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Leo had never believed in fate. It seemed too vague and ungraspable a concept to take as fact, let alone place his trust in blindly. After what had happened to him and Michella, Leo had leaned more toward the notion that most things had no rhyme or reasonable. Leo still had no idea why that Alterworld being had even decided to bestow the all-seeing-eyes to any vanilla mortal, let alone he or his sister. It had picked the two of them for no particular reason other than they were at the wrong place, at the wrong time. They hadn’t asked for it, and hadn’t known they would need to pay a price for the blessing that neither of them wanted. Yet, Michella had boldly answered, and was struck blind as payment for the godly vision Leo was gifted. If fate did have something to do with what had happened to them, Leo couldn’t see the outcome.
His bitterness over the injustice, and his desire to reverse it, had brought Leo to Hellsalem’s Lot. As well as to the conclusion that there was no reason for any of it. It was merely a cruel, meaningless encounter that had changed their lives forever. That was just how life was, he came to believe; sometimes luck was on your side, and other times it threw you a curveball that broke you apart. There was no point wracking his brains over every good or bad scenario in order to answer that age-old question; ‘why?’ Although, there were times when even Leo had to admit that coincidence seemed to play games with his life, making him question matters that he wanted to dismiss. Since moving to this city, the random destruction, crime, and death bombarding him day in and day out had desensitized the young man even more to the idea of fate. Or at least opened him up more and more to the fact that there were more arbitrary occurrences than there were fated ones.
Like his apartment being torn apart. Twice. The constant injuries he received in service to humanity, or by just taking a wrong turn down a street. That wasn’t to say that there weren’t positive things as well. His teammates were stoic, but supportive. There were many little kind deeds sprinkled throughout Leo’s time working with them, done for his benefit or for each other that made him feel the warmth of kindness in this cold place.
If he had to be honest with himself, though, he picked up more and more on the fact that one particular teammate seemed the most kind out of them all. Libra’s chief, the boss; Klaus Von Reinherz. He was by far the most intimidating out of the whole lineup of Libra’s members, but ironically had the sweetest and gentlest temperament. He was straightforward, but also painfully shy about personal topics from what Leo had observed. Klaus had also treated Leo with nothing but respect, trust, and kindness since they’d first met. Leo admired him more than anyone in his life, and the longer he stayed with Libra, the deeper his admiration became.
As the first year away from home ended and a second began, Leo felt an uncomfortable suspicion starting to niggle at him. He couldn’t even remember when it began, but he suddenly became aware of his heart jumping in delight at the smallest of things that Klaus did or said. A single word, or look of approval, would make Leo giddy with inexplicable fulfillment, to say nothing of when Klaus praised him. The young man dismissed it at first as his pride or ego at having someone so powerful and respected give him any amount of positive attention. Over time, however, he began to rule that out, and slowly acknowledge that his near idolizing of his boss had become something far more…intimate. With no intention, no conscious decision, Klaus had become a person whom Leo wished to know better, to share experiences with, to love in more ways than one. The man had earned Leo’s staunch loyalty through his morals, his protection, and his power. Now, he was unknowingly earning Leo’s heart by way of his whole being.
Leo had to struggle with his opinion on fate during this revelation. When he understood what he was feeling, he tried to break down how and when he had come to care for Klaus in such a way. He’d never liked men before, at least, he’d never dismissed them but had always favored girls more. With Klaus, it felt different; Leo was attracted to him on every single level, in the most fervent way possible. And it caused him many a sleepless night as he tried to square with the idea. He denied it for weeks after he caught himself staring at Klaus’ strong jawline at work one day, and found himself swallowing at the thought of kissing it. He told himself it was disrespectful to his boss, to his better, to think of him like that. But the desire, the affection, that Leo felt was so strong and so raw that he had to question whether it was indeed fate pushing him closer to the man. The thought of being with Klaus seemed so perfect whenever he dwelt on it, that Leo hated himself for even considering that they might ‘be fated’ for each other. Yet, he couldn’t deny what he was feeling, either.
By the time he’d resigned himself to the fact that he was more than crushing on Libra’s leader, it had been nearly three months since his initial flutters of awakening. Leo had accepted his feelings entirely by this time, though he had yet to keep them from spiraling out of control whenever Klaus acted kindly toward him. To his own knowledge, he wasn’t acting any differently in response to the other man. He tried to keep everything under wraps until he decided what to do. The thought of confessing seemed completely out of the question. Klaus was a wise and discerning man, but he was also a bit of an emotional pushover, and the last thing Leo wanted was for him to agree to date him because he didn’t want to hurt Leo’s feelings. It was exactly the kind of selfless, ridiculous act that Leo could see Klaus doing in response. So he kept his mouth shut, and tried to do his best to hide any other signs of his interest.
Then fate decided to bring itself into question once again.
In autumn, a fairly standard day of Libra work after his part-time job wrapped up, and Leo found that he wasn’t as tired as he thought he’d be. Generally, Leo jumped on any chance to head straight back to his apartment and catch some rest, but this evening he felt an odd energy. This was perhaps brought on by the appearance of pumpkins, black cats, ghosts, and other seasonal decor popping up around the streets. The outside air was growing more cold and crisp, carrying the sharp but earthy scent of fallen leaves. Something about this time of year always gave Leo an extra burst of excitement and happiness, similar to how he felt around Christmas. With the added enthusiasm for the season keeping him awake, Leo decided to grab a drink at the bar rather than heading home.
Libra had its own floor in their towering brick building dedicated to a private bar, where operatives could relax and enjoy alcohol without fear of letting slip any secret information to outsiders. Leo quite liked the atmosphere there and dropped by often when he could afford it. The place offered much cheaper food and drink than the outside bars and restaurants, but it wasn’t free. If it was, Leo speculated that Zapp would take advantage to a degree that threatened his already wavering sobriety.
The bar was dimly lit, but everything was still visible through the glow of strategically-placed neon lights and soft bulbs of varying shades of color. One entire wall was lit by a soft pink set of lights, while the bar was under cool blue ones. The regular overhead lights were frosted and low, giving the entire place a cozy and relaxing feel. As though it was just dark enough to doze off, but light enough to see into all corners and feel safe. There were quite a few people there tonight, it was Friday after all, and many of the huma and Alterworld beings alike looked like they’d had a hard week.
Leo found an empty stool at the bar rather than any of the tables around the walls. He then gave a smile to the older woman who came over to him from behind the counter.
"Hey there, Lashe!" He called.
“Leo! It’s been a while, hasn’t it?” She asked, reaching over her shoulder with one long, spindle of a third arm to ruffle his hair. “They must be keeping you busy.”
“Yeah, something like that.” Leo said with a chuckle as her spidery fingers gave him a pat on the cheek. “I’ve also been a little short on cash lately. I spent more than I wanted to on a gaming station a while ago, but it blew up along with my apartment.”
“Oh dear!" Lashe exclaimed, sounding sympathetic, but not surprised. "The entire building was destroyed?” 
“Ah, no…literally just my one-room apartment. Long story. But I felt even more guilty about it because I bought the gaming station with part of the money I usually send Michella. So…not a lot of drinks or treats for me lately. It was hell trying to find another apartment. I was sleeping in the office for a while.”
The Alterworld woman pouched her red lips, and shook her almost gauntly thin head.
“What a shame. Trouble just seems to love you, doesn’t it? What can I get you to drown your worries?”
“A beer, please. I don’t care what brew, but maybe make it something mild.”
“You got it.”
The woman produced an iridescent blue bottle a few minutes later, and popped the lid off with her thumb.
After giving a tentative sip, Leo nodded in approval.
“Good choice, Lashe. I’m going to have to remember this one.”
“It’s been a bestseller lately,” the bartender told him proudly, “despite not being a very strong brew like most people want.”
“Well, I’ll be sure to take my time savoring it. What do I owe you?”
She told him, and Leo paid her for the drink, insisting that he didn’t intend to order anything else. He chatted with Lashe for a while before she was called away to help other customers, leaving Leo to sip at his beer. A familiar face or two floated by the bar and around the room, but Leo was content to just watch and absorb the atmosphere for a while without talking to anyone else. The murmur of voices was a comforting backdrop, low and communal, rising with bubbling laughter or an energized tone now and again. Leo grinned at the fake cobwebs that were artfully draped above the top shelf booze behind the counter, along with the black, glittery spiders. With a rainbow assortment of neon pumpkins scattered around the room on shelves and tables, the seasonal vibe was set. Though it still baffled him how a city full of freaks and monsters would still think Halloween a novelty. Perhaps the irony was now a part of the enjoyment for the Hellsalem's Lot inhabitants. It hardly mattered. Leo still enjoyed it all as much as the rest person.
Leo’s good mood was inexplicable, but he was content with that. Despite everything the last two years had thrown at the him, he was still generally cheerful, and didn’t question when he was feeling happy. Not that he struggled with depression, but he was a realist in the sense that he had learned to enjoy good things while they lasted. They more often than naught could be taken away very quickly. The key was to recognize when life was going good, and make an effort to revel in it. Leo pondered this as he nursed his beer. Right now, he did feel good…very good.
He frowned after a handful of minutes went by, and his entire body seemed to slowly come alive. He stared at his beer for a second, and shook his head. Usually alcohol made him feel pleasantly light and a bit tingly. But this…it started at the base of his neck; a warm, hungry need that crawled its way down to spread over his upper body. Leo gulped as he became aware of how hot he was becoming, and how…excited. A sort of nervous buzz seemed to start in his core, and it was similar to the nagging sensation of forgetting something important. But it was muffled beneath one slowly, all-consuming thought; he was aroused. And it was becoming more and more insistent with every second that ticked by.
Leo began to panic slightly.
“What the hell?” He muttered to himself, rubbing his damp brow. A spark of sensation rippled through him at the touch of his own hand, and he exhaled sharply as he instinctively rubbed his chest, over his heart, and found himself growing hard. Alarm bells went off in his head. Had there been something in his beer? Lashe had said it was new…
Forcing himself to wait until the woman came back his way, he timidly waved at her to get her attention.
“Um, Lashe, is there anything…unusual, in this beer? Like, I don’t know, anything? Special Alterworld properties, or…?”
Lashe raised a snow-white eyebrow at him.
“I’m sorry, Leo, I don't know what you mean. I’ve sold that beer to a dozen customers over the last few days and haven’t had any problem. It’s made with Alterworld-Huma approved ingredients, or we wouldn’t even sell it to you. Why? Are you feeling bad? Is it giving you a stomachache?”
“No!” Leo said, too loudly, causing the man a few seats down to jump and rattle his glass enough to spill some. Lashe whipped out a napkin at once, going over to mop up the minor mess.
“I’m just feeling a bit…weird.” Leo said lightly when she came back to him. “It’s nothing.”
“You sure?” Lashe asked. “You’re looking a little flushed.”
“I really am fine. I just…I think I should go home now. I’m more tired than I thought. Thanks!”
Lashe watched him anxiously as he retreated from the bar, her gaze making Leo all the more eager to escape. Walking was a bit of a challenge. Whatever was making him feel like this, it was so strong that it was nearly overwhelming, and it frightened Leo. He wanted, needed to be touched. He knew it like a given truth, he needed to be…
Leo hurriedly scuttled down the hallway, gasping with the revelation that his legs and spine felt like water. As he walked toward the elevator, he fumbled in his pocket for his scooter keys but came up empty. A tremor of anxiety went through him, and he fruitlessly dug deeper into both pockets, finding nothing. Perfect. Just like fate to take his perfectly enjoyable evening, and ruin it by throwing this at him. Whatever this was. Trying not to panic further, Leo took a few deep breaths and forced himself to think. He’d napped a bit on one of the sofas in the main office, perhaps his keys had fallen out then and he hadn’t noticed when he woke up. Leo shivered as a wave of tingling sensation ran over his body, and he punched in the office floor number on the elevators’ panel. He hoped it wasn’t locked up since it was after hours, and most of the team had left at the same time earlier.
With the brief privacy of the elevator, Leo leaned against the wall and gave a small moan; his body was now thrumming with pleasant need in time with his rapid heartbeat, and he was startlingly hard and pulsing. It was all he could do not to palm himself through his pants. He wanted to, so badly. Somehow, though, Leo knew that it wouldn’t be enough. He needed someone else to do it, needed to be forced down, held in place and…he shuddered so hard his teeth rattled together. What was going on? All he could think about was that buzzing need for sensual contact. Eerily, a word resonated through his head on an almost visceral level: he needed to mate.
Leo gulped, determined to get his keys, go straight home, and take care of himself even if it took all night. It was the safest thing to do, even if it wasn’t what he wanted on his very cellular level right now.
He nearly stumbled out of the elevator when the doors opened on the office floor, and he felt relief come over him as he found the door unlocked. The lights were mostly turned off, an ambient glow coming from the open door leading to the greenhouse. Leo dropped to his knees by the sofa at once, searching by shoving his hands into the gaps between the cushions, hoping his fingers would touch metal. When he didn’t find anything, he frantically ripped the cushions from the frame entirely, scattering them on the floor. Nothing. Leo let out a grunt of a sound, tensing as his body reminded him that he was out of control, and needed someone to ground him.
I need to get home. Leo thought. I’m a mess. I can’t believe this is happening to me!
He paused for a second, trying to remember where he had his keys last, or where else they might have fallen out through the day. He couldn’t focus. His mind was becoming hazier, as though a thick fog of pure oblivion and desire was trying to block out his every other function. Out of desperation, Leo opened his eyes wide, flooding his surroundings with blue light while he scanned the office, searching for any sign of his keys in every nook and cranny. He saw several forgotten items hiding in corners or beneath furniture: a stick of chewing gum, a hairpin, someone’s lost button, but he didn’t see his keys anywhere. He kept throwing his vision around in vain, hoping to come across some sign. 
As he scanned the room, his vision suddenly registered a huge human shape appearing into the doorway to the greenhouse and blocking out most of the light. He cried out in shock, fell backwards with arms flailing, and landed on one of the spilt cushions in his surprise. The following second, Leo realized it was Klaus standing there. He had his watering can in one hand, and the other was braced on the door frame.
“Oh, Leo, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.” Klaus’ voice sounded booming and loud in the quiet of the room. “I didn’t hear you come in.”
“Klaus!” Leo gasped, climbing gracelessly to his feet. “It’s alright, I just can’t find my keys. I thought maybe I’d left them here.”
Leo did his best not to sound like the simpering, needy little thing he felt inside upon glimpsing the other man. Klaus had obviously stayed behind to water a few of his plants that had been neglected that day. He’d removed his vest and tie, leaving him in only his fine white dress shirt. He’d rolled up the sleeves past his elbows, showing the start of his thick biceps. The top two buttons of that shirt were also open to reveal a portion of the man’s prominent collarbone. As if Leo needed anything to tempt him into making a fool of himself, now he had this. The man he had secretly fallen for, looking still so suave in his dress clothes, but with an air of relaxation hinting at the eventual shedding of those fine garments altogether.
Leo deliberately looked away from the man at once, feeling a twinge of embarrassment knowing how obvious it must’ve been that he was avoiding the other man’s eyes. This didn’t seem to put Klaus off, as he continued speaking casually,
“Sonic was fiddling with your keys earlier, and dropped them on my desk.”
“Oh good!”
Leo sighed, a glimmer of hope rising. He needed to get out of the same room as Klaus without doing something insane. What was worse, his every inch seemed to stand up, sing, and gravitate toward the giant of a man, tugging at him by invisible strings. Leo resisted, even as he had to give a small gasp to relieve the pressure he felt in his lungs at his stubbornness. Forcing himself to walk toward the desk only lasted a few seconds, as Klaus began doing the same. Their mutual movement brought them just a few feet closer together, but it was enough to make Leo fight to control his breathing as his heart skipped an uncomfortable beat. He automatically froze in his tracks. His mind screamed that he looked like a deer before a wolf, behaving that way. He should be acting more like a willing mate, his brain told him; he needed to roll over, let Klaus come to him and take him, soothe away all the racing fears and needs.
Klaus looked Leo over with mildly concerned eyes as he reached the desk and placed the watering can down onto it. Leo gave a forced smile that seemed to prickle his cheeks with its insincerity. Klaus didn’t comment on it.
“I figured you’d be coming back for them, so I tossed them into my locked drawer for safekeeping, just in case Sonic decided to take them again.”
Leo said nothing, only licked his lips as he watched Klaus’ huge fingers unlocking his top desk drawer and pulling out the familiar set of keys that stood between him and freedom. Feverish chills and heatwaves ran across his flesh as Klaus’ eyes narrowed at him, and the force of a man came out from around the desk, pacing toward Leo. His small body stiffened a little more, as he couldn’t make up his mind whether to flee or throw himself at Klaus. This time, the other man didn’t let it slide.
“Leo, are you alright? Your breathing is irregular and you seem…anxious.”
The laugh that left Leo was so overloud and painfully nervous that he inwardly cringed as he heard it.
“I-I’ll be fine if I can just get home. I was super worried about losing my keys, but it’s ok now!”
Klaus’ expression didn’t change, but his piercing green eyes told Leo that the man was unconvinced, and was studying him for further info. After what felt like an eternity, Klaus seemed to come to a decision, and held Leo’s keys out for him.
“Thanks, I-.”
Leo’s words were cut off when Klaus’ fingers wrapped around his, deliberately pressing the keys into his palm. The touch of warm flesh sent a shock of pleasure through him, and Leo recoiled as an audible gasp left him. The keys dropped from his shaking hand, but Klaus caught them before they hit the ground. As the big man stooped, he was closer to Leo’s eye level, and there he remained, studying Leo’s face.
“Leo, what is the matter?”
The bluntness came as more of a relief than Leo had imagined it might. He took a step back, trying to hold in his sudden need to pant for breath. The pulsing went through his entire body all the way down to his…
“I…I don’t know…” Leo stumbled over his words. “Something is…I feel…”
Leo could barely speak, his brain was suddenly so scrambled with other all-consuming thoughts, like how strong Klaus looked, how easy it would be to curl into his arms and forget his problems. Just hand all power and responsibility over to him, let him sate each and every one of Leo’s raging desires. Leo’s face burned with shame as he met Klaus’ gaze and saw understanding and empathy in the man’s face. There was a clarity there that told him Klaus knew exactly what he was thinking. Leo couldn’t decide if that calmed him down, or only riled him up more.
“Take a few deep breaths.” Klaus instructed, calmly.
As though by reflex, Leo obeyed. His attempt was staggered and panicky. Klaus once more held out the keys to him, but in such a way that there was no threat of their hands brushing. Leo’s trembling fingers managed to grasp them this time. Leo had thought, even at this point, that the second those keys were in his hand, he’d rush off home, with the intention of giving Klaus an awkward apology the next day. But it was as though he was literally rooted on the spot, held sway by Klaus’ mere presence. It was now the thought of fleeing that seemed more frightening and wrought with uncertainty. Leo stayed put.
“What’s happening to me?” He asked in a soft, shaky voice, wrapping his arms around himself tightly and feeling grateful toward his love of baggy clothing. He was so hard that he ached just standing there. Never had it been this painful and insistent. There was a small comfort in knowing his embarrassment was at least hidden fairly well.
Klaus seemed to be aware of Leo’s discomfort, even if he didn’t know the exact source. He made sure to move carefully, and spoke with a very slow cadence, as though approaching a wild thing.
“I have a theory, Leonardo, but I need to test something first.”
Klaus lifted a single hand before Leo, showing him his palm and the lengths of his spread fingers. Leo’s gaze narrowed in on it immediately, taking in the incredible width of that hand from thumb to pinkie, and fingertip to wrist. It could easily drape over Leo’s entire head and most of his face. Klaus hovered that hand toward him slowly, as though about to touch his cheek. Just the anticipation of contact alone caused Leo to shudder and give a short sound of want. It was like Klaus’ invisible aura had caressed him, even though his physical hand had not, and Leo bit his lip as he felt himself…jump excitedly in response.
Klaus looked as though his experiment had confirmed something to him, and he gave a small, gruff sigh, withdrawing his hand to Leo’s crushing disappointment. He continued to speak quietly, but the previous cadence he’d used, indicating Leo was a small, broken-winged sparrow, had receded.
“I would check your eyes for pupil dilation,” Klaus said, “but I don’t think that would be very effective, in your case. Instead, tell me, are you overcome with sexual need right now? In a way that almost feels unnatural?”
Hearing that sentence coming out of Klaus’ mouth might have made Leo laugh or become very uncomfortable on any other occasion. Right now, however, Leo wanted answers so badly that he only felt relief at the words.
“Yes!” Leo blurted, as though spitting out the admission was a relief. “I’m sorry, I know how awkward this all seems, but…I’m going crazy here, Klaus. My body’s out of control, like someone just flipped a switch on my testosterone!”
Libra’s chief took a measured breath, and Leo was aware of the shifting of chest muscles under white cotton when he did.
“Leo, I believe you have been exposed to a Wisha hormone. Have you heard of the Wishas before?”
Very few shreds of deductive reasoning were left to Leo, but he scrounged up enough to ask,
“Aren’t they the Alterworld species that look like wolves? On two legs?”
Klaus slowly leaned his hips back against his desk, resting most of his weight on it as though settling in to give an informational lecture. Leo noticed how he tapped his fingers against his thighs, almost nervously as he spoke.
“Correct. Since coming into our world, it’s become clear that their hormones specifically can be caught by other species, like a virus. We’ve seen outbreaks of it before, usually at the beginning of spring and then again at the beginning of winter. That’s when the Wishas’ mating cycles tend to fall, with a few anomalies. There have been some measures put in place to protect the public at large, but we still know very little about the actual transferring process of the hormone itself.”
The overload of information nearly suffocated Leo, but he was vaguely glad that there was a root cause to his affliction, rather than his body just playing around with him.
“So…I caught this off someone?” Leo asked, bewildered, “Who?”
“Could be anyone.” Klaus said warily, shaking his head. “From what we do know, only a small percentage of humans are susceptible to the effects. The majority of the human population are carriers, which makes it impossible to determine where a single case of an affected human originated. But even non-susceptible humans can still be affected in some cases. This makes dealing with the issue quite difficult, considering the ultimate solution and its implications.”
“Please tell me what you mean.” Leo almost groaned. “Whatever the solution is, I’ll take it over this; I feel like I’ve been dosed with some insane aphrodisiac. Is that what the hormone does to humans? Just…ramps up the sex drive?”
Both of Klaus’ feet shifted as though he were trying to get more comfortable against the desk. He pushed his glasses up with one hand, like he was searching for something to do with his hands. His eyes had been on Leo this entire time, but now they shifted off to the side. Every time they tried to focus on him again, they seemed to flick away nervously.
“Essentially, yes. Though, the solution is self-explanatory, Leonardo.”
The pause Klaus took after saying those words seemed to physically hold Leo captive as he waited, dreadfully aware of what the other man meant, but needing to hear him say it anyway.
“What is it…” Whispered Leo breathily a few seconds later, unable to wait. “Tell me, Klaus, please…”
Klaus cleared his throat and let out a breath that seemed uncharacteristically defeated. He put a hand to his brow, pushing back the hair from his forehead for a moment as he scratched his scalp. There seemed to be a faint shimmer of perspiration on his face.
“The Wisha hormone gives the affected human the mentality of an animal in heat. There is no antidote or alternative method for ceasing this drive once it has taken hold. The only solution is to let it play out naturally.”
“You’re kidding.”
Had Leo not still been so turned on by what he now knew to be an alien hormone, he would’ve cried at the near cruelty of the situation.
“I’m afraid not.” Klaus’ voice took on a slightly threadbare tone, and it put Leo on edge. “Like I said, there’s only one solution.”
Something within Leo rang like a tuning fork, alerting him to a shift in Klaus’ demeanor.
He gasped when the other man moved, standing at full height and taking two steps forward to close the distance between them. Every nerve in Leo’s body shrieked, and a hard shudder rocketed through his entire frame. He dropped his keys again. This time, he didn’t try to catch them.
Klaus loomed over him with a sudden intensity that surprisingly didn’t scare Leo, but only made his desire grow. Klaus reached out and cupped the side of Leo’s face as though he couldn’t help himself. Leo gave a stuttering whine when pleasant tingling sensations spread out from the contact, and he began nuzzling into Klaus’ palm without thinking. It had nearly taunted him before, when it reached out as though to touch him, only to withdraw instead. But now it was against his skin, and Leo’s body rejoiced so strongly that he shook. Klaus gave a deep, husky sound, and slid his free hand behind Leo’s shoulders. His voice was very deep and quiet, as though he was clinging to his own composure by a thread so thin that speaking too loudly would cause it to snap.
“In situations like this…” He said solemnly, “it varies whether the susceptible party feels the need to breed, or be bred.”
Leo latched both hands onto Klaus’ forearm, needing to touch back. He turned his head, and began pressing kisses to the strong pulse point at Klaus’ large wrist. Leo couldn’t stop himself; it was as though he wasn’t in control of his actions. Desire and unrequited affection had taken the wheel together and he was helpless to fight against them. His one and only objective was to hold onto Klaus, feel as much of him as he could, and let himself be held and touched in return. He rocked on his feet, his knees shaking and making his entire body twitch.
“I…I think I know which one I need…” Leo gasped, horrified to hear how downright filthy his words and wanton voice sounded.
“I’m sorry!” He tacked on, as embarrassment managed to flare up. He pulled his head back with an effort, but still held on to Klaus’ arm.
The other man didn’t push him away, or berate him.
Instead, he tugged Leo in against his body and even lifted him slightly, hugging him to his chest. Leo’s heart burst into fireworks. He’d never been this close to Klaus before, outside of missions requiring the man to snatch him away from explosions or debris. Now Leo was pressed against him, inhaling the scent of his body and scrambling for a hold on his waist. Klaus rested his chin by Leo’s temple, groaning softly into his ear.
“You need to be bred. I can tell.”
His voice…it sounded different. Calm, as always, but there was an odd authority and sensuality to it. The quality of that tone resonated in Leo’s mind, urging him to submit.
“Klaus…what….what’re you doing?”
Leo squirmed, and the bottom fell out of his stomach as he felt Klaus’ groin against his legs. Klaus was hot, his own interest impossible to hide in his dress pants as they pressed together. He was hard too. Leo couldn’t process fast enough; all he knew was that the constricting hold Klaus had on him seemed to be driving away his doubts second after second. Just being pressed up against him like this was helping to ease the howling need drowning out everything else in his mind.
“I apologize, Leo." Klaus whispered. "I can’t seem to hold myself back. I think…you’ve just made me your Alpha.”
Leo felt himself grow so hard he ached when Klaus crooned those words at him. He knew what they meant, literally, in the tiny part of his brain still maintaining logic; he must’ve infected Klaus with this Wisha hormone by talking with him and being so close to him. Now they were both under its influence.
The primal part that was controlling Leo almost in his entirety right now, heard Alpha, and knew exactly what it meant. Everything fell into place as though his very DNA had been rewritten; he knew in his bones that he ranked as an Omega, the weaker half of what was supposed to be an intensely intimate pairing. The other half, the dominant and powerful one who was responsible for him and everything that troubled him…was his Alpha. Leo needed an Alpha, needed to be bred, because he was in heat. And right now, Klaus was irrefutably in that role.
All this knowledge flooded Leo on a level so primitive that he felt mildly shocked he hadn’t known it before. It seemed so obvious and straightforward. Yet, his basic human discernment was still functioning to some degree, and warred with him about morals and timing and the fact that this was Klaus…did either of them really want this? He couldn’t think, couldn’t work through it all. Everything was so confusing, but simultaneously so crystal clear, that all he could do was beg Klaus for answers.
“Oh god, Klaus…” Leo moaned, rubbing his face against Klaus’ fine shirt. “What now? Tell me, what do we do?”
Klaus bowed his head lower toward Leo, nose brushing his curls as he inhaled deeply. The breath he released had an edge of satisfaction to it.
“So fragrant.”
Huge fingers dug into the thick curls at the base of his neck, and Klaus used them to tug Leo’s head to one side. A yelp left the young man as he felt the hot touch of Klaus’ soft lips on his neck, the blunt scrape of his fangs a beautiful contrast. His entire spine stiffened as he arched his neck to offer more.
"S-shit!"
The curse slipped out as Leo realized just how real this all was. He was here, quivering in Klaus' arms, lightning strikes of pleasure hitting him with every move of those lips or hands. They were both hard and panting for each other, and as much as it seemed like a fantasy, it was not.
“I can smell your desires,” Klaus’ deep voice purred. “You don’t have to be afraid. I’ll give you everything you need.”
The words seemed to roll off his tongue like they’d been stored up inside him for years awaiting the opportunity to burst out and comfort Leo. It was startlingly arousing and calming to hear Klaus speak them with such confidence. A split second later, however, Klaus pulled back, letting Leo’s feet touch the floor again. When Leo looked up, the big man’s brow was furrowed. Despite the troubled expression, Klaus bent down as though keeping any distance between them was impossible. As he spoke, he slowly began rubbing his face against Leo’s hair, palming at his shoulders and back, small growling sounds rumbling softly in his chest.
“I feel it, inside of me, Leonardo.” He whispered, pausing to nuzzle at Leo’s temple. “I’m being driven to take you…and I want to…I’m…I’m wondering if that’s alright?”
The young man didn’t hesitate to give voice to what his brain began screaming. He squeezed Klaus’ arms even harder, lifting up on his toes to land a few frantic kisses to the underside of Klaus’ chin, finally tasting that jawline he'd admired for so long.
“Yes, please,” Leo groaned, “it’s ok, I promise, it’s ok.”
Klaus gripped his hair once more, enough to pull his head away, but not tight enough to truly hurt the young man.
“Is it really? Even though it’s the hormone within us?” Klaus breathed, his massive hands trembling against Leo as though wanting to clamp down on him hard or race over his every inch, but he was holding them back. “Are you sure we shouldn’t stop?”
Leo gave a horrified sound at the thought, and thrust his head back against Klaus’ hand as if to force it to continue touching him.
“You can’t stop; you have to take me!” Leo gasped hoarsely, feeling the blood leaping to his cheeks as he couldn’t keep the sentiment from leaving his mouth. “If you don’t, I don’t know what I’ll do! I need you, I need you, I…”
He trailed off into almost sobbing pleas, clawing at Klaus’ clothes and burying his face into his chest. He was stunned at the level of panic he felt, just at the hint of separating from his Alpha for any reason right now.
“Alright, forgive me.” Klaus said at once, his tone so painfully honest that it soothed Leo almost instantly. “You’re right. We need this.”
To Leo’s delight, Klaus didn’t hesitate to take hold of him again, and lift him bodily.
Leo had felt the strength of Klaus’ body lifting his own before, but that had always been brief, during missions where terror pushed the details into the background. Except once; when Leo had to clamp onto Klaus’ shoulders like a human backpack, and the beast of a man climbed up a skyscraper on cross-spikes formed of his own blood. The terror he’d felt at the extended suspense of the situation had been tempered by his faith in Klaus, and the feel of his muscled frame. Overall, however, Leo had been far too busy concentrating on keeping Klaus’ vision synced up with his own divine eyesight to allow them to keep moving. There hadn’t been much time to consider that he was plastered to the very man he’d fallen for.
This was different. It was decidedly passionate and intimate. Those huge hands had to cup his rear to support him, and Leo’s legs draped over Klaus’ hips as he was carried to the nearest wall. Large fingers flexed over him while they moved, making Leo jump and giggle a tiny bit. Leo’s back was then pressed to the rich wallpaper, supporting him so Klaus could lift his hands to Leo’s body. He ran them over Leo as though assessing him carefully through his clothes, though there was fervor in every touch.
Green eyes met his gaze, and Leo had never seen them this way before; heavy-lidded and clouded with lust. It made him groan just looking at them. This was all happening so fast, but it felt like everything he’d ever wanted. It felt so natural, like this was how the world was meant to be.
“Klaus, I need you.” Leo murmured again. “I’m sorry, I can’t help it, I just need you so badly…it's all I can think about...”
Klaus’ mouth pressed to his cheek, traveling down to nibble on Leo's jaw. His breath was hot and damp, and Leo could feel the soft bristle of his thick red sideburns.
“Shhh, I understand.” Klaus’ deep voice was ragged with need, but also reassuring. “I know how desperate you are. I want you as well.”
Leo whimpered, mad with the desire those words stoked even hotter in him. He ground himself up against Klaus as best he could, clinging and pressing to try and get closer. That body was so large and firm, like an immovable wall of flesh that asserted safety and dominance, and Leo wanted to drink it all in.
“You want me? You’ll take me?” Leo asked in disbelief, although he was tuned in to Klaus’ mood on some unnatural level, and already knew the answer.
A kiss was pressed to the tip of Leo’s nose, so tender a thing in the midst of such fiery exploration. Leo gave a shy grin at that.
“Yes. I’ll take care of you, and I’ll be as gentle as I can, I promise.”
With that, Klaus cupped Leo’s face with one hand, leaving the other to grope at Leo, and brought their mouths together.
Leo stilled as silky lips began sliding together, both calming and fueling the fire blazing in his flesh.
He had never really liked kissing that much. In the grand scheme of sex, he never found it much of a turn-on. Or maybe he’d just been with lousy kissers before, because Klaus’ kissing was enough to send thrills all over him. The large hand caressing his face helped as well, tingling along his nerves so tantalizingly when it curled and trailed the backs of his knuckles down the slope of Leo’s neck. Leo opened his mouth wide to Klaus’ probing tongue, and the resulting tangle with Leo’s own made him whine through his nose and press his head forward for more. He dug his fingers into Klaus’ thick red hair, noting it was midway between soft and coarse, and Klaus began delving deeper with his tongue.
When they pulled apart, it was to gasp for breath. They’d been so invested in kissing that they’d neglected breathing regularly enough. Klaus’ glasses were a bit foggy, smeared a little on one lens where they’d accidentally pressed against Leo’s damp brow.
"Leonardo...you feel wonderful." Klaus told him, hands roaming as much as they could while also holding him up. "Are you sure that this is what you want? We’re at the office.”
“I want it right now, I can’t wait, I can’t, I can’t…” Leo chanted, jerking his hips upward to grind against Klaus’ waist, his hard cock finding some relief in the contact. He was still so appalled at himself for spouting such things, and behaving so lewdly, but there was little help for it. He was currently a hopeless slave to his urges. Klaus, at least, seemed to be maintaining some level of wit and control, further solidifying his role as Alpha.
“Alright,” Klaus soothed, “Let me lock the door, at least.”
He hefted Leo away from the wall, thrilling him at how easily Klaus carried him, and went to the door, locking it smoothly while Leo suckled on his neck. Leo had no idea where his confidence was coming from, other than he wanted as much of Klaus as he could touch, and as long as Klaus seemed willing, was determined to take his fill. It was unreal, unbelievable, and so wonderfully erotic. The man’s scent was filling his nostrils and his senses with delight at the faint hint of cologne and sweat, tinged with a bit of earthiness from the greenhouse. Smelling it all on his crisp white dress shirt was somehow all the more arousing.
Klaus walked them toward the nearest grouping of furniture, where he sat down in one of the armchairs, and laid Leo out over his lap. Leo leaned his full weight back into the strong arm that supported his neck and shoulders, feeling more small and vulnerable than ever, looking up at Klaus' body towering over him. He shuddered when a single massive hand wrapped around both of his thighs in one go, rearranging his legs more comfortably over the arm of the chair. Laying like this, Leo could feel Klaus’ hardness digging into his lower back, radiating heat and desire.
The smaller man was only distracted by it when Klaus hunkered down to kiss him again, and his mind went delightfully numb of everything but how good those lips and fangs felt. He was so absorbed in the act that it came as a shock when he felt a hand cupping and stroking his cock through his clothes. It came as an even bigger surprise when his brain caught up and he realized it was his own hand, impatient to release some of his need. Leo tore away from the kiss and moaned, quivering as he kept rubbing himself. It was such a mix of pleasure and humiliation, making himself feel so good while knowing Klaus was watching, and it made his face burn.
“I’m sorry…” He nearly cried again. “I can’t stop, I just can’t…I need it…”
Leo forced himself to look up, and saw Klaus observing him with undisguised lust burning like green fire behind his glasses. In answer to Leo’s apology, the man made a low shushing sound, and brushed a searing kiss to his forehead. Leo’s hand was then swallowed by Klaus’, and it was pried away from its task. Leo actually whined, and thrashed a little at the lack of stimulation, only for the sound to die away when a huge palm pressed between his legs. Klaus slowly ground the heel of his hand in, and Leo breathed heavily. That hand was so hot, warming him even through his clothes.
“More…” Leo muttered, quietly frantic. “Please, Klaus…”
Leo drove his point home by tugging up his own shirt to get at the drawstring waistband of his sweatpants, his shyness mere background noise as he tore them down without a second thought. Klaus helped get them off just far enough to release his hardness. It sprung up eagerly into the open air that felt cool compared to its previous confines. Leo turned his head into Klaus’ arm to avoid seeing Klaus gazing on his nakedness.
Klaus waited only a second before nudging Leo’s soft sac with his broad knuckles. Leo jumped a little and gasped.
“Cute.” Klaus' deep voice declared softly. “Pink and cute, like a flower.”
Before Leo could make heads or tails of that comment, Klaus wrapped his entire hand around Leo’s length. Leo jerked and gave a short cry; the touch of Klaus’ skin was ecstasy. There was no better way to describe the sensation of pure goodness that Leo felt all over as Klaus began softly rubbing him up and down. If this was how the Wisha hormone made him feel, he could hardly complain about being infected. Leo’s hands scrabbled to hold onto something, one finding a grip on Klaus’ knee and the other on his shirt. It felt so powerful, so monumental, a culmination of fantasies and desires that he'd been ashamed of having for so long. It was unnatural, but incredible.
“That’s so good…” Leo whispered as his body sang and shivered in Klaus’ lap. “Don’t stop, please, please don’t stop…”
Klaus gave a triumphant grunt, gripped Leo tighter, and moved his hand faster.
“I’ll please you until you’ve exhausted your need. I know right now you’re insatiable, and it’s ok. Don’t apologize. I’m here.”
Klaus’ words calmed Leo’s worries. There was so much about this situation that he vaguely knew was questionable, but it didn't matter. It felt right, all of it, and Klaus was encouraging him in the best way possible.
Leo breathed hard, clenching his hand in Klaus’ shirt. He wasn't sure if it was because of the Wisha hormone or his innate need to always take care of people, but Klaus was doing such a wonderful job of keeping him calm. He seemed made for this kind of quiet domination, taking control while being sweetly reassuring. It made Leo feel so safe regardless of how all of this would end.
“Really? You’ll keep going?” Leo's fears left his mouth as easily as everything else he'd been saying.
Klaus held him tighter, and rubbed his large thumb over the tip of Leo’s dripping cock. The young man groaned and thrust his hips up into that touch. Klaus leaned down to gently gnaw on the tip of Leo’s ear, making him shiver.
“I’ll give you everything.”
Klaus then got down to work, alternating between stroking slowly, or hard and fast. It felt so good it was all Leo could do not to writhe right off of Klaus’ lap. But the man was strong, and held him down easily as he stroked Leo toward the fastest and strongest climax of his life. Sounds were leaving Leo that nearly shattered his pride, but holding anything back right now was unthinkable. It was barely two minutes later that Leo felt the pleasure cresting, and his back seized up as the stroking of Klaus’ hand milked out every last ounce of enjoyment it could, until it shot up to land on Leo’s shirt. Leo spasmed as Klaus wrung him out gently afterwards.
Leo’s blue eyes opened wide for a heartbeat as the pleasure overtook him, flashing that ethereal blue before fluttering closed. Leo relaxed, his tight limbs falling limp, and he panted in the aftermath. His brain seemed to slow down a bit, as he caught his breath, calming him enough to let him look up at Klaus.
To his dismay, there was a large portion of Klaus’ glasses dripping with his…
“Klaus, your glasses, oh god…I’m sorry.” Leo gasped in dismay.
A grin came over Klaus’ face. He calmly removed his glasses with one hand. Leo expected him to set them aside or maybe use both hands to wipe them clean, but instead he brought them to his full mouth and…licked them clean. Leo could hardly believe his eyes; he’d never imagined Klaus doing something so dirty. At least…not like that. Task complete, Klaus laid them on the end table and turned his attention back to Leo.
“I said that I wanted you." Klaus murmured, licking his lips for good measure. "All of you.”
Leo was still reeling from his release and seeing Klaus do something so lewd, but his heart jumped at the words. He wasn't given any time to recover. Klaus lifted Leo in his arms, under his knees and shoulders, off his lap and right up to his face. Leo's short gasp cut into a shivering moan when Klaus immediately began to lick and mouth at the slick remains of release between his legs.
"My god, Klaus..." Leo sighed, in awe that the man was actually doing this to him.
That large tongue was hot, wet, and soft. It felt so good as it ran over Leo's softened length from base to head, and down over his balls. Lips suckled his flesh as well, and made their way out in wide, deliberate motions to mop over Leo’s thighs. 
 “You don’t have to…” Leo struggled, his head and legs hanging over Klaus' arms. "Klaus, you don't have to do that."
“I want to.” Klaus' words were muffled against his flesh.
It took only a handful of seconds for Leo’s chemically-induced arousal to rise once more, hard and ready for however many rounds Klaus could dole out. The bigger man seemed pleased to feel Leo stiffen again, and enjoyed teasing him with the tip of his tongue until Leo was struggling for leverage in his arms, wanting more direct contact.
“I need you bare beneath me.” Klaus growled suddenly, after Leo curled his body so enticingly in his hold, around his face.
Klaus roughly pulled him back down to sit on his knee this time, tugging his pants and boxers completely down his legs. Leo had to kick off his shoes in order to shed everything entirely, and Klaus pulled his shirt up and over his head as well. He then held Leo against him tightly, squeezing the swells of his rear and the curve of his spine.
“I should feel your skin, too.” Leo gasped in a blissfully eager voice, tugging insistently on the buttons of Klaus’ shirt. The big man opened them in record time, stripping out of the garment at once. Leo had barely taken in the sight of the sleeveless undershirt hugging the muscles of Klaus’ body, before it too was ripped off and dropped onto the floor. Then he was pressed against that incredible chest, gasping as he felt the hard definition of muscle rising and falling with Klaus’ heavy breathing.
“You’re so strong…” Leo said with dreamy admiration. “So big and strong…no wonder you’re my Alpha…”
A grunt came from Klaus, before he licked a wet path up the side of Leo’s neck and said into his hair,
“And you, Leo…you’re so small and fragile, the perfect, pretty little Omega…”
Leo never would have thought being called ‘fragile’ or ‘little’ would have excited him, but then again, everything Klaus said excited him right now. A second later Klaus seemed to pause and he said in a more uncertain voice,
“I’m sorry, I hope that didn’t sound…insulting…Leo, I’m…”
“It’s ok,” Leo reassured with searching kisses to that strong neck, “I know, Klaus, I know…”
Klaus released a sigh that was closer to a relieved groan, and he pressed a firm kiss onto Leo’s lips. His hands began trailing around Leo’s body, while Leo did his best to reciprocate. The smaller man squirmed in Klaus’ lap, trying to sit up high enough to run his hands down Klaus’ shoulders and back. Every time Leo tried to worm his way up onto his knees, or to a more dominant position, Klaus would effortlessly hold him back by distracting and weakening him with kisses and caresses.
In the end, Leo began groping and mouthing at Klaus’ chest. With Klaus keeping him stationary, it was the most accessible part of him, and a most pleasing one at that. The large muscles were so firm beneath Leo’s stroking hand, everywhere he touched was met with the glide of surprisingly soft skin, veiling shifting cords of strength. And with each confirmation of Klaus’ raw might, Leo became even more aroused. His body was responding to Klaus’, the Alpha’s body, that radiated protection and power under his own very small hands. The near-frenzy of want was beginning to buzz through Leo once more, even though they were this close, kissing, groping, and shaking together. It wasn’t enough. Leo began to mouth at the planes of Klaus’ chest, unable to help himself. He felt a slight runnel of shame go down his scalp when he found one of Klaus’ large nipples and immediately began flicking his tongue against it. The texture of softness and hard pebbling tantalized Leo, and upon hearing Klaus’ moan of approval, he latched his entire mouth there and began teasing with his tongue.
The large man’s body bowed slightly over Leo’s, hands stilling on his back.
“That’s very good…” Klaus breathed out a second later, his muscles twitching in response to Leo’s mouth.
The very idea that something so small could affect Klaus like that was enough to drive Leo crazy, and he quickly raised his other hand to touch Klaus’ other nipple as well. The need was growing, his desire to be taken was so great that Leo puzzlingly felt his channel pulse open and closed in anticipation. It was one of the oddest sensations he’d ever felt, but he knew that it was right, it meant he was ready. All the same, he worked his hardest to please Klaus beforehand. One of Klaus’ large hands trailed up Leo’s spine to cradle his head, gently holding him there as he licked and gasped. The feel of that hand encompassing his head did something to Leo. More specifically, when the fingers tightened on his skull ever so slightly, Leo worked his tongue furiously. He meant to wrench more sounds of pleasure from Klaus, the touch of his hand encouraging Leo to the point of madness.
A moment or two later, Leo felt Klaus’ other hand move from its spot on his hip. After drifting over his thigh to give Leo’s cock a soft stroke, it reached down farther, fingers venturing beneath to rub at him. Leo’s tight ring of muscle fluttered at the touch of those fingertips, and he let out a sharp whine of a sound, bucking on Klaus’ lap. Something about that particular area being stimulated at last made his brain begin to go foggy again, and he slowly lost his dedication to his oral pursuits. Why was he even doing this? Klaus was already aroused, and Leo was beginning to pulse with longing against Klaus’ adventurous fingers. They didn’t need to be wasting time with foreplay anymore.
Leo pulled back with a harsh gasp and a wet sound as his mouth came away from Klaus’ flesh. His lips hung open wantonly as he panted. He meant to beg Klaus for their mating, claw and squirm and weep if that was what it took. Before he had a chance, Klaus seemed to sense exactly what he was about to say, a glint of green eyes telling Leo without a word that he didn’t have to plead. At the same time, Klaus tightened his hold on Leo’s body and lifted him. Leo gave a small, whimpering cry as Klaus stood and carried him a few steps. A whirl of disorientation later found Leo sprawled on the nearest sofa, on his back, with Klaus standing beside him. When he saw the man reaching for his waistband, Leo’s brain nearly combusted. Unspoken acknowledgement or not, Leo began begging.
“Now, now, please, Klaus, I can’t wait any more, please, I need you to breed me, please, please…”
Leo actually felt tears rising as he was suddenly paralyzed by his desire, unable to do anything other than lie there, spreading his legs and hoping Klaus would mercifully listen to him. Even when it was absolutely clear that Klaus was going to do so, there was a fear of being left alone in this state that was close to devastating. If his Alpha didn’t mate with him right now…untold catastrophe would certainly follow. Knowing that was like breathing, thanks to the primal drive coursing through his veins. Klaus responded to the same instinct.
His hands left his task and caressed Leo’s body fervently, but gently, as if shushing him. Lips captured Leo’s and smothered them in soft wetness and surety. Only when Klaus pulled back from these reassurances did he speak,
“I smell your readiness, so thick and heavy I can almost taste it on the air.”
He said this while pressing a hand directly over Leo’s chest, pulling out of his dress pants with the other. Leo swallowed as yet another odd trickle of fluid came from somewhere he would never have guessed, and pooled a little between his cheeks.
“I’m wet…” Leo choked, wanting to fling his arm over his eyes as he said it, but too hypnotized by Klaus’ movements. He could almost see the shape of his lower body now, but the lighting was low and their proximity too near. “Why…how am I wet there? I’m…a guy…”
Klaus leaned closer, picked up Leo’s hand, and led it downward. With no trace of hesitation whatsoever, Klaus made Leo cup his manhood at the base, so he could feel his girth and the full sac beneath. Leo’s mouth went dry. He felt large, and hot, and fertile…
“Your body is readying itself for this, for me.” Klaus growled into his ear, licking the shell gently. “The Wisha have no need for artificial lubricants.”
“B-but, I’m a human…how…?” Leo’s curiosity died on his lips when a fang sunk carefully into the flesh of his earlobe, Klaus’ hand on his chest spreading to the right to flick one of his nipples. Leo arched, forgetting his questions and squeezing his hand around Klaus, tugging on him under the mans’ guiding grip.
“Can I breed you now?” Klaus groaned, his hot breath bathing Leo’s ear and making him shudder.
“Yes,” Leo answered, still unable to move his body, as though doing so would somehow drive Klaus away, “I’ve been waiting, I’ve needed it for so long, please, Klaus…”
A drop of hot liquid met the soft skin of Leo’s wrist, and a few more followed from Klaus’ cock, while it gave two distinct jumps beneath Leo’s fingers. That seemed to be the breaking point. Klaus grabbed Leo’s hips, yanked him farther down the sofa, and knelt with one leg astride him and the other planted on the floor. He pulled one of Leo's legs to the side to gain access before leaning down. The hot tip of Klaus’ member pressed against Leo’s slick opening, and it gave just a bit. Leo felt his entire body shaking in anticipation, and he dug his nails into Klaus’ forearms as he was forced to wait just a moment longer. Klaus cupped the side of his face in one giant hand, pressed their lips together and asked, in a very strained but serious voice,
“Leonardo…are you absolutely certain?”
Deep within him, behind all the dizzying, throbbing instincts, Leo felt his heart bleed a little at Klaus’ sincerity. To think that he could be aware enough to still repeatedly ask for permission. At the forefront, though, Leo was desperate. In answer, he actually began to shed tears. His entire face scrunched into what he knew must’ve been an ugly expression, while a few sobs bubbled up from his throat. He felt broken from the question, because he didn’t know how many more ways to express to Klaus that he needed him more than oxygen right now. He lifted his hands to rub at his eyes, his frustration pouring from them by way of large tears.
“Alright, alright, Leo, I’m sorry.” Klaus said quickly, earnestly, pulling Leo’s hands down and kissing Leo’s tears away. “I’ll take you hard enough to slake your need, I promise.”
With a brief meeting of their eyes, and a bone-deep thrum of trust, Klaus dropped his hands to hold Leo’s hips firmly, and he finally began sheathing himself inside Leo’s waiting body.
Leo’s sobs died away, replaced with soft moans and light panting. His slender legs flexed over Klaus’ thickly muscled thighs, his toes curling when he felt himself being slowly filled. The way was smooth, slickened by Leo’s hormone-riddled body, and as large as Klaus was, he wasn’t too much to take. With little grunts of enjoyment, Klaus dipped his hips a few times to start, just sliding his crown and the first inch in and out. Leo held on with trembling hands as his Alpha tested his body caringly, shaking with his own desire. It didn’t take long for him to realize just how open and eager Leo was, and he sunk in deeper.
Leo cried out when Klaus was entirely swallowed by his greedy flesh, and he could feel that rock-hard cock nudging his prostate. Once there, Klaus didn’t wait any longer. He snapped his hips forward and backward with a sudden urgency that made Leo so immeasurably happy that he could only smile and groan and soak in all the pleasure he was feeling.
“Yes…” Leo said in a strangled tone, his body coming alive with sensation in a way he’d never felt before in his life. “That’s so…good, Klaus…”
The buzzing in his brain had completely faded away, no longer was the urgency gnawing at him like a constant irritant against his flesh. Now that Klaus was inside of him, it was as though the fog thinned. It did not leave altogether, but Leo felt like he could breathe again, relief mingling with the joy of being bred like that, so hard and fast. And Klaus was taking him roughly, holding him down by his hips and thrusting inside of him with abandon. His green eyes had fallen closed, his face twisted into an expression mimicking pain, but so obviously radiating pleasure. His large body was almost completely shadowing Leo’s, his muscles beginning to dew up with sweat from his efforts, making the smaller man all the more excited. Klaus was enjoying this, Leo could tell; could read it in every little breath, every twitch of muscle and delve of his hips. But when Klaus actually spoke it aloud, the surety was much more potent,
“Leo…my sweet Omega…you feel incredible. So willing for me…”
His voice was steadier than Leo would’ve thought, considering what he was doing, but the words were no less truthful. One of Klaus’ hands rose to hold Leo’s shoulder, thumb brushing up against his chin. Leo rolled his head down to try and nuzzle into the touch.
“Alpha…” Leo groaned, arching his back, “thank you…”
This was the first movement Leo had been able to manage since their coupling began, and it still didn’t feel to him that he could or even should try and move of his own accord. So he lay there, trembling with the power of it all; the pleasure, Klaus’ strength and presence, and the haze of bliss floating around in his head. It was all so good. No other experience had come close to being this amazing. Then again, no other experience had involved Klaus…or an unnatural hormone.
Klaus was inside of him, over him, holding him, all around him. The man he’d looked up to and fallen for and fantasized about so often…it was enough to make Leo turn his head away from Klaus’ face, beautiful in its pleasure. It had all come to this so quickly, so unexpectedly, yet it felt so right that Leo nearly blew a logic circuit trying to reason out why he should feel any reservations. This was what he’d wanted…to some extent. He couldn’t deny that his entire body was singing with the strikes of pleasure being doled out thrust by thrust, that he was clawing at the sofa’s fabric or Klaus’ wrist with the need to ground himself against it. How could he ever say no to this?
“Do you feel good?” Klaus grated out a handful of moments later, sliding his hand from Leo’s hip to his ribs. “Am I giving you what you need?”
Leo laughed aloud at the question, a strained but honest sound.
“God, yes, Klaus…it’s…it’s amazing…you’re amazing…”
“Truly?” Klaus prompted, baring his teeth as he slowed his thrusts to roll his hips and his cock within Leo.
“Yes!” Leo gasped, as his prostate was circled like that. “You’re always amazing…to me...always...”
With a creak of the sofa’s frame, Klaus bent down and kissed Leo, no easy task while he was still inside him. Leo buried his fingers in Klaus’ hair, loving the thickness, and clutched at him, kissing back wildly. He reveled in every second: the taste of tea on his tongue, the feel of his rapid breath, his soft but insistent mouth, all of his soft sounds.
Klaus pulled away from Leo's mouth, only to dive right back in to suckle his neck. He’d gone back to it enough times tonight to make Leo believe that he favored that part of him. Leo tipped his head back, offering up more of his neck for Klaus’ mouth. Klaus went from licking, kissing, and suckling on Leo’s neck, to nipping with his teeth. Only lightly, not enough to hurt or leave marks. In doing so, however, he drifted from the side of that pale neck, to the shoulder, and began nosing around trying to get at the back. With Leo's head tilted back, he couldn't reach his nape.
Klaus seemed to get frustrated, and he suddenly pulled out of Leo entirely, lifted him up by the waist like a rag doll, and flipped him over onto all fours. Leo barely had time to cry out before Klaus was plastered along his back, cock already pressing back into him. In the same instant, that large mouth bit down on the nape of his neck, that place he’d been trying so hard to reach.
“Klaus!”
Leo yelped, feeling Klaus’ fangs dig into his flesh there, hard enough that there would definitely be bruising tomorrow. Though, Leo didn’t feel the pain as anything other than a brand of pleasure given to him by his Alpha. After gnawing on him for a few long seconds, a soft tongue lapped at the bite, and Klaus made a low moaning sound, still pistoning his hips.
“Did I hurt you, Leo? I’m sorry, I couldn’t stop…I had to…right there…mark you while breeding you…”
His words, broken by his thrusts and grunts of pleasure, drove Leo to new heights of arousal. His own cock was so hard it slapped up against his own stomach with every forward motion of Klaus’ body, leaving dabs of slick fluid in its wake.
“Mark me…all you want.” Groaned Leo, arms shaking with the effort of holding himself up. “I want to be yours…”
“Oh Leo,” Klaus said in what nearly sounded like a sob, “I know you do, right now…”
“Always.” Leo corrected sharply, jolting into a tight line when Klaus surprised him by running his hands up under his body to rub at his nipples. “I always wanted this…wanted you…”
The words toppled out with more ease than Leo could ever have spoken them before. Klaus acknowledged them by sliding one hand down to massage Leo’s neglected member, the other holding Leo tight at his hip.
“You’re delirious in your pleasure.” Klaus whispered hotly against a slender shoulder. “Everything is clouded to you right now. Much more than it is to me.”
He wasn’t wrong. Leo was barely holding on to coherent thought at the moment, every nerve in his body feeling like he was on the crest of orgasm every other second. But he still knew. He knew what Klaus meant. Only because of his current state, he didn’t care about hiding anything.
“Yes...” Leo whimpered, bucking down into Klaus’ tight grip and back onto his cock. “But I’m not lying! I’ve thought about this, wanted this, for so long! Since we met—God, that’s good…ah! God, Klaus, there’s no one else for me…I only want you…”
Passionate, smacking kisses suddenly rained down on Leo’s back, all along his spine, over both shoulders, up into his hair, and down the back of his jawline. He shuddered as they sent tingling lust through him. Klaus bore down on him, pressing him to his elbows as he began moving and grunting like an animal. Leo lost all will to restrain his voice, then.
Noises left him. Loud, lustful, sharp and high, to low and mewling as he was taken apart from the inside. Klaus’ hand stroked him as best it could to the rhythm of his thrusting, and Leo was pouring out his end before a minute more had passed, the ecstasy finally becoming too much. Nirvana flashed in his entire body, bright light bursting behind his eyes like a cerulean flash of lightning.
Leo cursed in a strangled, wailing voice, all his limbs spasming and jerking like mad, before losing any ounce of strength they still had.
A gasp of fear left him as he felt the world go black, and tilt sharply.
He actually tried to fling himself to one side as if to keep himself balanced at the phantom sensation. Klaus’ big hands caught him instantly, burning his flesh so pleasantly with their heat as they cradled him and eased him down. For a few heartbeats, they were all that kept Leo from panicking as he perceived his reality tumbling over and over, and felt he would slide off the world and into a void.
“Shhh…” Klaus’ voice came to him, muffled and far away, but firm and comforting. “Stay with me, Leo, it’s alright. I’m right here, don’t be afraid.”
Leo gave a low, shuddering sound of effort as reality leveled out slowly once more, and everything seemed to come into focus. He gave a very long sigh as he settled back into himself. 
“Back with me, little Omega?” Klaus breathed into his hair, and Leo realized that Klaus was hugging him tightly, nuzzling his face against Leo’s head as he waited for Leo to come up.
“Yeah…”
Leo sighed again, a small whine leaving him as his body clenched around Klaus’ still-hard member within it. The aftershocks of pleasure that were rolling over him nearly felt as good as his release. 
“Oh…that was-”
Klaus didn’t give him any time to recover further. Seeing that Leo was aware again, Klaus pulled back and rolled Leo onto his side, so he wouldn’t have to bear his own weight. He then lifted one of Leo’s legs up to hold against his waist, and began thrusting again. A high-pitched cry left Leo’s mouth, as unexpectedly powerful sensation continued to flow through him, despite his recent climax. Klaus’ voice was smoky with lustful intention as he told Leo,
“We’re not finished…there’s another one in you…I’ll help you reach it…”
Leo gasped and trembled, arms flung up over his head across the sofa cushion. His eyes squeezed shut tightly as he became unbelievably hard mere seconds later. Another? So soon? At this point Leo was beyond being surprised at what this damned Wisha hormone made possible in his own body. Though, while it might make it possible for him to come so many times in a row, it didn’t seem to be giving him any excess physical endurance. Perhaps he had his humanness to thank for that. Either way, he was drained of strength. Leo went entirely limp, like he’d been at the start, and let out cries and whimpers as his Alpha worked him over. Klaus, meanwhile, spoke low, sweet things to him that Leo couldn’t always catch, but somehow understood perfectly. His big hands would caress Leo’s spread body, fingers playing with his nipples or over his collarbones, in the hollows of his arms and the length of his cock.
There was no telling how long their coupling lasted this time. It was all a haze of pure sensation and sound, that rolled and crested on ever-mounting moments of enjoyment, toward an inevitable end.
Finally, Leo’s body gave up what Klaus had known it was holding in all along; a third orgasm that had built up over the course of his efforts, and spilled from him without Leo’s cock even needing to be touched. Leo had just enough strength to arch up at the pleasure, before falling right back down. He panted, moaning quietly through his recovery. Above him, he became aware of Klaus going tense.
Of course. His Alpha had fulfilled his duty to his Omega. There was only one more thing left for him to do.
“Oh, Leo…I’m….”
Klaus barely managed the words before he jerked himself forward, and eased his movements. Leo looked up just in time to witness Klaus’ face tightening up entirely, only to go slack and amazed the next second. Inside him, Leo felt his Alpha’s pleasure pour out in hot bursts. The huge man fell forward onto his elbows over Leo, dropping his head down to lean on his slender chest. Leo felt the hot panting breath against his skin, and managed to wrap weak hands around Klaus’ neck, stroking softly.
They lay there together for a handful of moments, both of them hovering between reality and the bliss of what they’d just shared. Their peace was short-lived, as very quickly they both became aware of something unusual and unexpected.
Leo briefly thought that Klaus was getting hard again, as he felt his member stiffen. However, it didn’t end there. It expanded, steadily seeming to grow larger and spread Leo even further apart inside.
“Klaus, what’s…” His concerned squeak was met by Klaus’ sudden gruff groan, and the man flexed his hips a bit, rubbing his growing cock around inside Leo.
It was alarming, though Leo was more worried for Klaus.
“What…what is that? What’s happening to you?” Leo gasped, shifting his legs slightly at the odd sensation.
“Don’t move, Leo.” Klaus groaned, his voice tense. “Please, you must stay still. I think I’m knotting you…”
“What’s that mean?” Leo asked, his fingers digging unintentionally into Klaus’ arms.
The big man took a few deep breaths and was silent several seconds longer before trying to move himself. He gently rolled them both over so that Leo was lying on his side next to him, pressed up against the back of the sofa. It was a tricky bit of maneuvering, as they remained connected by Klaus’ ever-growing member the entire time. Once settled, Klaus cupped Leo’s face in one hand and began stroking it softly. When he spoke, it seemed as though he’d composed himself, and his voice was soft and informative,
“I’m swelling up at the head, until it’s a bulb-like shape that can’t be drawn out of you. It won’t last and it won’t hurt, I promise, but if you relax it will be for the better.”
Leo eased as best he could into stillness, but the swelling inside of him was growing too large to ignore. He gasped as it stretched his inner walls to the point of mild discomfort.
“You sure it won’t tear me or anything?” He asked nervously, a tremor of anxiety going through him at the thought.
“Positive.” Klaus assured, pressing kisses to Leo’s damp forehead. “Please trust me. Just stay still.”
Having little choice in the matter, Leo obeyed, settling his hands against Klaus’ chest and ducking his head to lean on them. As they lay there together, little by little, Leo felt his sanity returning. It was a very uncomfortable experience, like being perpetually trapped in the moment just before he hit the ground from a long fall. He could see the horror coming clearly, but had no way out. What the hell had they just done? The clarity made Leo terrified to speak and break the stasis they were in at first. However, as time wore on and he really thought about what Klaus had said, he couldn’t keep the question inside.
“Doesn’t that hurt?” Leo blurted quietly, afraid to even move an inch around the now stable hardness of Klaus’ cock. Klaus hummed as if considering.
“You would think so, but I’m not in any pain. I can feel it, but it’s more odd than anything. I’m surprised that the Wisha hormone could alter my body so much.”
In Leo’s opinion, the hormone seemed to have left him high, dry, and completely coherent again. Whether or not it was different for Klaus because he had been temporarily turned into an Alpha, who was to say. Apparently it was still affecting him physically, if not mentally. Though he had consistently been the more rational of the two of them, being able to reason somewhat through the drive. Perhaps it was just different for Klaus.  
“Knotting? What exactly is it?” Leo asked, his voice muffled by the cup of his own hands.
A soft sigh escaped Klaus, and he patted Leo’s shoulder.
“Essentially we cannot separate until the swelling recedes. It is intended to ensure that the recipient will become pregnant, since the knot keeps any seed from escaping."
"Pregnant!?" Leo snapped suddenly, and Klaus instantly soothed his hands over Leo's shoulders.
"Relax. You're a human, and a male. Pregnancy is an impossibility, especially with how short-lived the hormones' effects are."
"Oh." Leo responded, feeling a sudden rush of embarrassment. “So…how long?”
“From what I remember, it varies. Anywhere from ten to thirty minutes.”
There was a silence following those words that, again, Leo couldn’t bring himself to break right away, as the meaning of those words set in. When he realized it had taken him too long to respond, he piped out quietly,
“I guess there’s nothing we can do, then.”
“Nothing but wait here together.” Leo shivered in surprise when Klaus curled one hand around his head, fingers sinking into his hair to softly rub at his scalp. “Is it so terrible?”
“No! Just, well…”
Leo’s mind was now clear, and true uncertainty begin to settle into his bones. The memories of how he had behaved were becoming real to him, as though up until now he had been living in a dream world. But the mist was lifting and reality was beginning to set in. His heart skipped a few beats and he had a sudden desire to hide his face. He settled for resting his head against Klaus’ chest so they couldn’t look at each other. For his part, Klaus continued to run his hands softly over Leo’s body.
“Are you alright?” Klaus asked after a few silent moments, during which Leo barely moved.
“I don’t know.” Answered Leo, sincerely. “This was all so sudden, and intense.”
A soft rumble of sound met Leo’s ear. It was a low, reassuring hum.
“I surely didn’t expect anything like this to happen so quickly either.” Klaus agreed, gently. “Do you feel remorse?”
The question made Leo bumble for words. But Klaus didn’t interrupt him. He just held him there, listening patiently as Leo worked through his thoughts aloud,
“Not really, it’s not like it was in my control, so I can’t feel remorse as though it was a deliberate choice that I made. But I mean, it’s not like I wouldn’t have made it if I could, anyway…I guess, I’m more…embarrassed, than anything else. But…I can’t say that I regret that it happened.”
Klaus’ huge body relaxed upon hearing that. Leo hadn’t realized just how tense the larger man had been. Somehow, knowing that he’d been just as awkward and on edge as Leo, comforted him.
“That pleases me to hear. Though, being influenced by a rogue hormone wasn’t the most consensual of ways that this could’ve happen between us…I cannot say I disliked it. On the contrary.”
An odd swell of pride rolled over Leo at that, and he found the courage to lift his head a little, now resting his chin on the cap of Klaus’ shoulder.
“Really?”
“Indeed. You enjoyed it as well, didn’t you?”
Leo nearly scoffed at Klaus. Like he needed to ask, after all the fussing Leo had done to prove just how much he had definitely enjoyed it. But knowing Klaus, the man just wanted to make sure. So Leo found the confidence to give him the answer he deserved.
“More than anything.”
He could feel the little chuckle Klaus gave in response to that, and the arms around him tightened a little. There was a lightness to his tone when he spoke again,
“That’s a relief. I was worried about the implications of the situation. Then again…Leonardo, did you mean what you said in the thick of it?”
Leo felt himself blushing very red as a comeback sprang to his lips.
“I, um…I said a lot of things…which do you mean?”
Warm fingers brushed over his upper back, tracing the wings of his shoulder blades. Klaus shifted ever so slightly to lay his other hand on Leo’s side, the huge width of his hand reaching from Leo’s hip to his ribs.
“You said that you’d thought about this, before. That you thought I was the only one for you.”
Chills followed by rivers of fire poured over Leo from head to foot as his heart began doing backflips in his chest. A shudder went through him that he wouldn’t be able to explain away. In any other situation, his first intuition would be to deny his own words for the sake of preserving their dynamic. But at this point, Leo couldn’t see any logic in lying. After what they’d just done, and what they were still doing, there was very little to hide anymore. He already felt like he’d bared his soul to the other man in the midst of the insanity that was their coupling; the physical and emotional intensity still resonated with him through his embarrassment. A few words wouldn’t do much more to humiliate him.
“Yes.” Leo said quietly. “I didn’t want you to find out, really, but…I have feelings for you. I’ve had them for so long now, and…so, even though that hormone did all this to us…it really just added fuel to the fire. At least for my part. Because…I was already so attracted to you.”
Leo fought tooth and nail to keep himself from adding an apology to the end of that explanation, but he knew that he didn’t truly need to ask forgiveness for his feelings. It wasn’t a crime, just uncomfortable to admit. Klaus didn’t answer him right away, and that made Leo even more nervous. He moved to sit up a little without thinking, and was reminded instantly that Klaus’ cock was still very much a hard knot inside of his body, keeping them together.
“Sorry!” Leo said quickly, some part of him rejoicing that he had something he could apologize for after all.
“It’s alright.” Klaus answered, cradling Leo in closer as though to keep him still. “Are you hurting at all?”
“No, no, I’m ok…”
The other man sighed, and ran a thumb over the curve of Leo’s ear. It somehow comforted Leo that Klaus kept touching him as though it was a perfectly normal thing to do. In the back of his mind he’d assumed Klaus would immediately be hands-off with him now that their heads were clear.
“So…” Klaus said cautiously, “you have feelings for me. I honestly never picked up on them before now. Why didn’t you want me to find out?”
Leo bit his lip and shook his head on Klaus’ shoulder. He had thought so many times on what he might say if ever they had this conversation, but none of it seemed to fit right now. His gut told him to be as straightforward and honest as possible rather than wasting time worrying about Klaus’ reaction. This decision filled Leo with a strange peace that enabled him to open his mouth and speak exactly what he was thinking. Which was mostly reflection on past doubts.
“What would be the point? You’re not only my boss, but you’re way out of my league. Plus, I always assumed you were too attached to the job to bother with a relationship. I also didn’t want to go around asking the other team members about your dating preferences and history. So I decided to just keep it to myself.”
An acknowledging grunt of sound came from Klaus, before the thoughtful pause that came after it. Leo could sense the thoughts churning around in his head, weighing different angles and outcomes.
“I can understand your mindset.” Klaus finally said. “But you’re selling yourself short again, Leonardo. You constantly undervalue yourself, and it’s somewhat painful to watch. You're so unselfish that you forget to give yourself what you need or want most of the time. It can make helping you in any way difficult, when you just turn it down. That is perhaps partially why I was so taken with the idea of pleasing you when you asked for it. You never ask for anything, but you deserve so much, Leo."
Leo hovered between mortification and flattery. Klaus was far from the first person to tell him that about himself. That he was difficult to please or compliment because he usually answered by shucking it off in embarrassment. He struggled with his self-worth, but Klaus was definitely helping at this moment.
"Considering all that," Klaus went on, when Leo didn't respond, "it makes sense that you wouldn't have suspected that I'd thought about you like this as well. But I have."
A zinging excitement rang within Leo, and he gasped lightly at the happiness he felt. 
“What? Really?” He felt a small flare of heat from Klaus' skin at the question.
“Yes. Though…I tried not to let myself dwell on the idea for too long. I felt it would be disrespectful to you.”
Leo’s response came out as a chuckled string of high-pitched words,
“I’ve been thinking the same thing about you for over a year now!”
“My, my, my…” Was Klaus’ answer to that, amusement lightening his tone. “I feel less of a beast knowing that I wasn’t alone in my thoughts. Though, Leo, I haven’t let myself venture beyond that into as deep emotional territory as you have. I care for you greatly, you must know that, but I haven’t considered you a romantic interest in any serious manner before now.”
If ever there was a graceful way to let someone down easy, that was it. Klaus delivered the blow in such an elegant and gentle manner that Leo didn’t immediately want to cry from the rejection. Mostly because…he wasn’t sure it was an outright rejection. He needed more clarification.
“So,” Leo ventured, “what now?”
Klaus rubbed his fingers lightly over Leo’s side and hip, making pleasant rushes of sensation dance over his flesh.
“I assume you don’t mean that literally.”
“Yeah, that’s pretty obvious, I know we’re stuck together for a while. But I mean what do we do going forward? How should we act around each other now? I feel like I can barely look you in the eye, I’m so shy and embarrassed about this…”
Klaus chuckled and shifted his knee to drape over Leo’s hips, hugging him closer and pressing Leo’s body even tighter around his knotting cock. Leo was surprised to find that it didn’t hurt, but rather felt oddly satisfying.
“I can understand, Leo.” Klaus reassured him. “Neither of us can or should lightly brush off the intimacy of what we’ve shared tonight. It creates an intense awareness that can be uncomfortable at first. I’m assuming that over time, it will wane to feel more natural.”
“Over time?” Leo asked, quietly. Those two words held much potential, but it was up to Klaus to define what kind.
The bigger man didn’t answer right away, again seeming to be thinking things through slowly, the way he did when making an important decision. When he did speak, he sounded oddly unsure of himself, like he was actually nervous about Leo’s response.
“Leo, I know that this entire situation was very unprofessional, and that had I been a stronger man I should have tried to avoid putting you through this-.”
“You’re taking on too much responsibility, as usual, Klaus. I was the one who passed this viral hormone on to you,” Leo pointed out, “it’s not like either of us had a say.”
“Be that as it may,” Klaus continued, “I feel the need to assure you that I do not consider you inferior to me in any way. I know that our minds were temporarily wired in terms of ‘alpha’ and ‘omega’, but in reality, you know that I respect you more than to assume you’d be…in the inferior position, right?”
It took Leo a moment to realize what Klaus meant, since he was still waiting for the answer to his question to become clear. This seemed like a side note.
“What does that have to do with anything?” Leo asked, confused. “I mean, sure, I completely get where you’re coming from, and yeah, I know you’re a gentleman to a fault. But why bring that up?”
Klaus rocked his hips just a bit, and Leo drew in a sharp breath as his insides were rattled.
“Because it began nagging at me once the wild drive started draining away just now; I consider you an equal, and my actions spoke the opposite of that. I just had to be sure that you knew where I really stand. In order to…move forward, I needed you to assure me of that.”
Leo had just about all he could stomach of Klaus speaking in vague terms.
“I know what you mean, and it's fine." He said lightly. "I didn't mind you calling me 'little' or 'fragile'. I thought it was hot, actually."
"You did?"
"Yes, but going back to what you just said; in order to move forward…in general?” Leo questioned, unable to hide the slight exasperation in his voice. “Or do you mean that…you want to be with me? Like, a real couple, dating and all that?”
There was no hesitation in Klaus’ voice.
“If you’ll have me after all of this, Leonardo, I'd be open to a relationship.”
Leo’s heart melted hearing those words. They were practical, no declarations of love from the single night of unexpected passion, but they were earnest, and Leo believed them. In his head, at least. His emotions were on a carnival ride, swinging from joy to doubt and back again. His body came alive with excitement, and he began to shake slightly.
“Do…do you mean it?” The question was quiet and only a little bit desperate. “You’re not just flattering me, or trying to make me feel better, are you? Because I know how kind you are Klaus, and that would be too cruel of you…right?”
Large fingers curled under Leo’s chin and gently lifted his face. Green eyes, soft with contentment and sincerity, met slits of ethereal blue as Leo parted his eyelids just enough.
“I truly want to be with you, Leonardo. I promise to do whatever it takes to prove that to you.”
Leo chuckled wildly, unable to get words out as his overwhelming happiness and lingering nerves choked him. All he could do was laugh, and nod over and over, smiling so widely he thought that he must look like a madman. But Klaus smiled too; a warm, tangible expression of affection. Leo slapped his hands on either side of Klaus’ face, mildly surprising him, and crashed forward to kiss his slightly puckered lips. He was chuckling all through the kiss, while Klaus stroked the back of his head and his back, giving a small sound of amusement himself here and there. Leo realized there were tears welling up in his eyes, and his chuckles wavered into crying territory every other sound.
Klaus helped wipe at his tears, shushing him gently.
“Oh my god…pinch me…” Leo finally managed to say, between the various sounds coming from his throat. “I can’t believe this…”
“You really care for me that much?” Asked Klaus softly, and with the words, very carefully drew himself out of Leo’s body at last. The smaller man hadn’t even realized that the knot had finally receded and released them. His gasp of reaction was lost in the midst of his fussing, and he nodded furiously again.
“D-don’t make me say it…not yet, please, Klaus…I can’t say it so soon…but…”
Understanding bloomed over Klaus’ face, and he shushed Leo again, leaning to sit up at last and taking Leo with him. He easily repositioned Leo in his lap once more, and began checking him over with careful hands.
“It’s alright, Leo. I don’t intend to rush anything. Are you hurt at all?”
The younger man gave one last manically happy chuckle and said, with spunk,
“I think the cart was flung way out ahead of the horse in this case, Klaus, don’t you think?”
Delight lit Klaus’ face as he examined Leo.
“All the more reason to go slow from here on out. I asked if you were hurt; there’s a few bruises on you. Behind your neck...I left a bite mark...”
Leo reached behind his head to touch the nape of his neck, feeling a small flare of pain. He shivered, remembering how Klaus had all but fought to get behind him and bite down there, needing to mark him.
“It's your mark." Leo said, quietly. "I'm glad to have it. Besides that, I guess I am a little sore, but it’s nothing I can’t live with.”
“I was too rough with you.” Klaus declared, in such a tone of self-reproach that Leo’s smile faded.
“Hey,” Leo said, brushing Klaus’ cheek with his fingertips, “I’m alright. You weren’t too rough. I…I really loved all of it.”
“Are you certain?”
“Of course. I know what real injuries are, and so do you. Relax, I’m not hurt. But I’m actually getting cold, now that you mention it.”
Thus reality crashed into euphoria as they were both forced to break apart and retrieve their scattered clothes from around the office floor. Their eyes kept flitting to one another, making each other smile awkwardly with the knowledge that it was alright to look, to admire. Though Klaus frowned as Leo pulled on his underthings.
“Leo…don’t you need to freshen up…I mean, at the end…I didn’t pull out…”
It was endearing to see Klaus so flustered about that, but Leo had been intending to ignore the fact. Turned out Klaus was honest and practical in all things, even when embarrassing to discuss. Leo slipped into his sweatpants immediately after, and waved a hand at Klaus.
“I’ll take care of it at home. It’s alright.” He timidly approached the huge man, and laid his hands on the large forearms as though unsure he was allowed. “It’s not the greatest feeling in the world, but…it’s worth it.”
Klaus’ fingers cupped Leo’s elbows, holding him loosely as they gazed at each other.
It felt unreal. Leo was sure he would wake up at any moment. But moment after moment passed, and Klaus remained there, smiling at him and keeping him close. It would probably take weeks for the truth to hit home; that Klaus actually was his boyfriend now.
“So…you want to go on a date sometime?” Leo asked, at length. “Maybe something not involving crazy mind drugs?”
A warm laugh escaped softly from Klaus’ smiling lips, and he bent down to nuzzle Leo’s curly head.
“Perhaps a nice dinner or a walk by the river?” Klaus suggested lightly.
“I’d like that.” Leo agreed, leaning up to land a peck on Klaus’ lips. “Maybe afterwards we can find a nice secluded bench somewhere to…talk…and, um…”
Klaus’ left eyebrow lifted mischievously at his smaller counterpart.
“We do have much to discuss after tonight.” Klaus agreed, a slight teasing edge to his tone. “Both with words…and actions…I would say.”
Leo had to bite his lip to keep from barking out a sound of pure glee. He suddenly flung himself forward, hugging Klaus tight around his middle.
“I’m so happy right now, Klaus. Happier than I think I’ve ever been. Does that sound stupid and sappy?”
“No, Leo.” Klaus hummed to him, wrapping large arms Leo and holding him close. “It sounds wonderful.”
“What…what will we tell the others?” Leo asked suddenly. “Do we have to pretend, or..?”
“Why would we?” Klaus asked, so nonchalantly that Leo almost did a double-take. “We have no reason to be ashamed. There’s no need to explain how tonight played out, that would be a touch too private to share, but I have no issue with letting anyone know we’re dating.”
Leo believed him. Klaus would never lie to him, and he’d proven himself so much already tonight.
“I don’t think I’ve ever been able to be so open before.” He admitted. “I mean, I've never really dated a man seriously, but when I have been interested I...I haven't been able to let anyone know. Thank you…”
Something about the way Klaus’ hands tightened on Leo’s shoulders told him, that Klaus understood the magnitude of what he was granting. The fear of rejection was strong enough to fray relationships like the one they were building, and knowing that they’d be honest about it together only added to their happiness.
“You’re welcome, Leo.”
Leo let himself cling to Klaus, soak in the knowledge and reassurance of his affection, and wondered how he would ever let go.
This was wonderful. Not perfect; there were still pitfalls all around them both from within themselves and without in the crazy, terrifying world in which they lived. But the truth remained, that being together like this was better than anything they could hope for apart. The means to get them here had been insane, beyond coincidental, essentially an accident…
Unless it had been fate, all along.
For all that it had taken away from Leo, perhaps it had given him something better than he could have imagined. Perhaps it had all been for this. Regardless of how it had happened, Leo was willing to accept and enjoy this sweetest of gifts, and the multitude more waiting on the horizon.
He and Klaus would share it all, together. Fated, or not. 
)))(((
(I'm uploading all my podfic narrations to my YouTube and my Patreon in case you're wondering where they went. :) 
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