
1. Chapter 1

Author’s Note:
i’ve seen a couple of tumblr posts about kaz only wanting to get married for tax reasons and i thought they were great and then somehow this idea hit me last night and i wrote the entire thing in one sitting. enjoy the nonsense.





“I have a favor to ask of you.”

The voice snaps Jesper out of his intense concentration on reading the report on today’s market trends. He’s not sure how he completely missed the telltale clacking of Kaz’s cane on wood flooring as he made his way through the mansion to the room that has inadvertently become Jesper’s office, but somehow he did.

“Is it illegal?”

Personally, Jesper doesn’t care much either way; Wylan, however, will have words with him if he manages to let Kaz sweep him into yet another entirely illicit venture.

“For once, no,” Kaz replies, with the slightest upturn of his lips that on anyone else would be nothing but on Kaz Brekker is practically the equivalent of a shit-eating grin. “I need you to be the witness for a wedding this afternoon.”

That’s… odd. And most of Kaz’s schemes  are  odd in some way or another, so unnecessarily complicated that Jesper can’t even fathom how he came up with them in the first place, but requiring a marriage for one of them seems entirely off the wall even by those standards.

“Alright,” he agrees, because it’s not like he has anything better to do. “Who’s the lucky couple?”

“Me. And Inej.” He says this completely nonchalantly, like he’s commenting on Ketterdam’s predictably shit weather or the numbers at the Crow Club or literally anything else worthy of monotony that isn’t  him getting married  . To  Inej .

“You’re - you’re - why are you getting married?” he splutters.

Kaz shrugs, either completely oblivious to Jesper’s clear state of shock or intentionally ignoring it. Likely the second - there’s very little that Kaz Brekker is oblivious to. “Tax incentives.”

That answer sends Jesper into outer space, though he’s still stumbling over his words in a poor attempt to grasp at the massive levels of  what the fuck he’s experiencing. “You’re - you can’t just - for fuck’s sake, what does Inej think about this?”

“I’m not marrying her against her will, obviously,” Kaz answers. “I asked her and she said yes. She’s fully on board with this plan.”

Jesper’s not sure when he ended up standing, but he falls back into his desk chair again, pinching his nose between two fingers. Kaz has been here for all of a few minutes and he’s already managed to give Jesper a headache.

“Tax incentives are a terrible reason to marry someone,” is all he manages to say.

“And what would you propose is a better one? Since you think yourself an expert on marriage now, apparently.”

His words still hold the smallest hint of a threat, but nowhere near the normal amount of venom he’d expect from Kaz. Challenging the Barrel boss’s plans doesn’t usually go well - physical violence is involved more often than not, or at the very least, a very clearly communicated threat of it. But right now, the full extent of that is notably absent.

“I don’t know - love, maybe?” Jesper throws out, still trying to work out the extent of his feelings about having this plan thrown on him “I honestly can’t believe you’ve managed to rope Inej into this - aren’t weddings something sacred in her culture? And you’ve convinced her to go along with this for the  tax incentives ? How long are you planning on staying married, anyhow? Divorce proceedings are notoriously complicated here - Alys has had a hell of a time trying to separate from Van Eck and the man is literally in prison right now. What’s your brilliant plan to deal with that?”

“My ‘brilliant plan to deal with that,’ as you call it, is to not get a divorce,” Kaz replies, his voice remarkably level in contrast to Jesper’s. “And spare me the lecture on Suli wedding traditions, I guarantee I know more of them than you do.”

His completely flippant behavior sets something off in Jesper, some sort of righteous anger on behalf of one of his best friends. He may, however unfortunately, care for Kaz a great deal, but he also loves Inej and cannot bear to see her treated as a pawn in one of Kaz’s games. Not when it’s about something as important as this. She may be blinded by her own loyalty to the man in front of Jesper right now - and saints know that Jesper’s been all too familiar with that sort of blindness in the past - but now he can see clearly, and he feels an overwhelming need to protect his friend.

“You can’t just - fuck, Kaz, this may be some sort of long con for you and it may not matter, but this is important to Inej and I’m not just going to let her - ”

“You don’t get to ‘let’ Inej do anything,” Kaz interrupts, and for the first time all morning the true bite is back in his voice. “She is a free woman who makes her own choices.”

He makes an entirely fair point, but it does little to minimize Jesper’s frustration with this whole situation.

Kaz speaks again, absent of venom this time. “And I do… love her.”

Jesper feels his own jaw drop at the unexpected turn of the conversation. Kaz’s feelings for Inej have hardly been a complete secret, but he’s never voiced them openly either.

“Does she know this?”

“Of course,” Kaz replies, as if he hasn’t just casually dropped a massive bomb on Jesper’s lap.

“You’ve… told her? To her face? While she was awake?”

“Yes.”

“When did this happen?”

Kaz actually pauses to contemplate that one. “The first time was when she was in port… three voyages ago?”

“The  first time?” Three voyages ago is a separate, equally important inquiry, that he’ll need to get to in a moment. Best to proceed one at a time for now, though.

“Well I was hardly going to say it once and then never again. I suppose I might have if she hadn’t said it back, but she did and therefore… it was repeated.” 

Kaz’s continued nonchalance is less infuriating now, but no less utterly baffling. “So let me… let me get this straight. You have told Inej you love her, multiple times, and she has told you that she loves you too, and this has been going on for over a  year ?”

“This isn’t that complicated, Jesper.”

He’s right; objectively, this  isn’t  complicated, but this is Kaz fucking Brekker, who has shown maybe two emotions in all the years Jesper has known him, just casually acknowledging that he’s talked about his feelings to another person, on multiple occasions. Oh, and also the whole wedding thing.

“So you’re… so you’re actually marrying Inej because you love her,” he reiterates.

“No, I’m  marrying  Inej for the tax incentives,” Kaz repeats, as if  Jesper  is somehow the stupid one here. “The fact that I love her is entirely separate from the fact that Kerch law favors married partners. That a piece of paper that requires some overly complicated legal hoops to undo should be an indicator of love is still absurd. But that piece of paper just so happens to get me out of a couple thousand kruge of Crow Club payments each year.”

Jesper wants to continue arguing with Kaz on this, because this has to be one of the most  ridiculous  things he’s ever heard his former boss - current friend? - say, but he also knows he will in no way win this fight. Kaz is nothing if not one stubborn son of a bitch.

“Okay, fine. You’re marrying her for the tax incentives. Are you really just marrying her at the courthouse and calling it a day? Doesn’t she want guests there, or at least her parents?”

“We’re inviting you. And Wylan. And Nina’s still in Fjerda - outside of you three, there’s no one else that she wants there… that we want there,” he replies. The mid-sentence revision is a small one, but it’s also something massive - Kaz Brekker admitting that he cares about them enough to want them there for something that yes, he claims to only care about for economic reasons, but Jesper steadfastly refuses to believe doesn’t hold at least  some sentimental meaning as well. “And Inej’s parents don’t care much for Kerch wedding ceremonies - they’re too… transactional for their taste.”

Jesper almost points out the irony of that, the fact that Kaz  is  treating the whole thing as a transaction, making it out to entirely be about saints-damned  tax incentives .

But he doesn’t get to, because Kaz throws yet another bomb at him, apparently set on giving Wylan a run for his money as a demolitions expert. “Besides, they were there for the first one. We were married according to Suli tradition the last time I went to Ravka.”

Jesper chokes on air at that one, spluttering wildly. “Wait. You - and Inej - you’re  already married?”

He hasn’t so much as witnessed the two of them do anything beyond the same intense nonverbal staring contests they’ve been engaging in since they were sixteen, and now Kaz just shows up with the update that out of  nowhere  , they’re both engaged and married and have been together for at least a  year  , possibly  more .

The two of them have always been weirdly secretive, but this is, truly, a whole other level.

“Not legally, hence the necessity for today, but in the manner that mattered to Inej, yes.”

Jesper honestly can’t decide whether to be absolutely fucking elated or to fucking throttle Kaz for keeping all of this a secret for so long. And then deciding to drop all of it on him at once like it’s a casual update on the markets rather than extremely major news about two of the people he’s closest to.

He eventually settles for something in the middle. “So I suppose that’s why you didn’t need the lecture on Suli marriage traditions - you’ve been through them yourself.”

Kaz arches an eyebrow at him. “Will you come today?”

Always straight to the point, of course. Jesper makes a mental note to needle both of them about this further, at some point in the near future. He’s got a year of information - possibly even more, given that he doesn’t even know how long this thing between them has been going on - to get out of them, likely when one or both of them have a couple drinks in them and are more likely to be a bit more forthcoming.

“Of course I’ll come. Since I  somehow  missed my invitation to the first one.”

“It was in Ravka,” Kaz deadpans.

“You got  married .”

“Would you like me to send you a registry?”

Jesper almost laughs at the thought of Kaz and Inej putting together a list of their ideal wedding gifts. It would probably be a hit list.

“I’ll tell Wylan to buy you two something hopelessly domestic.”

“The Slat could use some domesticity,” Kaz agrees dryly.

Jesper realises something then. “Wait, why doesn’t Inej stay at the Slat when she’s in port if you two are… together?”

“She does. Or, at least, she sleeps there.”

“No, she doesn’t,” Jesper argues, because he has  proof of this one. “She’s here every night. She’s at breakfast every morning.”

“And her room has a window,” Kaz tacks on, the implications of that simple statement not needing to be elaborated on. The conclusion is obvious.

She’s been… she’s been sneaking out of the house every single night. And showing up to breakfast every single morning innocently acting like she’s been in the mansion the entire night, conning him and Wylan every time for the hell of it. He’s going to have words with his favorite acrobat when he sees her this afternoon. That sneaky woman.

“I refuse to believe this,” Jesper mutters, more to himself than to the person in front of him.

“Your denial has little impact on reality,” Kaz answers, in his usual brand of acerbic commentary. “We’re meeting at the courthouse at four bells.”

Jesper just blinks at him. “Okay.”

“And invite Wylan, will you?”

He just nods. His brain feels like it’s short-circuiting, like the sheer amount of brand new information and all his previously existing assumptions that have all had the rug yanked out from under them have just hit him with one too many shots and he’s still trying to make sense of it all.

And then Kaz is turning on his heel and walking out of Jesper’s office, his cane clicking against the floor all the way out.

Jesper just sits there. He doesn’t even know where to begin with untangling the absolute mess that’s just been flung at him. Of course Kaz would somehow find a way to make even the most human of things into a massive con.

Wylan appears in the room only a few minutes later. 

“I just saw Kaz leaving as I was coming up to find you,” he says, walking over to stand next to Jesper’s office chair. “If I didn’t know any better, I’d say he looked downright pleased with himself… he didn’t convince you to do something illegal again, did he?”

Jesper shakes his head. “No, not this time.” 

And then he realizes that, amongst the absolute chaos Kaz has wrought, he has given Jesper just one gift in the process. The chance to pass the exact same chaos on to somebody else.

He smirks as he looks up at his boyfriend. “Hey, Wy… how do you feel about attending a wedding this afternoon?”





2. Chapter 2

Notes for the Chapter:ages ago, someone commented that inej was definitely spying on this conversation and laughing her ass off, which was not something i’d originally thought about but immediately adopted as canon in my own fic. randomly, i picked up the idea again and this is what resulted.






The exterior architecture of the Van Eck mansion has no shortage of ledges, chosen chiefly for their aesthetic value but profoundly useful for Inej for more practical reasons. She doesn’t make a habit of spying on her best friends on a regular basis, but sometimes… sometimes the situation demands it.



She’s just outside Jesper’s study now, the window cracked ever so slightly so that she can hear everything going on inside, including the familiar clack of her husband’s cane on wood flooring.




Husband

. In the two months since she could first think of him with that title, after an elaborate affair with her family near the Ravkan coast, it has lost none of its original luster. A thrill still courses up her spine every time she refers to Kaz as such, every time he returns the favor and calls her his wife.



Inside, Kaz is the first to speak. “I have a favor to ask of you.”



Jesper’s response is swift. “Is it illegal?”



In truth, the question is a fair one. Usually, when Kaz is accosting Jesper for assistance, that assistance is at the very least of dubious legality. Today, however, Inej knows that it’s not illegal in the slightest. In fact, it’s probably the most above-the-table, by-the-books thing Kaz Brekker has ever done in Ketterdam.



When Kaz explains this to Jesper, he somehow leaves out the most important detail. He asks Jesper to be a witness for a wedding, yes, but chooses to leave out 

whose 

wedding it is - at least, until Jesper explicitly asks him for that detail.



Even without seeing the two of them, she can almost 

see 

Jesper’s bodily reaction through the walls when Kaz finally acknowledges that it’s 

their 

wedding he’ll be witnessing, the stumbling over his words no doubt accompanied by some dramatic hand gestures and facial expressions.



She almost wishes she was in the room herself to witness this, but Kaz had wanted to be the one to tell Jesper about their wedding, and after he’d so patiently, so wonderfully endured every other desire of hers through this whole marriage process, she’d been happy to give him this moment with his best friend, the man who’s damn near a brother to him and just as much fun as one to play tricks on.



Then Kaz utters the absolute 

worst 

and therefore most 

hilarious 

answer to Jesper’s questioning of his motives. “Tax incentives.”



Truthfully, that 

is 

the reason they’re marrying according to Kerch tradition. Being able to jointly file taxes and claim both 

The Wraith

 and its berth as well as Kaz’s Ketterdam holdings on the same tax documents carries certain financial incentives, and her slaver hunting operations are costly ventures. She couldn’t give a damn if the Kerch consider them legally married otherwise.



Jesper continues to lose it, and Kaz remains entirely unruffled by the reaction. Eventually, Jesper’s responses turn away from pure shock and shift towards something resembling a defense of her. She feels something warm in her chest at that, at Jesper’s concern for her, but it’s accompanied in equal measure by a desire to go smack Kaz into getting to the point. He’s letting himself get berated - something he might deserve in any number of other circumstances, but is entirely unwarranted here. Something Jesper himself would know if Kaz would just 

get to the damn point

.



“You can’t just - fuck, Kaz, this may be some sort of long con for you and it may not matter, but this is important to Inej and I’m not just going to let her - ”



Kaz interrupts him at that. “You don’t get to ‘let’ Inej do anything. She is a free woman who makes her own choices.”



Her ‘own choices,’ as Kaz has so politely called them, are about to be to push this window the rest of the way open and intervene before they repeat events of their teenage years and Jesper starts swinging on her husband.



But then, finally, he gets to the damn point. “And I do… love her.”



The delicate nature of his admission, the way he reports it to Jesper with the same tenderness he’d used when he said those words to her the first time… she and Kaz’s love has been a private, personal thing for so long, an intimate affair carried out only in the solitude of their own rooms and occasionally on faraway shores. She wouldn’t trade away a moment of that for the world, but she likes hearing him make it public too.



She does, however, have to stifle what is almost an extremely loud laugh at Jesper’s sheer disbelief, his inability to comprehend that Kaz might have uttered those three words to her present, 

conscious 

form.



Maybe one day she’ll let slip to Jesper that the first time Kaz had told her he loved her he 

had 

thought she was asleep. He’d said it for real hardly a day later, so she thinks it was perhaps him practicing more than anything, but in any event Jesper deserves an opportunity to rib Kaz after being subjected to 

this

.



“So you’re… so you’re actually marrying Inej because you love her,” Jesper finally recaps.



And Kaz, of course, can’t just let that one be. “No, I’m 

marrying

 Inej for the tax incentives,” he corrects. She represses the urge to roll her eyes at his stubbornness - he’d really had 

such 

an easy out on this conversation, and instead he’d decided to be pedantic about it. Jesper is too much of a romantic at heart and too little of a financial realist at heart to understand economic motives for marriage.



Surprisingly, however, Jesper relents, and instead moves on to the matter of their wedding location and guest list. She’d understand it too, were it not for… well, the other shoe that Kaz has yet to drop.



“Inej’s parents don’t care much for Kerch wedding ceremonies,” he tells Jesper. “They’re too… transactional for their taste. Besides, they were there for the first one. We were married according to Suli tradition the last time I went to Ravka.”



Honestly, Inej is slightly worried for the state of Jesper’s heart at this point. Every time he’s mostly recovered from a shock, Kaz picks that exact moment to throw another one at him.



They bicker further, culminating in Jesper threatening to buy something domestic for the two of them. She makes a mental note to somehow drop hints about a new tea kettle.



Then, Jesper asks one final question, sets himself up for one final surprise. “Wait, why doesn’t Inej stay at the Slat when she’s in port if you two are… together?”



Which is adorably naïve of him, really. As if she wasn’t the Wraith of Ketterdam for years, a master of slipping in and out of spaces without a trace, traversing the city via rooftops in the darkest hours of the night. He eventually realizes this.



“I refuse to believe this,” Jesper mutters at this final revelation, the discovery that she has in fact snuck out of the Mansion pretty much every night she’s been on land for the last few years, pulling Kaz from his work on her arrival at the Slat and tugging him to bed with her, sometimes for heated exchanges under the sheets but just as often to merely lay down at her side and sleep close to her until the first bits of morning light filter through his attic window.



“Your denial has little impact on reality,” Kaz answers simply, and again, Inej has to cover her mouth to stop from audibly laughing. “We’re meeting at the courthouse at four bells.”



She slips away after that, starts to scale her way down the building. She’ll make her way back to the Slat now - the simple white dress she’d picked out for today’s festivities is waiting for her there, not to mention that Kaz himself still thinks she’s there.



She’s just brought her feet down onto solid footing, wound her way through the back gardens when - 



“Hello, Inej.”



She whips around at the familiar voice - and sure enough, Kaz is standing there, the right corner of his mouth ever-so-slightly upturned. He’d have to have come directly from the house to find her so quickly, which means - 



“Of course I knew you were there the whole time,” he says, finishing her thought for her.



“

How?

”



“The same way I always do.”



“I’m going to sneak up on you one of these days,” she mutters, but even so, she makes her way over to him, looping her arm in his.



“Unlikely,” he replies. “But we’ve got until death does us part for you to try, wife.”





