but obedient thrills at the idea of Laios’ satisfied praise.
The pressure is light, at first, but as Laios gets undoubtedly closer over the course of two mere minutes, it deepens both reflexively and deliberately. His hand glides down, far enough that Kabru can feel short fingernails just barely scratch against his nape, and amongst Laios’ shallow, warring breaths, there is a tension he can’t ignore forming. He thinks of a bow pulled taut, only the slightest movement of his fingers left to bring an arrow its release.
Rather than fight against it, the king seems to welcome his third consecutive climax with hips that undulate up towards him, thighs raising and spreading in needy, desperate acceptance. Kabru is tugged along, further and further up into the shoreline as the net of his curls and Laios’ fingers suddenly push his head in, locked there by strong thighs crossing over his back. A choked cry and weak jerk is all he gets as warning before he once again finds slick spurting out into his face. He can hardly breathe, but Kabru well and truly moans this time, used by Laios for nothing but his pleasure.
“N-no more,” Laios pants breathily when he finally eases, his body going plaint against the soaked sheets. “No more.” 
Kabru, also needing to catch his breath with how long the man had kept him close, is almost inclined to agree. But, even as he takes in breath after breath, even as his body buzzes afloat with the buoying feeling of sweet alyssum traveling in his veins – Kabru knows that he can only take things much, much further.
His cock strains in his undergarments, so loud and stiff now that thinking of it brings about aching throbs. With how Laios’ slick had doused everything in close enough proximity, he’s not even afforded the pleasure of at least a pinch of security. The slick had wet them so thoroughly that what thin cloth is left to cover his modesty is practically see-through. 
The knowledge that, in other circumstances, he would be exceedingly horrified by it only spurs it on more. The urge to rut violently against the sheets, the frame, the nest, his palm, Laios’ leg – keeps circulating back to him, over and over in quick, increasingly-stronger cycles. It all gets ever harder to ignore.
Then, Laios lets out a small whine and shifts slightly, wanton, searching. Every ion of Kabru’s body immediately discards every thought that had not been focused on him. His pulse strums to attention, and abruptly he is stronger than he had been before, drawing himself further along his knees to catch Laios’ eyes from between his legs.
“Kabru,” he says softly. His honeyed eyes are glossy and half-lidded, his plump lips pink, his cheeks so rosy he thinks of soft summer peaches ripening on a sunlit tree, their skin flushed with warmth and sweetness. His temples glisten with iridescent jewels of sweat and a few strands of his choppy hair wilt against his forehead like needy spring leaves. 
This Laios, a picture meticulously painted in the colors of Kabru’s debauchery, is so, so very pretty.
Laios reaches out toward him, fingers splayed open, hand trembling so delicately. Kabru leans forward, setting his hands by Laios’ sides, emerging between his legs as he settles into his warm palm. He does it so quickly and so thoughtlessly that he feels a bit like an old dog. 
“Please,” comes a throaty whisper as Laios takes his other cheek in his hand and tugs him closer with the light pads of his fingertips. Kabru can do nothing but follow after his touch. The plea jerks something within him back into reality, but the tethered gaze keeps him obedient to his touch. Laios isn’t content. Laios isn’t comfortable. Laios needs more. His instincts howl high and low, thoughts wild. One central message remains in his brain, bright and loud and bold – there is so much more Kabru can do for him right here, right now. But Laios pants, “I-I need…” and trails off. 
Kabru tilts his head, warmth pooling in the pit of stomach, a rush of blood boiling his lower regions, the strain growing more demanding as he picks up the barest meaning of the words spoken to him. His head feels heavy, though his senses feel sharp, all the while his thoughts feel thick and syrupy in the brain. It’s the heat, the scent clouding his mind, the potency swirling within him like accursed elixir.
He’s too slow for Laios, who makes his needs even more transparent by crossing his legs over Kabru’s backside, weighing his hips down like concrete. In a surprisingly bold movement, he rolls his hips up in two long draws. It’s as heavenly as it is agonizing. He nearly bites through his bottom lip in a harried attempt to grit his teeth to bear against a flash of searing heat that crashes over him.
“All right,” he says, and his voice comes out dry, ragged. Laios rolls again against his cock, seemingly enthralled by his own pleasure. Kabru shudders so hard he nearly falls face-first into Laios’ chest, losing his grasp on self-control by the second. His teeth ache, mouth wetting with a need he can hardly manage anymore. “Laios-” The next vicious undulation tears a shaky grunt out of his chest. It takes every last drop of will he can wring out of his husk to utter, “You must be prepared.”
“No,” Laios says promptly.
“You have to–”
“It’s–” he makes a petulant sounding huff when Kabru futilely tries to push himself away. “-enough.”
He nearly begs, desperate to have something, anything other than the screeches of the damned within himself, “It’s not.” It’s all Kabru can do to try and deter him. What he’d done before hadn’t been to stretch him or anything of that nature; it had been of his own selfish desire. 
Laios whines, low and drawn-out,  “Kabru.”  His dissents cease immediately, mouth snapping shut, brain going silent in the face of a deep-rooted response. Laios shifts upward again. He falls to his elbows, sapped of his will’s strength, and can’t resist Laios’s last few tugs closer to himself. His head hits the soft, thinly clothed skin of Laios’ chest, held there firmly by Laios’ fingers. His mind can’t keep up, but his body continues to shake with each cant of his hips. 
“Laios,” he gasps for purchase, like he’s bobbing in a vast ocean, continuously being dragged underneath the surface of callous need. It yanks at his ankle, pulls him under. He feels something bubble around him, over him, coming up. “Laios–”
Shapely thighs tighten around him, pulling him in as close as he feels he can possibly get to another person. In the face of Laios’ bout of dizzying control, used as an inanimate object for Laios to rut against, Kabru feels pliant and yielding. He clings to him. He can’t keep his head above water. 
The clothed friction as Laios drags and wriggles and humps against his cock with wicked fluidity brings him closer to the edge, but it’s the abrupt rush of slick quickly lubricating the crevices squeezed between them, and the low timbre of Laios’ sweet, unrestrained moans that vibrate through his chest, against his ear, that make his vision go white.

If anything, having his own orgasm was more painful than leaving his needs unattended. It feels like having opened up Pandora’s Box. Now that Kabru has experienced the utter ecstasy that is finding his release – finding his release with  Laios at the very same time – he may never be the same again. Even after this…truly bizarre appointment. 
He had tried to prepare him again. One last fleeting effort at going about this somewhat the right way, but Laios wouldn’t hear of it. He’d hardly gotten his fingers into him for a minute – three, right off the bat; and his body had welcomed them in so effortlessly, like a lost love, a missing piece, warm and supple and wet – before, impatiently, the man had squirmed up and away, rushing them along. If he weren’t as disoriented as he already was, Kabru probably would have pushed the matter further.
Instead, he plants his hands close to Laios’ sides, sinks into his welcoming heat, and fights with everything he has left in him not to come undone on the spot.
Laios lets out a soft, wavering sigh, oddly going lax where Kabru had somewhat expected some sort of tension. It’s as if he had been waiting for this, craving for something – for him, something wretched croons from within with rapt desire – to fill him up. Which, he must have, if the past few minutes are any real demonstration of his zeal. 
He doesn’t really wait for himself to bottom out. He doesn’t really have to, because Laios hums a quiet sigh in permission and Kabru is quick to comply, lest Laios decides to make a repeat performance and take things into his own hands again.
Their pace starts off slow. It’s been too long since Kabru has done anything like this, and while this is likely the first of several couplings between them for the duration of this heat, he wants to savor it as much as he possibly can. Going at it savagely, uninhibited and unbridled, won’t do if he wants this particular flavor to last on his tongue.
Laios doesn’t seem to dislike it, though, as Kabru pushes in and pulls back methodically, steady and measured. He just seems content that he has a cock inside of him, and that it is moving at all. His eyes are closed, head leaning back against the edges of the nest. His chest heaves with low, breathless huffs with each careful thrust. Kabru can see how flushed his skin is, as his shirt, soaked in sweat and slick, has ridden up in all the activity. It's bunched up to his expansive chest, brushing over his nipples.
He grows more comfortable in his rhythm; confident now that he will not cum embarrassingly fast or lose himself enough that he'd hurt Laios in his greed. With less focus on those, he can look at the scene with open eyes, a clear head - or as clear as his head can possibly be, right now. 
And he is abruptly reminded of the contrasts between their heights. Kabru isn’t so insecure an alpha that he’d feel unnerved by the height an omega like Laios has on him. He wouldn’t have gotten this far if he was, but as he peers down at the pliant body beneath him, he finds that he meets Laios’ shoulder-line. It doesn’t take long for his eyes to inch over to his neck, at the bare patch of skin that will someday house the mark of someone bold enough to take from the king of the nation. 
He looks away quickly, instead bringing some much-needed attention to the pert, pink buds exposed to the open air, Laios’ nightshirt bunched up just above his chest in all their movements. He trades one urge for the other, and dives down to catch one in his mouth in time with another thrust. The body beneath him rolls like the tide, from his bum to a back-arch, to a lengthy stretch of his neck, his head throwing back into the nest. 
A wavering keen is pulled from his mouth, long and arousing. Kabru resists a sordid want to lick a line from his chest up to his chin, to lap up the trembling vibrations along his tongue. Instead, he suckles and nibbles at the nipple in his mouth, channeling the energy he receives out of thinking about sinking his teeth into the gland sitting unattended on his neck, consistently fluctuating his attention between the two.
After a particularly harsh suck, Laios gasps out,  “A-ah,  rough!” and flinches back, but his hands are in Kabru’s hair, holding the back of his neck, and they are pulling him in closer, keeping him where he is. He attempts to soften his actions, but the king squirms and whines petulantly – or as petulantly as one can in this setting – until he returns to his previous vigor.
He can feel a familiar pressure building in the lowest part of his core, warm and binding. After the taste of release he’d gotten before, he knows he won’t last. In haste, he changes tactics, pushing himself up with his hands and pressing down firmly against the plump fat in Laios’ lower stomach so his hips won’t lift. 
He aims to angle in a way that will brush that spot that Laios had liked so, so very much before. As his king quivers and gasps, his aim ringing true, Kabru knows that this is yet another odd thing he will have memorized about him. Branded upon his brain with the intensity of a searing mark, it will be there, unshakeable, like all the other peculiarities that define him.
Kabru continues on his brutal offensive, relentless and nearly frenzied. Laios, far beyond words, groans and grunts, his strong legs crossing over his back, his hands grabbing and firmly gripping onto his shoulders as he clings for leverage. His fingers are not nearly tense enough; Kabru would like to see the marks they can leave on his skin – and he would like to see them for  days.  
His honey-gold eyes are clenched shut, his body tense in trembling anticipation as he is pulled ever closer to the edge. Kabru thrusts and shoves, and at some point, there is a resolute obstruction, something keeping him from conjoining with Laios completely. 
An omega intrinsically craves a knot during their heat, he knows. An alpha’s body, even far from rut, will perceive this need and obey it, he knows as well. Yet, he’s still surprised when peers down at their union and sees his own knot forming. It explains part of the pressure he had registered previously. Even when he looks back up, sees Laios’ flushed and pleasured face, hears his vocalizations of delight - he thinks of it. Knows it’s there. He’ll knot his king, well and truly. 
Too many parts of him to count are thrilled, even as others shake in incredulity. It’s like eating forbidden fruit or stealing from the gods. The idea of marking Laios so deeply is  exciting.  He feels an intoxicating pulse echo through his entire being, a vivacious heartbeat, fire igniting his veins. 
He lifts himself from Laios’ ruddying chest and stares - and he can’t stop it. He stares at the rosied and teary face below him, reveling in the mess he’s made of him. Kabru can recognize the animalistic possession for what it is. It’s so exhilarating it sickens him.
At a point of unbridled ferocity, he drives himself fully inside of Laios. His knot catches on the rim of Laios’ entrance, keeps them attached to each other, secured. The man lets out a blissful sound so loud and raw Kabru thinks it’s a sob. He wants to go check in on him, but Laios’ body is tightening around him, his fingernails are piercing into his shoulders, and – and he follows him right over that edge.
The knot works well at keeping Laios content for a while. And now that the most pressing of his needs are met, he’s limp and pliant, melted against the surface of the nest like hot wax, holding his partner in place against him with long, heavy arms against his back. Kabru tries as much as he can not to move, tries not to disturb his quiet comfort, even as the post-climax clarity draws over him like the woolen blanket his mother had spent so much on in his youth. 
But it’s hard to ignore that he is lying down on Laios’ chest, momentarily too spent to pass the time – however long it will take to exhaust his knot – on ramrod-straight arms, respectfully avoiding even the slightest brush of their skin. It’s hard to ignore the heartbeat pulsing against his face, and the reddened nipples in his line of sight. And it’s especially hard to ignore the fact that he is hilted so deeply inside him, the king of the nation. That Falin, that Marcille, that Laios, that he  himself  had allowed things to get to this point. 
It’s easy not to immediately panic, if only for the potent heat scent twisting his head into spun sugar. He makes the mistake of shifting once, as the clarity dips his heady inebriation into a calm buzz he can think through. He regrets it, as the knot tugs, coaxing a wince out of his eyebrows. Even the most virile alphas can’t perform so quickly and have a pleasurable experience. Not outside of rut. And right now, still in the process of…of  knotting  Laios, the slightest whisper of attempted-copulation is enough to worry him. Laios makes a slight moan at the feeling. A breathy, pleased one, because omegas don’t tend to suffer the same misfortune and are capable of enjoying several orgasms in quick succession – and Kabru feels himself  sweat.  Laios has, after all, proven that he is willing to take what he wants, if impassioned. 
So he goes still on top of his chest, as though afraid of waking the sleeping dragon and wills any worry about just how compromising this stint will make their relationship hereafter. He spends what feels like the better part of half an hour like this. It’s so comfortable against Laios that he could fall asleep. And there is nothing to say or do. No cramps to try and soothe, not when Laios’ biology is more focused on wringing out and storing any last generous drop of his spend from the knot.
It’s a bit of a curse when the knot deflates enough to allow him free movement again. It had not been an unpleasant way of being held, even with the distinct, though faraway fear that Laios would start right up again before anything had been finished. And when Kabru shifts, drawing himself free, the man makes a long, displeased sound that pulls woefully at his spirit.
“Kabru?” Laios questions, tracing his name with his tongue in a soft, whining tone. His head is raised, looking down his chest with wider, more alert, more piteous eyes. What’s funny is that he’s not new to it. Sometimes, with other options of persuading Kabru exhausted, he turns to this expression as a last-ditch effort of getting what he wants. What’s scary is that he still can’t stop himself from saying no. Not that he would, in this case.
A few minutes later, Laios is perched on his stomach, a layabout pillow from the farthest border of the nest positioned under his hips. What an ugly thing that roosts inside of him, Kabru thinks to himself. Having the king of the nation settled in such a pose. It’s not quite a textbook presentation position, one of complete and utter submission – but it’s quite reminiscent. 
And he’s certainly…standing at attention already. Kabru’s not sure what makes it arousing, but he suspects it’s not as much the play in power as it is the person he's playing  with.
He sinks into Laios for the second time, and the game is on once again. He grunts, has to grit his teeth at the heat that envelops him, as if he’d already forgotten it. As if the feeling it had imprinted upon him is hollow compared to the reality. From his position behind, he can see the way Laios arches at the new intrusion, the way his lips move as he lets a small gasp grace the air. 
Laios’ body welcomes him with wet ease, and Kabru plays around with the licentious idea of his cock having molded his insides like clay. With how long they had been knotted together, it’s a curious thought. 
He answers to a hesitant wiggle with a few curt thrusts, having to find a good handhold and a good way to pace this while on his knees. Laios’ backside is as generous as the rest of him, all plump and soft flesh protecting the muscle underneath. He finds, intrigued, that he has a hard time getting a nice grip on his pale hips. As he finds purchase along Laios’ inner thighs, warm, pudgy skin swells in the wide gaps between his fingers. It'll be hard to keep the same grip for too long like this, but it's not a bad problem to have. Not even close.
A steady beat ricochets across the bedchamber as Kabru finds his rhythm, pulling those pale hips back and driving himself back inside. Laios is transcendent; he stretches limberly along the nest like a cat, the lines of his strong back arching in a concave curve, his hips pushing outward to welcome each thrust. He can feel the vibrations of his sweet moans trembling across the ridges of his back and deep within the supple fat lying pliant in the cage of his fingers, and they sing straight up the veins in his wrists. He can see the white-knuckled grip the pillows are being held with, rocking with each snap forward.
It wouldn't be appropriate, maybe, to inquire if he has done this sort of thing before. Kabru has certainly done more than he cares to share. But he has also made it an informal mission of sorts to take in as much of Laios as one can possibly hold, and the innermost parts of himself are all too greedy. 
It wouldn’t break him to find out that Laios has had other relations before – he wouldn't have the  right to feel that way – but no part of him would take it easily, either. He'd have to settle to simply be better, in such a way that nothing he had experienced before, and nothing he would venture to experience in the future would ever compare. That's how the devil of his spirit works. Alphas compete, even against an enemy unseen. Long after this, faced with a new challenger on the royal stage, it may just be his undoing.
"Oh, you remarkable thing," he murmurs now as he dips low, following the curve of a pale spine with his chest. Laios keens, lowering and widening his stance on his knees to welcome him in further. The shift opens him up wide, makes it much easier for him to receive Kabru’s hunger. Kabru reaches around in kind, releasing his thighs and grasping at his stomach for better support.
He is reminded again, of the gentle curve of fat Laios has, seemingly recently, become endowed with in the weeks preceding this sudden heat. His fingers grace the rotund patch of skin, tracing and pressing, until he garners enough of himself to palm at it lightly. For a moment, he sees an impossible image. A phantom of immeasurable absurdity. It’s fascinating, in the way one thinks of things they know they certainly should not have.
Kabru can imagine it, his pelvis tight and prickling with sparkling alacrity. He can visualize that which lies underneath it - a womb. He thinks of this pouch, less of indulgence and more of child. Laios, six or seven months along, carrying low and heavy in his abdomen, hips wide, gait slow to accommodate it. He'd have to stay off his feet. No more running around as he likes to do to avoid working, sneaking away to slack off in the stables or through the servant passages. He already dislikes this sedentary lifestyle as king, but as a pregnant omega...well, Kabru imagines that he'd like the required rest even less than he does now.
A baby. The possibility is inconceivable, really. He couldn’t do that to him. He wouldn’t. Yet, with a more harried pace and brutal thrusts into Laios than burn even his well-trained thighs – the visage grows over him like fog. He sees life-giving skin adorned with deep, defining marks. He sees newly-fitted royal attire, accounting for the quick growth in his stomach and chest; and he can hear the wisps of petulant complaints, pouty lips as he bemoans a fresh ache. 
Unthinkable. Forbidden. A better man, one much better for Laios than himself, would have plucked his own eyes out for just daring to imagine the sight of it.
However, Kabru can’t help the breathy moans that leave his lips. The idea of something as simple as tending to sore feet and aching backs is enough to make him feel the intimate pressure of a budding knot. He surely won't last like this, and after already memorizing Laios’ various tells, he knows that Laios isn't quite as close to the edge. So he deigns to cheat. Just a little bit.
A prompt rub against his thrice-abused clit makes Laios tense immediately, fully unprepared for his cruelty. Kabru grunts alongside the tight pressure clenching around his flesh, holding onto the other man tight as though to evade pleasure’s capture. The full berth quakes with the thunderous cries muffled into the pillows. 
Laios is disjointed; he does not move with Kabru anymore. He arches further into the bed, nearly making a curved shape Kabru wouldn’t have thought possible with his figure. The king drops his hips, hiding away from his touch  again  between the weight of his own body and the solidity of the bed. But the pillow beneath them keeps his bum raised, and his own sturdy, single-handed grip on his stomach keeps Laios elevated enough to continue. 
He’s quick with it, pressing his hand against the nub and reigning fast, firm circles upon it.
He’s crying out, head thrown back from the pillows he strangles with his iron grip. He rocks forward, a desperate move to evade the devastating attack, but it was a large pillow Kabru had trapped under his hips. It makes it all too hard to struggle over. “That–my–” A long, drawn-out sound drags from his throat, growing loud in the open air. Kabru feels his motions smooth over with a small gush of slick. But he knows. Laios hasn’t come yet.
He switches back to swift rolls and jerks between two of his fingers as he focuses the remainder of his sanity on knotting him again. His legs burn with exertion. Laios’ toes curl. 
He gets in one, two, three more vigorous thrusts before the knot pops inside, simultaneously filling him and plugging him up. Kabru has to bite back a sharp cry as his climax peaks upon him. An instinctual focus keeps him tethered to the present as he kneads and tugs and pinches Laios’ clit, making aching, stuttering rocks into him until he comes with a piercing, trembling sound and a powerful squirt. Only then does Kabru submit to the crest of his desire.

“Dire wolves tend to injure themselves quite extensively during the mating process,” Laios is saying, his back nestled against Kabru’s chest during a lull in his heat. “They are rather territorial, and they stay that way despite their drive to mate. Though it may have some part to do with how they tend to pair up. You see, most packs have an alpha-pair, which consists of the dominant male and dominant female in the pack. They maintain the pack’s social order, and as you can imagine, they are usually quite assertive and decisive–”
Kabru hums, half-listening to his words as he silently marvels at Laios’ lucidity. At the crest of his third day in heat, he still finds it amazing how, in these circumstances, Laios can be so…normal. It had been a shock the first time, waking up at the crack of dawn on the second day to see curious, and notably  coherent,  eyes staring back at him. His heat certainly wasn’t over yet, and he’d infrequently fluctuated between almost-desperately impassioned and vaguely communicative for the rest of the day. Kabru hadn’t known what to make of that, really. And he had thought about bringing it up to Falin soon, but here he is again, this time speaking as animatedly as he usually would when prompted about his less-than-popular interests.
“These packs are typically only 8-10 wolves in total, excluding pups. What’s interesting is that, in certain situations, the dominant male will mate with a subordinate that is not the dominant female. But subordinate wolves rarely mate, as attempts can be met with resistance or aggression from the alphas. This usually happens at times of great distress for packs – such as the death of the dominant female – or if the dominant male is–” he hears a shaky inhale and sees Laios’ shoulder tense minutely, and he absentmindedly moves a hand to massage Laios’ soft stomach, “-particularly forceful.”
What’s interesting about being so lucid during heat is that one feels the cramps that the altered state of mind usually masks. Kabru had learned that the first time around, nearly running off for the medicine the minute Laios suddenly grimaced in pain.
He can already see the effects his actions have, as his pale shoulders ease and his breathing steadies. 
“What are the ramifications of mating a subordinate?” Kabru asks, prompting him to continue. He has no real interest in the subject, but Laios loves to explain these things to others, and Kabru likes to know that he's enjoying himself. 
His shoulder lifts, and Laios’ head turns back slightly to jovially beam at him. As though he hadn’t paused, the subject is picked up right where he left off. “In most cases, this kind of pack structure can lead to internal competition and opposition. If the role of the dominant female is taken by an omega or beta female, then the rest get discontent and start openly challenging them.” 
He starts drifting off into his own thoughts again, knowing that Laios will be content with just this for the time being.
“Hmmm. Oh! But there are a few packs I’ve heard of in previous travels that have succeeded with that kind of unusual organization–”

Kabru swiftly packs away all he's learned of Laios like a collector storing rare artifacts–thoroughly, with a sense of value and purpose. His mind is a perpetual motion machine, gears turning and cogs grinding and oil churning endlessly. Constantly inputting the new information.
A few things he has learned, in no particular order:
First, Laios has a mole hidden in his inner left thigh, all too close to his groin. It's a cute little thing. Deep brown in color. As tiny in diameter as a small bead – maybe 2 or 3 millimeters. It demarcates a rather sensitive part of his body, and Kabru uses it like a twinkling star in the night sky to guide him north. Brushing his fingernails across the area just past the mole, running his tongue over it, or using his teeth to nibble at it just a bit always has Laios shivering for something more.
Second, he is very energetic, in ways Kabru hadn't expected. He's quick to recover and is consistently ready to go again. He'd heard about this seemingly limitless stamina in heating omegas, but between his previous overwhelming worry for Laios and his internal insistence not to think of Laios in any...unlikely contexts, he simply hadn't connected it.
No one he's ever observed leering about heats in passing had ever lamented the resulting effects on an alpha partner outside of rut. He's always been ready to give Laios what he wants in one form or the other, and this is no exception. He enjoys that Laios feels comfortable enough to take as he pleases, too, deeper into his heat. But the fact is, as ready for the challenge as he'd been, Kabru can hardly keep up. 
Laios is as insatiable for intimacy as he usually is for the delicacies of the deepest dungeons. He'll come by Kabru's hands or mouth, but then whine for his knot. He'll come on Kabru's knot, then whine to be filled again as soon as it deflates. While it’s public knowledge that omegas can do this so easily, frankly, he's never been so ashamed of the limits of his own body. 
Third, there’s the physical dependance. Both inside  and outside of intercourse, Laios enjoys some form of touch. Kabru has always held others at an arm’s length, both figuratively and literally, so spending every waking moment wrapped around someone else is hard to adjust to.
Laios likes to be embraced while knotted together. He likes the small, but thorough abdominal massages he receives to relieve the cramps. He prefers positions that have them closer together than those that don’t. He dislikes it when Kabru leaves the nest for any reason, typically pouting when lucid enough, or whining pitifully when not. More often than not, Kabru has to quickly and carefully peel himself away from Laios as the man rests in order to relieve himself. He won’t eat without being prompted to and even then Kabru will have to be inside him or holding him in some manner. 
Which brings him to a fourth, more peculiar thing. He eats far less than Kabru has ever seen from him. He’d been moderately ill, once, a few years ago – very early in his reign. Even then, unable to taste and smell, Laios had practically inhaled his meals with a gusto. Here, he won’t sit still for more than a few bites and sips before squirming. It was odd, even frightening, to witness when Falin brought their first set of supplies. He’d nearly thrown on something and rushed out to find her again, fearful that Laios’ previous ailment had returned, but some further prodding allowed him to find ways to work around his lack of appetite.
And lastly, he’s learned a plethora of truths concerning Laios’ body. His preferences, his distastes, things that could be worth later exploration in the heat.
Laios is not impartial to a sharp, cutting sting to contradict his pleasure. Long, dragging scratches over his thighs or back work best. He also doesn’t dislike a pinch in certain places. That’s as far as Kabru is willing to take it, much too cautious to do more, but Laios seems pleased with what he does regardless.
He comes quickly when stimulated with his clit. It’s sharp, a piercing, inescapable sensation, and when Kabru abuses its presence, he always jerks and jolts before succumbing to his will. Penetration is much slower; something Laios eases into and something that builds gradually on its own. Orgasms like this tend to wash over him, simple and comfortable as warm waves over his body. He has a bundle of nerves down there, he’d found, easily located by deft fingers – about a centimeter in, on the upper wall. When that place is nudged or even brushed up against, he makes such a delightful sound that Kabru can’t help but wring out more in the same way. 
Laios by far prefers to be penetrated. It offers a level of intimacy and a soothing sense of comfort any other method to pleasure him does not. It also frees Kabru’s hands and mouth to tend to other things. But when he’s close, Kabru has observed that he enjoys a bit of extra stimulation to drive him over that edge. A few circles atop his clit, a few tweaks of his nipples, harder thrusts against that bundle of nerves inside, or some combination of the three. 
So for this little wrinkle in time, nestled in the confines of his obligation to Laios’ heat, there will be use for this information. Kabru has a much harder time placing much practical value to it when he thinks of their true roles outside this. 
Over the years, he’s learned that any information is useful information – but for his own sake, his rationality ponders if there is a reason for him to keep it once they are solely man and king once more.

The knock rattles the door and startles Laios into pause. 
Kabru turns his head so quickly to look at it that he hears his neck snap. For the briefest moment, he’s tense, curled over Laios, ready to defend him from an intruder. But rationality strikes like lightning, and his hindbrain curls up in the very back of his head. 
This would be their daily delivery of supplies. Judging by the light, almost shy, rasp against the wood, he suspects that it’s Marcille. Falin’s knocks are more steadfast, lacking the typical hesitance one would have when potentially interrupting…well. 
He blinks back into his body, suddenly feeling rather foolish for his gut reaction as he slowly twists himself into a seated position. They weren’t doing anything this time. It’s a rare moment where Laios is content with simple touch more than anything else, much to his own relief – and so he was just listening to the soft, though no less passionate, reflections of what he had learned from the latest dungeon exploration report to hit his desk. Nothing more than gentle caresses against Laios’ tensing stomach passed through his fingertips.
There is a faint shifting next to him. Kabru glances to the side to catch the golden gaze striking his temple. Laios is staring at him, and if they were words coming from his mouth they would have no inflection. It’s unnerving, in that way only he can be. Of course, having been around him this long, he knows what this is.
“It won’t take long,” he says, tone tender in reassurance, but as he starts attempting to move out of the nest, Laios’ mouth pulls downward, a doleful look peering at him from his eyelashes. Instinct stirs and churns inside of him again, like embers flickering back to life. Displeasure sours his tongue; just the barest concept of leaving him all alone in his nest makes Kabru feel rough. An indulgent part of him welcomes the idea of ignoring her. Leaving her waiting at the door for an answer that won’t come. Settling back into bed. Embracing under the covers. Luckily, Kabru is largely self-preservative, and he knows that he needs to eat. They  both need to eat. So he reiterates, still tender but with a firmer foundation underneath it, “It won’t take long.” The comfort may not just be for Laios.
Disentangling himself from the nest takes more time than he’d expected. The sheets tug at him when he moves and the blankets are somehow twisted around his legs. When he slackens their hold on him enough for a quick escape, Laios sits up too, his lips bowed in a proper pout now. 
He won't leave his nest – it’s a safe space etched into the depths of his instincts – Kabru knows, so he smiles at his king kindly, taking an unnecessary step to kneel atop the bed and gingerly easing Laios back into a lying-down position. He doesn't speak this time, but as Laios grasps gently at his wrist, he pushes a blanket into his hold instead, pressing its corners around his prone form as though tucking him in. The man's eyes follow him, but with his nose in the soft material, he goes lax. It'll have to suffice for now, a lackluster substitute for his warmth and scent.
Kabru shivers, his feet padding against the lavish carpet lining the king's chamber. He almost regrets leaving Laios’ side, feeling a vague understanding of why he was so reluctant to let him go. These chambers are quite cold without the dependable warmth he’s come to rely on. The empty air pinches at his skin, like the vaguely icy caress of spectors brushing against him.
Another series of knocks spur him into action, a renewed vigor taking over his movements. The sooner he gets to the door, the sooner he can get back to tending to Laios in the nest. He makes it halfway before he recalls that part of the reason why he's so cold is because he's completely bare.
He turns on his heel, whisking an abandoned robe off of the wooden dresser it's inhabited for the past few days and then rushing back. Kabru can only imagine the kind of reaction she would have greeted him with if he'd actually opened the door naked. 
“O-oh? I was just going to come back?” Marcille stammers, halfway turned from the door. She's the balls of her feet, twisted around as though she was about to tiptoe away. “I didn't mean to interrupt you or anything!” He's leaning out from a space in the doorway, not quite out of the threshold, but enough for a good portion of his front to be seen. He offers her a reassuring smile, but her eyes dart over his body - from his face to his neck to his bare chest and down to his feet - and her face blossoms in red. 
Truthfully, Kabru doesn't understand why; he certainly doesn't bear any marks of their couplings. No bites, no scratches. Maybe ruffled curls and a particularly potent scent, but not much other than that. It's possibly the fact that she can see patches of skin that she would not otherwise be able to see. 
The robe was quite obviously thrown on with haste. It shows in the low dip from where the sides meet, the sloppy knot at the waist, and the fabric bunched awkwardly at the shoulders. Kabru makes it a point to cover himself appropriately in his position, but as it is now Marcille is privy to a dangerous dip down his chest and the smooth canvas of his ankles.
“No need,” he hums. They weren’t doing anything, he would try to mention, if he wasn’t certain that the attempt to assuage would have the complete opposite effect. He purposefully eyes the tray in her hands as he starts to change the subject. “What did you bring today?” As her eyes slide over the food, he makes a mad attempt to adjust the sleeves and the knot as subtly as he can. 
“Oh, um – it’s some braised manticore meat. Two harpy egg omelets and spiced giant root vegetables, with a side of fruit.” Despite the slightly disturbed tone of her voice, she hands it over with care. He grunts as its heavy weight is slid into his arms. “Senshi arrived last night to make it.” He’d expected as much. Senshi usually likes to take over the kitchens for Laios’ triannual heats. Not too many cooks are as...gifted. In the arts of monster-made cuisine.
“Thank you,” Kabru says politely. He prays that Laios has enough of an appetite to enjoy it. He doesn’t think he’ll be able to eat what’s left uneaten in the wake of the man’s poor hunger – which is, unfortunately, quite a sizable amount – as he has these past few days. Not with food catered to his unconventional palette. “I’m sure he’ll appreciate it.”
They stand in silence for a few moments, during which he debates simply turning around and reentering, the conversation having finished, but she reaches out with soft words, for once calm.
“How is he doing?” she asks. 
He sighs, the image of Laios as he’d left him flashing in before his eyes. “Well, given the circumstances, he’s doing much better than before. The fever has yet to return as of right now. And he’s rather…normal during his more lucid moments.”
Marcille nods, a breath of relief leaving her lips. “That’s good. Keep up…” And then she bursts into red again, surely unable to end her statement in any good way, “...the good work?” The mortification on her face is even palpable to him, as he sticks on a kind smile in avoidance of awkwardness. It doesn’t quite work as she fidgets and sputters, trying and failing to save herself. Kabru, his arms shaking under the healthy weight of Senshi’s work, pastes a different, more polite smile on his face, using his most diplomatic tact to get himself out of the situation.
“Thank you. I’m sure Laios appreciates all the support. I do as well.” Then, he steps back out of the threshold, barely hearing Marcille’s squeaky,  “ –f you need anything!” under the heavy creak of the door closing behind him.
Senshi has managed to outdo himself yet again. Truly. Looking down at the tray in his hands, Kabru doesn’t exactly mean it as praise. 
At least it smells good.
The gentle rustling of sheets brings his attention to the new problem at hand. Laios’ blond crown of messy hair peeks out from the high edges of his nest as he approaches, curious eyes and all. He’s loosened the blanket Kabru used to buy himself some time, and it’s pooled over his legs like a forgotten cloak, soft yet burdensome.
“Kabru?” he questions, and the way he says his name sort of reminds Kabru of a parrot. It’s the head tilt, the wide eyes, the inquisitive tone. 
“Our meal for the day,” he hums, putting the tray down over a nearby chair. He’d learned on the first day not to put it down on the bed right away, and has since dragged one of the light, cushioned chairs in the bedchamber to the bedside, using it as a waiting cart of sorts. 
Laios lets out a soft noise, leaning back down comfortably on his side when Kabru sits on the edge of the bed – quelled by the fact that yes, Kabru is here in front of him now. He should really be thrilled, perked up by the prospect of a meal. One of Senshi’s, for that matter.
“You will eat,” Kabru says, throwing a stern look back as he tinkers with the dishes. He means it. 
Though, he gets it. Truly. The demands of his heat have him more sated by sex than food. But between the previous fever and the knowledge of how lively Laios should be with food, Kabru has taken a bit of a firmer stance than he’d like to have to assume. The displeased look – or as much as one that Laios in  this state can come up with – that he receives makes him sigh. Hopefully he won’t make it hard.
The meat has already been cut up into easily edible pieces, and there isn’t much cutting to do with the omelets, so Kabru plates a bit of everything, apart from the fruit, and returns to his place in the nest. 
“Come. Sit up,” he instructs, ushering Laios to a seated position against the headboard. It’s easy enough to do after carefully placing some pillows down. Once he’s more upright, Kabru forks through the soft harpy egg omelets and savory manticore meat and raises it to Laios’ lips. 
He’s obedient, for the most part. Though that’s usually how it goes at the start. He’s obedient and he opens his mouth readily for more food and chews well and sips some water when Kabru offers it and smiles brightly when Kabru praises him for it all. In between Laios’ slow bites, he also feeds himself. He's not enthusiastic over the particular cuisine, but it's delicious nonetheless.
“Good?” he asks, as if he had slaved over a steaming cauldron to make the meal himself. Damn him if it doesn’t make his chest curl pleasantly, seeing Laios content with what he’s given.
“Goo’,” his king chirps in response, beaming back at him, his mouth half-full with monster meat. There’s a refreshingly familiar glint in his eyes. Just a trace of that look he gets when he’s truly enjoying a meal. “Wha’ ith it?”
He looks down at the dish in his hand, forking through some roasted veggies this time. “Erm–manticore meat, harpy egg omelets, and giant root vegetables. I’ll give you some fruit afterwards.” He offers up the next forkful, and hums in approval when Laios takes it well. 
They get through another few peaceful rounds, and then Laios starts his predictable resistance.
He gets wriggly, fidgeting with his fingers, legs constantly moving, eyes starting to wander elsewhere. Cramps, likely, and the desire to do something else. Here, Kabru tries to rush it. One glance at the dish has him making a face. More than he had hoped there would be left afterward, though less is left than there was in previous days. Still,  determined,  he presses on, refusing to let Laios slip away from the task at hand. 
Kabru gets just a couple more, before Laios gives him a new expression. Bashful, almost. Quick glances at Kabru’s chest and lap; uncertain motions with his finger; the rhythmic shifting of his body against the sheets. This is when he relents with yet another a small sigh, biting into a bit of the leftovers himself. 
He grabs at the nest – now much less hesitant about moving its components than before – and molds the pillows and a bit of the blankets against the headboard so that he can lean back comfortably. Then, he reaches for Laios’ thigh, garnering his attention rather quickly, and leads him atop his lap. 
“You’re causing quite a bit of trouble,” he murmurs up at the expectant gaze weighing down upon him, but the smile Kabru answers with is all too indulgent. He doesn’t mind tending to Laios in this way, certainly prefers it to all the endless paperwork and tiresome meetings he endures at his side on a daily basis. There is something domiciliary about this kind of duty, something so private it makes his stomach ache.
Laios tilts his head to the side, blinking down at him with half-lidded eyes. “Can we…?” he starts, his warm hands lightly grasping his advisor’s shoulders, and Kabru finds himself allured by the tongue running across his pinkened lips. 
He hums, tracing his fingers down his back. “Will you eat a bit of fruit?” The immediate nod pulls a chuckle out of his chest. “All right,” he says then, easily agreeing to the trailing request. “Help me out of this robe?” Laios is all too eager to push his fingers into the knotted belt, loosening the material enough that Kabru can wiggle out of it and throw it safely to the side. No need to get it dirty, after all. 
Now…as for the  other thing he has picked up in the duration of this heat. 
He’s half-hard already, just from the transcendent sight of Laios above him and the feeling of Laios’ slick leaking down onto his own thighs, he lines himself up and guides his king down upon him. For the amount of times they’ve done this, he can never get used to the feeling that envelops him whole when he enters Laios. It’s like a surge of raw, untapped magic. Overwhelming, leaving no room for control. 
He settles his head back against the headboard, closing his eyes and letting out a low huff to adjust, as Laios takes him in fully. Kabru opens one eye and just stares at the content expression presented on his face. Little more than a pleased sigh leaves his king’s lips. As though he’s already grown used to Kabru within him. As though he is scratching the right itch. As though this is all he could ever want. The possibilities pour endlessly out of his head, wetting his tongue, tingling his nerves all the way down to his toes.
One hand boldly laying on the meat of Laios’ thigh, he reaches out to the side with the other, pulling another dish from the chair with the very tips of his fingers. The bowl of fruit he had left to the side. He doesn’t bother, this time, with forks or pleasantries. He doesn’t worry about the potential mess or formalities.
This time, he takes the bowl in the palm of his hand, plucking a single berry out with his fingers and pressing it against the plump mound of Laios’ lower lip. Golden eyes crack open at the gentle poke, peering languidly first at him, and then down at the fruit he’s being given. The advisor feels, even more than he  sees, his mouth open up in ready acceptance. He pushes the berry against Laios’ awaiting tongue, shivering from head to toe when it swipes against his fingers as it welcomes the fruit.
For all that he  Devourers , Kabru feels far less like some horror-stricken victim sacrificing to an open, all-encompassing maw. No, as he watches his king chew what he has provided with rapt attention, right now Kabru feels like the most devout of servants, offering devotion in its purest form to his god.
A bit of fruit juice escapes at the corner of his pink lips, trailing down to his chin. Kabru leans up, letting out a breathy moan in time with one of Laios’ own as he shifts inside of him, and slowly laps at sweet ambrosia.
His offering has been accepted. Now he’ll reap his blessings in turn.

Kabru clenches his eyes shut, hiding. Hiding away from the sight that lies in wait before him.
“Tell me,” he pants, his words curling softly against Laios’ neck like feathers. “Tell me more.”
“Be-Beholders tend to feel an intense sense of individualism-” Laios’ breath hitches, a gasping inhale wavering in his throat. His shoulder trembles, his neck curving back into Kabru’s forehead, brushing his short locks against the nest. “They feel superior to all other creatures.”
Kabru nods along, though in their current positions Laios would be unable to see it. He has him on his side, one pale leg hoisted up with a hand under the knee, the others tangled in a twisted mess as he garners enough purchase to fuck into him from behind. “Tell me why.”
“I-” The words drag into something low, gravelly, tugging on the walls of his throat. He lets out another set of desperate inhales, and says, “Self-adulation. Egoism. They–oh–” A long, drawn-out whimper as Kabru stretches his leg out further, thrusting furiously.
 “Why?”  he grunts again, bowing his head against Laios, voice hard as an order as he restrains himself. He can’t discern why he asks. He has no need for this information, likely won’t ever have a need for it.
“Paranoia. Won’t trust – can’t trust others,” he answers, words varying in intonation, sentences broken. “Too much of a – ah, ah! – threat–” Powerful moans squeeze his core. His dark hand is wrapped over his side, firm against his stomach, and out of a sudden need Kabru presses inward. His belly undulates with exertion, supple and pliant under the pressure. With this position he feels so deep inside of Laios. He can imagine feeling the outline of himself in there, rocking into him, filling him up.
He opens his mouth, but nothing more comes out. He won’t prompt him any further. He can’t. He’s at the end of his rope here, but Laios’ passion for these monsters marches ever forward, out of every single hole and pore. He hasn’t stopped  talking,  fragmented pieces of his thoughts flowing out of his mouth like wine straight from the bottle. Kabru can’t speak. 
He snaps his hips forward, muscles burning, nerves crying for release. Laios’ entrance teases around his knot in a way that infuriates his deeper being. With another fierce shove, it buries itself inside. Wet, hot, and malleable walls greet him once again as Laios releases a tight sob. It’s the umpteenth time in several days, but Kabru hasn’t tired of this song and dance yet. 
His eyes fly open, lips parting around helpless groans as he succumbs to another orgasm. The lights blur and swirl in his vision, and then his sights steady forward on the flushed skin tensing in front of him. The most forbidden of places upon Laios’ person. Suddenly, he’s far too aware of the way his teeth ache, the way his arms lock around Laios, how tight his back feels. All of it, out of the instinctual urge to do what nature dictates he should.
Kabru throws his head back, heaving for breath, tearing his gaze away from temptation. Unease rakes at his sides, the polarity between it and his pleasure not all that arousing a feeling. He worries, dimly, what would happen should he get complacent. He can’t help but wonder if restraint is becoming a cage he’s all too eager to escape.

Tonight, Kabru doesn’t feel the chilly night air nip at his skin. Nor does he feel the bare patches of floorboard, peeking out between countless rugs and woven mats, bite at his feet as he traverses Laios’ spacious bedchambers. Knelt at Laios’ bedside like this, he’s relieved at the absence of both.
Tonight, Kabru has lit up the hearth.
A soft glow has enveloped the whole room, carefully illuminating the space in amber-gold. The dancing flames nestled across the berth cast their long, lazy shadows along the walls. The warmth they provide is benevolent. Though another dark, silent night has settled over the kingdom, tonight the bedchambers feel like a distant, almost dreamlike realm far, far away from it.
Laios’ prone form is sprawled atop his nest, soft pillows cradling his bright crown of tousled strands, various blankets bearing the heavy brunt of his exhaustion. He’s completely bare, always running warmer than most. Kabru has grown so accustomed to it now, has memorized every ripple, dimple, and dot adorned by his precious figure so deeply that he truly doesn’t bat an eye. The polite hesitance he had displayed before has long run off to the hillside.
He’s not asleep, though he’s close to it. His face is peaceful, but his eyes are open, staring calmly at Kabru as he does his work, his eyelashes quivering with each languid blink. For all they’ve done today, he isn’t surprised that the day’s demands have caught up to him, weighing him down into the comfort of the bed. Thus far, however, he’s resisted the sweet temptation of rest.
“You’re cooperative tonight,” he says quietly, his voice low and teasing, though the smile tugging at his lips betrays the lightness in his tone. He folds the sleeves of his robe over his upper arms and then dips his hands into a large basin of warm water resting on the chair beside him. From the depths of the basin, he tugs out a wet cloth, wringing tightly in his hands until it’s light and damp. With a small plop, he drops it on his back. “You did well today,” Kabru praises, nodding to himself.
And truly, he  is strangely proud of Laios. He had eaten nearly everything in his dish earlier without raising a fuss. He hadn’t made trouble when Kabru left the nest earlier to relieve himself like he has in the past, no clinging to his back or tangling their legs together to keep the alpha close. Some parts of Kabru, the parts led by his innermost wants, had missed it – the larger part had been pleased. It’s a lot easier to get these things done without consistent whines and persistent clinginess tearing at his composure.
Laios hums comfortably in response, and Kabru chuckles as he curves his back towards the light rubbing. The sound is low, akin to a purr. He thinks of petting a cat, though Laios is certainly more like a dog in most cases. Excitable. Blissfully oblivious. Loyal, even when it’s inconvenient. This heat has shown him so many new sides to his king.
With practiced care, his hands move, pushing the warm cloth across Laios’ flushed skin, gently washing off the traces of today’s activities. He doesn’t do this often. In fact, it’s the first night since the beginning he’s had the time and energy to pull himself away from Laios’ side and lug a heavy basin across the room to give him a good cleanse. Perhaps their time together is coming to a close, the end rapidly approaching like the quick roll of dark clouds. 
The better part of his rationality hasn’t yet settled down from its high, and he knows it. There is a pleasant buzz reverberating in his skull that has not calmed. Like the echoes of a pleasant song, singing over and over again in the background. 
He has not stressed about the work that is likely piling up on his desk – even though Marcille swore she would help sort through it in his absence – and he has hardly thought about all those agreements and disputes he is to mediate. The driving prickle of needles within him, pimpling his skin, raising his hairs – none of it has occurred. He doubts that he would have moved from his spot even if it did. 
Most pressingly, he hasn’t considered how messy the bed on which they sleep is. Potent with their shared scents, tousled and rumpled, damp in some places, dry in others, and all kinds of other mayhem he believes would be best not thought on. With how tiring it’s been at the end of each day, he’s hardly focused on anything more than the briefest post-coital care. Tonight however, he’s found himself rather energetic.
Kabru supposes that’s one main objective for an omega’s heat. To ply the alpha with the promise of pleasure. To dig into his brain, desire clouding every pragmatic thought. To tame him; make him easily malleable under the omega’s will. To disorient him enough that he won’t get antsy or violent. To dedicate him wholly to tending to his omega until the period of vulnerability is over. 
For a moment, dipping the cloth back into the basin and squeezing it out, a dry smile pulls at his lips. Just how many of his own actions – or lack thereof – were  induced by Laios? 
 “Mm...feels nice…” the man in question sighs softly when he rests the warm rag against his cheek. His words slur, muffled slightly against a pillow. Golden eyes flicker closed, but he doubts they’ll stay that way. Laios has been battling sleep tonight like it’s personally done him wrong.
Kabru blinks, broken out of his thoughts by the appreciative murmur. The motions have long since been taken over by his hands, his brain far out of the equation. Laios opens his eyes again, an inquisitive sound curling out of his throat at the sudden pause in his movements. He shakes his head in response, putting on a kinder front before the slow, searching gaze.
“It’s nothing.” But there is something. 
He’s under no illusion that he was ever completely unaffected, but knowing that the influence is present stirs that odd  something within him. Something far more complicated than he cares to admit.
“Water?” He asks, tilting his head to the pitcher resting on the bedside table. The urge to deflect in front of those eyes is puzzling even to him. Laios is in no way going to question him further about this. Not right now. And he’s never been all that good at reading others.
For a couple beats of worrying silence, Laios stares at him with this hazy, half-lidded gaze. He knows how to keep his body relaxed. How to keep a disarming smile on his face. However, Kabru feels a strange cold sweat come over him the longer it remains. Surely, there’s no way–
“Mmph,” he huffs, closing his eyes and shaking his head in a way that pushes his head further into the cradle of pillows underneath him. Kabru is still, his heart pacing in the aftermath.
The brief moment of unease settles. With a quiet sigh, he pushes it aside and sets back out to work. Perhaps this would be better revisited once he’s finished and Laios is asleep.
He continues with Laios’ face, gently gliding the fabric over his full cheeks. He has to softly coax Laios to turn a bit so he can access the both of them, but the warm water erases the faint sheen of sweat from earlier still lingering on the skin. His touch is light, reverential, as he smooths across a pale jawline, easing the weariness from his features. He brushes along the gentle curve of his lips, careful not to press too hard against the reddened skin. Kabru lets his gaze linger there for a moment, just watching Laios’s lips as they part slightly under the flow of a quiet breath. 
Repeating the process of wetting the cloth, he then wipes the contours of his nose and his chin, his temples, and then he moves upwards, rubbing through the lightest wisps of blond hair sticking to his forehead and sweeping them up away from his forehead. He drags the cloth back down to his ears, careful to trace the delicate curves of the shell, and rubs at the back of them. He gets underneath his chin, eyes skirting away from the unmarked canvas of his neck, and guides himself further south.
He’s persistent. Thorough. As Laios sinks deeper into the embrace of his nest, Kabru rubs down the groove of his back, the perfect plains of his thighs, the fleshy slopes of his calves. Decades of walking through wilderness and long forgotten places, years of exploring the deepest bowels of dungeons have not yet faded with disuse here.
Kabru is tender, oh so tender, with his feet. They’re calloused and scarred and weathered and sensitive. They’ve carried him out of danger and into preeminence. Laios quivers as he glides over the soles. His toes curl and stretch when he cleans between them. These parts carry the stories of Laios. Once an explorer, now a king.
Then, he trails to a slow stop. There is no more surface area left to clean. Laios is asleep. The water is quickly cooling.
He has to ponder. Where had his own actions ended, and those provoked by the heat began? 
Before this lavish bed in all of its luxury and grandeur, he stays knelt. The only sounds resonating within the royal bedchambers are that of the rhythmic breaths in and out of Laios’ lax body, and the low crackles from within the fireplace. 
Just how many of his acts can he accredit to pure biology? How many of Laios’ own can he blame on circumstance?
Kabru closes his eyes, tilting forward until his forehead plops against the edge of the bed with a low  thump. 
Tonight, there are so many things to think about.
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As it turns out, Kabru does not have this under control.
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Chapter Text

Kabru certainly does not do it on purpose, but in the middle of the night, there is a passing thought. 
A swift, fleeting thing, like a hummingbird in the garden. Or one of those odd things that scurry across the castle grounds when Laios, intrigued, wants to study it. It had scuttled through his rational mind in a little blip, but Kabru is quick. He’d caught it, if only to be aware of his internal wellbeing, and suddenly it comes to him. Rapid and ruthless like a lightning strike. 
There’d been a moment, several actually, where he’d nursed the idea of Laios’ plump stomach being anything more than brief over-indulgence. Where he’d nurtured and grown it in the heat of the moment. It is an enjoyable thought, especially in a situation where his hind-mind is more useful than not. But now, laying calmly against a pale back in the dark of the night, his member nestled serenely inside Laios’ warmth–out of the need for intimate connection than sex itself, really–he can think.
Two vials. A scent stimulant and pain medicine. That’s what Falin had given him at the very start. Nothing relative to a contraceptive. Of course, the girls had to have seen through that particular possibility. It’s a heat. A third of the tall-men population originates from heats. 
But…had they? What if they hadn’t?
While he knows a lot about Laios, even Kabru doesn’t know every elixir he’s on. 
A clarifying fear begins to cut into his being like the sharpest of daggers. All the fuzzy, comfy things that had been floating in his head, over his eyes, shrink and pop into obscurity. No amount of heat-scent would intoxicate him enough to forget it.
He raises his head, supporting himself on his elbow to check on Laios. It’s not like he had expected anything different, but he’s still sleeping peacefully, his chest rising and falling gently under a blanket Kabru had tossed over them. His hair is messy, splayed out in a chaotic bird’s nest, and for a moment Kabru stares at him, wide-eyed, completely paralyzed. He’s dimly aware of his parted lips–all that he can do to evade staring in full slack-jawed glory. 
The thought drags his being through a prickly sense of steadily-creeping apprehension. It isn’t possible. But it is, isn’t it? With all the stress and activity, he certainly hadn’t thought about it. Laios hadn’t told him anything, but he also hadn’t asked. Surely the man had trusted him to know. Or keep track of it? Catching oversights like this. That’s his entire role in Laios’ life. But he’d been careless this time around.
“Laios,” he starts quietly, vocal chords wavering in apprehension. It feels like stepping carefully along ruins, unknowing of under which step the structure will collapse. He doesn’t stir with the one call, but a few quick taps against his shoulder earns him a couple shifts and low mumbles. An errant wave of disbelief at his own situation passes over him. For another few beats of silence, he just stares, the incredulity of the situation stunning him into pause. 
What the hell does he do with this? He can’t–or, he can. He will–would  take responsibility. Should it happen. But there’s no guarantee that it did. Not yet.
This can't possibly wait until the morning. He can't wait until the morning. So Kabru plants his hand onto his shoulder and shakes firmly. 
“Laios,” he repeats, his voice nearly rock solid in its grounding. Urgent. And this time, Laios stirs.
His brows furrow, and his golden lashes flutter with each sluggish blink. He murmurs something unintelligible as he shifts under the blankets. 
Kabru leans over him, half-apologetic and  very desperate. He repeats his name, tone dragging lowly into the depths of his throat like the miserable pleading of a parched man, on his knees, fingers crooked into a despairing prayer clasp. He shakes him one last time, just for good measure, really, as Laios hums and his lashes tremble under the lifting of his eyelids. There is no time to be gentle now; nothing will steady the thrum of panic in his chest. “I-I need to ask you something important. Please try to focus.”
 “Mmm…” Slow blinks, pupils glossy with sleep, the man next to him shifts onto his back. His nose scrunches a bit with a tired grimace. “S’early.”
“It’s not early-well, it’s–Laios.” Kabru puts a hand on his shoulder and tries his best to meet his gaze, even as every blink of the king’s grows longer than the last. “Did Falin or Marcille happen to–did they give you something? For contraception?”
There’s a pause, where Laios’ blinks slow and his eyes are simply closed. It’s like he’s fallen back asleep. Kabru’s chest does a funny little thing. Vexed, panicked, nauseous–all of it churning, churning endlessly like storm clouds. If he doesn’t get this answer now, he doesn’t know what he’ll do.
A waking inhale, and a squint of honeyed gold. “What?”
“Before  your heat.”  He feels like he’s going a bit crazy; the way the words punch out of his lungs. “Did you receive anything to prevent–you know–conception?” 
Laios stares at him, his expression squinting and confused. It’s much too early. On a normal day, he isn’t even awake and up for discussion until after he’s had his first meal, so being roused awake like this so suddenly and tasked to  think isn’t doing him any favors. 
“Laios–” he bites out. He’s at his wit's end, his heart thudding into his feet. There’s a chance nothing will take, but then there’s also a chance something will. He’s halfway through his contingency plan–the strategic unveiling of their ‘secret courtship,’ a dignified resignation letter, an expedited royal wedding–when–
“Oh,” Laios starts, as though the stars have aligned. “The pink vial?”
Kabru freezes. “What?”
“Pink vial,” he repeats, more mumble than words, snuggling back into the covers now that the quest for information is over. “Marcille gave. Got mad when I said it was too bitter.” He frowns now, though his eyes are closed. “‘T  was bitter.”
It could be that, couldn’t it? Though Laios has given him a spectacular load of little information. “When did you take it?”
“Hmm, last week? Before…” So, very likely what Kabru was looking for. Probably. Then Laios hums, shifting onto his side, his pale back facing his partner. “T’s monthly.” Which, good. Great. That works.
A long beat of silence follows. Kabru exhales, slumping back onto his elbows, relief for the most part slamming into him so fast he feels dizzy. He’ll still ask Marcille or Falin the next time they come to deliver supplies, but for now, he knows that Marcille gave Laios something good, and that is something he will run with.
He stays held up like this for a short while, simply willing his heart to calm. Then Laios hums, eyes closed but face tilted toward Kabru as he turns onto his back, somewhere between asleep and waking. “Kabru…?” he says in a floaty voice, his lips parting in a small yawn. He shifts, his arm raising sluggishly in a lazy stretch. Then he rolls onto his stomach, the appendage dropping heavily atop Kabru’s side, coaxing a light  oomph  out of his mouth as his elbows give away and he falls back into the embrace of the nest beneath them.  “Sleep,”  Laios huffs sleepily, a wrinkle in his brow, like he’s personally been done wrong.
The sudden weight makes him jerk a bit, and he stares in dumbfounded silence as Laios promptly dozes off again. 
Sleep. Yes–well, he. He can do that.

He has honestly started thinking that every single alpha he’d overheard in taverns and stalls, grinning and gloating about spending a heat with an omega, either lied or repressed half of the experience. 
The nest is simply tumultuous. Disheveled and pungent with their shared scents. Kabru’s back aches with tiny scratches. His head is pounding along the notes of dehydration. His arms hurt from holding, bracing, pulling. He can barely move anything but his fingers and toes. He’s half-certain that he is hosting bruises in places that have no business being bruised.
He hasn’t been able to leave this room in what feels like two weeks. Truthfully, he has very little idea of how long it’s been. His world has all but shrunk to this nest–this soft, soaked little kingdom of furs, pillows, and pleasure. Time has long since melted in the blur of slick heat and Laios’ flushed skin and the sight of his unmarred neck and the relentless, consuming want that fills this royal bedchamber like steam.
Surely, Marcille is handling things well outside these ornate doors. Surely, the nation has not yet fallen. 
His throat is raw after all his panting, growls, and cries out into the hot air. He has knotted Laios twice in as many hours, had used his fingers and mouth several times before that. His cock has been licked, sucked, swallowed, warmed, and  used  like a toy. He’s had Laios on his back, on his knees, straddling him, spread out, on his side, against the chair, and bent over a counter those few times he’d actually left the nest. Still, these past few days have been full of whining and humming and pouting–  pleading for more.
Now, Kabru lies sprawled on his back, staring at the ceiling, stewing in the ruins of his sanity. The warmth is too hot, the air heavy under the maddening, cloying scent of Laios’  sweet Alyssum. Every breath he takes in feels like a fresh, ill-advised shot of ale, playing with his brain, twirling his thoughts round and round like a plagued dance. 
Kabru is so,  so  tired. Everyone speaks of the ceaseless and unrelenting sex, but no one speaks of the consequences. He was made for this, yes. In some ways. He is but an alpha serving an omega. Feeding him, protecting him, servicing him in every way he readily can. He has done all he needs to. And he will continue to. But this is  far more than he had been expecting. Somewhere, there’d been a miscalculation in his logic. 
It’s almost funny, and he would laugh if he had the energy to do so. As an advisor, he thrives by having any given situation firmly in his command. He’s used to it. He’s good at it, too. And like always, Laios has this awful ability to wreak havoc on his plans. It’s hard to tell when he had let go of his precious grasp on control. Somewhere between Laios in his lap and Laios bent over the headboard. Perhaps when he had finally realized that what looked like clarity dawning on his beautifully flushed face was actually something more predatory taking hold. 
Here, Laios is a true apex predator, living in the deepest of jungles. And Kabru was foolish enough to let himself be led straight into his den.
There’s movement to his left, and he turns his head towards it, blinking blearily as Laios’ face raises up into view. His face is still rather sleepy, the puffy cheeks and the dazed expression lasting remnants of his very recent rest. Bright eyes gaze at the ceiling, then lower to peer at him. He offers this small, pleased smile directly to Kabru–like he’s happy to see that his prey has not moved an inch from where he had left him. 
Despite the dazed quality to his expression, there is a distinct look in his eye. It makes goosebumps rise all over his skin. He is going to die here.
The next few minutes go over just about as easily as they have before. Laios plays with him, kitten licks and indulgent strokes with his warm hand. There’s only so much of that Kabru can take now without hissing in what might just be pain. But Kabru responds.  Of course,  he responds. Because despite every aching inch of his body, he is an alpha, and this is hi–this is  an omega. No amount of bone-deep exhaustion in the world can ever dull that.
Personally, he feels like there is no use wasting his sanity on an orgasm that wouldn’t ultimately sate Laios, but the man has something of an oral fixation. He’s known for the longest time, has noted the way he absently bites the ends of quills, sucks long-gone marrow off of cleaned bones, laps sauce off his fingers, and sometimes bites his nails. Seeing and experiencing are two different things, however, and in place of quills and bones and nails and his own fingers, over the past few days, he’s found a new object to focus that energy on.
With what will he can muster up, Kabru pats and pulls at his damp hair with pleading fingers. “Laios, you don’t–ack–  you can’t–!” But, as always, Laios is just about deaf to his words, and after mere seconds, Kabru’s own hands seem to confuse a tugging motion for a pushing one.  “Damn it.”  He’s gritting his teeth, lips curling to the side in what feels like a desperate snarl, pushing Laios’ head in place as he sucks and bobs.
He drags his tongue along the underside of Kabru’s cock, circling its head, drawing with slow laps. Laios hums as he shudders, heavy breaths wracking his frame, and Kabru lets out a ragged groan against the pleasure that jolts through his system, his hips bucking helplessly, the vibration overstimulating his system beyond belief. He isn't in the mood to be reasonable. Nowhere close.
He's deep in it now–possessed by it–drenched in slick and sweat and a blossoming concoction of their shared scents.
These past few days, he has not let Kabru leave this nest, not even out of his need for carnal relief, but something far more instinctual. Something that demands to be bound, tended to, fed,  claimed.   
For a short moment, he just about leaves his body and entertains the thought of begging. A break, for a few hours. The briefest thought of pushing him down, biting down on his nape, and forcing him to rest has come and gone several times. Each time it rears its head, however, Kabru thinks of sinking his teeth into the side of his neck instead, just about where it meets his shoulder, thereby stealing him away for the rest of his life. The mixture of arousal that he may actually snap and do it and abject horror that he may actually  snap and do it has thus far kept him immobilized.   
There is another slow drag of a tongue over him, from base to tip. And then he is taken nearly whole, a warm hand holding the base of him gently as the rest is taken into Laios’ mouth.
His chest rises and falls in uneven bursts. His hands twitch against Laios’ head, blond hairs wrapped around his fingers, pulled mercilessly in his pleasure. Laios looks up at him from his lashes, nose buried deep in the dark curls that trail from his lower stomach to his groin. His eyes are big and bright, shiny like glass. As mesmerizing as it is, under Laios’ dilated pupils, he feels like the hunted.
The image imprints itself onto his brain, so  very  detailed even as he tears his eyes away, throws his head back, and rolls his hips. A hoarse groan strains its way out of his mouth. His lower stomach warms, tangled and tense. Fuck.  Fuck.  The worst bit is that he probably doesn't even know how arousing that look  is.  And Kabru couldn't possibly ever let him know what it's doing to him.
Kabru doesn't dare look down again, even as his king works him over with his hands. For a person so awkward with his words, Laios has never been bad with his hands. He's had years of wielding his sword, of carefully cutting through his beloved monster meat, of meticulous technique and sharp focus. It shows now, as he handles him with deliberate care. Kabru feels every excruciating second of it; one stroking what Laios’ dutiful attention has left wet nd wanting, the other gently kneading at the base, teasing where the pressure is unbearable.
His world  narrows,  eyes disoriented and head dizzy. He hears his own pitiful gasps, vibrating and catching against the walls of his throat. Kabru grips that blond crown tight, no longer caring of how many royal strands he'll take with him. Laios, this insatiable  beast  that he has become, certainly deserves it. After this–after this–he will take as many days off as he can. He'll leave Marcille and Falin to the task of keeping the king focused on governance and delegation. He'll escape to the countryside and live off the land and forget all about what Laios can do with that accursed tongue–
What undoes him is this single, greedy hum.
It's this low sound Laios makes as if he's enjoying this, enjoying using him like this. And what else would it be, for him to be sucking so fervidly? There is no biological benefit from it. No seed will take from this. His body would not be able to squeeze and siphon a single thing from his knot like this. It's purely  his own  desire. Making him, an alpha, a protector, an anchor, a shield–making him his  thrall. 
Laios holds him through it–mouth steady, hand stroking, accepting every trembling jolt, every choked breath, every helpless buck of Kabru's hips. Enthusiastic attention.
Kabru shudders hard, groaning through his teeth, until there is simply nothing left in him. The moment Laios pulls himself off with a filthy  pop,  his own dark, quivering fingers falling from his crown uselessly, he just goes boneless. What number does that make this?
The static has hardly left his ears, but then his king is moving. Getting up on his knees. And, oh. He knows exactly what this is. There is little to do in order to stop it, but Kabru can at least try to control the pace.
He reaches out to slowly guide him, and Laios rises like the tide, led up by Kabru’s quivering hands on his thighs. He straddles him first, rocks his folds against Kabru’s weeping cock once, twice, three times in quick succession. Kabru shudders once more, far too stimulated. Laios is already slick enough; his cunt has never stopped dribbling  want  since the moment he had walked in through those ornate doors forever ago. He reaches behind, emboldened by the desperate, enervated sounds leaving the alpha’s throat, and sinks down onto it with the ease of rightful ownership.
Today, too, will be long.

The bath was meant to be a mercy, really. 
He’d had enough of the short wash-downs with a cooling, damp rag, otherwise completely trapped in Laios’ bedchamber. He'd had enough of the greasy feel to his hair, the itch across his skin, and the general distaste from lying around in an abused nest like this–which not even the intoxicating quality of a heat scent could cure. This morning, as soon as he woke up, he'd left the nest as stealthily as one as sapped of energy as he could possibly manage. 
The bath connected to the bedchambers is quite luxurious. High, arched windows like what populate Laios’ room, swathed with gentle maroon drapes. They are stained, and when the morning sun hits them, long, colorful reflections stretch across the polished marble flooring. There are a few silken tapestries hung along the walls, depicting all kinds of things Laios personally finds interest in. At some point, incredibly new into his kingdom, the idea of hanging some that displayed flattering depictions of Laios and his adventures in countless dungeons had been gaining steam, and hadn’t  that been a time. 
Kabru can still see it–Laios shifting uncomfortably as he stood in what was soon to be his chambers, as so many courtiers waxed poetic about paintings of blond hair and golden eyes sitting in halls and tapestries of a boyish face and a built form hanging on walls and triumphant music about slain monsters and bloodied hands played every morning and night.
The bottoms of his feet are bitten by the now-familiar chill of the beautiful, copper-veined stone, a small shiver inching from every toe to the top of his head. But he relishes the contrast from the sweaty, almost stifling heat of the nest. 
Committed to his goal for today first and foremost, Kabru kneels at the side of the tub. The basin is deep, set into the floor, and large enough to fit three grown adventurers comfortably. He reaches over the smooth-cut granite rim to run hot water. Then, he allows himself to relent and focus on other things.
Things like… He stands again, turning toward one of the standing mirrors in the room, its stand and frame shiny and twinkling in gold. In the reflection, he sees a weary man, dark curls tousled, eyes sharp but still tinged in exhaustion, posture slouched in a way he’d only allow in his privacy alone. He’s marked up a bit, he finds as he turns to further view himself–the faintest trails of fingernails down his back, tiny curved scabs on his forearms and thighs from Laios’ unforgiving grip. And the mirror can’t even begin to fathom how sore he is, how his head throbs, and how his core aches.
Before he knows it, the bath is ready. Kabru’s short respite in solitude is over.
As the water cools slowly, billows of steam fogging the mirrors and forming droplets on the counters, Kabru walks out of the bathroom, intent on one thing and one thing only. Get Laios inside. 
He doesn’t own an ounce of reservation as he steps right up into the king’s side of the nest and reaches inside to shoulder him awake, praying that the sudden and firm wake-up would disorient him enough to dissuade him from indulging for the time being.
Laios comes to with a bothered hum and a tiny huff from his nose, lazily waving and shifting away as though being accosted by a pest. He tugs one of the blankets over with him, ineffectively covering himself as a serpent.
Kabru tsks, planting a firm hand between his shoulder blades to coax him awake once more. A bleary golden eye peeks open as Laios turns. Though he appears awake–finally–what comes out of his sleep-laden mouth is so slurred and indecipherable that he suspects he is still half-asleep.
“Come, Laios,” he says, willing a bit of that firm, authoritative voice employed in his position to bubble up.
“Wuzzz happenin–?” His face, puffy with rest, is confused as he pushes himself to his elbows. Kabru thinks absently of days when he would be far more active upon being urged awake, the dredges of his active lifestyle.
Kabru doesn’t dare tell him  why  exactly he’s woken him up, too used to Laios’ bratty whines of discontent over the years upon telling him something he wouldn’t like. Instead, he grabs and pulls the blanket off of him in a quick, merciless motion, causing a short groan he dutifully ignores. The morning air is a bit cold, yes, and in spite of the thin shirt he had wrestled the man into the previous night, shapely, pale thighs are very bare.
Getting him out of the nest has become much easier than before, and it shows in the way he is easily able to lead him out with a hand and into the bath chambers. Laios lumbers over unsteadily, his eyes closed far more frequently than they are open. He shivers, arms peppered in tiny goosebumps, when his feet hit the cool stone flooring. Kabru pointedly avoids looking straight at his chest, where his nipples are pebbling, poking out mischievously against his shirt.
He turns his head toward a stone shelf with a generous collection of aromatic oils and soaps. Laios actually only uses one–a woodsy soap, a rather subdued option compared to the more aromatic options available. As he shuffles through them, he can hear the rustling of clothing, an airy plop of something light hitting the floor, the rippling sound of disturbed water, and the satisfied sigh of Laios easing himself into the bath by rote.
Relieved at the little resistance he has faced this far in, Kabru takes a shampoo in this ornamental glass bottle, the scent wafting from its teal, swan-neck a pretty, vaguely-floral one. Then, he grabs the nearly empty glass bottle of Laios’ obviously-preferred soap along with a soft washcloth. No use in choosing anything else.
He kneels at the elevated rim of the bath, resting the shampoo and soap bottles down on it before setting out to work. His hair goes first, tangled and greasy after days without a proper wash. Kabru tilts the rightful bottle over in his hands, gathering a good amount before massaging it gently into Laios’ short strands. Immediately, as his fingers curl into his scalp, Laios hums and lets his head fall back against him. It makes it infinitely harder to knead at his scalp, so Kabru murmurs at him to lift himself a bit and continues to run his fingers through once he has.
His pleased sounds vibrate from his throat, filling the chamber with the noise. Kabru quietly observes him, his closed eyes, the little shapes his hair makes under the influence of the lather.
It was never meant to be a deep clean–no, that will come once his heat has officially ended, when surely Marcille bullies him into it–and so he dips his hands into the water, cupping some into his hands and pouring it out onto his head. This is far more inconvenient than it’s worth, continuously cupping and pouring, washing away only the smallest amount of suds at a time. But he also knows that at this moment, Laios would likely be too lazy to duck his head under the water to get it all out, even as the continuous, trailing mixture of water and shampoo stings his eyes.
Once it’s sufficiently rinsed out, he switches to the other bottle and the washcloth he’d grabbed before. The subtle, woodsy scent, hardly potent enough for Kabru to smell, is rather comforting. The man in front of him gives another pleasant hum as he pours it out and begins to run the cloth over the easily available areas of his skin.
Washing Laios is a largely silent affair. He tilts his face back first, cradling his head in one hand, gingerly brushing the cloth over his forehead, his full cheeks, the contours of his nose, and makes sure to get behind his ears. He moves through the blank canvas of his neck quickly, across his broad shoulders, and then down his arms. He pushes at him until he can tend to his back, and then he gets Laios to raise his legs above water, over the edges of the basin, one at a time so that he can press the cloth against his feet, calves, and thighs.
The pressure he uses is firm, though not cruel, and yet the skin beneath his hands pinkens, vaguely tempting in a way Kabru largely ignores.
Moving onto Laios’ chest, he knows he can’t easily reach it by sitting behind him, or by stretching himself out from the side, nearly slipping in, to reach–so he cuts his losses, and just gets in, sitting on the stone ledge within the basin right next to his king and leaning over to get him fully. He should be bothered, probably, at how terribly inefficient it all is. However, as of right now, he’s grateful he’s even gotten the chance after all these days. 
Now, if only Laios would give him the right–or, rather, if only he had the confidence–to work on that poor, abused nest. As the heat scent naturally lessened, his rational thoughts had grown demanding, and a healthy part of him is loudly bothered that they haven’t changed those fabrics, much less cleaned them, despite all they have done to them. Not for the first time, Kabru internally sighs; this wouldn’t be a problem if he were in rut to match with Laios’ heat. No exhaustion, no outstanding concerns, and very little pragmatism to pester him during the whole thing. Of course, there’s no end to the list of why that would have been an  awful idea.
He could leave Laios to soak for a bit, escaping to replace the towels, shift some clothing to the outer edges, and turn the blankets. However, given the…clingy nature he has displayed recently, it’s hard to imagine he would stay put for long. And then there’s the simple fact that Kabru doesn’t know how to make an omega’s nest, much less adjust it properly. There’s no telling how well Laios would take to that, even as relatively docile as he has been to this alpha he’s welcomed to his heat, and Kabru isn’t sure his body would be able to survive what it would take to ease any distress he’d cause from attempting it. So then there’s–Kabru blinks back to himself. Ah.
He glances up, meeting the bright, golden gaze settled down upon him, and lets out a twitchy, lopsided smile. It should not be possible to feel a cold sweat in a hot bath, and yet.
“Laios–” he says, hands raising up to catch his shoulders, holding him at a distance but not daring to push him back from his lap. There are so, so many reasons playing on his tongue. They’d just gotten into the bath. He’d just scrubbed him clean. The water will get cold. They’d have to re-run the whole thing. Laios gives him a small smile, with a slow shift of his hips and a low, almost pleading,  “Can we–”  And Kabru can’t remember ever, in the duration of this heat,  ever  denying him anything. So when he shifts again, rubbing the delicate folds of himself against Kabru's thigh under the surface of the surface of the water, drawing something soft and aroused out of his mouth, Kabru feels himself giving in. Laios shudders when his leg rises to the stimulation, pressing up to meet his unsteady rocks. He grimaces, as he knows exactly where this will lead, and there is no stopping it now. His thigh tenses beneath the water, bracing instinctively as Laios grinds himself down. 
“You were  just washed,” he mutters, thin and flimsy, closing his eyes for a moment like maybe it would make it easier to hold on to whatever shred of self-control he’s still clinging to. It does not. Laios huffs out a small, hoarse noise that might have been a plea, but it’s not as though he had been doing much waiting for permission. His hips are already moving in short, uneven motions, chasing friction with fervor. Kabru lets his fingers curl loosely around Laios’ thighs, guiding him without meaning to. “Laios…” he says lowly as the man before him raises on his knees in a way that shoves Kabru’s face into his chest, his voice edged in warning he knows will be ignored.
It’s ridiculous. They are in the bath. The water will go cold. They will have to do this whole entire ordeal again. Water is in no way good for this, and he will need proper preparation–but Laios is quick about it, though somewhat at ease in the way he grasps Kabru and sinks down right on top of him. He moans heartily, arching back as Kabru lets a low groan out, fingers digging desperately into the meat of Laios’ waist. Fuck.  Fuck.  He’d known that would happen. It’s too much–to sudden, too tight, too  wet–and his head tips back against the basin edge with a muted thud.
The water sways around them in lazy ripples, but there is little lazy about the way Laios moves himself. Grinding slowly, savoring the initial feeling of fullness, then shifting in steadier motions that have water sloshing up over their chests. Then there is a long and shaky exhale from his nose, the embrace of strong arms over Kabru’s shoulders. Kabru moves his hands to hold his hips with more force, an effort to anchor him, keep him slow, but he only uses it as leverage to move more firmly.
“Feels–so good,” Laios hums with slurred words, an almost pleased sound that curves prettily from his throat. His eyes are fluttering, hands lax yet still settled on his shoulders. “You–always–” Kabru doesn’t hear what he ends with, unintentionally releasing a rather helpless sound with one good roll. He’s acutely aware of every inch of heat sliding down over him. 
The rhythm builds, the gentle slosh of water against skin echoing faintly throughout the baths. Each motion pulls a sharp breath from his lungs. Laios parts around himself so easily, like sheathing a sword, like pouring into a mold. His slick carries over even here in the bath, making each slow sink a special kind of torture. He doesn’t realize that he’s guiding them faster until Laios lets out a soft gasp, digging his short nails into Kabru’s shoulders, leaving faint crescents. His chest presses out as his back arches, and Kabru doesn’t think before wrapping his lips around one of his nipples, having found himself at a perfect height to do so. Arms embrace his head, pulling him in further, encouraging more. 
He can’t breathe like this, crowded up against Laios’ smooth and wet skin, so he pulls back momentarily, heaving in the steamy air. He glances up and blinks at the hazy visage above him, an almost blurry image of Laios smiling faintly, a pink, open mouth, his gaze half-lidded, but it pins him to his seat all the same. Like an artist struck, just barely about to make out the incomprehensible image of God he had been seeking. Kabru can’t move for himself, glued to the sight, but Laios pulls him back by the back his head, back into the cradle of his arms and chest. Here, much of his senses are blinded–by the dark of this cave, by the steam in the bath, by their scents and that of the soaps mingling, by the sedating gaol of water. Here, he can only feel–the tension within himself, the way Laios’ inner muscles pulse faintly, the way his nipple hardens over his tongue, the way his fingers flex on royal hips with a mind of their own. Here, he gives, and gives, and  gives. There will be nothing left of him.
He is dimly aware of the sound of splashing, the water falling over the basin’s edge now. Laios’ movements are growing harder, faster, reckless as he continues to cling. Kabru doesn’t even feel the burn of supporting his descents with small lifts of his own. No, Laios just takes. Rides him like he’s been starving for it, like the bath had been a brief, reluctant intermission before getting back to what he demands. 
He’s not even holding himself together, much less holding Laios steady, when the rhythm shifts. It’s erratic now, with less purpose in the sense that there is now only one.  Release. The change is devastating, each roll of soft hips dragging him up to the hilt and each sink a slow, hard grind down. Sparks fly up Kabru’s spine. The only thing he can possibly do is suck harder, let go with a wet pop, then bite lightly at his chest–the only bite he will allow himself. The king should bear no marks. The noises Laios makes in return are delighted, low moans breaking into sharp gasps. He’s getting tight. Every squeeze drives him closer to the point of no return. 
Kabru vaguely feels one hand lift from the back of his neck, plunging below into the water, slipping into what little space is left between them. Laios leans so far forward that he may as well be a blanket, completely covering his advisor underneath him. His body is taut, not boneless yet. The way he quivers and clutches around him, Kabru can only imagine he is gladly helping himself along.
Then, it arrives. The body above him locks up hard, thighs clamping around Kabru’s hips, a shudder running through every inch of him. The man cries out–a raw, unguarded sound that vibrates through Kabru’s chest, through his muscles and through his teeth and through his nerves–and rides him out in jerking movements, milking him, dragging him right over the edge alongside him. 
A part of him mourns. All of his hard work, ruined. Once again.
As partly a deterrent, partly revenge, when he draws the bath again–he is  not letting either one of them leave until they are fully clean–he adds one of those stronger scents to the water. And when Laios’ mouth curls into another faintly apologetic, though hungry smile, Kabru knows, his stomach sinking, that perhaps he’d been too optimistic for today.

His voice is distant, contemplative. 
“You know part of the reason I left?” It's disjointed, disconnected, dissociative, “It’s–or it  was,  I guess–it was odd to be an omega in my village.”
Kabru can see the moonlight glinting off his honeyed eyes as he gazes up at the ceiling and muses to a silent, though listening room. His heat-frenzied moments are yielding more and more frequently to surreal lucidity. Though they still copulate several times a day, Kabru can sense the end approaching with every hour. With how exhausted he is, Kabru wonders if this episode is nothing more than a dream.
“We were very traditional, growing up. With defined roles for people, based on their dynamic. The line blurred among betas and alphas at times, but omegas…” The last note of the sentence trails in the air for a beat, two, then three. It’s smoke from an open fire, flowing up and up and dissipating into oblivion. “It wasn’t hard to know where to stand, as an omega.”
It’s almost eerie. It was pure coincidence that he had awoken. Something between Laios shifting and his own internal instincts at play. Just a few hours ago, Kabru had been coaxing him to take a few more bites of food before he would knot him again, a caring ploy to stave off the inevitable. Laios had grown exhausted afterward, falling asleep as Kabru tended to the aftercare. He himself had dozed off for a while due to his own fatigue, and now…well. He’d looked over, seen the sleepy, half-lidded stare from Kabru, and just started speaking, as though prompted by the sight of an audience. 
He’s had solemn conversations with Laios before. Between the politics and constant monitoring of internal affairs, it’s a hard thing to avoid. Kabru hasn’t opened up too much about himself as of yet, and in some ways, neither has Laios. 
“We weren’t permitted to spend our heats with others. It was better that way, made it easier to find a good mate, and the village valued our purity above all else. I was young; it hadn’t affected me much. After presentation, my heats had always been short and less intense than others.” Falin had mentioned something along those lines, actually. Kabru recalls this along the lines of other information she had given him before he’d set foot into this room. “But there were a few other, older omegas who suffered from the really bad ones, where help would have been safer.” Laios falls silent, maybe struggling to find the words, maybe struggling to remember. “Things only got busy after a neighbor’s son died.” 
 Busy?  He rolls the word around in his head. He can only imagine what Laios means by it, and he doesn’t like any of the implications.
Laios shrugs, not out of dispassion, but out of uncertainty over what to say next. “I heard that his heats were awful, but his family was rather strict so—I don’t—” Another pause. A slow breath. “There were a few girls who died, too. Way before that, actually. But back there, it was different, I think, with sons. We were valued, but we could still go to school to learn. Tend the fields. And we could enlist.” He draws his gaze along the nest. “So then off I went.”
He goes quiet again. “Then there was a small rebellion afterwards, Falin told me. Omegas could not stand for it anymore. What few others they could rally in support–it wasn’t successful, from what I heard. In our village, we’re—” Laios tilts his head, reflective. “Fine portraits on the wall, I suppose.”
Counting their respective stories alongside each other, the Touden siblings have certainly said more about their past than Kabru himself has. They aren’t generously forthcoming; their stories come out in bits and pieces. Skinny and emaciated tendrils dragged out of a faraway past. Falin’s favorite flowers in the field. The names of Laios’ favorite animals in the barn. A shared family experience. Old acquaintances. Childhood daydreams. A tiny, indefinable look in their eyes with each small admission.
“Looking back at it now, I think I would have liked to partake.” He looks up at the window, a long swatch of calming luminescence escaping in the opening between the curtains. His eyelashes beat with  introspection, glimmering like beached seashells under the moonlight. 
Something crosses in his eyes, then. He quickly looks back down at Kabru, who, up to this point, has said absolutely nothing but has heard everything. A smile grows in the pale canvas of his face. He thinks of the withering plant in Laios’ office.
“Sorry,” he laughs lightly. There’s something delicate about the sound, like the frosted petals of a tea rose. Laios typically smiles so lively, but that same, indefinable expression has settled in his eyes. “I don’t know why I started talking about that.” He almost wants to stop listening, if only to save himself from the vaguest sense of melancholy laying over him. “Sometimes I just think about it.”
Kabru ponders if, perhaps, he’s mourning.

“C’mon, c’mon, hurry up!” a heel nudges at his back, making Kabru frown down at the terribly eager man beneath him.
“Laios,” he sighs, though indeed moving at a slightly faster pace to move his hands and line himself up. “You need to be prepared more than you think.” With his heat essentially having ended just the night prior, his scent fallen back to normal levels, no lingering ill-flush of his cheeks, and lucidity fully returned to his eyes–the amount of slick his body produces when aroused has reduced, too. Maybe he has gotten too used to, well, simply wanting it and taking or getting it. But Kabru knows that they can not be that reckless, otherwise Laios actually will get hurt, and there is no heat-addled delirium left to disguise it as anything more pleasurable. 
“I’m  fine,”  the man insists, prodding him again. “Go. Go.”
As exhausted as he had been tending to him during this time, he can’t repress the smallest feeling of bitterness. There will not be another time for him to be as close to him as he is now. Hoping on another emergency would be imprudent. Laios will always need an advisor, though, and Kabru has built himself up to be the best at what he does. Provided that there is no…awkwardness–or worse–following this appointment, he can still wholly exist at Laios’ side in a professional capacity. 
Beneath him, legs spread wide to welcome, Laios beams up at him, like it is perfectly normal for him to have sex with Kabru, in heat or out of it. Technically, the danger has passed, so even taking this last opportunity is horribly inappropriate. The excuse of ‘making sure’ surely would not hold for long.
He plants his hands on either side of Laios’ ribs, pressing inward gently. You can not be too careful. But Laios hums, closing his eyes in adjustment, and seems ready for movement rather quickly. The fact that he is doing this entirely out of his heat, and still so damn  eager  for it is so peculiar for Kabru.
Is Laios somehow used to this? Happy with it? Having intercourse with his advisor? Well, doesn’t that somehow make everything worse. 
It can not–it will not become a…a  thing.  It’s not normal; it’s not right. Having relations with a member of your court, while not unheard of, raises too many concerns about protoccol and integrity. Scandals still this early into Laio’s reign would be awful, especially being an ever-rare omega ruler. 
“Mhmm, move,” Laios sighs up at him, honey-gold gaze relaxed and contented. He’s limp against the pliant fabrics of his remaining nest, soft hairs tousled against them. His head lies tilted to the side, his stretched neck pale and open, brightened by the sun’s rays stretching across the room, escaping the veil of the lavish drapery. Kabru closes his eyes as he sets their pace.
He wants to memorize it–the exact give of Laios’ body underneath him, the soft hitch of his breath when Kabru angles just right, the way his hands curl loosely in the bedding, clinging for purchase when he gets rough. He leans down–barely by an inch, as he doesn’t dare for more–and breathes him in. No cloying heat scent; just the typical sweet Alyssum, now obedient and yielding. This goes far deeper than desperation, on his part.
“You can’t make this easy, can you?” he mutters.
“Easy–ah–what–?” Laios says, voice low, husky, as his back arches just enough to press them closer. “Ngh, there–” Kabru frowns, but doesn’t verbalize his thoughts, letting his thrusts become his answer. He drives deeper and faster until Laios is gasping, clutching at his shoulder. The soft, pleased sounds spilling from his pretty lips only makes Labru’s own breath hitch harder, his control fraying.
He’s getting close, stomach hot and tight, hips stuttering at the breathy praise pouring out of his mouth as freely as his mindless monster chatter. Laios’ body goes tense beneath him, head tipping back, a moan spilling free as his thighs tremble. Then, he’s reaching up and cupping his cheeks in his large palms, caging him in with his warm fingers. It startles Kabru enough that he opens his eyes, blinking down at his king. His pale hands draw Kabru’s head ever so slightly to the side, over his neck, the very spot he had not wanted to see. The pupils in his half-lidded eyes seem to twinkle with a glint, like he’s just put together a great plan. Having seen this expression on Laios one too many times, his gut preemptively drops. 
“You should–” a breathy sigh, “You should bite me, you know?” He smiles innocuously, as though he had not just given the provocation of a lifetime. 
Kabru just barely fights back the lightning-quick urge to break free and run out.
The feeling of dread is swift and all-encompassing, crashing into him like a wall’s collapse, completely covering the also-immediate, though fleeting, primal feeling of pleasure at the request. No. No.  No.  
What the hell kind of thought process had he just gone through for  that  to be the end result?  Had there been a thought process? Was this him or the very last remnants of the heat speaking? Can he fathom just how bad of an idea that is? There are about a hundred–and counting–things wrong with that which Kabru can pull from the rapids of his mind right now, and yet all hundred remain voiceless as he completely freezes. He doesn’t speak, doesn’t move, barely even breathes. He has lost the ability to regulate his facial expressions, and he can feel it as his eyes bulge, mouth open as he stares down at the man.
 “Yeah,”  Laios says like everyone’s in agreement here, eyes closing, tone blissed out, head shifting to flash his neck better.  Huh?  
Kabru can’t fucking see. He’s looking down, bright blue eyes completely open, and he can’t fucking see. There are lights in his vision. He sees double of Laios’ body. Things are quaking in a way that he wouldn’t possibly be able to navigate properly. The idea–the  idea–had been nice, at one point, sure, but it isn’t going to work in practice.
Then: “Ah!” 
Laios is blinking, eyes wide, like he had forgotten something. He nods along, like Kabru has said anything, and looks to the left corner of his vision in a way that suggests he’s recalling information. And then he sighs. The still-working, more-primitive parts of his instincts worry that he has upset him, despite the panic he has caused. But the man gives him a small, though somewhat amused smile. He pulls Kabru along his shoulderline, pushing his head gently against the crest of his shoulder. “Here.”
“What?” he says, and he means it. He doesn’t understand. Usually he’s so in tune with Laios; he knows what he wants, what he needs, what he means. And to be so shaken out of place like this is like losing the solid ground underneath his feet. He blames it on the dredges of his heat-addled brain. 
“Here,” he repeats, eyelashes fluttering in content, staring at Kabru with meaning in his gaze.
His mouth stutters, scrambling for something to grasp onto. “That’s not–It won’t–” It won’t take. It’s not the right place, so it won’t take. It won’t bond, just result in unnecessary pain and a sour feeling in the pit of Kabru’s stomach.
 “Kabru.”  Laios silences him with his name alone. It’s the last day of his heat, so he is very aware. His voice is gentle and firm, the dichotomy between the very spirited nature of his heat and his present self so jarring that it forces every single thought to halt. 
Warm palms coerce him into keeping Laios’ gaze tethered up to his own, the instinct to obey keeps his head quiet and his mouth empty. And it’s now when he finally registers–that’s the whole point.  
“Why?” The sound falls from him without his consent, like a breath held too long, escaping in a sudden, painful exhale. His thoughts move like molasses, but his brain is always his own. 
He wonders, deep and surfaced alike, what it all means. Does he have this right–a person such as he–to bite the king of this fledgling nation? He has already taken so many liberties in the past few days, much more than he’d ever thought could possibly be afforded to him. Sharing a heat with this untouchable person. Daring to hold him with wandering touch, venturing to lay his mouth on him, allowing himself the freedom of feeding him by hand.
And now, being so bold as to leave him some facsimile of a bond mark?
Whatever expression he is making in his internal struggle has Laios creating a look he can not give a name so readily, but just the slight wince in his eyes and the falter in his lips is enough to wrench his heart right of out his chest. “If you don’t want–”
“No,” he says quickly. He does want to. Oh, Gods, how he wants to. Just the words themselves–even without thought behind them, even without action to properly give life them–are enough to make his teeth ache, his canines itching to sink into any inch of surface that the man is willing to offer him, his  mouth salivating at the innate instinct to lap up and taste him. But he hasn’t dared to mark them this entire time, not even with his fingernails. “No, I…”
Isn’t it far too easy for Laios to say this? He’s allowed someone like Kabru into his heat bed, which he has never done before, and now he’s sighing for a mark? He’s the king of the nation. It’s akin to choosing first meal placed before him, without savoring the rest of the feast. Why settle for the amuse-bouche, when the rest of the course awaits?
Kabru hasn’t lived in this grand lifestyle long enough that he’d forgotten not to reach for that which he should not have. 
Laios blinks at his hesitance. Once. Twice. Something troubled  must show on his face this time, because the expression that strikes a sharp feeling in Kabru’s chest dissolves rather quickly, replaced by what he can more easily recognize as mirth. What a time for him to become perceptive of the plight of those around him. Or is he coming to his own conclusion yet again?
For once, Kabru is bereft of his quick-wittedness; he’s sure that alone is what is amusing him so much.
The small smile is back, both amused and self-assured. Laios tugs, and Kabru can not do anything but follow his movements like by an imperceivable leash. His face comes so close that the tips of their noses meet; the tether of their gazes so commanding and so strong that Kabru couldn’t look away from Laios’ honey-gold irises even if he tried. 
“I want you to,” Laios states plainly, and  goddammit. Shouldn’t he have some concept of shame? Think about how your wants and actions affect others, why don’t you? This entire situation has offered such a change for Kabru. Their differences in their personalities seem to have inverted and become something completely novel, in new bodies–like dungeon spectors and their damned possession. 
“You–” 
And Laios tugs him down, nose brushing against Kabru’s, gazed tethered so intently he wouldn’t dare look away. Kabru opens his mouth again, though he is not completely sure if proper words would come out. Against him, Laios breathes out, round eyes and boyish face as content and earnest as they can possibly come, “I want  you to.” He won’t say what exactly, but even the towels laying forgotten on the floor understand what he’s proposing.
Kabru  stammers.  Spluttering, awestruck, reverential. He’s lost for words and words are lost on him. 
He manages a slow, truly excruciating, “Not yet.” Fish going against the gushing stream; the assertion to hold off on the most innate flavor of reckless abandon rubs at his skin, peels it off in vicious, turbulent strikes.
“Not yet,” Laios agrees easily with his mouth, but his eyes ask him a very scary question.
Later, he will remember this. Hopefully not. He’s not sure if he’d like to recall the abject feeling of being blown wide open, for Laios to reach inside of him and wrest out what he holds deepest. The profuse terror that comes with being seen. The powerful sensation of  need  knocking the air of his lungs and the sight from his eyes. His bones jitter, rocking solidly against the strum of his muscles, crackling against the electricity in his nerves.
“If you’ll have me,” he answers, lightheaded and yet so, so heavy once the words leave his lips. He’ll be in for something later, he knows. A lowly advisor and his king. There’s all kinds of conflicts of interest at play in agreeing to this. There’s the council to consider, the people, those suitors that had been brought up once or twice in glimpses of frightening eventualities. 
But Laios smiles at him so brightly, Kabru can’t find it in himself to care.




Notes:


And that brings us to our end! I'll admit, it was certainly a ride for me. I was ambitious back in last August, 👀 wanting to both improve my ability to write smut and my ability to write longer-form fics. Despite the inherent challenges that came from both, I still had a lot of fun writing this for you guys!

If I'm able to keep my interest and inspirations in Dunmeshi content (hopefully next season comes out soon to help with that!), I am hoping to write a oneshot/twoshot that immediately follows what happened in this fic. Not going to spoil about it, but I think it would be a very fun concept to follow given this fic's content. No idea when that'll come out though!

Anyways, stay safe out there dear readers; everything's going fucking nanners. Help others, but be sure to also be kind to yourself!

I hope you all enjoyed Covetous! Til next time!














Notes:

As always, kudos and comments are always appreciated!
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