
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


​A Penchant for Fire

​By Tilly Bramley


This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

A PENCHANT FOR FIRE

First edition. May 25, 2025.

Copyright © 2024 Tilly Bramley.

Written by Tilly Bramley.

Cover by Tilly Bramley

No generative AI was used in the creation, editing, cover design, character art or promotion of this book. 

P.S. If you pirate this, I hope you step on a lego or forty.


​A Note from Tilly


Dear Reader,

The following short story features one of my beloved side characters, Rory, from my Tangled Auras novels, and his meeting of Weyland. This is a spicy, open door, M/M story. 

This sequence of days is also found in Unbidden Dreams and Unerring Destiny, book 2, but is told from Adi, Bryn and Ossy’s perspective (and thus does not include any spicy time between Rory and Weyland). 

Thank you for reading!

Best,

Tilly



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For Laura Leigh, who made me promise not to kill off Rory.
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​Rory
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I yawn, stretching, cozy and content in the tiny guest bed. The long house belongs to Ossy’s family. They’ve been very kind and welcoming and I’m looking forward to seeing more of their town today.

In addition to his mother and three sisters, there are, I believe seven—or maybe it’s eight—little nieces and nephews of Ossy’s running around. We met last night when we got into town. I’ve always loved Faelings. They are just so pure and fun. 

So when two of them jump upon me to wake me, I respond with tickles. They squeal and run as I bolt out of bed, both hands held in claws as I scream playfully. 

As my room empties, I stand upright and quickly change from my sleep clothes into linen pants and a tunic with blackwork trim. After that and a good stretch, I visit the restroom at the back of the home. 

Ossy’s sister, Leni, gets married tomorrow; the reason for our visit. Ossy needs to fulfill his role as oldest male of his line and walk her down the aisle. 

As I wash up, I can hear the long house already bustling with activity. It makes me grin. Even though I’ve sensed the...tension between Osmund and his mother, they are all still an adorable family unit. I head out to the main living space, which runs the width of the house. There is a long fire pit in the center, and a massive table near it, currently piled with food. My stomach grumbles and I eye the big spread of food. Slipping around the table, I realize that several of the faelings are following me so I turn and stick my tongue at them, to their delighted giggles. I kiss Adi on the top of the head on my way down the table.

“Morning, princess.” I grin. She hates being called that. I plop down on the bench next to my best friend. 

About six months ago, Adi found two mates: Osmund, the sunny half-Viking half-nymph, and Bryn, the broody nymph-slash-anarchist. Finding a mate is a huge deal, even moreso for a princess like Adi. And honestly, they are both such loves. Bryn is a dick in the best way and if he wasn’t mated to my bff, I’d be after him. Ossy is a huge beefcake I’d climb like a tree, and a total cupcake. I’m so glad that Adi found them. 

I hold out my hands for the babe Adi is holding. She passes him with a thankful look on her face. I stand the lil guy on my legs and let his hands bat at my nose ring. I’m not too worried about him getting it, despite the determined look in his tiny blue eyes. He looks a lot like what I imagine a baby Ossy would have looked like and it makes me grin at him. 

“Morning Rory,” Adi says to me as she reaches to get a plate for me. “Eggs, canned apples...?” She questions, grabbing a ladle.

I jiggle the baby. “All the things, hooker, I’m not trying to lose my physique.”

Next to her, Bryn lets out a tiny snort, which for him is equivalent to a belly laugh. I shoot him a look.

“Now, now, Bryn, no need to be jealous,” I tease, “Not everyone can be built like me.”

The baby gets a handful of my messy, turquoise hair. It really needs to be re-dyed, I think, as I gently unpeel his little hand. 

The door opens and Ossy steps into his family home. 

“Mother, sisters, I hope you don’t mind, but I invited a guest.” His eyes flick to his mother, chagrined. 

“Oh, of course not Osmund, it’s not like you’ve been gone from our home for two years now,” his mother says quietly at the same time his oldest sister answers

I’m staring at the Fae that follows Osmund into the house. 

He’s tall, as tall as Ossy, and just as broad. I realize he’s part Norse godling as well. My eyes flick up and down him again and when I get to the top, his big, liquid brown eyes, so dark the pupil is near hidden, meets mine. His large, textured horns curl down from his hairline, down around his ears. I smile without any thought but the baby chooses that moment to squeal loudly. I see a tail flick around his leg, I think, before it seems to disappear. His face is compassionate and very human looking, except for his pendulous ears. 

I grin at the Fae behind Ossy, taking in his rich brown skin. I blink, wondering if he has fine fur covering him, like a brownie. “Uh, this isn’t mine,” I say, indicating the baby I’m still holding onto.

“You look like a natural,” he grins, tilting his head, and I stare at his large curled horns, wondering if there is a link between horn size and other... sizes. 

He comes into the long house and shuts the door at Ossy’s gesturing, speaking politely to the family. He is their blacksmith, turns out. Ossy introduces Adi and Bryn and the large Fae’s eyes only briefly flick away from mine at each introduction. 

Ossy then says, “And this is our trusted friend, Rory. Rory, this is Weyland, an old friend of mine.”

I smile at Ossy’s description of me. They don’t make me feel like a third wheel—well, fourth wheel, actually, but it’s vibes—but it’s still really nice to know that Adi’s males care for me. 

My eyes flick to Weyland’s large hands and bare forearms. Drool. But they catch on the Norse runes on each knuckle. I wonder what they mean. 

Weyland crosses the room and sits across from me as he teases Ossy’s sisters gently while Helga comes to take the babe from me. 

“Weyland and I are buddies from the guard. I went by his forge yesterday to catch up,” Ossy smiles.
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