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Content Notes


Happily Ever Afters: Wyte & Tom contains a whole smorgasbord jam packed with spicy snacks to get your cheeks pink and ears steaming. Among the delicious treats are size and strength differences and enjoyment of said differences, gratuitous dirty talk, enthusiastically consensual movement restriction, rough handling, handsy public hijinks, various body parts put to good use, a mirror receiving a new paint job, and a dynamic we refuse to call brat/brat tamer because there is absolutely no taming Wyte. Much to Tom's delight.

There's also some serious stuff. The serious stuff includes on-screen biphobia (not by the MCs), body insecurity, an existential crisis, parental abandonment, grief over a presumed loss, references to violence and racism (not by the MCs), and references to the AIDS epidemic. One story, set in 1993, includes a closeted MC, discussion of the repercussions of being outed, and language appropriate to the time period and setting.

That said, there's plenty of sugar too. Family, found family, and, of course, that sweet, sweet happily ever after.









  
  
Note on Reading Order




What is the best order to read a collection in? Chronological? Publication order? Whim? Hell if we know. 

We've ordered these stories in the way that made the sense to us. First, the two original novellas. Tom's story, Silver Fox, White Rabbit. And Wyte's story, White Rabbit, Silver Fox. They tell the story of the same night from two different POVs. Then, the two short stories, and finally, the little vignettes. 

We suggest that you start with at least one novella. They set the stage for everything that comes after. But if you feel strongly about chronology, here's cheat sheet.


	First Date


	Silver Fox, White Rabbit/White Rabbit, Silver Fox


	Penalty Kill


	Weird


	A Normal Family Dinner














  
  
To our LGBTQA+ community. 


Remember those we lost to an illness the government didn't care enough to fight.


Our fight continues.


Stay strong and live joyfully. Because they don't want us to.
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Silver Fox, White Rabbit


Tom





Chapter One





Sometimes, Tom missed being young, stupid, and only interested in a good time. That version of himself wouldn’t be in an overpriced bar and grill, realizing exactly how little he liked the man sitting across from him. 

Christian was slight and pretty, so the view wasn’t bad. He was an accountant who had hit his moment of ‘fuck I’m in my mid-forties,’ realized he couldn’t afford a new car, and decided to sign up for a dating site instead. Tom apparently met his criteria of being ver-fucking-batim, ‘lumberjack-esque,’ and here they were. Not liking each other.

Twenty years ago, it wouldn’t have mattered. They could’ve fallen into bed together without the wasted conversation. Twenty years ago, Tom’d been a closeted bisexual hockey player trying to survive the nineties queer scene. So maybe nostalgia was shit. 

“You mentioned you’re pretty new to the whole gay dating scene thing,” Christian said, something about his voice just a little too bright and probing. 

“Sort of, yeah,” Tom answered, tracing the rim of his beer with one finger. Christian’s eyes followed the path with no little interest, so maybe they weren’t a lost cause yet. “I stepped out some when I was a kid, you know? In my twenties. But then I met my daughter’s mom. She had Emily after a few years, and a couple more after that, it was just me and the kid. It kind of cut into the free time.” He grinned in answer to Christian’s surprised look. “No regrets, just a lot of reading about emotional availability and how to give her the least amount of daddy issues possible.”

“A few years?” Christian asked, his tone almost pitying. “After you met her mother, I mean.”

Tom told himself to give the guy a chance. This was all Emily’s idea. She was the one who’d decided seventeen years was too long for him to be single, dismissing his excuses of being too busy. She’d picked out the site, one that wasn’t ‘just for hookups.’ 

(Tom hadn’t asked how she knew this. Nor did he think about the fact she took hookups into consideration for him. Emily was nearly twenty. An adult. So, Tom had let sleeping dogs lie and uploaded the pictures she chose for him.)

She wanted him to try. And what the fuck did Tom know? The last time he’d made eyes at another man, he had been young, stupid, and looking for a good time. The only questions that’d mattered were ‘do you like dick’ and, if yes, ‘whose cock is going where’ and ‘who brought the rubber.’ Simple. He’d known where to go, and the right way to look at a guy.

Simpler still, when it was a guy he fucked around with often. Everyone knew the other’s measure. Or Tom’d thought they had. But, again: what the fuck did Tom know? The only man he’d mooned over had gone off and–

It wasn’t the time to think about Wyte.

“Yeah,” Tom said, pushing the memory away. “We were together nearly six.”

Christian paused. Sipped his drink, an Old Fashioned. Said, “I assumed certain things when you said you had a daughter.”

The alarm bells started ringing. It was how Christian said it, a mix of cautious and thrown off. Tom didn’t like it, that prickling sense of a hit about to come from the side, the incoming check a ref would either call or ignore, and it was always the wrong fucking call.

Assumptions didn’t get you far. He’d assumed condoms didn’t really break. That Emily’s mom would want to be involved in her daughter's life. That Christian would wait until the second date to start being an asshole.

“Yeah?” he said, managing not to sound guarded.

“I thought— I’m not quite sure what I thought. That you weren’t the first guy that wanted to make sure he was gay and had a one-night stand, maybe?” The bastard’s expression had definitely changed. No longer eager, hungry. Clinical disdain, like Tom had wiped his muddy boots on the carpet. “Not that you hid yourself in a ‘proper’ relationship over half a decade.”

“Wow,” Tom said, flat. “Let me guess, if we were in a relationship, I’d go out and sleep around with everyone?”

“I don’t date men who can’t make up their minds over what team they play for.” Christian made a face. Like an asshole. “When I said the beard suited you, I didn’t mean a girlfriend.”

“Fiancée and first love,” Tom said mildly. It wasn’t quite a lie. Christian didn’t have the right to Tom’s first proper infatuation, not when Tom had been too green and blind to realize how much it’d meant until Wyte up and died. “I fell in love with Diana years before we had Emily. Our separation devastated me.”

And yeah, maybe he’d hid in Diana a little, though not in the ways Christian thought. Diana had been an old teammate’s cousin. They’d met during a game in ‘97, when Tom was still grieving Wyte’s death a little over two years earlier. 

‘Gone,’ that’s what they’d called it when the bug hit, swift and sure, and another face vanished from the queer scene. Wyte disappeared one day, not showing up at any of their usual haunts, and everyone knew he was ‘gone.’ Tom’d spent a year mourning and dreading every physical. Sure that it was only a matter of time before his future vanished, a look in the doctor’s eyes when he said ‘HIV’ or, fuck, worse, ‘AIDS’.

So, he and Diana had gone slow. And Tom thanked any god he could think of for her, no matter how it had ended. At least when Diana left, Emily just a toddler, she didn’t disappear silently while he was on an away stint. She hadn’t left him scared of every cough and headache.

Not the time.

“Right,” Christian said, there and in the present, because he remained an asshole. “A confused mid-life crisis, attempting to relive your youth, still able to hop back and forth between passing for straight and picking up gay men–”

“I don’t give a fuck if someone’s gay,” Tom interrupted. He pulled out his wallet, because while he was also an asshole, he wouldn’t leave their waitress high and dry. “You do. I said, ‘dating men’. As in men who also go out with men. Doesn’t matter to me who else they fuck. It shouldn’t matter to you, either.”

Christian bristled. Which, probably fair. Sort of. “You don’t get to tell me what should matter to me.”

“I mean, I’d usually say yeah, you’re right, but trying to win gold in mental gymnastics over accepting someone’s bi is pretty shit. Calling it ‘confused’ is a hard goddamn stop.” Tom edged out of the booth, putting the money on the table. “Maybe I’ll make a new profile header. ‘All pronouns may apply; I eat out and suck cock with equal enthusiasm.’ What do you think?”

“I think you’re an asshole,” Christian snapped, flushing red.

“Yeah,” Tom said. “But at least I’m not a bigot. I’ll count that as a win.”
















  
  















Chapter Two











Tom rested his forehead on the steering wheel, turning his car off without looking. 

Fuck.

He’d always thought he’d have things figured out before he got old. That was before he hit thirty-five. Forced retirement and a first grader who was confused and delighted by her newfound Home Every Day Dad. Thirty-five, and Tom trying to figure out how to make it to every new morning, knee and brain both fucked. Life suddenly about recovery and getting to know Emily properly.

Tom hadn’t realized just how much kids changed in a short amount of time. Season meant traveling, and Emily with his parents when he was off to games. 

Tom had been a fucking idiot.

Thirty-five was nearly thirteen years behind him, though. Just a week shy. Forty-eight, empty nesting with a kid two hours away, and home from the single most frustrating date of his adult life. Not that he had many to compare it to. 

Christian was an asshole. And Tom had sat in the driveway far too long. Condos weren’t exactly known for being devoid of nosy neighbors, and it wasn’t late enough to expect people to be asleep.

He stayed there at least another five minutes until his phone buzzed, bringing Tom out of the slow spiral of his thoughts.

[Emily] Howd it gooooooo

[Emily] Oh shit youve read this already. That bad?

[Emily] youve got to turn off read receipts if you dont want me to know stuff, pops.

[Emily] go order a pizza and call me tomorrow? Love you!

[Tom] Deal. Love you too.

Yeah. He needed to turn off fucking read receipts.

Tom forced himself out of the car. Silver linings. He wasn’t wasting his time trying to make a biphobic prick enjoy his company. He’d gone out. With people. And not for a work event. 

Look at him, turning into a real adult.

“I’m home, Mr. Kitty,” Tom called out, once he stopped trying to unlock the door with his office key and got inside. “You try to run out, and I will make you into mittens.”

Cats didn’t listen to threats, so Tom made sure to keep the doorway blocked as he stepped inside. To his surprise, no demanding cat tried to bolt outside or trotted up, orange tail shaking in excitement over the possibility of treats. Or pets. 

No cat, just a dark shape moving on his couch. Far too large to be Mr. Kitty, no matter the creature’s impressive size. Torn between fucking things up and getting the hell out, Tom reached for the light switch.

“Mr. Kitty?” asked the voice of a dead man, amused. The lights flicked on. Tom hadn’t touched the fucking switch. “I remember when you called me Rabbit. But I’ll take it. Hey there, Tommy. I brought pizza.”

Tom froze. He couldn’t help it. A ghost sprawled on his couch like he’d been there every night for years, clad in black and hair still a mess of strawberry blond curls. Wyte, beautiful in a sharp, flowing way Tom once put down to makeup, drugs, or being a vampire until he realized it was just how the pretty man looked. 

Wyte, somehow dead and breathing both, eyed Tom up the way he had years before. Like Tom still went by Tommy, fit and careless as Wyte himself. 

“Rabbit.” Tom sounded calm, even to to his own ears. Like he doubted his own sanity, disbelief coloring the word, but still something like level. Always good at that, he knew distantly, but he’d never had to do it when faced with Wyte on his fucking couch, looking like he was still in his mid-twenties. “I thought…” A lot of shit. Too many things. All he could get out was, “Aren’t you dead?”

Tom closed the door. It felt like it happened somewhere in a dream, that kind of shocked autopilot that hit when everything was on fire.

“Dead? Nah.” Flippant. Wyte sounded so goddamn flippant, smiling, propped on his elbows, looking at Tom through those long lashes. “Where’d be the fun in that?”

Like their friends ever had a choice. If this really were Wyte –and he couldn’t be, fucking couldn’t be– and he’d been alive all this time, but had left Tom mourning, that’d be–

Not worse. But fucked up.

“You– Fuck, Wyte. You disappeared.” Tom swallowed hard, pushed down his hurt and confusion as far as he could. “I thought–”

Wyte wilted, just barely. Big eyes and his voice gone soft, guilty. “I’m not dead. Come here? Sit. You can touch me if you like. Prove I’m real.”

Wyte sat up properly, feet swinging off the couch. He patted the cushion next to him with a hand untouched by time or death.

And Tom? He’d always been bad at tamping down on curiosity. Couldn’t help clutching to hope, not with a lost flame sitting there in a sleek black button-up and equally dark slacks. 

Fuck, he could still remember the last time they’d been together. His hands, scraped from a fight on the ice, half under Wyte’s cropped shirt. Proprietary. Wyte laughing, multicolored under club lights.

“You– Then what the fuck? Rabbit.” Tom said the nickname like it might somehow keep Wyte there, make him real. Because any minute, he was going to wake up in his car. Because this wasn’t happening. Wyte looked too young. And he’d have told Tom goodbye. “Fuck. You look the same. This isn’t– Shit like this can’t happen.”

But it was, maybe. And Tom found himself moving toward the couch, though he stayed standing. 

“Tommy, sit? Please?” Wyte asked. Tom nearly broke then, crumbled under the weight of Wyte sounding so fragile. “Please? This is real. I’m here. I just … got stuck back home for a while.”

He couldn’t say no. Not with Wyte asking like that. Wouldn’t have even when he still went by Tommy, callous and unaware of what he was about to lose. Months of grief and panic and fuck. Here was Wyte. Like it’d never happened.

“Alright,” Tom said, at last. He sat, hesitating a beat before nudging Wyte’s knee with his own, then offered the dream figure a faint smile. “Where the hell is home? Space?”

“An alien? You could at least guess a sexy monster,” Wyte said, his sulky voice still carrying that lightness Tom remembered too well. “How about a vampire? You always liked those. But then it’d be weird, me letting myself in.”

Wyte moved in closer as he spoke, thigh pressed flush to Tom’s. Tom let his gaze drop, drawn to the heat of him, the seam of where their legs met. Warm. Ghosts wouldn’t be warm. He didn’t know if people could feel temperature in dreams.

“I liked Cruise in those boots. Twenty something years ago.” Tom trailed his fingers in the dip between their legs, most distracted by Wyte than the vampire movie from their past. Wyte’s leg and impossibly soft fabric under fingers callused more with DIY home projects than training. No bruises or scratches along the knuckles. 

Wyte wiggled closer still, somehow, Tom’s fingers only slightly trapped.

“I could do the boots,” the little shit said. And there was the pout, same as it had been before he ran off and didn’t die. Tom used to kiss Wyte back to smiling or grab the back of his neck, muscle him against the wall until the sulking turned to giggles. This time, he waited, until Wyte said, “I’ll explain if it really matters. But you’ve gotta win your answers. Same as always.”

Tom laughed, surprised and confused, and more than that, because it was either laugh or cry. Because this was Wyte. It had to be. Tommy might dream him, but he’d never had the imagination needed to conjure up his silliness.

He should probably be careful, err on the side of sanity. He didn’t have to agree to the game. Wyte would leave if Tom told him to go.

“It matters, yeah,” Tom said, voice not quite steady. His hand trailed between them, just a light touch. “Got a game in mind?”

Wyte shivered. “I get very agreeable when I’m fucked senseless. Might spill all sorts of secrets.”

Whispered laughter with the click of a hotel room door, truths and dares between drinks and hungry touch.

“I remember,” Tom said with a huff of amusement.

“Good.” Wyte went right back to his sprawling, propped up on his elbows, long legs stretched over Tom’s thighs. He’d always been beautiful. Agreeable when fucked, and beautiful. “But since I grabbed us dinner, why don’t we start with truth or dare. Though the first option’s on the table. You look good, Tommy. I’ve missed you.”

Tom looked down at his lap, the curve of Wyte’s knees. Wyte watched him from under those gorgeous lashes, as if Tom were in fighting form. Whatever Wyte was, he’d known Tom when he was something carved and fierce.

He’d not done half bad over the years. But it all felt different with Wyte here, looking at Tom like he’d stayed as unchanging as Wyte himself.

“I missed you too,” Tom admitted, light, “but I didn’t think your tastes ran to old and worn down.”

He let his palm skate down to Wyte’s ankle, slipped his thumb under the hem of his pants. The merest brush of Wyte’s skin. It burned. Tom had missed touching him.

(A dream. It had to be, no matter how much Tom’s gut said otherwise. This wasn’t how things went. But fuck, it’d been decades since Tom knew how things really went.)

“You’re a puppy. Barely a puppy.” Wyte’s laugh came out bitter. It didn’t look good on him, that new, sour edge of something gone wrong. Tom would rather have him smiling, ghost or not.

“You got a coin, Rabbit?”

“There’s a saying, right? About being as old as you feel?” Wyte, careless and lovely and chaotic, made a coin appear out of thin air. It was there, in his hand, when a second before that hand had been empty. He flipped the coin to Tom. “Let’s feel young tonight.”

Wyte put his fluttering sweetheart look on at Tom’s arched eyebrows, and Tom smiled as he’d always fucking smiled.

“Says the guy who looks half a day over twenty-five. I’ll see what I can do in terms of feeling young,” Tom said, not moving his hand away from Wyte’s ankle, his warm skin. Wyte watched him, eager, sweetly earnest. Tom had to look away, glance down at his palm to see a flare of silver feathers. Tailfeathers? He sure as fuck didn’t see a face. Not that it mattered. “Heads.”

“Truth then.” Wyte sulked, prettily petulant. 

Truth, and Tom’s touch light on Wyte’s skin, hidden under the stark black of his pants. He swallowed, hand tightening back around the coin before he asked.

“Did you know you were going to be gone as long as you were, when you left last?”

If he had, if he’d known and left without warning, Tom would– Fuck. Fuck, Tom didn’t know what he’d do outside of ‘be very hurt and probably angry.’

Wyte flinched and looked away. Tom could breathe, then. Guilt sat no better on Wyte than the bitterness did. He looked even smaller, if possible, vulnerable there on Tom’s couch.

“No. Winter’s curse, if I’d known, I’d have…” Wyte’s words trailed off. He tipped his head back, bared the line of his throat to look at the ceiling. Tom watched him, drank in the rise and fall of his chest. “I never asked you for acknowledgment, yeah? I didn’t care. I don’t care. I wasn’t going to let what we had cost you your team and your friends. My coming here, it’s a little like that. It’s not against the rules, but it still offends people. And I can’t get here without help. My usual ride got it in her head she shouldn’t enable me. I’ve been stuck.”

“Okay,” Tom said gently. He hesitated, fingers stroking down Wyte’s ankle once more, before offering the answer to a question Wyte hadn’t asked. “I came out about ten years ago. Not asking for acknowledgement now. Just … so you know.”

Wyte’s pants weren’t loose enough for Tom to touch higher. He pulled his hand out, fingers spread to stroke over Wyte’s calf, cover as much as he could in the journey toward the man’s knees. He’d had missed touching Wyte like this. 

He’d mourned Wyte, and missed him, and he’d take what he could. Ghost or dream or hallucination or some paranormal, otherworldly mindfuck. He’d take it.

Wyte looked away from the ceiling at long last, his eyes on the trail of Tom’s hand over his leg, the curl of fingers over his knee. He said, quiet, “Ten years.”

“Your turn, Rabbit.” Tom flipped the coin back to Wyte, who caught it without a glance, his big eyes fixed on the track of touch between them. 

Tom gave Wyte that moment to gather his thoughts. Or perhaps he simply liked to touch him.

“I won’t even cheat,” Wyte said at last, tossing the coin as he spoke. It was Tom’s turn to watch clever fingers on the silver disc, admire the sulky turn of Wyte’s mouth when he caught it. “Truth. That first time, when I saw you on the ice and caught you by the locker room. Summer’s breath, I wanted to get my hands on you. But you had your team. You’d won. Why’d you come?”

The question gave Tom pause. He’d asked it himself, more than once. Even without the bug going around, the nineties weren’t exactly the safest time to be queer, especially not if your job required a locker room. If you had to worry about physicals and blood tests and friends who wanted to celebrate wins.

It’d’ve been the smart thing to turn Wyte away when the other man winked, slipping Tom a little note with a sketch of a rabbit, a time, and location. Tom remembered frowning when he got it, confused, and shrugging when his roommate shot him a questioning look. Then he’d left the bar they went to early, just to find the striking man with pretty eyes and mischief in his smile.

Wyte’d been as arresting then as he was on Tom’s couch. Different than the usual sorts who waited around outside. Nothing wrong with the usual sorts. They’d generally been nice and enthusiastic. They just hadn’t gone around with doodles of cute animals in their pockets, was all. And Tom had been fucking awkward with it, getting numbers and overtures from people who only knew him on blades. 

“You waited until after the guys I was with were talking to other people,” Tom answered, smiling a little at the memories. “You didn’t make a big deal out of it. And I liked the drawing. It was different. Interesting. Plus,” and Tom grinned just a little more, let himself look the way he’d not before, “I have eyes.”

It was the right thing to say. Wyte stretched, deliberately showing himself off, all tension from Tom’s earlier question gone. Their eyes met and Wyte winked, just as he had while tucking the note into Tom’s hand that first night. Humble as ever.

“So do I,” he said. 

Little shit. Tom let him have his fantasies about what a man pushing fifty looked like in comparison to his twenties counterpart with training and a diet plan. Wyte liked how he’d been then, hands eager and petting over a younger Tom’s muscles, and Tom–

Tom caught the coin on its return flight to him, though he did need to look at it. A flip, a catch, and again: tailfeathers. This time, Tom held it up for display. Dare. There were a lot of things he could dare Wyte to do. Get them some pizza from the table, maybe. Feed Mr. Kitty, though the fact the tabby wasn’t clawing at their shins said he’d probably gotten into something. A ridiculous, small dare they’d get a laugh at.

Both of them liked to laugh. Tom remembered that.

“I dare you to kiss me,” Tom said. Wyte’s eyes brightened up, and Tom, he’d not– “It’s been a while. I can’t promise any great talent at it anymore.”

Wyte looked so fucking pleased. Light turned to eager warmth, as he pushed up from his elbows. His long fingers covered Tom’s hand, legs still over his lap. Wyte took the coin and Tom let him. 

“That’s not a problem.” Wyte said, his fingers stroking Tom’s skin. “You’re clearly still good with your hands.”

Tom didn't used to let Wyte have what he wanted on first ask, especially when it wasn’t done with a proper question. But this, this Tom leaned into, let Wyte pull his hand in and up to his mouth. Soft lips brushed a kiss over his wrist, his palm. Each fingertip. 

Tom’d known what breathing was, once. Heat echoed from where those full lips touched, unfamiliar and familiar both. Wyte, teasing and deliberate, as he’d always been. 

“You’re still a little shit,” Tom managed, as soon as he found his voice. He’d missed this. Those fingers. That smile. “Clearly.”

“I’m fucking adorable, and you love it.” The words came with another kiss. Gentle heat against the curve of Tom’s wrist, as he leaned closer. “I dare you to kiss me back.”

Bastard didn’t even flip the coin. 

Tom swallowed, but didn’t call him on it. He pressed closer instead, soft lips over Wyte’s abdomen, over the buttons of his loose, dark shirt. Under him, Wyte shivered and buried a hand in Tom’s hair. He’d always loved it when Wyte clutched at his hair. The way he’d cling to it while Tom sucked his cock, held him prone while he whimpered and begged.

“Truth.” Tom ran his hand higher up Wyte’s thigh, slow. He’d not kissed in a while, but he still remembered the beats of this well enough. Fucking dreamed of their games, after all. Of wrenching shaking words and laughing moans from pretty little Rabbit. “You still like being pulled around some?”

In case Wyte needed a reminder, Tom clamped his hand over his hip and gave a single, solid tug. Not pressing a few hundred strong anymore, but more than enough to drag Wyte in closer, hike his legs just that much higher.

“You don’t leave marks, you’re not doing it right.” Unsteady. Beautiful. Wyte here, on his couch, clinging to Tom’s hand and hair. “Truth. Why aren’t you asking what you want to know?”

Tom expected the next ‘truth’ from Wyte to be along the lines of “do you still like sucking cock?” or “are you thinking about fucking me?” Questions that fit that tremble in his voice. 

How else could Tom answer but the truth? The raw, painful honesty of it all, of a stupid kid who’d been in no place to care about another guy and still got fucked-up by it when that guy vanished. 

“I don’t think you lie to me often,” Tom murmured, head tilting just enough to dot a kiss at a bare bit of skin between Wyte’s buttons. And again, when Wyte shivered. “You talk around answers too much. I don’t want to ask, just to find out you’re a dream.”

The next kiss came with teeth, and a little more with Wyte’s whimper of, “Summer.”

Lips. Teeth. Skin. That shiver. And it was Tom’s turn.

He hesitated. He’d meant what he said; he didn’t want to find out that Wyte was a dream. That he’d actually had far too much to drink at the date instead of not even a few sips of beer and was drowsing in his car, not sitting with Wyte half sprawled across his lap.

“Truth. You a vampire? Those stories about needing permission to come in could be full of it.” Not what are you. Not yet. 

Wyte squirmed, then tugged at Tom’s hair, sitting up. Tom eased away, swallowing down his own disappointment. He’d managed to fuck that right up earlier than he’d have put money on. He’d had Wyte shivering, half on his lap, warm skin under his lips, and asked the wrong damn thing. He’d done something.

Wyte climbed into Tom’s lap as if it hadn’t been two decades since the last time. Straddled him, thighs spread wide and coin nowhere to be found. 

They stared at each other. Wyte settled close, the weight of him unchanged from years before. If Tom reached for him, Wyte’s ass would probably still be barely a handful. 

“I’m not a vampire,” Wyte insisted, the slightest bit of a pout on his lips. (Tom would’ve nipped it away, the last they met.) “I’m not an alien. And if I were a dream, you’d already have me bent over.”

Not untrue. He’d had that dream, over the years. 

So, Tom reached for Wyte, spread his fingers wide over the other man’s thighs, something in his chest settling when Wyte’s fingers stroked over his shoulders in turn. It’d be easy, now, to slide his hand in, cup Wyte’s hardening cock and see what secrets he’d spill without Tom asking.

That wasn’t the game, though. They weren’t at that stage of play, not yet.

“Alright, Rabbit,” Tom said after a moment, picking his words with care. Hesitance. He didn’t want to hear dream. “What are you that has you half my age but not vampiric flesh and blood?”

Wyte of old would’ve said something quick and laughing. This Wyte reached again for Tom’s hair, stroking his fingers through now messy curls. Dark still, age be damned, though gray had its place solidly set. 

“One thing, first.” Wyte leaned closer, his lips sweet and teasing, playful nibbling that did nothing to quiet the curl of want. Tom returned the kiss best he could without pushing Wyte off his lap, not with Wyte’s hand in his hair and the other on his shoulder. “Promise me you’ll keep that in mind, no matter what I say.”

Salt on shivering skin, laughter and ridiculous dares on late nights. Stolen, panting kisses with the lingering touch of whisky. Nights that were supposed to be fleeting, only to turn into something steady, no set end date, fingerprints and love bites and praise.

He tasted like anyone else and entirely unique. It’d been so long. Tom’d forgotten how it hit like that first kiss of ice, lacking until it wasn’t. Until he felt that touch of Wyte’s lips and tug at his hair, and that hit all over again. It’d been fucking years.

‘Keep it in mind’, Wyte had said. Like Tom was going to be bribed with a teasing kiss or going to throw Wyte out if he didn’t, for being a vampire or whatever the fuck it was. Tom hadn’t yet, had he? 

Didn’t plan on it, either.

So, Tom grinned and wrapped his hand over the back of Wyte’s neck. He squeezed, drew Wyte in for another kiss. Tom could play, too, with teeth and strength, holding Wyte close to take what they both wanted, kissing him until he shivered.

“I promise,” Tom agreed, giving Wyte’s neck a final slow squeeze. “I’ll keep it in mind.”

Wyte squirmed closer still, and Tom could feel him, already hard. Not that Tom could say shit about it, not as his hands rested on Wyte’s hips, fingers splayed and grip firm.

“Alright,” Wyte started, his eyes flicking away. Not shy, just … off.  Nervous in a way that Wyte never was. “You’re way off the mark with vampire. If it’s a spectrum of weird, put that on the far left under ‘dark, broody, and dangerous.’ Then slide it all the way to the right. Less Lestat, more Tinkerbell. I’m a pooka.” Wyte looked at Tom’s hands, his own, the wall. “A fae. As in, I never took offense when people called me ‘fairy.’”

The time or two it’d happened in front of Tom, he’d been the one to get pissed about it. Even then, alien would’ve been more believable. A vampire, possibly. And, hell, Tom knew he should be feeling alarm or anger, revert back to ‘what the fuck’, but all he could find was confused fondness.

“I have no idea what a pooka is,” Tom admitted, but dug his fingers into Wyte’s hips and dragged him in closer. Pulled him in with tight, rocking pressure, and gently pushed him back after. “But you’re not what I think of when I think ‘fairy.’ Or, not like what you mean.”

“How’s your Shakespeare?” Wyte asked. Tom didn’t miss the way he watched the overlap of their bodies, Tom’s arousal as evident as Wyte’s. Again, he pulled, rocked up against Wyte’s spread legs. “Robin Goodfellow? Puck? Same–” Wyte gave a soft whine, held for Tom to take his pleasure, pressed close, and pushed back again. “Fuck, Tommy.”

That was more like it. If Wyte did end up being a dream, Tom would at least have the comfort of knowing his memory was spot on. Always hit right, when Wyte huffed and pouted, sweet and put out, Tom’s old nickname said with that sharp, needing twist. 

“Can you prove it?”

Wyte squirmed, delicious friction that hummed through Tom. Futile, like it always had been when Wyte pushed against Tom. They’d both enjoyed Tom pushing back.

“Stop teasing me, and I can. Winter’s curse, I’d forgotten how cruel you could be.”

“So had I.” Tom grinned, holding fast as he bit a kiss against Wyte’s pouting lower lip. “Poor Rabbit, getting almost what you want.”

‘Almost’, except for Wyte’s heated gaze, parted lips with quick, hungry breaths. Their games always had some element of give and take, withholding and struggle. Tom hadn’t indulged in this rough pleasure, or the promise of it, since that last scrabbling win from the Bears, Tom with a big fucking bruise high on his thigh from a dirty check, and Wyte in his arms at the club, after. 

That’d been the last time he’d seen Wyte. After that, there’d been Diana, then Emily. Getting caught was asking for an early retirement letter, and he had a family to protect. So, he’d stayed away from the queer beats. From dating, until Emily got it into her head to help. There’d been a few decent dates before Christian, with a guy who might have worked out if he hadn’t wanted to call Tom ‘Daddy.’ No offense to him, but Emily still called Tom that when she had a bad game. Things had ended quick.

So, yeah. It hadn’t been like this in a long time. 

“Winter take you. Jerk.” Wyte, in the here and now, with his laughing mouth and tempting pout. “Close your eyes, and I’ll prove it.”

“All the seasons back at you.” Tom closed his eyes, smiling a little. Winter, Summer, fuck knew what else. The season thing was new. Maybe Wyte’d whimper ‘Spring’ mid-fuck. “C’mon. Show me what you got.”

Seconds ticked by, their breathing the only sound in the room. Once, Mr. Kitty scampered around upstairs with his toys, but nothing else. Nothing magical, no tingling anywhere. Just Wyte, soft and warm on Tom’s lap, his hips still fitting neatly in Tom’s hands. 

“Alright. Open your eyes.” Wyte tensed up as he spoke, as if poised to bolt. “And don’t freak out. It’s not real.”

That, and the apprehension in Wyte’s voice, almost kept Tom’s eyes closed. If Wyte was nervous, the fuck did it say about what Tom would see? It wasn’t like he’d thrown Wyte out when the man showed up on his couch, alive and unchanged.

Tom opened his eyes. Wyte looked as on edge as he sounded and didn’t meet Tom’s eyes yet again.

The living room was gone. 

In its place–

The fucking hotel room. Their hotel room, the one they’d gone to the first time and so many times after. The same down to the scent of pine cleaner and the fucking train outside, the walls seeming to shiver around them. Almost perfect. The couch in the room had been made of angles and cushions too stuffed to be comfortable, good only for this kind of play. Wyte’d left it out, both of them still sitting on Tom’s couch, a burnished dark brown in a sea of colors.

Impossible not to remember how they’d started, seeing it again.

Tom’d slunk up a few minutes after Wyte, and the man had stepped into his arms, eyes bright and calling him Tommy. His lips had tasted like desire and whisky. Soft Wyte, Rabbit then, only Rabbit, when he squirmed against Tommy’s weight, giggles turning to eager whimpers as Tommy pushed him against the cheerful wallpaper, cheek to the wall.

‘Like the art, Rabbit?’ Words whispered against the shell of Wyte’s ear, Tommy’s cock pressed deep into his perfect ass. ‘Eyes open. Want you to see it when you get off.’

“Holy shit,” Tom murmured, wide-eyed as he looked around. The fucking cleaner always left him sneezing the morning after. They’d joked about breaking the bed sometimes. It never happened. “You– You said you liked those paintings. I fucked you against the wall that first night, so you’d see them when you finished.”

“I remember,” Wyte said, quiet, still not looking at Tom properly.

The softness of those words jolted Tom back to the present. Though he couldn’t quite stop the big-eyed staring, he clamped his hands harder on Wyte’s hips and dragged him in again, got a handful of his ass to tuck him in close.

“Holy shit, Rabbit,” Tom said again, words serrated. “I wouldn’t have put my couch here in a dream.”

Wyte reached for him, both hands in Tom’s hair. They shook. Wyte shook, wearing an expression Tom knew far too well. Brows furrowed, eyes wide and lost, mouth twisted in something very like grief.

His Rabbit trembled and curled in, tucked close until he could bury his face against Tom’s neck, fingers twisted tight, breath gone ragged. “Sorry. Fuck. Sorry. I’ve never– Never had to tell someone.”

Lust and disbelief vanished with Wyte’s clinging, and Tom wrapped the man in his arms. He didn’t know what the fuck to do about the not-real hotel room around them, but irresponsible, irresistible Wyte didn’t clutch outside of sex. Not like this, ever.

Not while apologizing, deeply and genuinely upset. 

Tom curled his hand at the small of Wyte’s back, stroking the other hand through the soft mess of his hair. Wyte curled that much closer, vulnerable and shaking and shaking and shaking.

“You’re alright, Rabbit.” Tom kept his voice purposefully soft and brushed his lips over Wyte’s hair. “No apology needed. I get it. It’s rough. S’okay. You did it. That’s not a small thing.”

No answer came from Wyte, not that Tom expected one. He murmured wordless reassurances, holding on while Wyte hid against his chest for long moments. 

Slowly, piece by piece, Wyte’s breathing steadied. His hands didn’t grip quite so tightly. Tom let the weight of his own hands remain.

“This is so unsexy,” Wyte complained into Tom’s neck, his breath warm, words sulky.

“It’s really unsexy,” Tom agreed, smiling. “I say you’re justified; coming out is a lot. I still like you.”

He did. He really fucking did. Tommy shifted his hand from Wyte’s hair to the back of his neck, to drive the point home. He was gratified to hear Wyte sigh, nuzzling all the closer.

“Please tell me I didn’t just ruin the whole night.”

“You haven’t ruined the night. Not like you’re asking. Or at all.” The moment and the immediate risk of Tom’s jeans chafing, yeah, but those were temporary things. Call him unconventional, but “emotionally distraught” didn’t exactly hit the right way to keep his cock hard. “I can be convinced to cuddle instead, if you’d rather not fuck around. No pressure.”

Maybe when younger, Tom would’ve balked at this, the possible tumble taken away by emotions. Tom liked to think he wouldn’t have, that he’d have made the same choice then that that he did now.

But he wasn’t sure. Stupid and young, incapable of handling his own feelings, let alone Wyte’s. It wasn’t then. It was now.

“Since when are you good at this?” Wyte asked, surprised and warm and near. This time, when his fingers tugged at Tom’s hair, it was an embrace, not a lifeline. “I want pizza, and I want you to tell me about it, and I don’t want you to let me go.” Then his lips, a sweet touch of mouth to scruffy jaw. “But I still want to play.”

Play. Food and talking and Wyte cuddled against him. There were worse ways to spend the evening, whether or not it ended up with Wyte in his bed.

“Sounds good, Rabbit.”








