
	 	
		 	[image: Book cover]
		 

	 
		
			
				XxXholic Standalone 

				    
 
				Branch

				
			

			Stories around the edges of Watanuki and Doumeki's lives together.

			
				Ink Burns

				[image: Ink Burns publishing logo]
			

		

	
		
			This is a work of fiction.  All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance to real people or incidents is purely coincidental.

			This is a work of fanfiction, produced according to the principles of transformative fair use as put forward in US copyright law, and abiding by the custom and practice of fan-produced work in Japan, where the source texts were created. No author is in any way affiliated with any of the creators of the source texts, nor with the companies who distribute their products, nor any other rights holder, and these stories were not authorized by either the creators or the producers. Ink Burns is a fan site and the material here is freely provided for the enjoyment of fellow fan-community members; there is no commercial infringement.

			[image: Creative Commons license image]

			This work is licensed under the Creative Commons Attribution-Noncommercial-Share Alike 3.0 US license at the Ink Burns fanfiction archive (http://www.branchandroot.net/archive/).

			"Abiding" published on 2006-10-04 21:27:13.
"The Wave that Turns the Tide" published on 2008-06-19 14:22:52.
 
			Attributions can be made by author's name and a link to the archive.

			This ebook edition was published on June 10, 2023 by the Ink Burns fanfiction archive.

			
Cover illustration is Untitled painting by Xu Xi, public domain (http://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Xvxi1.jpg).

			Cover design by Branch.

		

	
		
			Abiding

			
			Watanuki's and Doumeki's first kissthe way you know it would really happen. Romance In Denial, I-3



			"You have to kiss."

"WHAT?!"

Yuuko-san smiled so evilly that Kimihiro's heart plummeted;           that look could only mean she was serious. "This is a lovers'           gate,"           she explained in a tone of immense reason, patting the right-hand            pillar of the arch standing alone on the shop lawn. Her eyes gleamed. "You           do want to get the mirrored shoes back, don't you? After all, you were           the one who let them escape..."

"How was I supposed to know shoes would run away?!" Kimihiro protested,           utterly indignant. A pair of shoes should not jump out of their box,      giggling, when one dusted them.

"Mmm, well I suppose I could let them go," Yuuko mused, tapping           a finger against her lips. Despite knowing, knowing, that           it was a set-up, Kimihiro looked up hopefully. Yuuko-san smiled cheerily,           hands clasped. "I'll just put it on your tab! Lots and lots more           time of Watanuki's cooking for me!"

Kimihiro slumped as Maru and Moro cheered from the porch. He'd known           it.

He mustered up a glare to shoot at the other party involved, though.           "Why aren't you saying anything?" he growled.

Doumeki gave him one of those infuriatingly unconcerned looks and raised           an eyebrow.

"Oooh, Doumeki-kun isn't as excited by the idea as Watanuki is," Yuuko-san           cooed.

"WILL YOU CUT THAT OUT?!" Kimihiro howled. "The whole           idea is ridiculous! Absolutely ridiculous! And I don't need you making           it any WORSE!" He           stood, panting, glaring death at Yuuko-san, who just leaned against           the carved arch, watching him with casual interest.

"So, you're going then?"

Kimihiro growled once more at her  knowing smile, before he admited           defeat and turned to face Doumeki. "All right, fine, let's get on with           it, then."

Doumeki stayed right where he'd been since the start of the discussion,           looking down at Kimihiro calmly. "Scared?"

Kimihiro  vibrated with rage. "OF COURSE I'M NOT SCARED           YOU JERK!"  He jerked his chin to the side and looked past Doumeki           with a disdainful snort. "It's just that anyone who isn't a total idiot           would have... reservations about this kind of thing."

He jumped as a hand touched his jaw, and stared, frozen, as Doumeki turned           Kimihiro's head back toward him.  Was he going to...? Kimihiro's breath           tried to sprint out of his lungs on a tiny squeak he would never admit           to having made.

But no. Doumeki was just standing there with his hand warming Kimihiro's           jaw. Like he was waiting. Disgustingly calm, just like always, just...           waiting.

Kimihiro's thoughts jumbled around inside his head, and one that didn't           usually get loose made it to the surface. Doumeki always waited, like           this.

Waited on Kimihiro's choices.

Which meant he was going to have to...

Kimihiro swallowed, a little light-headed as he felt his throat move           against  Doumeki's palm. He clenched and unclenched his           hands a few times before he finally managed to step forward.   If he           hadn't been staring fixedly at Doumeki, he'd never have seen the tiny           nod before Doumeki's hand firmed on his chin. Kimihiro closed his           eyes as Doumeki's head bent down toward him; he could do this, but           he didn't think he could watch.

In retrospect, that could have been a mistake.

Without his sight to distract him, all he could concentrate on was  the           feeling of Doumeki's mouth brushing his, and the fact that his lips           were soft and warm.

He also couldn't see Yuuko coming around behind him to shove them both           unceremoniously through the archway. He could hear her laughing perfectly           well, though, even over his own squawk as he was shoved further into           Doumeki's arms.


Doumeki didn't wait for his approval for the second kiss.

In justice, which Kimihiro was, eventually, able to muster, at least           in the privacy of his own mind, running with a pack of flying monkeys           on one's heels wasn't really the best time to wait for anything.  And           it was possible that Doumeki wouldn't have done it at all if Kimihiro           hadn't wondered, with what little breath he wasn't using to run, whether           the gate would let them back through without another kiss. But still.

It was... disconcerting to find himself pulled nearly off his feet, against           the length of Doumeki's body, and kissed much more firmly than before,           and, in the next instant, to find them both sprawled in the grass of           Yuuko-san's lawn where they'd tumbled through the gate.

"Ow," he said, eventually. It was mostly a pro                forma protest, since Doumeki           was still holding him tightly and had broken his fall.  He felt the           shoes being removed from his fingers and squinted up at Yuuko-san,           wondering why she was blurry. Had he hit his head? Doumeki was perfectly           clear, though, when he levered himself up on an elbow and looked down           at Kimihiro.

It was less clear why he was running his fingers through Kimihiro's hair,           and Kimihiro was opening his mouth to protest, despite the fact that           it actually felt rather nice, but he had standards after all,  when           Doumeki dropped his glasses over his nose and everything came back           into focus.

"They came loose," Doumeki informed him. "You should get contacts for           doing things like this."

Kimihiro swelled with outrage. "Who says you get to tell me what           I should do?" He extracted himself from their tangle of limbs and brushed           himself off fastidiously. "Ah!" He straightened as another thought           struck him, and pointed accusingly at Doumeki. "Especially after you           stole my first kiss!"

"Mm. Second too," Doumeki agreed, straightening his clothing.

"You... you... you...!" Kimihiro couldn't come up with a name bad enough           to call him. "DOUMEKI!"

Actually, that one summed it up pretty well.

He spun around to glare at Yuuko-san, who, sure enough, was grinning.           As she opened her mouth, he cut across her hastily. "Ah, we're done           now, right? So you'll be wanting some sake, right? I'll just go get           you some."

Anything to keep her mouth busy with something besides teasing him.

Her laughter and Mokona's enthusiastic approval trailed him into the           house and Kimihiro           sighed as he fetched down the sake bottle. He decided to bring out four cups,           today. If he was really lucky a little sake would take away both the           feeling of Doumeki's mouth on his and the memory of calm, unquestioning      eyes watching, waiting for his choice.

He didn't think he could get rid of the memory of making  the choice           that Doumeki abided by, but he could certainly try.

A person  had to keep some standards, after all.

End   


		

	
		
			The Wave that Turns the Tide

			
			Doumeki has figured out what quiets Watanuki. Written for Porn Battle, with the prompt: Doumeki/Watanuki, hush. Romance, I-3 



			Kimihiro glared at Shizuka fiercely. "You are NOT coming with me this time! Absolutely, positively, most certainly NO"

His lecture cut off with a startled sound as Shizuka's mouth covered his, hushing him gently. Shizuka didn't let him go until he was breathless and leaning against Shizuka for support. 

"Then I'll follow after you."  

"Shizuka...!"

Shizuka's mouth quirked faintly. "What? I'm not quiet enough for you already?"

Kimihiro glared some more, but his lips twitched reluctantly at the old joke.

Shizuka gathered Kimihiro closer. "I'll be with you, one way or another," he murmured against Kimihiro's hair. "I'm here to protect you."

Perfectly familiar with Shizuka's world-bending stubbornness, Kimihiro pressed his forehead against Shizuka's shoulder. "Promise you won't let yourself get hurt," he demanded.

"I promise." Shizuka tipped Kimihiro's chin up and kissed him again, softly.

"Liar," Kimihiro whispered into his mouth.

"Never to you."

Kimihiro knew that was true and subsided a bit. He let Shizuka lay him back against the smooth, sun-warmed boards of the engawa and fold his yukata open, and reached up to pull Shizuka down against him. Shizuka's hands on him were strong and slow, stroking over Kimihiro's body until he arched up against Shizuka, panting and flushed.

"Shizuka!"

"Yes," Shizuka whispered to him, "I'll  be peace for you." 

Kimihiro caught his breath slowly in Shizuka's arms, making soft, contented sounds as one strong hand rubbed his back. As the shadows lengthened, though, he sighed and sat up. Shizuka helped him straighten his clothing and cupped a hand around Kimihiro's cheek.

"Ready?"

"Of course." Kimihiro smiled up at him, rueful. "You'll be with me."  

End

A/N: Shizuka means "quiet" or "peace".   
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