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you're in my head (more often than i want) - EnnTea - ダンジョン飯 | Dungeon Meshi
To devour, and be devoured, he thinks, as he slips the key into the lock. To devour and be devoured, he muses, as he helps unclasp Laios’ cloak with hands far steadier than his nerves; this close, he catches the vague scent of candle flame, the iron tang of wet ink - the fresh, crisp smell of a new book. To devour, he thinks - as he catches Laios’ gaze, tracking his movements, before the other averts his eyes - as if he as been caught, cheeks a pale shade of pink; and be devoured, he thinks - as Laios sits on the edge of his bed; thinks how easy it would be, simply to step forward, to tilt his chin up and kiss him, what might happen if his feelings were reciprocated -

    - arousal lances through him; white-hot, fist-clenching - his stomach lurches.

    “No,” he says, instead - keeps a respectful arm’s length apart, as he watches Laios tug off his boots, his eyes tracking the flex of muscle under his tunic sleeves, the careful concentration in his eyes, as he works to unlace the tops. “No, I think I understand what you mean, when you say that.”

Or: the adventures of Kabru, master overthinker.
	[image: ]archiveofourown.org
	By Organization for Transformative Works
	archiveofourown.org
	About 58 minutes read

Kabru had known what to expect from Tallmen, when he had first started adventuring; their duplicity, their ambitions, their greed. They are trustworthy, but only  so  far as he could throw them; which had been why meeting Laios had thrown him for such a spin, almost to the point of obsession. It had been foolish,  silly  of him to be so consumed by the thought of the other, he had told himself furiously, to be so obsessive over someone who seemed so simple. And, for a long time, Kabru had not trusted him simply  because  of that perceived simplicity. In his experience, people were often the bitter reverse of the exterior they liked to portray, and he was sure that any moment, Laios’ affable, but thoroughly tactless demeanour would drop, and he would be like all the others, ready to exploit and take advantage of some poor, less experienced party. 
Because, on paper - if someone were to write out a list of character traits about the other man:  good at combat situations, outwardly calm, but intense - passionate about monsters, lacking in knowledge of social cues, it would be a relatively straight-forward profile, with nothing particularly compelling to show. He had just been another oddball, in a party filled with them, making his way through the dungeons - albeit easy on the eyes, in a vaguely generic way. Kabru had known this, because he had  made  that list, in a fit of frustration, and only became more incensed with himself when he had realised that the exercise had done nothing to dispel his thoughts about the other. 
There are other people out there, he would tell himself, as he had tossed and turned on his bedroll in frustration. There are other people out there, he had reminded himself, whenever he would catch Rin glancing at him surreptitiously, her cheeks flushing when they made eye contact, when he had spent time in Mithrun’s company, his shared presence had been simple, easy. You could have this, he had thought, as he had lain awake at night, staring at the ceiling. He had known elves, after all. He had been raised by them; and interacting with Mithrun, and the rest of the Canaries, had been like slipping into an old, familiar coat. 
Once, the idea would have been appealing; Kabru didn’t  like  the dungeons - not really, viewed them as simply a means to an end. He longed for a world away from having to live in vigilance, for fear of the next threat lurking ahead, or behind. He despised monsters. But, as was the case with many old coats - he found that despite the temptation of familiarity, there was something which felt  off  about the idea of putting it back on; as if, in the time he had been away, that favoured coat had somehow become ill-fitting. He  enjoyed  Rin’s company, had an exceptionally high regard for Mithrun; but even in their company, all he could  think  about, in his idle moments was the  damn story  he needed to tell Laios. 
He did not understand Laios, with his near single-minded obsession with monsters at the time; still does not understand someone who can approach such a complicated world, with such straightforward thinking - but it had not stopped him from dwelling on it. And the more he thought of the man; he could not help but dwell on the other aspects of his character that could not simply be described and categorised into neat points of description; his love for his sister, and his dedication to finding her - his regard for his teammates, his quick, often  bizarre  thinking when under pressure which  somehow  managed to work, his ability to somehow, remain outwardly unfazed in the face of danger, his unwavering optimism in regard to making friends.
 “I want to be your friend,”  Kabru had blurted out, because it had been the only way to quantify the complicated, tangled knot of feelings that knitted together, when he thought of Laios - too damn much, for his own comfort or liking. It had been nothing close to that sentiment. Unlike  Laios,  Kabru knew exactly what  friendship  felt like, but it was an easy label to place on a mess of emotion that he could barely comprehend, himself. That knot had tangled even further, when he had accepted a role as a royal advisor -  because who else, apart from me, can ensure you do not run this kingdom into the ground?  It would be inadvertent, of course - because nothing Laois ever did was  malicious  - he had grown to know this, over the course of their encounters.
But it is when Laios tentatively calls him  friend,  stuttering through the word, as if he is well aware of how those words had been received in the past, that the knot, which had gradually been tightening the longer they spent in each other’s company, snaps - all those emotions unspooling themselves, laid bare. It isn’t friendship,  Kabru feels, when he hears those words - but  despair;  a swooping, sinking sensation in his stomach at the notion that Laios’ affection for him only extends as far as the platonic. 
 Oh fuck,  Kabru thinks then - as he sits at the table, spoon half-turned, the stew in it splashing back into the bowl, and spattering against his tunic - a  new  one, no less, much to his chagrin.  Oh God. I’m in love with him.  And yet, for all the existential, emotional havoc this has wreaked on  him,  and him alone; the world has the temerity to go  on,  as he reevaluates a great deal of his time in the dungeon, and consequent obsession with the man who sits next to him - happily discussing the merits of a cockatrice against a basilisk.  Oh fuck,  he thinks, when he realises the depth of  fondness  that wells inside his chest, when he glances towards him. At least, he thinks, glancing surreptitiously towards the other end of the table, where Marcille and Rin chatter away, seemingly oblivious - no-one else has played spectator to this moment of revelation. And  that  thought, at least, keeps him from trying to drown himself in the tureen of stew that sits in the middle of the table; that, and the fact it would be a rather ignominious, and unseemly death, after all the travails he has been through.
 Royal Advisor Drowns in Fish Stew as a leading headline tomorrow, he thinks, not without some humour.  How mortifying.  And, most importantly, he would be leaving Laios alone, to fend for himself against the sly creatures in court, with all their machinations. He would not last two weeks - and that, he thinks, is not an unfair estimate of Laios’ capacity to govern - but more the fact that he  knows  what the other’s capacities are, and they certainly do not lie in thwarting grand conspiracies. No - the only person  capable  of that is Kabru; Marcille comes close - but like the rest of their former party, she has expressed little interest in the internal politics that come with governing a kingdom.  Who else would protect you in such a way, as I do?  He thinks then, the thought darkly possessive; in the afternoon light, the sun filters through the fine strands of the other’s hair - almost as if it were spun gold. A more fanciful poet, looking to curry favour with the king once - had compared his eyes to topaz - at the time, Kabru had to disguise his snort; but  now  - he might be willing to reinterpret that sentiment favourably.
That, he thinks grimly, is a true sign that he's in deep - excuses himself from the luncheon on the pretext of work - if only so he can go and reflect on his all of his life choices, that have led him to actually be in love with the most singularly infuriating man on the face of the earth. 

Of course - because, no matter how he schemes his way through life, the world is not always in his favour; later that afternoon, as he leafs through mind numbing protocols to observe for an upcoming visit by foreign dignitaries, a shadow falls over the parchment he’s careful been jotting his notes onto - long, straw-blonde hair falling into his line of vision; when he glances up, he meets Marcille’s serious gaze. His stomach promptly plummets somewhere in the direction of his shoes.
“What can I do for you?” he says, more to observe standard politeness, and less because he  actually  wishes to help. Not when he’s already sure of what the topic of conversation will be about. Or  who,  at least.
“I want you to know,” Marcille says, taking a deep, fortifying breath, twists her staff in her hands. “That I consider Laios a dear friend of mine. When I first met him, I found him somewhat taxing - I confess, as I think, nearly everyone does, but I respect him a great deal now, and would wish nothing but the best for him.”
“And,” Kabru says pleasantly, as he puts his quill down; wonders, distantly if he can bluff his way out of this particular conversation. He has the terrible feeling he  cannot.  “So do I. After all, I think we both agree that we have his best interests at heart, both for the kingdom, and for his own personal wellbeing. I consider him a great friend. You are,” he says, is proud of how  level  his voice sounds, “Of course,  wildly  hypothesising about the extent of my feelings towards him. I think about him as a - “ he is, he knows, supposed  to say  friend;  but the word somehow, dies on his tongue; his capacity for dissembling failing him, as soon as he meets Marcille’s knowing gaze. 
“You can’t fool me, Kabru,” she says, her smile wry; and for a moment, he has the distinct impression that she looks straight  through  him, at some distant memory - that her current environment is immaterial to the scene she is lost in. For a moment, the memory of a young blonde woman, sleepy-eyed, possessed of the same warmth that Laios has, flits into his mind. “I know exactly what it’s like to be in love with a Touden, after all. It’s obvious to anyone who  is.  But - if you’d like my advice, you’d better be clear about what you want, when it comes to him. I think we both know that subtlety is not his forte.” 
And then, she leans forward, tapping at his parchment. “And remember to put in the protocols surrounding spellcasters too!” And then, more seriously, before she leaves, boots padding softly across the flagstones, she adds: “He  does  look at you, you know. Perhaps he isn’t aware of how he actually feels, but I would put good money on it being the same way you feel about  him.  When you went to visit Mithrun for a fortnight, I couldn’t go a  day,  without hearing you brought up in conversation at least five times -  I wonder if Kabru would like this,  or -  Kabru would be able to find a way to resolve this conflict  - it would have been sweet, if the thought of  romance  and  Laios  didn’t give me a headache, when you put the two things in the same sentence. But,having said all that, he  is  my friend, Kabru. Don’t hurt him.” She does not need to expand on that; they both know from experience, exactly what she is capable of.
 I’ll tell him,  he convinces himself.  One day. I just need to think about how to do it.  And of course, that depends on how  Laios  feels. He cannot take Marcille’s word for it, without conducting observations of his  own.  But for now, he rather  likes  keeping this particular secret to himself; it's a darkly pleasant feeling, makes his stomach turn and swoop in equal measure, the longer they spend in each other's company. He wants to crawl under Laois’ skin, into his mind, until he is as inescapable a presence as Laios is in his own thoughts, the constant prickle of awareness whenever they are in the same room, the grounding warmth of his hand against his back, when he leans forward to peer at something Kabru has suggested.  I’ll tell him,  he thinks later that week, when he catches sight of a letter to Falin which Laios has left on his desk. He cannot help but read it; eyes lingering on:

-  and naturally, Kabru has been so helpful - always filling in the areas which I lack in; I would even say we work perfectly together. Did I mention that he allowed me to call him a friend, the other day? I was so happy, I thought my heart might swell to bursting. Is this what true friendship feels like? It is something I had not experienced, when I had tried to befriend Shuro; and yet, it feels so different to how I feel around the rest of the party, this overwhelming warmth -  


He knows it's bad, when he wants to push the pad of his thumb against the crease that forms between Laios' eyebrows, when he tries to understand something, to smooth it away, to be constantly thrown out for a spin in his conversations with him. Very possibly, he thinks, in the early hours of the morning, when he finds Laios in his office, half asleep over a new edition of a monster compendium - yet to be published, and gifted by the authors; for the rest of his life.
“Kabru?” he says, when he stirs him gently. His voice is thick with sleep. “What are you doing here? It - it isn’t an emergency, is it?” And perhaps, because Laios is  still half in his dreams, he reaches out, one hand rising to touch Kabru's cheek before he can react, as if in easy familiarity. For someone so tall, Kabru thinks - there’s something  sweet  about him, when he looks like this; hair tousled, still unaware of the world around him. Like an overgrown puppy, fumbling its way about.
“No,” Kabru finds himself saying, cannot stop the fondness from leaking into his words. “No, it isn’t - although the way you’re sleeping, might. You should go back to your chambers, Laios. It won’t do you any good, sleeping the way you are  now.  ”  And then, because it is the only  logical  solution - after all, what if Laios is set upon by ruffians, on his walk back, no matter the fact that office is only two hallways away from his chambers? “Come on,” he adds, sliding his arms under Laois’ with an indescribably burst of warmth in his chest. “I’ll help you walk back. You can tell me about what you’ve been reading.” 
What strikes him, then, is that Laios, possibly  because  he’s half-asleep, is so willing to be led by someone else; although, he muses - when he reflects on what he had observed of his friend’s party - when it hadn’t come to combat, there had always been a somewhat communal approach to decision making; acknowledgement of each other’s knowledge and strengths. Laios might have been a leader nominally, but there had been nothing dictatorial about his leadership - there is nothing dictatorial about his kingship  now . Kabru could always pride himself on having contributed to that, but that, he thinks, would be dishonest; he has seen Laios with his subjects - he would not be so beloved, if he was not so sincere about his desires. 
And perhaps, he thinks, that is another thing that draws him into the other’s orbit, two differing, but not entirely opposed attitudes that  can  compliment each other - Kabru sees who people are; Laios sees people, as he would like them to be. Kabru lives in the present, in order to help Laios strive towards the future. A perfect fit. And he turns  that  notion in his mind, over and over, as he keeps one ear fixed on Laios, and his summary of the properties of mandrake shoots - the other for any untoward sounds, constantly on the alert for any sudden movement; and tries  desperately  not to think about the way that Laios is pressed against his side, one long line of heat that radiates through his tunic, arm slung around Kabru’s shoulders as he slumps against him - endlessly trusting, endlessly  foolish,  Kabru cannot help but think, to let his guard down so easily.
Someone could hurt you, one of these days, he thinks, as he glances across, heart swelling as he sees the animation in Laios’ eyes; thinks about the way Laios’ tone always shifts, whenever he talks about his childhood in his home village; his preference for the company of monsters - for Senshi, and Chilchuck and Marcille and Izutsumi, than other humans, aside from his sister and Shuro, his ability to recognise the finer details of monsters and their abilities - and his inability to recognise the difference between humans. Someone has hurt you. He can imagine two siblings chasing after each other, but alone except for the company they had provided each other with; he thinks of his own childhood, of the upbringing he’d received from Milsiril, that excess of affection and coddling, in comparison to Laios’ dearth. He wishes that, somehow, he might reach back in time and offer a fraction of that to the other, so that they might balance the score. 
 I wonder,  he muses, if  we would  get along, when we were younger. Or perhaps I, too, would have thought of you as too old, too different, would have been distrusting.  There are roughly four years between them, he knows. Now, it seems negligible; their individual experiences seem to have put them on par with each other. But when you are young, when it feels as if time is endless, four years feels like the yawning gap of a chasm; insurmountable, uncrossable.
“I really  would  like to meet the author of the compendium,” Laios enthuses, as they reach the front door to his chambers. He sways a little from fatigue, but is no less animated. “They seem to have such an acute understanding of their behaviour; and they write - they write, in a manner that suggests they hold the same opinions as  I  do, about them. I would like to arrange a meeting, if I could.”
“What?” Kabru cannot help but say wryly, as he helps steady him, already reaching for his own copy of the key to the Royal Chambers, that hangs around his neck, tucked under his tunic. When he had first moved in, he had insisted that it be made -  for security -  he had urged, under the sceptical gazes of the other advisors.  One of us should be able to access him in times of crisis - and I do have combat prowess; have worked together with him before, in case he needs additional defence.  And, apparently, for walking half-collapsed monarchs, back to their actual bed. “That when you die, you both share the common goal of being fed to monsters? Perhaps the two of you  are  a match made in heaven.” 
And promptly regrets his choice of words; if only  because  it causes something dark, and hot to flare within him. Jealousy, perhaps; a terrible sense of possessiveness, at the idea that  someone else  could saunter so casually into their lives, could beguile Laios with all these tales of dungeon exploration, could snatch him away, and Kabru would only be able to  watch  as it happened. And it would be no-one’s fault, but his own for being so cowardly.
“It’s - not just that,” Laios says contemplatively, that crease appearing on his brow again. Kabru's hand twitches upwards involuntarily, as if seeking to fulfil his latent desires to smooth away his frown. He promptly curls it into a fist. “It’s - I don’t know how to explain it, exactly. But their love for monsters is - the same as the love I have for them; that intrinsic feeling of knowledge, the desire to devour them,” he swallows, eyes flitting towards Kabru, with that same, half-uncertain expression he had worn, when he had called him a  friend.  “And to be devoured.  That,  is what I mean. It’s,” he glances away. “Hard to explain. I can understand if you  don’t  - but  that’s  the feeling that monsters evoke in me.” An oddly reciprocal relationship, Kabru cannot help but think - as he turns the other’s words over in his mind.
 To devour, and be devoured,  he thinks, as he slips the key into the lock.  To devour and be devoured,  he muses, as he helps unclasp Laios’ cloak with hands far steadier than his nerves; this close, he catches the vague scent of candle flame, the iron tang of wet ink - the fresh, crisp smell of a new book.  To devour,  he thinks - as he catches Laios’ gaze, tracking his movements, before the other averts his eyes - as if he as been caught, cheeks a pale shade of pink;  thinks of Marcille, and -  he watches you too, you know, even if he doesn’t understand what it means.  And be devoured,  he thinks - as Laios sits on the edge of his bed; thinks how easy it would be, simply to step forward, to tilt his chin up and kiss him, what might happen if his feelings were  reciprocated  - 
Arousal lances through him; white-hot, fist-clenching - his stomach lurches. His nails dig hard enough into the meat of his palms, deep enough, he knows, to leave angry looking crescents in his skin by the time he leaves the room.
“No,” he says, instead - keeps a respectful arm’s length apart, as he watches Laios tug off his boots, his eyes tracking the flex of muscle under his tunic sleeves, the careful concentration in his eyes, as he works to unlace the tops. “No, I think I understand.” His voice is thicker, darker than it normally is; enough of a difference, that it causes Laios to glance up, eyes wide - and he is unsure what’s reflected in his face; but it’s enough for the other man to pause, as he meets his gaze - he swallows, and Kabru cannot help but let his eyes track the bob of his throat, involuntarily - before he glances away.  Something  shifts between them, then.
 He’s probably disgusted,  a sly voice whispers in his mind.  He’s probably disgusted, and Marcille was wrong, and you should just disappear, before you embarrass yourself. Perhaps go on a nice long holiday to the borders.  “...I should go,” he concedes, watches Laios’ face  fall;  and really does feel as if he’s kicked a small dog, now. “It’s getting late.”  I should leave,  he thinks fervently,  before I embarrass myself any further.  
But, to his surprise, Laios also hesitates; his arms move upwards, in an aborted motion; then, he seems to think better of it. His hands drop to the coverlet - fingers curling inwards; he looks to the side, almost abashed. His shoulders hunch a little, as if attempting to shrink in on himself. It is a familiar action; one that Kabru had witnessed before, in the dungeon, witnesses on occasion even now. It had been odd, he had thought to himself, that someone of his stature should feel the need to make himself as small as possible. For a moment, Kabru thinks, it is almost as if he is about to hug him; has thought better of it. And -  oh,  he realises.  Oh. 
Laios likes physical affection; that much is evident - in the company of his friends, he never fails to embrace them - Marcille accepts the gesture easily, adds a kiss on each cheek to her own reciprocal greeting; Chilchuck and Senshi are willing recipients. Shuro is a less sure bet; following the events in the dungeon, there’s a certain hesitancy in the way in which Laios approaches him. But his warmest, tightest hugs, are always reserved for Falin - and not for the first time, Kabru almost regrets how  he  had fended off that approach, when he had first been offered one. 
 But,  he thinks frantically.  I can remedy that. 
“I - ” he starts stiffly, shakes his head, can only blame the late hour, and Laios’ own peculiar ability to render him devoid of his usual eloquence. “No - I - that is to say. I would not mind, if you wished to hug me, in the future.” He wonders, vaguely, if he’ll regret it; but it’s worth it, to see the way Laios’ entire expression seems to brighten, to fan the fluttering feeling in his chest - as if his heart has been replaced by a hummingbird, his body simply a cage to contain it. 
“Are you - quite sure?” the other says, hopefully, a little disbelieving. “Because I have been told that - some people find that my hugs can be forceful. Especially when I impose them upon those reluctant to receive them. And, I know that - it is something which you have not welcomed in the past.”
His eyes are bright, in the gloom, as they focus on him, and  only  him; once, he had been minded to call Laios  intense, but even that had been an opinion which had changed over time; because to have all that attention focused on  him,  made him feel as if he  mattered, as if he were the only other person in the world. As if Laios will take what he says, as verbatim - will unquestioningly follow him. It’s a dangerously heady feeling.
“I’m sure,” he says, with a firm nod, stepping forwards; and before his brain has  quite  caught up with his traitorous tongue, hears himself adding, to his abject horror: “I’ve never been surer of anything else.” He takes another step forwards - another; painstakingly slowly. He is almost about to lose his nerve, until he finds he is met in the middle. Laios surges against him, knocks the air from his lungs, as two arms wrap around him; a face pressing into his shoulder. It’s still a loose hold, as if Laios is tentative, about the extent to which he is permitted to embrace him, still. For a moment, stunned; Kabru’s arms hang limply by his sides, surrounded by Laios’ warmth, the all encompassing feeling of  security.  
Having his face squashed against his chest is certainly not conducive to helping the circuitry inside his brain restart; it takes  effort,  to seize command of his limbs, and reciprocate the action. Followed by the stray thought, I should have done this more often.  
 You’d better be clear about what you want from him,  Marcille’s words echo inside his mind, then. It is a metaphorical splash of cold water, and he knows he  should  say something, now, in this moment of intimacy, Laios’ arms around him - snug,  secure.
For if he does not muster up the courage to do so  now,  when they are the only two in the room, then  when?  In front of the council, in broad daylight? When Laios is holding court? In front of that stupid potential delegation of adventurers who all have monsters on the brain - which  will  happen; because it will make Laios  happy, and Kabru is a soft touch, it seems, when it comes to that. The urge to laugh hysterically bubbles in his throat; he swallows it down. But with that, he apparently  also  swallows down any bravery, any confession he might murmur, mouth against Laios’ shoulder - so close to the crook of his neck. It would be so  easy.  But when he tries to speak, no words come forth; they get stuck in his throat like a fish bone. Instead, he simply pulls away, is aware that he has lingered far longer than is polite between friends.
“I should go,” he says again, tries to ignore the way his heart seems to hammer against his chest; pounds in his ears. “We have the council meeting tomorrow morning, after all. And we need to be on our best form - I get the impression that some of your proposed ideas may result in a rather - combative mood, tomorrow.”
 To devour, and be devoured,  he thinks, as he retreats, the warmth of Laios’ touch still lingering on his cheek, his arms, his back. It is only when he gets to his own chambers, that he buries his face in the pillows, silently screaming;  to devour and be devoured.  Sleep does not come easily to him that night; and when it does - it is fitful; filled with shards of dreams that leave him both startled, and discomforted. He dreams of Laios, stretched out on picnic blankets - completely at ease; of the warmth of Laios’ hug, arms curled around him in the mornings, he dreams of Laios, red-faced and gasping - dreams of sinking his teeth into him, of sinking his cock into an inexorably warm, tight heat, dreams where they are both monsters - locked in an eternal struggle, clawing and scratching at each other sharply enough to draw blood, dreams of Laios being embraced by someone  else.  And that, out of them all, is the worst one, he thinks - when he wakes to the early morning sunlight; a cold sweat covering his skin, despite the relative warmth of the day.
 Calm down,  he tells himself - splashing his face with cold water.  You’re not an adolescent, any more.  He glances at his reflection - schools his features into something which exudes  capable advisor,  rather than  young man who has had several ill advised dreams starring his monarch,  practises a polished smile, the right degree, to which he should widen his eyes to maximum, guileless effect.  You have this under control. 

Kabru does not, in fact, have it under control.
He  had  done so, for the past fortnight - or at least, that had been what he had told himself, more for his own piece of mind; whether there was any actual truth in the matter had been a different story altogether. Marcille certainly hadn’t been convinced, if the glances she had kept casting at  both  of them had been any indication.  Especially,  when she sees the way in which Laios has taken to hugging him more frequently. At least, thankfully, that takes place within the privacy of their group of friends. And Kabru  thinks  it might be wishful thinking, but he’s  certain  the length of the embrace is  always  a moment longer than the ones he bestows upon his willing friends. 
But she’s been preoccupied with her own worries - that is, to say, the imminent arrival of Falin - and, she says with a careful sigh,  Shuro,  who are coming to visit soon; she’s been on edge about the whole thing, over the past few days. 
And that is not the only  imminent  thing. In fact, there is one event which occupies  Kabru’s  thoughts; mostly, the meal which the royal court is supposed to be hosting for the very same author of the book which Laios had been so entranced by, when he had walked him back to his chambers.
The worst part of it all, is that the party’s leader is  nice.  He takes Laios and his personality in his stride - almost  caters  to it no less; because if there is  one  thing that Kabru learns over the course of the banquet, as he has to restrain himself from sliding down his seat, it is that he really, truly  is as obsessed with the creatures, as Laios is, is as  honest.  
And Kabru can see it now, the terrible truth, unfolding before his eyes, because after dinner, there will be  dancing;  and he’s  sure  they’ll take advantage of that opportunity to talk even  more. And then, of course, by the time sunrise approaches, they’ll have eloped, and run off to a farm somewhere, all in the name of creating even more ghoulish dishes, and  Senshi  will probably officiate the wedding  and  provide the catering - 
“ - you look,” Marcille says cheerfully, once the music starts, “As if someone has just told you that in a state of national emergency,  you  will be leading the taskforce down into the dungeons.”  
Kabru, who has already been halfway through imagining what awful dishes Laios and his new paramour will discover between them, promptly groans - only the knowledge that whatever he does  now,  will be forever remembered in the public eye, taken home with the guests, and picked apart keeps him from dragging his hands down his face.
“Don’t,” he says darkly, as he watches the subjects of his thoughts bow their heads together; the small, tentative smile appearing on Laios’ lips, his starry-eyed gaze, as the other indulges him in what must be  another  story about a monster encounter, a sharp possessiveness wash over him. “Don’t. ”
“Has anyone told you,” she says, eyebrows raised, “That if you wear such a furious scowl, your face will stay that way, if the wind changes direction? And the forecast  was  very blustery today. Then again, perhaps that means that you’ll have  plenty  of opportunities to try and correct your expression to something a little less glowery,  when faced with our esteemed guest. He truly  is  a nice person, you know. And charming, once you get to know him. For a Tallman.”
“Then  your  face will be stuck in an expression of perpetual  longing,  ” Kabru snaps. As soon as Marcille recoils, he  knows  he has overstepped - his tone too biting, sighs, holds his hands out in apology, palms upturned. “I’m sorry - can’t you - I don’t know, cast a spell that makes them stop  talking  to each other?” 
“I think,” Marcille says lightly, “That particular  spell  is called going over and talking to Laios  yourself.  You cannot complain about the time he spends with others, if he wishes to and you are not willing to do something about it. If you truly are concerned about that adventurer and you think, for some reason, he’s some cause for national concern, then inveigle yourself into that conversation. It’s not as if it’s not something you’ve never done before. In fact, I would argue that’s part of your  job.  Besides, he’s  happy.  For once, he can talk to a relative stranger for an extended length of time, about something he  likes.  You can allow him  that  luxury, at least, can you not?”
“Sometimes, Marcille,” he says, blinking slowly. “I cannot tell which side you are on.”
“I like to think the answer to that is relatively simple,” Marcille says, with a shrug, stealing one of his grapes. “I’m on the side that brings the people I care about happiness, even if they are being frustrating about it. And if you’re going to be miserable about this, at least come up and dance with me. You’re being far too obvious, if you just sit in your chair and stare moodily at him. Then again - it might be the clue  Laios  needs.”
“At this rate,” Kabru says glumly, as he allows himself to be spun into a folk dance, linking arms with Marcille and trying his best not to trip across the dance floor. “I don’t think Laios would recognise what a clue  was,  even if I dressed it up in the most garish fashion crime known to this world, and hung a sign, saying  ‘I am a clue,’ in capital letters.”
“And  that,” Marcille says, “Would also mean that you had  somehow  developed the ability to be straightforward about how you feel with the one person who actually  matters  to you - ” her expression softens, as they both glance across at Laios and his guest, who are  still  thoroughly absorbed in their conversation,  and  each other. 
Her tense frame loosens; she sighs, as they switch positions. They start to spin anti-clockwise, this time, and Kabru is unsure whether to attribute his increasing nausea to the change in direction, or the jealousy that flares within him, causes his stomach to turn like a slab of meat on a spit. He certainly feels like one, trussed up, rendered inert by his own apprehension. “Look. If you tell him how you feel, he’s hardly going to say he doesn’t want to be friends with you anymore. If there’s one thing Laios values, it’s those who are close to him - he won’t want to sacrifice that friendship, just because he doesn’t return your feelings. Which, by the way, I  doubt.”
“It’s not about how  he  feels about it,” Kabru grumbles; and then, under the weight of her sharp stare, their spinning slowing, he relents. “I mean - it  is.  Of course it is. I would not be so selfish; but if he does  not  feel the same, and says -  let’s remain friends, Kabru  - then he is not the one who has had to deal with the after effects of the rejection. I feel as if I would not be able to face him in any capacity, other than the official, for at least two months afterwards.”
“And he would understand, if you would need the space - although,” she muses, as she peers past his shoulder. “Speaking of that.” And Kabru knows, then, that he shouldn’t turn; he shouldn’t look behind him. But, like a puppet that has suddenly lost all of its autonomy - is only in the guiding hands of a higher being, he finds himself turning Marcille a pace too quickly for the beat, if only so he might glimpse what she had seen. “Huh,” she says, her voice suddenly distant, as he watches the adventurer reach out - and run his hand through Laios’ hair. “I suppose they are getting on very well.” 
“Marcille,” Kabru says, voice tight, feels as if his vision has suddenly narrowed to that sight, and that sight  alone,  is vaguely aware of unlinking his arms and of stepping back. “Marcille - I apologise, and this is  very  impolite - but I’m going to have to ask you to forgive me, for leaving you in the middle of this sequence. I have suddenly remembered there is something I want to discuss with our king.” 
“No apology necessary,” she says, with a half laugh - squeezes his shoulder reassuringly, her smile fond. “Good luck with that, Kabru.” And - with all her tact - she slips away into the throng of dancers - no doubt, she will not lack for dance partners this evening.”
The adventurer  still  has his hands on Laios, by the time Kabru manages to work his way through the dancing crowds; has had enough time to compose his features into something which looks less thunderous - and more - vaguely territorial. Quite honestly, he does not think there is much difference; but there are certainly less concerned faces made, in his direction by the time he comes to a halt in front of the pair. His mood feels no different, however. 
“Ah, Kabru!” Laios cheers, his cheeks flushed with exhilaration; certainly not alcohol. He has been so busy talking to his new acquaintance, that barely a drop has passed his lips. He certainly does not seem to take any note of his advisor’s mood. “I don’t think you’ve met Matthias! Not properly, anyway, since his introduction at court earlier. He’s already met Marcille, but he knows so  much  - he’s just been demonstrating how one particular fairy manages to shapeshift into an individual’s desire, and lures its prey in like that - a bit like a succubus our party encountered, not too long ago - ” 
Matthias waves languidly, his smile friendly - it seems to harbour no ulterior motive, and either he genuinely  is  only conducting a demonstration, or - there  is  some underlying reason behind how  close  he is; and he clearly does not consider Kabru a threat. His hands, Kabru notes, eyes narrowing, have yet to remove themselves from his hair. If anything, they seem to wind even further into it  “Matthias, this is Kabru - who I’ve been telling you about. He used to be another party leader, before he became my advisor, and I value his wisdom and insight  immensely.”
“I’ve heard a lot about you,” comes the polite, somewhat dusty response - dismissive enough, that it sets Kabru on edge;  dismissive  enough, despite only knowing each other for a few fleeting moments, that Kabru pauses; because if he’s getting  this  reception, so early into his acquaintanceship, it certainly suggests that Kabru appears to be more of a threat, than he lets on. “It’s nice to meet you.”
“Likewise,” he says, polite as ever, before nodding towards Laios. “Your Majesty, can I talk to you  alone,  please? It’s - important.” Any other individual would have, perhaps, questioned Kabru on that; Matthias certainly seems as if he would like to - but Laios - who genuinely  trusts  Kabru, and isn’t  that  enough to make his heart swell; simply smiles apologetically at his conversational partner, detaches himself. 
“Perhaps we can talk over breakfast tomorrow?” he suggests. “I would like to hear more about your travels - since I have ascended to the throne, I have - unfortunately, not been allowed the privilege of conducting any, on my own. Maybe you can continue demonstrating!”
Maybe in hell, Kabru thinks, as he stops just short of seizing him by the wrist and dragging him back through the throng - and into his offices; instead, he simply gestures towards a gap on the dancefloor - and beyond that, the darkened hallways of the rest of the castle. The atmosphere hangs heavy between them, as they walk; or at least, it does for Kabru, who remains silent throughout; he does not trust what will happen, if he opens his mouth, before he has thought over what he would like to say. And perhaps his silence starts to wear on Laios too - when he glances behind him; he catches the other staring at him, cheeks pink - hands clasped in what might almost be a parody of some young maiden, thumbs circling around each other. And Kabru - desperately wants to speak; forces himself to stay his tongue - until they reach his office - step inside, until Laios leans back against his desk - still fidgeting, as he stands by the door - ready to make a quick exit, as he clears his throat, ready for his imminent emotional demise.
He has it all planned, by then, how he’ll lay out the situation for Laios, as if he’s presenting a strategy for the council; for some new decree they’re being petitioned to pass, or reject; sans the paper and quill:  reasons you should accept my confession, and the benefits of doing so; reasons why you should reject me -  is fully prepared to sit through Laios’ deliberations as he evaluates each argument, is fully prepared to slink away, when Laios kindly, but firmly rejects him, and perhaps consign himself a few weeks filled with paperwork, and absolutely no thought of Laios at all. Perhaps he can even ask Falin to take him back to the East, with her - 
Naturally, of course then, because for all his machinations, for all his claims to maturity, Kabru  is  still twenty-two, and just a little bit petty and heartsick and jealous, he opens with:
“You shouldn’t spend so much time with one person at that banquet, Laios. It’s bad diplomacy.” 
Distantly, he wonders if the earth might swallow him whole. Perhaps the Golden Kingdom could sink again - and all of this mortification could be forgotten entirely, within the annals of history. It certainly makes him  feel  like shit, when he sees the way the other’s face drops in an instant; followed only by distinct, and honestly,  understandable  confusion. 
“Why  shouldn’t  I?” Laios says, eyes wide, so damn  earnest,  that it makes Kabru’s heart ache. “We were getting along so well - I thought I could make another  friend - ” 
“You’re not  supposed  to show favouritism,” he settles on saying, and in trying to talk his way out of it, seems to only find himself digging even further. “To only one person at one of these functions. Otherwise the court will  talk,  and then you’ll have to watch how you act around them in the future - whether you’ll give them any knighthoods, or something - and we’ve been doing such a good job, not splitting everyone into factions; if you do this  everytime,  the outcome will be terrible.”
“But you  never  complain when I talk to Marcille, or Chilchuck for most of the evening, at these dances - ”
“She’s  different,  ” Kabru tries to argue. “She’s - they’ve always been known as long-term friends of yours, and Marcillle is equally as useful in ensuring this kingdom runs smoothly, by contributing her knowledge of magic to aid the betterment of the kingdom - and, there are  some  - who would not be against her  perhaps  becoming a Queen in the future,” and  fuck,  he really  is  capable of being anything but honest - is almost impressed by all the  bullshit  he only seems capable of spewing, at this particular moment. The only consolation about it is the face Laios makes, at the prospect of marrying her. “This - this adventurer is just a random  stranger.  How is it going to look, if you suddenly spend all your time consorting with him? Especially when he treats you - like he did, in the hall - ”
“He was just being  friendly.  Unless - ” Laios pauses, comprehension dawning, in his eyes, and for one, gut wrenching moment, heart in his throat, Kabru thinks -  he knows, he knows, he knows - fuck, what do I do  - followed by an odd sense of relief -  at least I will not have to be the one to tell him.  “You  wanted to talk to him as well! I wouldn’t be surprised - he’s  very  knowledgeable, after all, and he genuinely seemed to want to be friends, after this, so you’d have your chance then - Kabru? Why - why are you making an expression like that? You’re not angry, with me, are you? Only, you’ve been like this since you said I could hug you, and  Marcille  says she’s seen nothing different about you, when I’ve asked her, and that if I’m really that concerned, I should just go and ask you. But I  know  you’ve -  some  people - think I say what I think  too  much, and I’ve been trying to be more tactful - and - I just want to know if I’ve done something  wrong,   because I know that, I don’t think, in the same way as others might, and  you’re  the more socially comfortable, out of all of us - ”
 Oh,  Kabru thinks, with an awful sort of fondness, a swell of affection.  he really has been watching me.  He wants Laios to  shut up  sometimes, but  he wants him to never stop talking, but most of all, he just wishes that he would stop looking as if someone’s just kicked a puppy in front of him. 
So, he does the next - and completely logical thing, and steps forward; reaches up to cup Laios’ face in both his hands, pulls him down until they are eye to eye. And that, at least, halts the other mid-sentence as they stare at each other. Laios has always been tactile, Kabru thinks, as he runs his thumbs across his cheekbones, a flush following in their wake, as the other man watches him carefully, cautiously. His gaze is skittish, flitting everywhere; first, in the direction of Kabru’s hands, then to his eyes, briefly settle on his mouth. His hair is getting long at the sides, Kabru thinks absently, his fingertips brushing against the tips of his bangs; it feels soft, surprisingly.  No wonder,  a sly, insidious voice inside his head whispers,  that adventurer seemed so happy to sink his fingers into it, at the dinner. I wonder what would happen if you tugged it. 
And so, half-dazed, Kabru  does, slides his left hand to the back of Laios’ head - past the dark undercut, winds his hair around his fingers, uses it to angle his head to the side. The effect is instant. A short, startled noise escapes the other’s mouth; his lips parted in surprise, but he certainly does not seem to  dislike  it, if the growing blush that spreads across his face, and his dilated pupils, are any indication. And almost of its own volition, Kabru’s other hand moves too, slides down his cheek, carefully unbuttons the top of his collared shirt - slides his hand down the column of his neck, presses his thumb the base of his neck.
“Does this,” he murmurs softly, “Feel friendly to  you? ”
To devour, and be devoured, perfectly.   
“Kabru?” Laios queries, uncertainly - and the other is seized suddenly, by the realisation, that if he cannot say how he feels  now;  he may never say it at all. He had lied to himself, when he had drawn up all the perfect scenarios; it had only been another method of forestalling the truth, a false defense mechanism to prevent himself from bearing his heart.  But what is love, truly, if you are afraid to truly expose every part of yourself? 
 You’d better be clear about what you want,  Marcille had said - and she had been right. Not that he'll tell her that, of course. For one thing, she needs to learn to take her own advice.
“It’s not  you,” he says in a rush, the words practically tripping over themselves; he pauses, turns phrases over, dismisses them immediately - too confusing, too flowery, too indirect. Instead, he throws caution to the wind; this time, no amount of rehearsal can help him, when talking about how he  feels.  This is  nerve-wracking.  “Laios - I’m not jealous of  you.  It’s not - I don’t - I  like  you.”
“...I like you too,” Laios says, slowly, frowning. “Kabru, are you alright?” And Kabru has to swallow down a laugh that verges on the hysterical, cups the other man’s face in his hands - takes a deep breath, looks him straight in the eye.
“I  like  you, you idiot,” he says firmly. “I like you in a  romantic  way - not as a friend. In fact, I don’t think I could bear it, if all you could see in me was a friend. I couldn’t bear it, when you hugged me, I couldn’t bear it, when you asked me at the picnic, I couldn’t bear it when we were in the dungeons, even though I thought I  could,  because I hadn’t realised, and when I was down there, all I could  think  about was - ” he breaks off with a sharp, bitter laugh, more at himself than anything else. He glances to the side; runs one hand down his face. “I’m making a mess of this whole thing. Hah! Can you imagine? The royal advisor, lost for words - ” he takes another, deep shuddering breath, and  fuck,  he can already feel his eyes starting to sting, and - 
“Laios,” he says, voice suddenly thick, throat tight. “Laios, may I kiss you?” And it is then, that he sees realisation bloom across Laios’ face. Realisation, and, not rejection, he realises; but  hope.  The same hopeful trepidation Laios had worn that day, at the picnic; and suddenly, his own wish for reciprocation suddenly seems much closer to his grasp. And then, Laios places his own hand on top of Kabru’s - practically  gifts  it to him.  He leans in, eyes searching his face, for honesty, perhaps, or the lack of it; Kabru can only hope that he conveys all the sincerity he has in his expression - and there’s a lot of it. His tongue darts out - wets his lips.
“Yes,” he says, talking in a rush, too. “You can kiss me. And just to be clear, I like you too, roma - ” he pauses, voice catching; cheeks flushing red, as if the very  word  is enough to set his delicate sensibilities alight. “Romant - ” And then he pulls back; buries his face in his hands with a low groan, cracks his fingers open, until Kabru can only see his eyes glinting through them, his shoulders hunching - uncharacteristically timorous. “Just kiss me,” he mumbles into his hands. “Please,  Kabru.”
“It’s a little hard to do,” Kabru says, lets his affection flood his voice, if only to reassure Laios. “When you have your hands in front of you.” He reaches up, gently pries them off, one by one; cups the side of Laios’ face with one hand, winds his fingers in his hair, playing with it, almost coquettishly. “Laios,” he says softly. “You can close your eyes if you like. Please?”
“I’m sure you say that to all the girls,” Laios quips. Some of Chilchuck’s humour must have rubbed off on him, in his time in the dungeons, and Kabru bites his tongue, tries desperately not to say something trite like,  not all of them are like you,  as he leans in, rubbing the pad of his thumb against Laios’ bottom lip, before he presses his lips against his.  
Kissing Laios is - a strange experience at first, in the practical sense; it’s clear that he does not have much physical knowledge of the act. It’s a messy experience in general; their lips don’t quite fit together properly the first time, their teeth clack more than once. If Kabru is being brutally honest, on a sliding scale of kisses, he’s certainly had better, and yet, not at all. Because no matter the technical skill of any of his predecessors, none of that matters, because of  who  he’s kissing. It is  Laios,  underneath his hands, who makes such enthusiastic noises, whose hands are mapping Kabru’s back; it is  Laios, who backs away until the back of his thighs hit the desk, who stumbles into a sitting position, lets Kabru step between his legs and tilt his head backwards, to kiss him again and again, until they have learned the shape of each other’s mouths so thoroughly. 
And while he lacks in experience, he’s certainly a quick learner - his own hand winding in the front of Kabru’s tunic, urging him forwards, pulling him down. It is far too easy to lose himself in the sensation; the sweet taste of the dessert they had both shared, for lunch, that still clings to Laios’ tongue, to press his thumb against the base of Laios’ throat, and draw those needy, desperate noises from him. It is difficult to tell where Kabru starts, and where Laios begins; when they part, the desire that sublimates Laios’ expression is unmistakable - his shallow, rapid breathing, the flush that covers his entire face, now, spreads down his neck, under Kabru’s hand, across the small sliver of skin exposed by his loosened collar. He's seized by the urge to see  exactly how far it goes. He is also sure, if the heat that courses through his body is any indication, that he is in much the same state as Laois is.
“Do you,” he makes a quick, aborted movement, backs away for a moment, running a hand through his curls. He swallows, glances down at his hands, because it is a  very  unwise decision to keep staring at Laios, when he’s supposed to be making some attempt at coherent thought. “I have salve, if you want - ” and now he’s making a mess of  this  as well; stumbling his way through an explanation; heat rising to his cheeks - any warmer, and he thinks he might combust in front of him. Only  Laios,  he thinks, has the capacity to turn him into  this.  Thankfully, he does, at least, seem to catch onto what he’s  trying  to say, at least. “If you want to continue, that is.” 
“I have - some experience,” Laios says, flushing once more, his gaze distant, momentarily. “But it was a hasty affair. I was - younger, and more worried about Falin, than anything else. I do not think I enjoyed it very much,” he pauses, gaze sliding to the side, away from Kabru, blinking slowly, unsurely. “I do not know if my partner enjoyed it very much, either. But it was a means to an end.” There is a story there, Kabru thinks; he can sense it, but there’s an undertone there - the kind that creeps into the other’s voice, whenever he - rarely - mentions his parents offhandedly, or his and Falin’s time in their village, as a child. He pauses, peers up at Kabru from under his eyelashes, swallows, fingers drumming against the edge of the desk. “I do not want to disappoint you. I’m aware that you might have, ah - more expertise, in this field - ”
“ - Laios,” he says softly, as he leans back in, one hand against the other’s cheek, warmth swelling in his chest, when the other leans into his touch. He runs the pad of his thumb against the corner of his lips, feels them curve upwards, into the beginnings of a tentative smile. “You could do anything, I think - and I would enjoy it, because it’s you. Whoever that person was; they’re a damn fool for missing out.” And it’s easy then, to push Laios back down, against the desk; to kiss him once more, swallowing his noises - he’s dimly aware of several objects being knocked to the ground, including several files. That, he thinks, is a problem for his future self to deal with; and he’s sure that he’ll still thank himself later, even if all the page numbers are disordered.

“Remember,” Laios manages to murmur, between frantic kisses, as he tilts the long line of his neck back - easy access for Kabru to mouth down. “Ah, if you - cannot find some of the papers, come morning, this was partially  your fault.”
“Fuck  the papers,” Kabru murmurs against his throat with considerable feeling - too overcome with the dizzying knowledge that Laios  wants this, as badly as he has; is so  responsive  underneath his hands. “I’ll deal with it tomorrow.” It’s easy, then, to unbutton the rest of Laios’ shirt, to graze his teeth against his nipples, delighting in the sharp gasp  that  elicits, to kiss down the planes of his stomach, his hands holding his hips down, no matter how much they want to buck upwards. 
He presses his lips against the soft skin of his inner thigh; feels the muscles jump, beneath his skin,  takes a moment to appreciate the sight before him: Laios, spread out before him on the desk; the spill of his blonde hair against the dark wood, the dark hunger in his eyes, fixed entirely on Kabru, as if he wants nothing more than to  devour  him.  Or be devoured,  the other man muses, as he sinks his teeth into the thick muscle; delights in the gasp that elicits. And there are  other  sounds too - unabashed, heated, when Kabru takes his cock in hand, swipes the pad of his thumb over the head, strokes it with one firm upwards tug, and lowers his head, lips kissing the underside briefly. “Tell me,” he says, gently, but firmly. “If you want me to stop.” 
Laios’ cock is heavy on his tongue, when he takes the head into his mouth - it twitches, slippery and warm, the taste of salt seeping across his tongue, full and warm, in his mouth. He presses his thumbs into the junction between thighs and torso, rubbing at the soft skin; can hear the stuttered gasps he manages to draw out from the other, the further he sinks down onto it. He chances a brief glance upwards - through his eyelashes - that steady flush has worked its way down Laios’ torso now; fingers clutching at the documents which have not been fortunate enough to have been knocked to the floor, paper crumping in his grasp. His irises have been reduced to a thin ring around dark, half-lidded eyes, lips parted, hair in disarray, damp with sweat. His thighs twitch, on either side of Kabru’s head - his heels dig into his back, tugging him forward, fencing him in. 
And while Laios is distracted by his mouth on his cock, Kabru manages to fumble for the salve - soon presses a generously coated thumb against his rim; can feel the promise of tight heat, beckoning to him. He draws his mouth from Laios’ cock in time to see the way he twitches upwards, at the sensation, grinding down onto his hand.
“Too much?” he asks, biting his lip - concern rising in him; hand prepared to retract, at any moment, only to find Laios’ heels are digging even  further  into the small of his back; one hand catching his wrist, anchoring him. “Remember, the important thing is that  you  enjoy this, Laios - if it hurts - ”
“No,” the other says, half breathless, voice low. “No, keep going. It’s just been some time, as I said. I  mean  it, Kabru. If I wanted you to stop, I’d tell you.”
“I don’t want to - ” 
“Kabru,” Laios says firmly, demanding enough, that Kabru  looks  at him, really, truly  looks.  “I feel  safe  with you.” There is a near unbearable warmth in his eyes, in his voice - and  this,  Kabru thinks, is what it must feel, to be a moth gravitating towards the light of a candle, to happily consign himself to being sundered to ash, flames licking at his body. 
He leans forward, sinks his teeth into the juncture between Laois’ neck and shoulder, just as he had done, to his thighs, hard enough to leave a mark, come morning - another mark of ownership - as foolish as that sounds. Heat stirs in him, when he hears his breath hitch. His fingers, still slick with salve - rub at his chest; overcome with sudden boldness, he gathers both pectorals in his hands, squeezes them together, buries his face in the valley they form, as his thumbs rub against his nipples. They’re already hard, when he takes them into his mouth again. 
For a moment, they rut against each other, a motion that prompts a low groan, which Kabru realises comes from  himself.  He reaches down, tugs at Laios’ cock in long, slow strokes, as he pushes one finger in, then two, stretching him carefully - hides his smile, against his chest, when he crooks his fingers, brushing against his prostate - and the noise  that  draws out of Laios is downright sinful; the kind he wants to keep trapped in a box, and locked away, only reserved for the privacy of their own chambers. He could be cruel, he thinks - as he adds a third finger; could keep the other on the edge of pleasure, for hours on end - if  this  is the reaction he gets.   
Laios is  warm,  when he first pushes in, in one smooth slide - almost unbearably so; his skin fever-warm, under his grasp, when he grips his waist; Kabru wagers there isn’t a single part of his skin which is  not;  resolves to map it all with his hands, at some point. That small crease is still between his brows, as Kabru continues to push in - attuning himself to all his tells - the small expressions that cross his face; he reaches out for Laios’ hand - interlacing their fingers, as he rubs his thumb against the side of his palm, gently turns his hand to face him - kisses the underside of his wrist softly. 
“Alright?” he asks quietly; the other nods, teeth catching on his bottom lip briefly.
“Good,” he replies. “I’m good - it’s just - a lot to take in, in one go. Kabru, I feel so  full,  ” he disentangles their interlocked fingers; guides his hand to his stomach, presses it down - and Kabru can  feel  the shallow curve of his cock, inside him. “It - it didn’t feel like this before,” he confesses, in a half whisper. “It feels -  nice.  But - are  you  alright?”
One of these days, Kabru thinks, with a surge of affection - Laios will be the death of him; and not necessarily from a dungeon related fatality. 
He laughs, a little wryly.
“More than  alright,  ” he says. “Laios - you feel -  incredible,  ” he cuts himself off - bites on his own lip, head hanging, with a quiet huff of laughter - as Laios, involuntarily, seems to clench around him, with that small amount of praise. “But - do I have your permission to move? I think I might  die,  if I do not.” Although it might not be the worst way to go, he muses, if Laios, once again - fixes him with that gaze that makes him feel as if they are the only two individuals left in the world, filled with so much affection  ,  smiles at him - presses his heels against his back once more - and nods. 
And the world, after that - narrows down even further, when all he can focus on is the drag of his cock; the reactions he pulls from Laios - the sharp gasps, the warmth that closes in around him, with every thrust; the way his hard, leaking cock twitches between them, the high flush across his cheeks, the brightness in his eyes - before he throws his head back, exposes the line of his neck once more - and well, Kabru reasons - that’s  practically an invitation to mark it, to lean forwards as he fucks into him - presses his teeth into the other side of his neck - hard enough to elicit a full body shudder, from the other - around his cock, Laios tightens at the sensation.  
And when he laves at the spot with his tongue - the aftertaste of sweat, and salt, lingers in his mouth. “ Beautiful,  ” he says quietly, as he kisses up Laios’ neck once more - presses his lips to the corner of his mouth; draws away - slides the hand from Laios’ stomach to his face, once more - presses the pad of his thumb against his bottom lip once more - then  past  it, into the damp heat of his mouth.. “You should see yourself.”
“You should see  yourself,  Kabru,” Laios murmurs, against his thumb, eyes hazy - unfocused - as if he’s drunk on the mass of sensation he’s experiencing - body arching into his, hips bucking, as Kabru continues to graze against his prostate, gasping. “  You’re  the one who’s beautiful.” 
And then he’s reaching up - pulling him down, until Kabru’s face is buried in the crook of his neck once more, as he fucks into him; in turn, buries his face into the crown of Kabru’s head - nose pressing against his curls - mumbling half-formed encouragements into his hair; as if Kabru is steadily reducing his capacity for coherent thought with every thrust. Kabru himself, is not far behind; all he can remember, after a certain point - is a blurry haze, of sweat, and heat, and skin; the snap of his hips becoming more frenetic, the closer he feels he is to unravelling - fingers pressing as deeply into Laios’ hips, as he can feel Laios’ own blunt nails digging into his back - the almost  surprised gasp Laios makes, when Kabru reaches down to tug at his cock - the way he shudders through his own climax - shortly before Kabru’s own. 
 Beautiful,  he thinks, as he sinks onto Laios’ chest - turns his head - presses his ear against it; can feel the rapid beat of his heart - a near match to the pace of his own. 
“I really do love you,” he says carefully, quietly. “This wasn’t just - some attempt, to bed you. Even if we went about it all the wrong way, I think. I should have waited - shouldn’t have just blurted it out, the way I did. But you have a way of pulling the truth from me, at all the most inopportune times.” And it’s only then - that he realises, swayed by the afterglow; that he’s dispensed with  like  already - feels mortification set in once more, because he knows that’s exactly the  wrong  thing to say - 
- to anyone, it appears, who  isn’t  Laios - because of course, Laios - wonderful and bewildering in turns, breathes out a sigh of relief - nose still buried in Kabru’s curls.
“And  I  thought,” he says - a giddiness suffusing his voice - the same type, normally reserved for monsters. “That I was - alone in that sentiment. I did not want to say that, precisely - earlier, because I thought  you  might have thought it was too  much - ” except the rest of his words are lost, because Kabru is kissing him again, slow, lazy - and for the rest of the evening; no further words are needed.

Future Kabru does not, in fact - thank his past self, the next afternoon, when he realises that the disordered pages number three hundred and fity two, in total; spends the better part of a day sorting through them all - but not without help from Laios - but, when they  have  finished - and when the other leans in to kiss him - Kabru  does  insist on taking him to a bed, this time. 
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