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What's the Recipe for Love?
by triciajoy (orphan_account)

Summary

Reki is an aspiring pastry chef, working at a cafe/pastry shop in Okinawa. He’s the only part-
timer- until a new guy, Langa, comes in looking for work. He wows everyone with his baking
and starts working with Reki and his senpai's, Kaoru and Kojiro, under the manager, Oka.

A competition is announced and Oka wants all his employees to take part. The competition is
between teams, and Oka wants Reki & Langa and Kaoru & Kojiro to team up. Unfortunately,
both teams have trouble working together. Kaoru and Kojiro can’t stop fighting; and Reki feels
inferior to Langa, while Langa tries to hide his crush on Reki. The competition fast approaching,
both teams will need to work through their emotions if they want to win!

http://archiveofourown.org/users/orphan_account/pseuds/triciajoy


Dope Desserts

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

“Aaand, finished!” Reki chimed as he put the last detail of frosting on a small cake. He liked
decorating the cakes, and his senpais Kojiro and Kaoru said he was the best at it.

But Reki wasn’t the best at baking the cakes, and was constantly practicing, trying to get his
technique right. He wanted to become a successful pastry chef and go to culinary school after he
graduated this spring.

So, he worked part time at Dope Desserts, trying to get as much experience as he could. He had
already learned a lot, and had a fun time working there. He felt good about his progress;
sometimes he made mistakes, but after all, he was just a part timer, and the only one there still in
high school.

That was, until Hasegawa Langa showed up asking about a part time job. He was a high
schooler like Reki, but had worked in a cafe in Canada, apparently.

“We’re pretty full,” Oka the manager said, “But let me do this– you have thirty minutes to make
a dessert that wows me. If it does, I’ll hire you at your desired pay.”

Reki watched with Kojiro and Kaoru as Langa ran around the kitchen gathering ingredients. 

Kaoru said flatly, “No way. He’s not making that is he?” 

“What?” Reki asked.

“Oh, I see. Yeah, that’ll be hard to pull off.” Kojiro added.

“What?!” Reki demanded.

“He’s making a chocolate soufflé.” Kaoru stated.

“What? In thirty minutes? That’s impossible!” Reki exclaimed.

“Well, I won’t write him off just yet.” Kojiro said.

“Yes, we’ll see where he goes with this.”

Langa skillfully mixed the ingredients from memory, or was he just guessing? It was hard to tell.
But everything came together and he got it in the oven with ten minutes to cook.

“With a small enough soufflé, that will be enough time.” Kaoru commented.

They waited for the ten minutes anxiously, while Langa busied himself making a sauce for a
topping for the chocolate soufflé. It was a raspberry & white chocolate sauce.



The ten minutes were up and Langa pulled the soufflé from the oven. Everyone watched
intently. It held.

Langa plated, drizzling the sauce over the soufflé, and adding a garnish of mint leaves. The
thirty minutes ran out just as he finished.

Oka walked up cautiously and took a small bite.

“Wow,” he said, surprised.

“Let me try,” Kaoru demanded. He took a bite, and said “‘Wow’ is appropriate. This is expertly
made. You have a lifetime of experience, don’t you?” 

“My dad was a chef. He taught me to cook all kinds of things. But I always liked the pastries the
best.” Langa explained.

“Was a chef? Did he retire?” Kojiro asked.

“No… he passed away. That’s why my mom and I moved here.”

“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that.” Kojiro replied.

And then Reki wasn’t the only part timer or high schooler. Instead, this amazing new guy was
here to outshine him in every way. Or, at least, that’s what Reki thought would probably happen.

But after seeing Reki decorate a cake, Langa was more interested in Reki’s abilities than his
own.

“It’s beautiful, Reki.” Langa said in awe.

“Nah, it’s nothing great. Just the usual.” Reki waved the compliment away.

“No, it’s sublime. That’s just your usual? You’re an artist.”

“Hah, I… I guess. Thanks, man.”

“Can I watch you decorate the next one?”

“S-sure.” Reki blushed.

Langa watched Reki decorate the cake carefully, and thought how amazing he was. How cute he
was when he blushed at Langa’s compliments. How cool he looked in general… Uh oh.

Langa realized he had a crush on his new coworker. He wondered if that was bad or not. They
were both boys and coworkers… Maybe if he didn’t think about it, it’d go away.

But every day he worked with Reki, his feelings only grew stronger. He admired how hard he
tried, how knowledgeable he was about baking and desserts, how good he was at decorating.
Everything about him, really. Langa had it bad.

After learning the ropes and getting settled in, Langa came in one day to see Oka holding a
meeting. He quietly snuck into the group.



“There’s a competition I want you all to enter into.” Oka said.

“All of us?” Asked Reki.

“Yes, everyone. It’s a team competition– so Reki, you’ll be partnered with Langa. And Kaoru
and Kojiro will be together.” 

“What?! Please, no, Oka.” Kojiro moaned.

“Shut up, I’m as happy about it as you are. But it’s our duty to the shop.” Kaoru lectured.

Reki thought to himself, I’m with Langa? How am I going to keep up? He was a little
disappointed to not be working by himself for his first competition. He worried if he and Langa
would work well together.

But Langa was ecstatic (and a bit nervous) to be partnered with Reki for the tournament. They’d
be alone together, practicing baking a dessert, every night for a week. Langa gulped. He could
already feel the tension.

“I guess we’re working together, Reki.” Langa tried to say smoothly, “That should be fun.”

“Yeah…” Reki said hesitantly.

“What’s the matter?” 

“I just hope we work well together.”

“I’m sure we will. You can take the lead, of course, since you’ve been here longer. If you want.”

“Really? Well, okay. That’s fine.”

“Good, ‘cause… I really respect you as a chef and artist. I’d love to learn from you.”

“Oh… um, thanks.”

“Can you hang out after work today to talk about our plan?” 

“Yeah, that’s fine.”

The day went by quickly. It was a weekend, so they were busy. Soon, the shop was closed and
Reki directed Langa to a nearby restaurant where they could get some dinner and talk.

At first, Reki blathered about what he knew about the competition and how he’d watched it a
bunch of times before. Langa listened earnestly, soaking in the information.

Finally, Reki stopped and asked, “So, what dessert should we do?” 

“Something that you can decorate. That will give us an upper hand.”

“Are you sure? Won’t that seem more immature?” 

“It’s pastries, it’s supposed to be fun.” 



Reki smiled, he couldn’t help but start to like this new guy. He was sweet and talented, but not at
all boastful or boorish. He seemed to have a good heart.

And he did, but it was currently racing at over 100kph. He was having dinner with Reki, like a
date! Reki was so cute when he talked about baking or the competition or anything. He was so
passionate and cared so much.

Langa tried to hide that he was a fluttering mess, tried to act as casual as possible. He hoped
Reki didn’t notice how nervous he was.

“So, something to decorate. But we should also show off your incredible baking skills.” Reki
continued.

“Incredible? They’re not that incredible.”

“No, they are. The way you made that soufflé and just what you do everyday in the shop…”

“Well, um, thank you.” Langa felt his face get hot, but couldn’t do much about it.

“Something to decorate that’s hard to bake… We could make a wedding cake.”

“Oh! I saw one once, decorated with macaroons.”

“Wow, that sounds amazing.”

“It was, it was beautiful.”

“That’ll be really hard, though. A wedding cake and macaroons? Those are hard by themselves,
let alone together.”

“We can do it.”

“We can? What makes you so sure?” 

“I believe in us. I think we’ll make a great pair and really rock it.”

Reki laughed, and leaned in toward Langa.

“I think I agree.”

But Reki would come to regret those words over the next week, when he and Langa actually
started working together.

Chapter End Notes

Next chapter, a rare attempt at MatchaBlossom! Stay tuned!



Enemies?

Kaoru was the first to arrive at the store, like always. That dopey gorilla was always late. Ugh,
how was he supposed to work with him?

Kaoru would rather do the competition alone, or perhaps with Reki or Langa. He’d done
competitions before and done well in them, he didn’t need the help of a muscly clown with
rippling abs and pretty eyes…

Kaoru shook his head as he unlocked the door to the shop and went in. What was wrong with
him? He seemed to have developed some sort of attraction to the buffoon. 

It came at him out of nowhere one day. They were arguing about a dessert, and a sudden urge to
kiss Kojiro washed over Kaoru. He was taken aback, and so he stomped away to escape. Ever
since, he’s tried to keep his distance.

“Why are you avoiding me?” Kojiro asked sternly later in the morning.

“I’m not, idiot. I’m just busy.”

“I can tell you’re avoiding me, I’ve known you since high school, Kaoru. I can tell when you’re
acting differently.”

Shit. This idiot has me all figured out. What should I do? Kaoru thought.

“Then you already know all about it. You don’t need my input.”

“What? Are you mad about something?”

“You would know, since you know me so well.”

“Shut up, I didn’t say I was a mind reader. You’re totally misinterpreting what I said.”

“Am I?” Kaoru said as he walked into the front of the store to help a customer.

Kojiro grit his teeth. That pink-haired, passive aggressive, sarcastic… ugh! He drove Kojiro
mad! If only they could have one interaction without fighting, like they used to back in high
school. 

But Kojiro ruined it, when he finally kissed Kaoru and Kaoru freaked out. Kojiro never knew
why, never understood. Maybe he liked someone else. But ever since then, he’s been nothing but
sardonic and scornful toward him.

Well, he couldn’t avoid Kojiro much longer. After work, they would have to figure out their dish
and when to practice making it. There was no way out from that.

But why did Kojiro want to force things? Kaoru clearly hated him. But he was so hung up, he
kept trying in vain. Maybe someday he’d say the right thing and heal all their wounds.



The other person Kaoru liked was long gone, and Kaoru had to be over him at this point– it’d
been almost a decade.

Almost a decade, and yet, Kojiro was still chasing Kaoru. Talk about pathetic. He knew Kaoru
liked nice bodies, so he worked out every day until he was sculpted and cut. To no avail. Kaoru
just made fun of his muscles, he didn’t like them at all.

But it was Kaoru that followed Kojiro down the path of a pastry chef. He joined him at culinary
school, and worked at the same places as him. It was weird. Despite his hatred, he was always
side by side with Kojiro. They never parted.

Now they were in the shop alone, trying to plan for the competition.

“What dessert are you thinking of?” Kaoru said casually.

“Something really impressive. With both of us, we can pull off something extremely difficult.”

“Macaroons?”

“Too kiddish.”

“Lemon Meringue Pie?”

“Not hard enough.”

“Baked Alaska?”

“Now you’re on to something, Kaoru!”

“Yeah? You think we can handle that?”

“Definitely. We’re both great chefs. Together we’ll be amazing.”

Kaoru scoffed, “I’d be better alone, I’m sure.”

“Well, screw you too. I’m trying to be positive here!”

“Positive? What’s there to be positive about? We’re forcefully stuck working with each other.”

“Maybe I thought, for once, we’d work well together.” Kojiro moved into Kaoru’s face.

“Why on Earth would you think that?” Kaoru faced away.

“Maybe because I want us to!”

Kaoru laughed coldly. “After all this time, you still think we can work together somehow?”

“Yeah! I think if you gave a damn, and tried to be nice to me, we could work really well
together.”

“I give a damn, dammit!” Kaoru faced back to Kojiro.



“No you don’t, you just care about yourself. Not your friends. We used to be friends, Kaoru, but
you never cared about that.”

“That’s not true!”

“It’s true. All you ever cared about was–”

Kaoru grabbed Kojiro’s face and pulled it to his, pressing their lips together in a rough, burning
kiss.

Kojiro was taken aback briefly, but quickly reciprocated, kissing Kaoru back with equal fervor.

Kaoru moved his arms around Kojiro’s neck and Kojiro grabbed Kaoru’s waist. He picked him
up and sat him on the counter and pushed in to kiss harder.

Kojiro reached up and undid Kaoru's hair tie, letting his long hair fall around his shoulders. He
ran his fingers through it, it was as soft as silk. Then his hands explored Kaoru’s face and neck.

Kaoru dug his fingernails into Kojiro’s back as Kojiro kissed him with demanding vehemence.
He ran his other hand over Kojiro’s bulging chest and abs, muscles straining against his shirt.
Kaoru started slowly undoing the buttons on his chef’s smock, reveling in the feeling of his skin
after each one.

He finished and pulled Kojiro’s shirt off, letting it drop to the floor. He touched Kojiro’s
shoulders and chest sensually, while Kojiro kissed his jawline down to his neck.

Kojiro put his hand on the inside of Kaoru’s thigh, dangerously close, which suddenly broke the
spell.

“Stop, stop.” Kaoru demanded, pushing Kojiro away.

Kojiro obliged, with a confused look on his face.

“Is something wrong?”

“Yes, this. All of this is wrong. I’m leaving.”

“Kaoru, wait! I don’t understand! What’s wrong?”

Kaoru ran out of the kitchen and out of the shop, not looking back despite Kojiro’s calls. He ran
all the way down the block, then finally slowed to catch his breath.

He broke down in sobs in the middle of the street, and dragged himself home.

Why did he always have to ruin everything? Why was he still in so much pain over what
happened so long ago? 

He arrived home and collapsed onto his bed. Maybe he actually wanted things with Kojiro to
work, but he couldn’t bear the thought of being with anyone like that.

He ruined me. Kaoru thought, He ruined my life. He ruined everything. And his face invaded
Kaoru’s thoughts, the memory of his touch pervaded every part of Kaoru’s body.



Kaoru was just a child when he was ruined. Ruined by a man he trusted like a father, not having
one himself. Coach Higurashi, the devil on Earth, who preyed upon the weak and innocent.

Kaoru couldn’t love anyone. All of that was stolen from him. All that was left was disgusting
hate and shame.



The Bet

“What are you doing?” Reki asked Langa, who was adding extra vanilla into the recipe.

“Oh, I thought it would help the flavor profile.”

“That’s not the recipe, though.”

“Yeah, but it’s better this way. I promise.”

“We follow the recipe. That’s what a good baker does.”

“I never follow recipes. Baking comes from the heart.” 

The two furrowed their eyebrows, unwilling to submit to the other. 

“You said I would take the lead, which means you’ll listen to me.” Reki ordered.

“Fine, okay. I won’t put in extra anything. I’ll follow the damned recipe. But before I do… try
it.”

“What?” 

“Try the batter with the extra vanilla.”

Reki glowered at Langa, but took a spoon to try the batter.

“See?” Langa said cockily.

Reki knew it was better. But he was too stubborn to admit it. Even if it meant they didn’t win, he
wouldn’t let Langa have this.

“Just follow the recipe, idiot.”

“Fine.”

Langa was frustrated. He liked Reki. But working with Reki was another matter. Reki was bossy
and stubborn. He wouldn’t listen to Langa’s ideas. He was obsessed with doing things the
“right” way, instead of the best way.

Langa took the spoon with the batter and flicked it at Reki, hitting the back of his head.

“Langa! So mature. Oh my fucking god.” Reki yelled.

“It was in the recipe.” Langa said sardonically.

“You… That’s it, we’re done for today.”

“What? Aw, we barely accomplished anything. I’m sorry, okay? I’ll follow your lead.”



“No, I’m done dealing with you for today. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Reki grabbed his bag and headed out the door, Langa followed him.

“At least let me walk you home.”

“What? Why?” 

“Because it might be dangerous, so late at night.”

“I’m almost 18, Langa, I can handle myself.”

“I just don’t want anyone snatching you up.”

“Fuck you, Langa, I’m not a kid!”

“That’s not what I meant, I meant, because…”

Because you’re so cute and adorable. Langa wanted to say, but couldn’t.

“Because what?” 

“Because…”

“Whatever. Bye, Langa.”

Reki stomped off in the direction of his house. Langa sighed and headed toward the bus station.

The next day, Saturday, everyone showed up to work ready for a busy day. Weekends were
busiest for them. But after a big rush, they fell into a lull.

Langa was working the counter when Hiromi, a chef at a rival pastry shop, entered the store.

“It sure is dead in here! You guys have no customers!” Hiromi laughed, busting through the
door.

“Um, hello, sir.” Langa said, confused.

“Who’s the new stiff?” Hiromi asked aloud.

“I’m, um, Langa. I just started here last week…”

“Well, listen up, Langa, ‘Dope Desserts’ has nothing on ‘Pie Whole,’ and we’re going to win the
‘‘S’ Sweets’ competition! We’re going to grind you into flour!”

“‘’S’ Sweets?’”

“You don’t even know who’s hosting the competition? Famous ‘S’ Sweets?” 

Langa shook his head.



Hiromi laughed, “I see the employees are far from prepared. Go get your manager, kid.”

Langa shrugged and went into the back to fetch Oka. Oka told him to wait in the kitchen, he’d
handle Hiromi.

In the kitchen, Langa saw Reki mixing together dough for cookies. He was following the recipe
to the T, trying his hardest to get it just right.

Langa watched and felt the butterflies in his stomach wake up and flutter around.

He cautiously came up behind Reki, leaning over his shoulder. 

“Are you making crunchy cookies or soft cookies?”

“Soft.” Reki replied.

Langa looked over the recipe, seeing most of the tricks to get nice, soft cookies. But one was
missing.

“I know a trick, if you’re interested.”

“I’m sure it’s already in the recipe, but okay.”

“Add a tablespoon of molasses. The fructose keeps the cookies moist while they cook. And I’m
really sorry about yesterday. I was out of line. I’m just used to the way I do things, I guess.”

“Well, thank you. I appreciate the apology.” Reki sighed. “Molasses, you say? Okay… as a
peace offering, I’ll try it.”

“It will make a lot of difference, I promise.” Langa smiled.

Reki couldn’t help but notice Langa was extremely attractive when he actually smiled. He was
usually so aloof, with a neutral expression, when he smiled he was like a different person.

“What?” Langa asked, the smile leaving his face. 

R eki didn’t notice he was staring. “N-nothing. Sorry.”

He retrieved a bottle of molasses and added a tablespoon, then spooned out the dough onto a
cookie sheet and put it in the fridge.

“Letting it cool for an hour? That will be great.” Langa stated.

“Yeah, I know some tricks, too.” Reki said, playfully hitting Langa’s shoulder.

“Of course, you’re a great chef, Reki.”

“I don’t know. I mess up a lot. But you never seem to mess anything up.”

“That’s not true… I’ve probably just been baking a little longer.”



Right, Reki thought to himself, His dad was a chef and taught him everything he knew. He
knows how to cook savory food too… he’s incredible. I’m nothing like him. I only started baking
in middle school.

“So, um, do you want to come over tonight and work on our dessert? Kaoru and Kojiro have
dibs on the kitchen here tonight. I can make some dinner for us, too.”

Reki was going to reply, but Oka came into the kitchen mumbling angrily to himself.

“Reki, Langa. We need to step it up, because now there’s more on the line than the prizes. We
have a bet.”

“A bet?” Reki asked.

“With ‘Pie Whole.’ Whoever scores higher has to pay for the other shop’s ingredients for a
year.”

“What?!” Reki exclaimed. “Oka, that would bankrupt us!”

“Yeah, them too, probably. Which is why we’re going to win– or at least score higher than ‘Pie
Whole.’” 

“Did my dad okay this bet?” A small voice said from behind Oka. They looked, and it was the
owner’s son, Miya.

“Miya, you heard me… Look, I know we’ll win.”

“Oka, didn’t you bet ‘Pie Whole’ last year and lose? What was it again, oh yeah, you lost our
best chef. Now you’re betting again?”

“We have even better chefs than Henry now! Like our newest, you haven’t met him. This is
Langa,” Oka gestured at Langa, “He’s a young prodigy. You should try some of his work–”

Oka opened the fridge and took out a plate of brown cubes.

“What are those?” Miya asked.

“Lamingtons. They’re vanilla sponge cake covered in chocolate, they’re from Australia.” Langa
explained, excited to share his cultural knowledge.

“Hmm. Okay, let me have one.” Miya said.

Miya tried a cube, and tried to be stone faced, but couldn’t help but smile a little at the intricate
taste and texture.

“Okay, it’s good. But is it good enough to beat ‘Pie Whole?’ No, probably not.”

“Well, we have something really big planned for the competition, Miya.” Reki exclaimed
excitedly.

“What?” Miya raised an eyebrow.



“A wedding cake decorated with rainbow macarons.”

“That’s ambitious… you’ll never pull it off.” Miya turned to Oka, “What do Kaoru and Kojiro
have planned?”

“Baked Alaska.” Oka said, “But don’t count out our part-timers, they’re both very talented.”

“Sure, sure. But Kojiro and Kaoru are actual pastry chefs.”

“That’s just a silly certification, and you know it. True talent is in the heart.” 

“Is that how you do your hiring, Oka? By people’s hearts ?”

“I hire good people. I know you actually like spending time here with them. Why else would
you always come by when you’re in town?” 

“Uh– b-because… I have to check up on things, since my dad hired such an incompetent store
manager!”

“I’m a great store manager, your dad has said so himself.”

“Whatever, slimes. I’m leaving. You better not lose that bet, or you’re all out of a job!” 

“Wait, Miya,” Oka exclaimed, “Are you telling your dad?” 

Miya laughed. “No, I’ll see how this plays out.”

Miya left the kitchen with the three staring after him.

“So, that was…?” Langa asked.

“Miya, the owner's son. He secretly loves us and comes by when he’s not out of town in
competitions.” Reki explained, as he started cleaning up the kitchen from his cookies.

“Competitions?”

“Baking competitions, he’s a, as I guess Oka would say, a ‘young prodigy.’”

“Oh, why doesn’t he work here then?” 

“He’s still in middle school.”

“Oh… I forgot you can’t work until high school here.”

“Anyway, Oka, you really think we can beat ‘Pie Whole?’” Reki asked.

“Against that joke, Hiromi? Of course, both my teams will place over them, I know it. And
Hiromi will finally shut his pie hole!”

Oka walked into his office, laughing to himself. Langa looked at Reki with concern.



“He’s a great manager, just a little out there. But if he thinks we can beat them, then I think we
should give it our all.”

“Yeah, I know we can beat them. With an amazing chef like you.”

Reki scoffed, “Please, I’m nothing special. It was your lamingtons that Oka had Miya try.”

“Just to introduce me. I’m sure Miya’s already had lots of your desserts and loved them.” 

“No… Miya’s never touched anything I’ve made.”

“Oh. Well, he really should.”

“Hmm.”

“Anyway, Reki, about tonight..”

“Oh, um, sure. I can come over. You don’t have to make me dinner, though.” 

“I want to, though.”

“Why?”

To try to impress you, obviously. Langa thought. 

“To… uh, thank you. For helping me get settled in here.”

“I haven’t done much, but okay. Sure.”

“Great, it’s a date.”

“A date?” 

“Just an expression…”

“Do you live here alone?” Reki asked, as they entered Langa’s apartment and took off their
shoes.

“No, my mom lives here, but she’s a traveling nurse, so she’s gone a lot.” Langa replied.

“Doesn’t that get lonely?” 

“Um. Yeah, I guess. So, it’s nice to have you over, someone to cook for and talk to.”

“Oh… What’s for dinner?”

“Steamed harissa clams for an appetizer, coconut curry salmon on white rice for entré, and
chocolate strawberry cheesecake for dessert.”

“Woah, wow, that’s a lot. And really fancy. How long have you been preparing for this?”



“Oh, um, Thursday? When I was off. I cooked all day after school.”

“For me?” 

Langa’s cheeks tinged with pink. “Well, for fun, mostly, but I’m happy I get to serve it to you...”

“Oh, okay…”

Why is Langa so nice to me? I’m just his coworker. Is he really that lonely? He wants a friend?
Reki thought to himself while he sat down at the kitchen table.

Langa smiled and went about heating up the lavish dinner he had made. 

“Thank you, that was delicious.” Reki said, finishing his last bite of cheesecake.

Langa really is an amazing chef. I don’t stack up against him– does he even really need me for
the competition? He’d probably do better on his own. Reki thought.

“Thank you for eating with me. It was a lot of fun. Now, I guess, we work on planning our
cake…” Langa trailed off.

“It’s already gotten so late, though. We don’t have much time.”

“Oh, sorry… I wasted a lot of time.”

“No, it was… it was nice. It’s okay. We still have plenty of time before the competition.”

“Okay, I just couldn’t resist the urge to cook for a friend.”

“A friend?”

“Yeah, I consider you a friend. Is that too much?” Langa asked, worried.

“No… it’s fine. We can be friends.” Reki smiled.

“Great.” Langa beamed. “Now, about the cake…”



The Best Recipe

“I have the five best recipes for baked Alaska. I figure we make them all and see which one is
best for the competition– in ease of making, flavor, and presentation.” Kaoru explained.

“That’s fine, let’s get to work then.” Kojiro replied.

Are we going to talk about the other day at all? I don’t know how I should bring it up… I’ll just
work for now. Kojiro thought as he got out his supplies and ingredients for the first recipe.

Despite a bit of bickering, they created the five different versions of baked Alaska and rated
each on taste, presentation, and ease of making. They agreed the fourth recipe was best and
would move forward with it.

“Well, that’s enough for today, then.” Kaoru said, placing the last clean dish to dry.

“Wait, Kaoru…” Kojiro said, turning from the counter he was wiping down. “About the other
day, the, uh, kiss…”

“Oh. I apologize, I shouldn’t have done that. I suggest we just forget about it.”

“But I don’t want to forget about it, Kaoru. I think it was important. I think we need to talk about
this.”

“What do you even want to say about it?”

“That… I liked it. And I want to kiss you more.”

“You don’t want to go down that path, Kojiro. There’s stuff in my past you don’t know about…
Things you wouldn’t want to deal with.”

“I’d ‘deal’ with anything, if I could be with you. Try me. Just try.”

“No, trust me, it’s best I’m just alone.”

“But you’re not alone. I’ve been with you since high school. And we’ve been… holding back
since high school. There was always more to us… I know it.” 

Kojiro stepped in front of Kaoru and ran his fingers down his cheek, looking into his eyes.

“Truthfully tell me there’s nothing here, and I’ll leave you alone. But if you can’t…”

“There’s… there’s nothing here.” Kaoru looked away and closed his eyes.

“You’re lying, obviously lying. You want me almost as much as I want you.” Kojiro said softly.

Kaoru lifted his hand and took a hold of Kojiro’s.

“ Fine , that might be true, but just because you want something doesn’t mean you get it.”



“But we can have each other. We can have each other in any way we want. There’s no one
stopping us. But you.”

“I have my reasons.”

“What are they?” Kojiro said sympathetically.

“None of your business.”

Kojiro ran his hand down Kaoru’s shoulder and chest.

“Did someone hurt you?”

“Wait…”

He grabbed Kaoru’s waist and pulled him closer.

“Before I met you?” 

“Don’t…”

“I can make it better. I can love you until it’s better.”

“Kojiro…”

“I can take all the pain away. If you let me.”

“O-okay. Take the pain away, Kojiro.” Kojiro held Kaoru against his chest while he cried softly
and gripped Kojiro’s smock.

“Stay with me tonight. If you want.” Kojiro whispered.

Kaoru nodded and sniffled, but stopped crying.

“Stay with me every night, if you want.”

And in the yellow light of Kojiro’s bedside lamp, Kaoru told Kojiro about his past and why he
was so afraid to love.

Kojiro cried with him, holding him tight. 

“We don’t need to do anything until you’re ready. I won’t push you into anything.” Kojiro
promised.

“Thank you, I… I appreciate that.” Kaoru replied.

It felt like a weight was lifted from Kaoru’s chest, like he could breathe easier. 

They eventually stopped talking and fell asleep, cuddling close together.

Kojiro left for work in the morning, and Kaoru left to go back to his apartment. It felt empty
once he was there alone.



Kojiro accepted me and my past. He said he wants to help me heal. He said he wants to be with
me. Am I ready for that? Kaoru thought as he laid on his couch, staring at the ceiling.

Kojiro, meanwhile, smiled while he stirred cake batter.

“What’s the goofy smile for?” Miya asked, leaning against the counter.

“Something good happened, that's all.” Kojiro said calmly.

“Ehh? Something good happened to you? Better not mess it up.”

Kojiro sighed, “I hope I don’t. I really hope I don’t.”



Worried Sick

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

The day before the competition, Reki called in sick to work.

Langa texted him, asking if he was okay, but didn’t get a reply. So, after work, he decided he’d
check in on him. 

He knew Reki’s house was just a short walk, and he knew which direction it was in, so he
decided to try his luck and see if he could find it.

He wandered down the street, looking at the names on each house. “Sato,” “Ito,” “Watanabe.”
And then, finally, “Kyan.”

He went to the front door and knocked, he heard children inside screaming and running around.
That’s right, Reki had three little sisters.

The oldest sister answered the door. 

“Can I help you?” She said politely.

“Hi, I’m Langa. I’m Reki’s, uh, coworker. I wanted to check and make sure he was okay,
because he never replied to my text.”

“He’s fine, I think. But we can go check. He’s been in his room all day. Moping about something
stupid, I’m sure.”

It seems like Reki has a lot of anxiety… I wonder if there’s anything I can do to help with that.
Langa wondered.

The sister knocked on Reki’s door, yelling “Reki! You have a visitor! Open up!”

Reki had been in bed all day, not sick physically, but mentally. He was wracked with nerves
about the competition. About Langa outshining him, or him messing up completely.

His imagination ran wild with everything that could go wrong.

So, when he heard his sister say he had a visitor, he was too mentally drained to even consider
who it might be. He just got out of bed and opened his door.

Langa. Not the person I wanted to see right now. Reki thought.

“Hey, Reki, I wanted to check on you. I brought you some medicine and stuff, in case you didn’t
have any… I can bring it in.” 

Reki grunted affirmation and opened his door so Langa could come in. He went to sit on the bed
and put on a facemask (to look sick) and Langa sat at his desk chair, pulling out medicine and
drinks from a plastic bag.



“What are you sick with?” Langa asked.

Worry. Thought Reki.

“I don’t know. The flu, maybe. I don’t know if I can make it to the competition tomorrow…” 

“What? Reki, no, you have to. I’ll take care of you until you’re better, but we have to make that
competition. The shop is counting on us.”

“I don’t know, I’m feeling really sick.”

“Are you sure you’re not just anxious?” 

“What? No. I’m not–”

“Because you don’t look or sound sick. I’ll still take care of you, but you have to tell me what’s
actually wrong.”

Reki squinted his eyes, he’d been found out. He didn’t know Langa all that well yet, but he felt,
for some reason, like he could trust him. He took off his face mask.

“Fine, you got me. I’m not sick. I’m worried about tomorrow.”

“What are you worried about? We’ve practiced a bunch, we’re definitely ready. I really think we
could win.”

“I’m… I’m going to mess it up somehow. I’m not a great chef like you, I’m just a joke.” Reki
shook his head as tears began to pool at the corners of his eyes.

Langa came and sat on the edge of Reki’s bed next to him, and took his hands into his own.

“You’re not a joke. You’re a great chef. I’ve tasted your creations, they’re amazing. And you’re
the best decorator in the store, everyone knows it. And that visual aspect of the desserts is just as
important as taste. Believe me, you’re really special, Reki.” 

Reki stared at Langa, slightly agape. He couldn’t believe someone would say such nice things to
him. Especially someone as amazing as Langa. 

“Langa… you mean that?”

“Of course, I really do. I think you’re incredible. Your baking is exquisite, and you’re so nice
and upbeat. You’re really good with other people, and you always try your hardest. You have a
million good qualities, so don’t worry about not being enough. You’re more than enough.”

Reki smiled sadly and looked down. He wasn’t able to believe Langa, no matter how sincere he
sounded. He just felt like he was the weakest link and should just be broken off.

Langa seemed to read Reki’s mind, and said “I promise we’ll win, then you’ll have concrete
proof of how talented you are. You’ll have to believe me then. Let’s bet on it.”

“Bet on it?”



“If we win first place, you have to believe you’re good enough. If we don’t, you can be as down
on yourself as you want.”

“I don’t think I can just force myself to believe something because of a bet.”

“Scared you’ll lose?”

“No. Fine, we’ll bet on it.”

“Great. Because I know we’ll win. We’ll win and get the prizes and win the bet with those a-
holes ‘Pie Whole.’”

Reki laughed despite himself, and gently nudged Langa. Langa grinned and nudged Reki back.

“So, you’ll be there tomorrow?” Langa asked.

“I’ll be there.”

“Promise?”

Reki nodded and noticed Langa was still holding his hand. He squeezed it gently.

“I promise.”

“Oh, sorry…” Langa said, taking his hand back.

“It’s okay,” Reki said, grabbing a hold of Langa’s hand again.

Langa turned his hand around and laced their fingers together, and they looked into each other’s
eyes, deep blue on golden amber.

They leaned in, lips only inches away from each other.

“Reki! Mom wants you!” Reki’s sister yelled.

The two froze and looked at each other, before turning bright red.

“Did we just almost…” Reki asked, confused.

“No! I don’t think so. Anyway, I’ll see you tomorrow, Reki. I got to be going. I’m excited for the
competition! We’re going to win!” 

And Langa was out the door, rushing to leave the house and running out onto and down the
street.

Oh my god. Oh my god. Oh my god. Langa thought, while he stopped to catch his breath. We
almost kissed. We almost kissed! What does that mean? Does Reki like me back? But why did I
panic and run like that?

Langa was on cloud nine as he started walking towards the bus station. Reki almost kissed me.
That must mean he likes me. That means we can be together… I’ll confess to him after the
competition! We’ll win first place, then after I’ll tell him how I feel!



Langa grinned like a fool all the way to his apartment, overjoyed about tomorrow. 

But Reki was still worried. Especially now, after almost kissing his coworker/friend, he worried
about what that meant. He didn’t realize he had any feelings for Langa. It was just in the
moment. Did Langa have feelings for him? Or did Reki totally just scare him off? He did panic
and run away… 

Reki thought about Langa, he found him extremely handsome, he knew that already. But did he
like him for more than that? He was sweet, always complimenting and praising Reki. He was
talented, smart, great at both baking and cooking. He was tall, quiet, mysterious. Really, looking
at everything, he seemed too good to be true.

Did Reki like him?

Chapter End Notes

Woo! The next chapter is the competition! I hope it's exciting!



The Competition

Where the hell is he? Langa thought as he paced back and forth outside the venue. Did he bail
on me? Is it because of what happened? Or, what almost happened?

Kojiro stepped out to check on the other team.

“Langa, it’s starting soon.”

“Reki isn’t here yet.”

“What? He’s running really late… but I’m sure he’ll be here soon.”

“You’re really sure?” Langa asked nervously.

“Yeah, I’m sure, calm down. Reki isn’t the type of guy to let us down by not showing.”

“Okay.”

“Okay? Right when he gets here, hurry to your station. Everyone is starting to set up.”

“Okay.”

Kojiro nodded and went back inside. Langa leaned against the wall and let out a heavy sigh.

Reki, where are you?

Reki was currently trying to mentally will the train to go faster, but it just went its normal speed.

His mom woke up sick, meaning he had to take care of his sisters before leaving for the
competition. He missed the first train and had to wait for the second.

He wanted to call Langa, to let him know he was on his way, but in his rush he forgot his phone
at home.

Dammit, dammit, dammit! Reki thought. What a shit morning! Come on, train!

Finally he reached his stop and started running the second he was out of the doors. It was five
minutes until the competition.

Langa had gone inside to start setting up. He was losing hope of Reki showing up in time and
was heartbroken. Reki promised he’d be here. Why would he go back on that? Was it something I
did?

The competition was about to begin, and the host from “S” Sweets noticed Langa by himself.

“We seem to be missing a team member for Dope Desserts #2. The show's about to start, kid,
where’s your partner?”

“I’m not sure.” Langa admitted.



Just then, Reki burst through the door and ran through the seating area up to the stage. 

“I’m here!” He yelled.

“That your partner?” 

“Yes!” Langa exclaimed.

“I’m sorry, Langa, I’ll explain later.”

“Okay, let’s get ready.”

The host rolled his eyes, “Okay, great. … Now everybody! Listen up! Today we have four stores
competing: Two teams from Dope Desserts, a team from Pie Whole, a team from We’re Baked,
and a surprise entry– from ‘S’ Sweets!”

“We’re going against ‘S’ Sweets?” Kaoru groaned. 

“It’s okay, we’ll still beat them.” Kojiro consoled.

“Each team has one hour and one hour only, to produce their best dessert. You will be judged on
taste, presentation, and originality. The total score will determine the winner. The winner will
receive two prizes: a commercial shoot and vacation to Paris for the staff, all expenses paid!”

The crowd “ooh’d” at the announcement of the prizes. 

“Those are some impressive prizes. A step up from last year.” Kaoru whispered to Kojiro, who
nodded in agreement.

“Now, get ready. The timer starts in 3… 2… 1… And bake!”

Everyone started with their tasks. They were practiced and knew what to do. 

Reki started on the cake batter, while Langa began working on the macaroons. 

Kaoru and Kojiro worked surprisingly well together, moving like a well-oiled machine.

They hurried against the clock, but made sure to get every detail perfect. They were against
famous “S” Sweets, after all.

The timer ticked down one second at a time, the end of it looming over the competitors like a
black storm cloud they wished they could push back.

The crowd was completely silent, and all you could hear were the clanking of pans and bowls.

The clock ticked away its last couple seconds as each team put on their finishing touches.

The timer buzzed, signaling the end, and everyone put up their hands.

Langa looked at the cake he and Reki made and smiled to himself. It had multicolored frosting
blended together and multicolored macaroons cascading down the side. It was the prettiest cake
he’d ever seen. It’s definitely going to win. He thought. 



The audience clapped and cheered, admiring the beautiful desserts each team had created.

The host came to the middle of the stage. “Okay, we have finished! And we have: Pie Whole
with lemon meringue pie; We’re Baked has chocolate truffles; ‘S’ Sweets, goodness , made
Gateau Saint Honoré; Dope Desserts #1 has given us baked Alaska; and we have a gorgeous
wedding cake with macaroons from Dope Desserts #2. Now the judges will taste!”

The judges tasted each dish carefully and wrote down their score. The teams waited anxiously as
the host tallied up the totals for each of them. 

“Okay, now the scores. Pie Whole has a 9 in taste, an 8 in presentation, and a 7 in originality, for
a total average of 24. 

“We’re Baked has an 8 in taste, a 9 in presentation, and an 8 in originality, for a total average of
25. 

“‘S’ Sweets has a 10 for taste, a 9 for presentation and a 10 for originality, for a total average of
29 ! 

“Dope Desserts needs a perfect score to win. Team number #1 had a 10 in taste, 9 in
presentation, and 9 in originality, for a total average of 28.

“It’s all down to team number #2, who received a 10 in taste, oh, a 10 in presentation, and,
would you believe it , a 10 in originality! Dope Desserts team #2 wins with a perfect score of
30!”

“We won!” Exclaimed Reki, throwing his arms around Langa.

“I told you.” Langa said with a grin.

The other teams clapped politely for them, and the audience cheered wildly.

“I can’t believe we won.” Reki said with astonishment.

“I can. Your cake decorating is so beautiful.”

“And your sense of taste is incredible.”

Langa laughed gleefully and picked Reki up and spun them around.

Kaoru and Kojiro came over from their station and congratulated them, Kojiro wrapping them
both up in a hug.

“So, we’re going to France?!” Reki exclaimed.

“And we get a commercial for the shop.” Kaoru stated.

“I should brush up on my French…” Langa mentioned.

“You speak French?” Reki asked.

“Yeah, some. My dad was half French Canadian. So I guess that makes me a fourth.”



God, that’s really hot… Reki thought to himself. 

“That will come in handy.” Kojiro said, slapping Langa on the back.

“Wow, Paris. Think of all the amazing desserts we’ll get to try.” Langa said.

“Yes, it’s a very generous prize.” Kaoru agreed.

“And we’ll all get to go together, the whole shop!” Kojiro exclaimed.

The venue started clearing out, and the group got ready to go. Outside, Langa stopped Reki.

“Remember our bet?” he asked.

“Oh… yeah.” Reki sighed.

“So, now you have to believe you’re good enough.”

“I can’t just make myself believe something.”

“Then I’ll tell you every day until you do– Kyan Reki, you are enough.”

“Okay, that’s your one for today. Now you can’t compliment me anymore.”

“Pssh, I can compliment you as much as I want. There’s no law against it.”

“There is, it’s called the Reki Law.”

“I call bullshit.”

“Hey,” Kojiro shouted back to the two, “We’re going out to celebrate with Oka and Miya, are
you guys coming?”

“Yeah!” Reki shouted back. “Ready to go?” he asked Langa.

Langa smiled and nodded. 

They caught up with everyone else and walked with them to the train station.



Paris

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

“Are you excited?” Reki asked.

“Yeah, this should be a lot of fun.” Langa replied.

“And you speak French?”

“Assez pour s'en sortir.”

Damn, that’s really hot. Reki thought.

“What does that mean?” He asked, leaning toward Langa.

“‘Enough to get by.’”

“Good, because I’m nervous about being in a country where I don't speak the language. But as
long as I’m with you, it will be fine!”

“You can just stay with me, then, I don’t mind…”

“Yeah? You won’t get sick of me?”

“Je ne pourrais jamais– I could never.”

Reki laughed and ran his hand down Langa’s arm. Langa’s heart raced faster than the plane’s
engines. Reki is flirting with me! Don’t panic! Stay calm. Stay calm.

“In fact, how about we go to the Eiffel Tower together?”

“Sure, that sounds great.” Reki beamed.

“Aww, you guys are going on a special date?” Miya asked, leaning forward from his seat behind
them.

“It’s not–” Reki started.

“Yeah, what of it?” Langa interrupted.

Miya gasped, “He admits it!”

“He probably thought you meant something else. Japanese is his third language.” Reki shrugged.

Langa frowned, but didn’t say anything. My Japanese is just fine, but I guess Reki’s
embarrassed, so whatever. He thought to himself.



Miya rolled his eyes. “I’ve been forced to sit here and listen to you two flirt the whole flight, so
don’t try to act like you haven’t been.”

The pilot came on over the intercom.

“Attention flyers, we’re starting our descent into Paris Charles de Gaulle Airport. We’ll be
landing here shortly, arrival time 6:45 pm. Please remain in your seats with your seatbelts
fastened.”

“We’re landing!” Exclaimed Langa excitedly.

“Finally!” Miya groaned, collapsing back into his chair.

“Miya, you begged to come, so don’t be sour. We’re Dope Desserts, we’re all about being
sweet!” Oka chimed from his seat next to Miya.

Miya groaned louder and sank further down into his seat.

“Have to agree with Miya, Oka, that was pretty bad.” Reki laughed.

The city lights appeared over the wing of the plane as Reki looked out the window, Langa
leaning over him to see out, too.

“It’s beautiful.” Reki whispered.

“Yeah… it is.” Langa agreed.

The Eiffel Tower stood proudly over the city lights, steeping the city in prestige and elegance.

There it is. Langa thought. On top of the Eiffel Tower, that’s where I’ll confess to Reki. 

“Um…” Reki said, gently tapping Langa’s shoulder.

“Oh, sorry.” Langa sat back up.

“That’s okay.” Reki smiled.

I really wish I could hold his hand. Maybe the trip home… Langa imagined holding Reki’s hand
and smiled to himself.

A few rows up, Kaoru was asleep on Kojiro’s shoulder.

“Kaoru, we’re landing, wake up.” Kojiro shook Kaoru gently.

“Huh?” Kaoru said, disoriented. He rubbed his eyes and yawned.

“Wow, you were really asleep.”

“I didn’t get any sleep last night.”

Kojiro laughed, “Sorry about that. I won’t keep you up so late again tonight, I promise.”



“You better not, I want to enjoy our first full day here tomorrow.”

“Okay, sorry, sorry.” Kojiro laughed.

They looked out the window to watch the plane land and see the city in the evening shade, lights
flickering across a wide expanse.

“Okay, we have three rooms with two beds each, who’s bunking with who?” Oka asked the
group.

“I call Oka. He’s the least annoying out of all of you.” Miya stated.

“Sure, that’s fine.”

“I’ll stay with Reki!” Langa exclaimed, grabbing his shoulder like he was laying claim.

“Okay, so that leaves Kojiro and Kaoru together. Here are everyone's keys… We all had a long
flight, so I suggest just ordering room service for dinner. We’ll go to a sit-down place together
tomorrow. I know I’m just going to eat and go to bed. Night, everyone.”

“Well, um, let’s go see our room.” Reki said to Langa.

“Yeah. I hope it’s nice.”

They followed the signs to their room and opened the door. There must have been a mistake,
there was only one bed.

Reki texted Oka. “Our room is wrong, it only has one bed.”

“Okay, I’ll talk to the front desk.”

A few minutes passed and Oka texted back.

“They’re sold out, so you’ll just have to make due with it. Sorry, guys. It’ll be like a sleep over!”

Reki sighed, “Looks like we’re sharing the bed, Langa. Sorry, man.”

“I can sleep on the floor, if you want.”

“That’s up to you, I don’t really mind. My little sisters come to sleep with me all the time, so I’m
used to it. And it’s a king-sized bed, plenty of room.”

“Okay, I don’t mind either, then.”

“Cool, cool. Should we order dinner?”

Langa picked up the hotel’s directory and flipped to their menu. Reki looked over his shoulder.

“I’m getting lobster. We’re not paying for it, right?” Reki grinned and nudged Langa.

“I just want a burger.”



“A burger? In Paris?”

“That’s what I want.” Langa shrugged.

“You’re ridiculous. But whatever, I’ll call it in.”

“Which bed should we sleep in?” Kojiro asked Kaoru.

“Um, what do you mean?”

“Right or left?”

“You take right, I’ll take left.”

“Aw, what? You’re not going to sleep with me?”

“They’re only queen-sized beds. There’s not enough room with how big you are.”

“Yeah, but you’re tiny. We can fit.”

“That’s ludicrous.”

“Fine, we’ll just sleep apart even though we’re dating.”

“ Secretly dating. What if someone were to come in and see that only one bed was used?”

“We can make it look like both were used, that’s not hard.”

“Very well, but there’s still the issue of you being the size of a gorilla!”

“At least I’m not a twig!”

They got in each other’s faces and glowered.

“Are you as turned on as me right now?” Kojiro asked.

“Get dinner after?”

“Sounds good.” 

Kojiro took a hold of Kaoru and collapsed onto the left bed.

Langa and Reki finished eating. Reki looked at his phone’s clock.

“It’s only 8 o’clock. What should we do?”

Langa looked up something on his phone. “The Eiffel Tower is open until 10:45, do you want to
go tonight?”

“How far away is it?”



“It’s… wow, only a five minute walk there. We’re right next to it!”

“Yeah, let’s go then!”

Okay, Langa, this is it. Langa thought to himself while they got ready to leave. I’ll confess to
Reki in the most romantic spot in the most romantic city, there’s no way he’ll reject me with that
kind of atmosphere.

“Are you ready, Langa?” 

“Yeah, I'm ready.”

Chapter End Notes

Next chapter: Confession <3



Confession

They walked from the hotel to the tower, through the lush gardens planted all around. They
reached the gate and passed through security, then headed to the entrance.

“Deux pour le haut, s'il vous plaît.” (Two for the top, please.) Langa said to the ticket handler.

“Ce sera 26.20€.”

Langa paid and took the passes for the elevator to the top.

“Merci.”

“Wow, even just walking through those gardens was amazing. I can’t imagine what it’s going to
be like on the tower itself!” Reki gushed.

“I’m glad you’re enjoying it.” Langa smiled.

Reki rubbed the back of his head, “Yeah… thanks for taking me.”

“Anytime.” 

“Oh, there’s the stairs! Let’s go to the first level!”

Reki grabbed Langa’s hand and rushed toward the stairs through the crowd of people. 

Langa nearly died when he realized he was holding Reki’s hand, but he managed to keep it
together.

They visited the first level and the second, then boarded the elevator for the top.

There weren’t as many people up there, and so they found a clear spot to look out at the city.

“It’s surreal.” Reki gasped upon seeing the view.

“Yeah, I can’t believe how beautiful it is.” Langa said.

They watched quietly for a little while, feeling the wind blow their hair and listening to the
chatter around them.

“Reki?”

“Hmm?” 

“I like you.”

Reki blinked a couple times. “You like me? As a friend, or…?”

“As more than a friend.” 



“Oh.” 

“Do you like me?” Langa gulped hard, nervous for Reki’s answer.

Reki blushed and turned to face the city again.

“I… uh…” He put his hand to his mouth and looked down.

“If-if you don’t want to answer right away, th- that’s fine. No pressure.” Langa stammered,
holding up his hands while turning to face Reki.

Reki took a deep breath, “I do. I like you, too.”

Langa lit up brighter than the city lights around them, a smile spreading across his face.

“Then– will you go out with me?”

“I don’t know if I want a relationship right now…”

Langa’s smile dissolved and was replaced by a frown.

“Oh…”

Reki turned towards Langa quickly.

“But, I might! I just don’t know. Right now. I need to think about it. I didn’t think I would be
asked anytime soon, I guess.”

“I would think you’d be asked every day.”

Reki chuckled, then asked “You really, actually like me?” 

“Oh, so much. I’m head over heels for you. You’re the most incredible person I’ve ever met.
I’ve liked you since I first saw you, or saw you bake, at least.”

“Wow… that’s really sweet. I think you’re a great guy, Langa. I really do.”

“I would treat you so well, like you deserve. I’d love you like you deserve to be loved and kiss
you like you deserve to be kissed. I’d pull down the moon for you, if you wanted.”

Reki put his hand on Langa’s chest, over his heart, and looked up into his eyes.

“You mean all that?”

“Yes.”

“Then kiss me… like I deserve to be kissed.”

Langa grabbed Reki’s waist and pulled him close, looking deep into his amber eyes. He could
see the freckles dotting across his cheeks and nose, he wanted to kiss each one.



Reki studied Langa’s face anxiously, as he closed his eyes and leaned down. Reki shut his eyes
and felt Langa’s hands grasping him. They felt sturdy and safe.

Langa brushed his lips lightly over Reki’s, just barely touching, and breathed in his scent of
fresh laundry and soap.

Reki took a shaky breath, never having been kissed before, and experiencing a rush of emotions.
Apprehension, elation, excitement, nervousness… love?

Langa dove into the kiss then, tilting his head to get closer, and massaging their lips together.

He traced his tongue on Reki’s bottom lip and raised a hand to run through Reki’s hair.

Reki was hypnotized, following Langa’s movements and pressing his body closer against
Langa’s.

Then Langa slowed to a stop and pulled away, remembering they were in public, so he needed
some restraint.

Reki was dazed and blushing a bright red. He touched his lips gently and breathed out,
“Wow…”

“Wow.” Langa repeated, wrapping his arms around Reki and pulling him against him.

Reki put his head on Langa’s shoulder and closed his eyes as he felt Langa’s embrace. It was
warm and loving and perfect.

Everything about Langa was perfect tonight, everything had been perfect. Reki wasn’t sure his
luck would hold up.

“Yes, I’ll go out with you.” Reki whispered into Langa’s ear.

Langa pulled back, looking at Reki, and exclaimed, “Really?!”

Reki nodded and pulled Langa back against him.

They embraced gently while the crowd of people moved around them. But they were in a time
bubble of their own, separate from the rest of the world.

Eventually, there was an announcement over the intercom that the tower would be closing soon,
so the couple held hands while leaving, and all the way back to the hotel.

They rushed to their room, and fell onto their bed together, excitedly kissing.

Their hands explored each other, until they were removing clothes and touching skin to skin.

Carried away by the ecstasy, they made love late into the night.

“You’re got spaghetti in Paris?” Kaoru asked Kojiro, raising his eyebrow.

“It’s what I wanted. Do you have a problem with that?” Kojiro defended.



“We’re not in Italy, you should have gotten something French. I got Salmon En Papillote and
Crepes Suzette.”

“Oh, share your crepes with me!”

“No, get your own.”

“I don’t want to call again, just share a bite.”

“No! You should have gotten your own dessert. Like Tiramisu, since you think we’re in Italy.” 
“Do you think they have Tiramisu? That doesn’t sound half bad.”

Kaoru sighed.

Oka snored loudly and Miya kicked himself for being so nice.

I let all the love bugs bunk together, and this is what I get. A roommate who snores like a
hibernating bear. Miya thought to himself.

He gave up on trying to sleep. He turned on his bedside lamp and pulled out his portable game. 

Whatever, I’m stuck on this level anyway, may as well stay up all night trying to beat it.

“Wow, you all look like you didn’t sleep at all.” Oka said to Miya, Reki, and Langa. “Were you
guys up all night?” 
“No! Just… some of it.” Reki said awkwardly.

Oka looked at him curiously, then shrugged. 

“Whatever, it’s your body. But we do have a busy day today! We’re going to visit the best
dessert shops in Paris, ‘S’ Sweets set up tours for us.”

“Wow, that’s awesome!” Reki exclaimed.

“That’s really cool of them.” Langa stated.

“Whatever,” Miya yawned.

“Now where are Kaoru and Kojiro? Miya, how about you go check on them. They’re room
413.”

“Ugh, fine.” Miya said and stomped away.

Miya made it to the room and saw the door wasn’t closed all the way. He kicked it open, yelling
“Come on, slimes! Let’s go!”

Kaoru was on Kojiro’s lap on the bed, kissing his neck.

“AH! MY EYES!”



“AH! Miya! What are you doing?!” Kaoru exclaimed, hoping off of Kojiro’s lap.

“WHO LEAVES THE DOOR OPEN WHILE THEY MAKE OUT?!”

“The door was open? Oops.” Kojiro said.

“Dopey gorilla, you go out for coffee and leave the door open when you get back? Now Miya
knows about us!”

“I already knew, idiots, you’re so obvious! But I didn’t need to see it myself!” 
“Sorry, kid. My bad.” Kojiro smiled sympathetically and rubbed his neck.

“Just– Just get downstairs. We’re leaving soon. Everyone else is waiting. God.” 

Miya left to go back down and Kaoru kicked Kojiro in the butt when he stood up.

“That was embarrassing! Idiot!”

“Sorry! I’m sorry!”

“Alright, everyone is here? Let’s all head out then. First, we’re going to the famous Ladurée!”
Oka said excitedly.

“Oh, they have the best macaroons in the world, they say.” Langa said.

“I wonder how ours would stack up against theirs.” Reki pondered.

“Ours are better, no doubt.” Langa smiled and grazed his hand against Reki’s.

Miya, standing behind them, made a gag gesture.

“What’s wrong, Miya?” Oka asked.

“I want out of this lovey-dovey hell!” Miya cried.

Kaoru glared daggers at him, mentally threatening him that he better not tell Oka anything.

Oka looked behind him and saw a young couple kissing in the lobby.

“Paris is the city of love, Miya! You’re going to see a lot of couples. Better get used to it.”

Miya groaned and started for the door, walking like a zombie.

Everyone else followed, Oka taking the lead to direct them to the bus stop that would take them
to Ladurée.



The Tower

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

Night came and the group came back to the hotel, exhausted. They had been sightseeing and
touring all day.

“Okay, I’m beat. Goodnight, everyone.” Oka said with a yawn.

“I’m going to the arcade next door, do any of you slimes want to come?” Miya asked.

Kaoru shook his head and took Kojiro’s hand, “No, bed for us, too.”

Langa looked at Reki, who shrugged, “Could be fun.”

“Okay, let’s go.” Langa agreed.

Soon, they were on the busy sidewalk walking to the arcade with Miya.

“So, you two are together now, right?” Miya asked.

“What– Miya! How did you know?” Reki groaned.

“I figured if anywhere, it would finally happen in freakin’ Paris. But you guys have been making
googly eyes at each other since Langa started. It was bound to happen soon.”

Reki groaned and hid his face with his hands.

“Don’t be embarrassed, Reki, you’ll hurt my feelings.” Langa joked.

“I don’t mean to, it’s just embarrassing!”

“Nah, it’s not embarrassing. Be happy you have each other.”

“Miya?” Langa whispered.

“I know I’m just in middle school, but I’m jealous to not have a job or a girlfriend yet. I’m
envious of you two, I really am.”

“Don’t worry, Miya, you’ll find somebody. Someone who lights a fire in your heart.” Reki
patted Miya’s back.

“Thanks, slime. I’m going to kick your ass at these games, now.” Miya said while he turned to
enter the arcade.

“Miya’s been on that game for an hour, I’m bored. Let’s leave.” Reki whined to Langa.

“Okay, I’ll just tell Miya.”



Reki waited by the door while Langa tried to make contact with the kid lost in space to a
shooting game. He watched as Langa tapped his shoulder and Miya dying, then screaming at
Langa. But he must have gotten the message across somehow, because Langa headed back over
to Reki.

“Where do you want to go?” Langa asked Reki.

“Let’s go back to those gardens outside the Eiffel Tower.”

“Yeah? Romantic gardens?”

Reki playfully pushed Langa. “I don’t know what you’re thinking, but stop.”

“I was just thinking about kissing you in front of the Eiffel Tower at night and how great a
picture it would be.”

“We could probably ask someone to take it…” Reki mumbled.

“Yeah?”

Reki nodded.

“Then let’s go!” Langa exclaimed, taking Reki’s hand and rushing toward the tower.

They made it to the gardens and asked a cheery-looking middle-aged woman to take the picture
for them.

“Okay, dears, I’m ready to take your picture!”

Langa and Reki faced each other in front of the tower, and stared into each other’s eyes, before
leaning in to kiss.

The woman showed them the picture, it was a little before they kissed but Langa liked it even
better than way.



“We look like such a cute couple!” Langa exclaimed.

“You two are a cute couple. Have a good night.” The woman waved goodbye.

“You too, thanks so much!” Reki said.

“Ready to go back to the hotel?” Langa asked. 

“Yeah, we probably have another full day tomorrow.”

“Thank god I get to spend it with you.” 

“Langa!” Reki blushed and laughed.



“Should we tell the others we’re together? Then we can be all sickeningly cute in front of them.”

“Sure, why not? I think Joe and Cherry like each other too.” Reki whispered.

“Really? Yeah, I see it…”

“Maybe we could ask Miya about it. He seems to know everything.”

Langa nodded. He took Reki’s hand and started walking toward the hotel, through the gardens.
He turned and looked at the sparkling tower one last time.

“Thank you,” he whispered to his architectural wingman.

Reki raised his eyebrow.

“Nothing,” Langa smiled.

He wondered how many couples the romantic Eiffel Tower had gotten together so far. Millions?
Tens of millions?

Either way, he was eternally grateful to get to be there with the one he loved. ♥

Chapter End Notes

Thank you everyone for reading, I hope you enjoyed it, and enjoyed the fanart! I really
wanted to paint them in front of the tower, especially at night, since it's so golden and
pretty.

If you have any tropes you want me to do, just let me know!



Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!

http://archiveofourown.org/works/43279300/comments/new
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