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Winter Evening

MIDSUMMER BAKER

Boyd loved their back porch. It had taken them an age to get it fixed up just right, but after their bedroom, where they could all pile in comfortably together, warm and cozy, the porch was his favorite place to be. The view spanned the yard, all the fields beyond that they'd turned into orchards and gardens and vineyards, and the forest beyond that.

The kind of home he'd only ever dreamed of, and not in a million years ever thought would become a reality.

Snow fell down steadily, the whole day dark, wet, and chilly. But there under the canopy they kept rolled down during the winter, with the outdoor space heater Marcy had bought them, he was in a quiet, cozy little cocoon that smelled faintly of hot chocolate and the roasted ham Marcy was making for dinner.

The soft click of the back door opening drew his attention, and he turned his head slightly to see who was coming to visit, setting his cigarette aside in a nearby ashtray. Warmth blossomed in his chest as Marcy approached, wearing woolly pink socks, dark blue and gray fleece pajama pants, a faded gray t-shirt that belonged to Tye and was adorably just a bit too big on Marcy, and the soft, dark gray cardigan Boyd had bought him a couple of weeks ago. His hair was mussed, and there was a perpetual bit of flour on one cheek.

Wasn't nothing in the world as beautiful as Marcy looking right at home, knowing that home was with him and Tye. "Need a refill?" Marcy asked.

"Need you," Boyd said gruffly, and reached to grasp Marcy's wrist and pull so that Marcy wound up straddling his lap, arms wrapped around his neck. "You smell good."

"I smell like food," Marcy replied, laughing. "Just like always."

Boyd kissed him, dragging his mouth leisurely across those full, luscious lips that so many people fantasized about, but only two would ever taste. It was hilarious how Marcy always missed all the people who flirted with him, who bought more baked goods than they'd ever been able to eat, all in the hope that they might stand out, might be the one noticed by the sweet, sexy baker boy they were hoping to teach a thing or two.

Marcy, though, was no sweet innocent and never had been. He'd just been waiting for the right two idiots to finally realize they should have made a move a long time ago.

He deepened the kiss, tongue exploring with the ease and knowledge of familiarity, knowing exactly how to make Marcy's breath hitch, make him shiver, make him moan and move restlessly. He skated hands down Marcy's back, then pushed one up under his t-shirt and the other into the soft pants, where it became immediately clear Marcy hadn't bothered to put anything on underneath them.

Drawing back, Boy licked those fine lips and asked, "Come out here with an ulterior motive, Marcy?"

With mock offense, Marcy replied, "Are you implying that I only came out here for sexual gratification?"

"Just hoping, Marcy. Just hoping."

Marcy laughed. "I really did come out to see if you needed more hot chocolate, but you looked so sexy, I admit my plans might have changed slightly."

Boyd kissed him again, harder and hungrier this time, biting at his lips, tasting deeply, one hand curled in Marcy's hair to keep him right where he wanted, the other teasing along the cleft of his ass, seeking that hole he'd already used once that day. Marcy shivered in his arms, moaned into his mouth.

It was easy as pie, after that, to get Marcy's pants out of the way and his own sweatpants were no real impediment at all. Marcy sank down on his cock like he'd done it a thousand times before, which he just might have by that point. Soon the still quiet of the dark, lazy afternoon was filled with Marcy's gasping moans and pleas, increasing rapid panting as he rode Boyd's cock.

Boyd licked his throat, then bit down right where it joined his collarbone, which made Marcy yowl and come, making a delightful mess of Boyd's thermal Henley. Tightening his grip on Marcy's hips Boyd thrust into him a last couple of times and came, shuddering and shivering as his climax rolled through him.

Eventually, Marcy rose and righted their clothes, pulling off Boyd's ruined shirt to take back inside with him. "I'll bring you another."

"Bring a certain lazy bum with you," Boyd said as he retrieved his cigarette, a playful half-smile curving his mouth.

Marcy laughed, and with a playful salute went back into the house. He reappeared a few minutes later, a clean shirt in hand, and Tye walking sleepily behind him.

"You summoned?" Tye asked around a yawn, but the affection in his eyes belied any possibility of complaint in the words.

Boyd rolled his head toward the chair next to his, and Tye obediently sat down, wrapping up in the blanket he'd brought out with him.

"Lemme check on dinner and I'll bring ya'll drinks," Marcy said, taking Boyd's mostly empty mug and kissing each of them before vanishing back into the house.

Boyd pulled his clean shirt on and settled back in his seat with a fresh smoke.

"Got a call a few minutes ago," Tye said into the comfortable silence. "We can pick up the gift tomorrow, any time after noon."

"She give you any trouble?"

"Nah. Ain't never met anyone wasn't happy to do something that'd please Marcy."

Boyd didn't reply, but only because it wasn't necessary. Marcy had the whole town in the palm of his hands, and he was the only one that didn't know it.

Marcy appeared a moment later, bearing two cups of hot chocolate, one rich and bittersweet for Boyd, the other redolent with whipped cream and marshmallows for Tye.

Taking the mug, Tye promptly set it aside and pulled Marcy into his lap, nuzzling his neck, teasing at the mark Boyd had left just a short time ago. "You always smell so tasty."

"You two!" Marcy said with a laugh. "If I didn't know any better, I'd swear it's just the food you're after.

Tye worked his way up Marcy's throat and jaw to his lips, fingers curled into the hair at Marcy's nape, keeping him where Tye wanted as he feasted lazily on Marcy's mouth.

Fresh lust curled through Boyd, a quiet, slow burn meant to be fed slowly and savored. He did love these days, quiet and easy and just the three of them. Nothing compared, except maybe all those moments when they made Marcy gasp and moan and beg for more.

"Tye," Boyd said quietly.

As ever, Tye knew what Boyd wanted without any further words needing to be exchanged.

Marcy groaned as he caught the look they exchanged. "Boyd just finished with me—"

"At your request," Boyd cut in with a laugh.

"—and you both had me this morning. I gotta be able to walk to finish dinner."

Tye ignored him, getting a hand down Marcy's pants and fisting his cock, stroking it with quick, hard movements that had Marcy at his mercy in no time.

Boyd just kept sucking leisurely at his cigarette. "Move to where I can watch without craning my neck."

Grinning, Tye lifted Marcy up and moved so they were on the far side of the coffee table set in front of the chairs. Marcy had picked it out, along with the rest of the furniture, picking sturdy wooden and wicker stuff that would hold up to the weather, but nice, soft cushions that meant it was actually comfortable to sit in.

Spreading his legs to get a bit more comfortable, Boyd pulled his cock out and stroked it idly as Tye got Marcy naked and bent over the table.

Marcy's face was red, and he still tried to sputter protests about misappropriating furniture, but his eyes were blown with lust, and he forgot every word in his head as Tye thrust inside him.

Boyd watched them avidly, so hot he felt like he might combust. Tye caught gaze, grinning with lust and affection, and at Boyd's wordless bidding fucked Marcy harder, faster, until he was yowling and begging at the top of his lungs.

He came just a moment later, Tye following shortly after, and then went limp over the table, ragged breaths filling the sudden quiet. When they could move again, Tye got Marcy back in his clothes and wrapped in the blanket, then snuggled into Tye's chair.

When he was back in his own clothes, Tye obeyed the bare jerk of Boyd's head, sinking smoothly to his knees in front of Boyd and replacing his hand with that lovely, talented mouth of his. The very first time Tye had given him a blowjob, Boyd had nearly died on the spot. It hadn't been skilled, but the enthusiasm, the desire to please, the happiness in Tye's eyes, had been more than enough to send Boyd barreling right over the edge.

Now, though, Tye had years of experience behind him, and was a thousand times more devastating. Boyd would always be grateful that Tye had dared to cross the line Boyd never would have, no matter what the rest of the world thought of them.

Maybe if they'd been treated different by everyone, their lives and choices woulda gone different. But Boyd didn't care. Burying the fingers of one hand in Tye's soft hair, feeling the heat and love of Marcy's gaze as he watched them… their own home, dinner cooking, and a fancy cake Marcy had made them for dessert.

He didn't want a different life, no matter what they'd endured along the road to reach this point. This was the only life he wanted, and he'd do whatever it took to keep it.

Tightening his grip on Tye's hair, Boyd thrust a last few times into his mouth and spilled down his throat. Tye pulled off gently a short time later, suckling and licking as he went, wiping remaining come and spit from his mouth with the back of one hand.

"Get up here," Boyd said. Tye settled in his lap, facing Marcy and clinging tightly as Boyd stroked him off hard and fast.

Boyd kissed him as he came, relishing the moan that filled his mouth, the taste of chocolate and Marcy that lingered in his mouth.

When they finally parted, Tye seemed content to settle in right where he was, muttering about the cold again, and how warm Boyd was.

Setting his cigarette aside to finish later, Boyd sipped at his chocolate, held Tye close, and enjoyed listening as the two of them talked about their coming plans for Christmas.

Just wait until Marcy found out he was getting a puppy.


Wedding Night

WITH PRIDE

Kristof looked around in vain for his husband of three hours, but try as he might, Håkon was nowhere to be found. Where in the world had he gone?

Just as he was about to give up and ask for help, though it pained him to admit he'd already lost his husband, the faint tugging of the ring captured his attention. Though he'd been wearing it for some time now, from the moment Håkon had returned it to him on the ship, still he was getting used to it—especially now that Håkon wore its mate, binding them together. Kristof had never experienced anything like it.

After a couple of turns, it became clear where he was being lead, and he chuckled softly as he made his way quickly to his chambers. He nodded to the guards in the hallway. "Did a piskie come this way?"

"Yes, Highness."

He still wasn't used to the new honorific—he'd barely gotten used to 'Your Grace' and now he was up to a form of address reserved for royalty and the Princes of the Blood. Life could be strange. "Thank you." He pushed the door open, slipped inside, and closed it quietly behind him before reaching up to start removing all the heavy, cumbersome layers of his formal dress.

Across the room, indolent and naked and wickedly beautiful, Håkon was sprawled across the bed. "Took you long enough."

"I was paying attention to our guests. At our wedding reception."

"Pay attention to me, paladin."

"You're a brat," Kristof replied with a smile, tossing his cloak across a chair and following it with his tunics, sashes, and more, until he was only in his hose, which he sat on the edge of the bed to remove before standing once again and staring down at Håkon.

He vastly preferred this version to the antagonistic, angry man he'd first met. The one who'd mocked and derided him, smirked as he got blowjobs from priests in hallways where anyone could see. Not that he cared particularly if Håkon fucked priests on occasion; that was the nature of the life they led.

But he did like that this proud, stubborn piskie prince was his, and would forever be, one life to the next, for as long as the Goddesses permitted.
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