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      [image: ]Content Notes 


Christmas Kisses, Solstice Sacrifices  is a sweet and spicy collection of shorts taking place in the Fallen for a Fae universe. Our treats include some public spicy times, very enthusiastically wanted movement restriction, rope used in decorative ways, and a universe that likes to take an up close and personal interest in its chosen Solstice Lords. 

To go with the sweet is a dash of heavier things, such as coping with a chronic injury, references to pregnancy loss, death during childbirth, and infanticide, and discussion of mortality of MCs and the MCs loved ones. It also includes deep friendship, dark humor, an immense amount of love, and, of course, further exploration of those hard-won HEA for our MCs. 

For more details on the content warnings, visit us at www.rowanandtheo.com/contentwarning 







  
  
Chronology Note




While these are all winter holiday stories, they don't take place during the same winter. Instead, each is set during the first December after that couple's book. 

The one exception is “A Wholesome Christmas Evening,” which takes place during the same Christmas as “Are You Listening?” and “(Nearly) Impossible Things.”








  
  
This one's for our amazing readers. 


The ones who've been with us from the start. Or discovered us only yesterday. 


The ones who love our ridiculous gents as much as we do.


We're so grateful for you.
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On the Importance of Knees


Tom





“Just ask him. It’s not like you haven’t done it before.” 

Tom could just imagine Emily’s voice; her annoyed prodding at her father’s sudden case of nerves. And imaginary Emily was right. He’d proposed before. Young and stupid, confident as anything. No nerves, that time.

He’d been laughing, fresh off a rare goal. Diana had been sitting front row, near home bench. She’d called out, a loud, “Fuck yeah, Tommy, baby!” and he’d answered with his own shout of, “Marry me!” Diana had grinned, and yelled back the same thing. Fuck yeah, Tommy, baby.

It’d felt so easy. And it’d all fallen apart. Was that why he was nervous? Worrying it’d go wrong with Wyte like it had with Diana? No. He’d been a different person then. It was why he didn’t regret the decades of separation. It’d taken that time to learn how to be the man who could bring laughter to Wyte’s lips even easier than a moan.

Like now, on the ice. No regrets, not with Wyte at his side, silver threaded through the pooka’s hair, eyes lined by time when he laughed. Glamour, Wyte called it. The older-looking one, that he used when they were local. When they traveled, he picked older or younger, depending on his mood. No glamour at all when they were inside and alone. Ethereal and beautiful, an even more perfect fit when tucked against Tom, melting with every stroke of his ears.

Tom loved every face Wyte wore, but he loved his real one best.

And that was why the nerves kept twisting in his gut. He loved Wyte. Every pout, every giggle, every insecurity. And he was old enough to recognize how rare that was. A love that came back to you, gave you a second chance.

He didn’t want to fuck it up. Which he was going to do if he kept paying more attention to the ring in his pocket than the man clinging desperately to his hand, pretty eyes locked on the ice as he shuffled forward. It was Emily–again–who’d set this in motion. She’d mentioned how Tom used to bring her to the rink when it was done all up in lights, and Wyte’s excitement had turned into the bunny's first time on skates.

Usually, the town center couldn’t be called an Idealistic Holiday Town. But at half-past six on a Thursday, the rink lined with stockings and lights, it was transformed. Vendors sold churros and hot chocolate to bundled up patrons while the trees sparkled with tinsel. The speakers played old Christmas carols, nowhere in time with the skaters.

All of it perfect because he had Wyte there. Wyte was amazing, the two of them hand in hand, moving along at a steady wintery shuffle. Tom wouldn’t have traded it for anything.

“You’re getting it, Rabbit,” Tom said, keeping his own grip steady.

“This is hard.” Wyte looked away from his feet for long enough to shoot Tom a pout. “Those movies make it look so easy.”

“Told you,” Tom said, grinning down at Wyte. “But you’re doing fine. I wouldn’t even call what you did falling. More like catching yourself mid-stumble, and your ass didn’t land on anything cold or wet.”

The pout intensified. “It looks hot when you do it.”

“Give it twenty years, Rabbit. You’ll be skating circles around me. Besides, no hot skating for me. The sin bin would be a jail cell, not a two minute penalty.”

“You’re always hot. But we can save the arrest-worthy stuff for later.” Wyte’s next upward glance was more flirt than pout. “If you still like me, even though I look like Mr. Kitty on rollerskates.”

“You’re not fluffy enough to be Mr. Kitty.” 

Wyte laughed in that bright, delighted way he had. He started to say something as a blur of movement caught Tom’s eye. Someone skating by a little too fast and a little too close. Wyte yelped, his other hand shooting up to grab for Tom’s arm.

Fucking thing was was that Wyte, clinging and wobbly, wasn’t what sent Tom’s ass to the ice. Tom was solid there, ready to grumble in the direction of the asshole speeding past an obvious newbie, and his other hand going up and across to press against Wyte’s clutching one.

It was the goddamn turning that did it. A shift of the hips, a slight reangling to adjust his grip, get his pretty bunny steady. That was all, and then the all too familiar feeling of giving way. A rush of air as Tom dropped like a damn stone, knee buckling.

Only years of practice kept him from landing on top of Wyte. He hit the ice with his good knee before his balance went out the fucking window, the ice slick and cold and hard. Tom on his ass and Wyte on him, thank God. No whine of pain from his pooka, just the low pound of Tom’s palm, scraped up on the ice, and the ache of his knees and back. 

“Shit,” Tom bit out, voice tight. “Sorry. Are you okay?”

“Yeah.” Wyte shifted his weight, pushing up off Tom, a quaver in his voice. “What happened? How do I help?”

Fuck. This wasn’t how the night was supposed to go.

“Just my knee, bunny.” Tom winced as he straightened out said knee, probably not doing anything to reassure Wyte. “And maybe some things I’ll need to ice later. C’mon. I’ll teach you how to stand up after you fall. Legs flat, ass on the ice. I’ll talk you through it to give this fucking thing a second to settle down. I’m okay. This happens. Just … let’s get us up first, okay?”

Wyte chewed anxiously at his lip, looking Tom over. 

“I can do that,” he said. And he did, got that perfect ass on the ice, legs in front of him, and a worried look aimed straight at Tom. “If I take off my skates, you can put your weight on me?”

Tom smiled at him, the steady beat of pain from his knee be damned. Worried and ridiculously sweet, wanting to help, and willing to be crushed like a bug under Tom’s weight.

“I love you, Rabbit. But you’re more likely to break your leg that way or freeze your feet.” Tom leaned over (couldn’t fucking fall again, to hell with it) and pressed a quick kiss to Wyte’s temple. A peck, and back again, holding out his hands.

“I heal fast,” Wyte pointed out. “It’s not a big deal if I get hurt, so long as you’re okay.”

“It’s a big deal to me. Make two fists, Rabbit. For me. C’mon.”

Wyte hesitated, but he did it. It took a couple tries, and another kiss, but Wyte managed to make his wobbly way back onto his feet. He didn’t even threaten to crawl off the ice, though the look on his face told Tom it was a close thing.

By the time Wyte was upright, unsteady as Mr. Kitty in skates, Tom could flex his leg without feeling the loose give that spelled trouble. 

“You’ve got good balance. I’m going to do the same and need you to spot me. If you see me getting wobbly, just put your hand on the arm I’m leaning toward. Help steady me, yeah?”

“Always, Tommy.”

As much as falling sucked, getting up sucked even harder. Tom managed. Slower than Wyte had, modified for old bastards with bum knees, but he got there with minimal Wyte assistance. Tom could humor himself and say it was because the other man worried too much, but parts of him hurt. The pounding in his off knee felt like trouble just waiting to happen.

“I think I need to sit for a while, Rabbit,” Tom admitted, reluctantly. “Help an old man get off the ice?”

He held out the hand not sore from the fall, fingers wiggling. Wyte’s small hand slipped into his, fitting perfectly and warm despite the chill in the air. 

“The hot chocolate’s the best part, anyway,” Wyte said. “Let’s get ourselves a bench.”

By the time they had their hot chocolate and found a bench, Tom was ready to sit and stay sat. He’d put his body through some shit over the years, and the mind was willing but the chassis falling apart, bit by bit. Thoughts he kept to himself, because if he said any of that out loud, Wyte would only get more worried.

So, instead, Tom sat with his legs stretched out, one arm wrapped around Wyte’s shoulders, tucking him in close, hot chocolate in the hand not idly petting at the pooka’s arm. A quiet little part of the town center, under the naked branches of a tree strung up with fairy lights.

Tom had to agree that, yeah, hot chocolate with Wyte was the best part.

“Think you can swing being here for Christmas?” Tom squeezed his arm, peering up at the lights. “Emily usually has a couple friends over who can’t make it to their family for whatever reason. We do dinner and Christmas movies. They usually end up falling asleep in the living room.”

“Fae don’t have Christmas,” Wyte said, licking whipped cream and sprinkles from his lips. “So it’d be my first. I could give it a try? Presents and bearded men, right?”

“Presents, bearded men. Sometimes, people talk about God. We mostly watch stop motion movies, I make a lot of food that takes a long time to cook, and the stockings steal the show.” Tom didn’t know what his face did, looking over and down at Wyte. He only knew it was something disgustingly infatuated. “Em doesn’t have a game this year, so we can do it local. It’s in a couple weeks. If you’d be up for giving it a try, I’d like you to spend it with us.”

“Of course I’ll be there.” Wyte leaned up, stealing a kiss and leaving Tom’s lips smeared with sugar. “Do I wear the stockings?”

“Not that kind of stockings, bunny,” Tom said, licking his lips clean of the whispers of whipped cream. He nodded toward the ice rink, where large, fur-trimmed Christmas stockings lined the outside walls. “Those stockings. But if you want some of your own, we can get you some pretty ones. Maybe only wear them after the kids have passed out and we’ve got some time to ourselves.”

“You pick them out, and I’ll wear them,” Wyte offered, with an unapologetically lascivious smile. “It can be my present. One I’ll open after everyone else is asleep.”

Tom laughed, briefly squeezing Wyte closer against his side. The ridiculous man stretched out his legs, pressed up against Tom from shoulder to ankle. Silly bunny. Tom loved him a stupid, ridiculous, wonderful amount. 

Wyte exhaled, a soft little sigh that clouded on the cold air, looking down at where their legs touched. “Is it hurting a lot?” 

Tom sipped his drink, taking the moment to squash down the whispering negative thoughts that came with the throb of his knee.

“Not so much that I’m worried about it,” he answered, mouth kicked up into a half-smile, eyes on the length of their legs, side by side. “But enough that I’ll probably try to talk you into crashing in the guest room with me rather than take the stairs. It’s not the giving out that hurts, really. Just the consequences of gravity it comes with.”

“I’m happy wherever you are.” Wyte lifted his gaze to Tom’s face, looking up through his lashes. “But … maybe I can help? I’ve been practicing healing magic with Teth.” A beat of hesitation, then he added in a rush. “It won’t hurt. And it can’t fuck anything up. It just might not … work.”

Practicing. Wyte had been practicing healing magic with Teth. Wyte, who’d said he wasn’t very good at magic. Okay with glamour and illusions but otherwise just a silly bunny. Wyte, who sulked and pouted anytime he had to do anything difficult.

And he’d still been practicing. With Teth. For Tom, was what he got from it. 

Tom, who found himself smiling down at Wyte all over again as the words sunk in, leaned in and kissed him until he had to lick sweetness off his lips again when he leaned back. 

“You’re sweet, Rabbit. It’s okay if it doesn’t work. Worth a try, yeah?”

“Yeah,” Wyte agreed, setting his hot chocolate down on the bench next to him. “I can try.”

With more caution than he ever showed when it came to Tom’s body, Wyte held his hands just above Tom’s knee, then closed his eyes.

If someone had asked Tom what a magic healing looked like before that moment, it would’ve looked a lot like Wyte, small and pretty, no matter the glamour, delicate hands not quite touching Tom’s jeans and his face set into a mask of determination, brows drawn together.

There wasn’t anything sparkly or flickering, just a creeping heat, molten over the curve of his banged up knee. The edges of the heat snapped and sparked like the candies that he used to let sit on his tongue, where if you drank pop when eating them, people said your stomach would explode.

Heat, and it didn’t hurt, it just was. Was, and the angry thud thud thud of his fucked knee gave way to peace. Then his hand. His side, where he’d landed hard. All of him feeling like a muscle well stretched, and Tom gaped. 

“Holy hell, Rabbit.” He said it on a laugh, surprised, confused, and awed, all at once. “Jesus Christ.”

 Tom tugged at his hair until Wyte looked up at him, those big eyes tentatively hopeful until he caught sight of Tom’s smile. Wyte beamed back at him, brighter than all the Christmas lights combined.

“Abracadabra,” Wyte said, and winked. “I can also put a rabbit in a hat, just so long as I look good in it.”

“You would look good in anything, all the time, Rabbit.” Tom tweaked Wyte’s ear and kissed him again; if Emily’s friends were around and got an eyeful, they could deal with it.

Tom kissed his cheeks next, squeezing Wyte close all over again. “I think you got most of the bits that got banged around. Did you start learning that for me?”

Wyte took his time answering. He snuck another kiss, squirming closer until Tom wrapped his arm back around those slender shoulders and tucked his bunny against his side again. Wyte cuddled in, his hands curling around his hot chocolate.

“You said it hurts you sometimes,” he answered, frowning at Tommy’s knee like it had personally insulted him. “And Teth’s always trying to teach me things, so I figured it could at least be something useful. You always take care of me. I want to take care of you, too.”

“It doesn’t hurt now. Nothing even aches right now. Thanks, Rabbit.” A nudge, shoe to shoe, and Tom’s voice warm. “For taking care of me. I love you, too.”

“Well, I am your Rabbit,” Wyte said, preening and pleased.

“You are.”

“Tommy?” Wyte’s voice had gone soft. He peered up at Tom from under those pretty lashes, nibbling at his lower lip. 

“Yeah?”

“There’s fae who are true healers. Like, it’s part of their aspect. Unicorns. Phoenix. Teth has a few sworn to his House. Our House.” 

Tom made an encouraging sound as Wyte trailed off, squeezing him again.

“I talked to one of them. She says she could fix your knee. Really fix it. Not just make it not hurt. And keep you healthy. It’s not… You’d just live a long, natural, human lifespan. If you wanted.”

He…

Any human said that, or even if Wyte had said it before he’d helped Tom’s knee, wouldn’t have hit as anything more than a desire to do something to help. People liked to help. Wyte, like he just said, wanted to help Tom, specifically.

Wyte was magic. It made sense for him to not have bruises when they woke up in each other’s arms. Someone doing something to Tom so he didn’t have to worry about if he’d catch himself fast enough when his knee gave out on the stairs was for … magic … people. He’d never have considered it as a thing for him.

(He hadn’t known it was a thing at all until that moment.)

“Are you nervous?” Tom asked, instead of anything remotely romantic or sweet, though with the warmth that Wyte pulled to the surface without trying. “Why’s asking me if I want to be healthy even when old as hell got you nervous, bunny?”

Wyte turned, awkward with the drink in his hand, burying his face against Tommy’s chest.

“I don’t like bringing it up,” he mumbled. “You being mortal. And me … not.”

“Oh.”

A single word on a quiet sigh. Tom set his cup to the side, lid firmly in place. Then again, Wyte’s next to his own. Both their hands free, so he could wrap both arms around Wyte, hand in his hair and another rubbing gentle over at his back.

“Even without a healer, I’ve got a few good decades left in me,” Tom murmured, with a firm kiss to the top of Wyte’s head. “And I’d rather we bring it up and figure shit out. Besides, if I wasn’t mortal, I’d still be some cut twenty-five-year-old looking guy, and I have it on decent authority that the shift away from that is way more hot.”

“Very hot,” Wyte confirmed, firm as Tom had ever heard him. “Amazingly hot.”

Tom laughed, and kissed Wyte’s forehead, and tried not to let his thoughts linger too long on the slight weight in his pocket. They did anyway. But he tried.

“I love you.” Wyte sighed, no longer pressing his face so hard against Tom’s chest. “And I want every single day you’ll give me. And I want you to be able to spoil me for all of them.”

There were jokes for Tom to make. Crude ones. Soft ones. Ones that Emily would call dad humor. Stockings and spoiling and his knees, what he could do with them. 

“I’ll see your healer,” Tom said, tugging gently at Wyte’s soft hair. “See what they can do.” 

“Really?”

“Really, Rabbit. Though it’s a good thing you could do what you did right off.” Because if Wyte could be brave to talk about death and magic, Tom could do this. “I had plans for those knees.”

See? Jokes. Not nerves. Just teasing. Flirting. And the twist of his stomach that felt like sick but the best kind of.

“What kind of plans?” Wyte asked, all faux confusion. “Moving the furniture? Winter gardening?”

“Yeah. Moving the furniture. Readjusting mirrors. Too late in the day for gardening, though. Think you can hold yourself upright for a minute? I need to move if you want details.”

“For a minute,” Wyte conceded, with only the slightest hint of a pout. “But only because you just promised me decades. And I plan on spending most of them like this.” He didn’t sit up though, leaning a little bit harder for a minute until Tom tugged gentle at his earlobe. “You make me so happy.”

Tom kissed him. What else was he supposed to do, with Wyte saying that, sounding like it meant everything? Outside of doing what he was about to–putting that knee to work–the only other course of action was to kiss the ridiculous, wonderful man, quick and firm.

“The feeling is really, really mutual, Rabbit.”

Another kiss, quick and firm with Wyte smiling into it. He straightened up afterwards, giving Tom the space he needed to make himself move.

He could do this.

He was an adult. He’d done things with less guarantee of success and higher stakes than asking a man who wanted him for the rest of his life to be there for just that. (Exhibit A: single parenthood.)

So, he did. He moved, one knee on the cold-ass ground, hand in and out of his pocket, so he could put a small, velvet box on Wyte’s leg.

“About those decades,” he started, voice resolutely not cracking. “I know we’ll not be like this forever, however much or little we talk about it. But it’s important. We’re important. You, Rabbit, are one of the single most important people in my life. You’re amazing. I’m going to show you just how much you mean to me for as long as I can, no matter what your answer is, bunny. Still,” Tom made himself smile, instead of hiding his face in Wyte’s lap. “Will you marry me? Let me show you, take care of you, as your husband? I want every single day you’ll let me have. Spoiled and all, however that looks for us in the moment.”

Wyte stared at him wide-eyed, his lips parted, fingers clinging to the cup of hot chocolate. Tom swallowed hard, frozen in place and distinctly aware that he’d forgotten how to breathe.

“Now?” Wyte asked. Tears threatened at the corners of his eyes. “Tomorrow? I’ll marry you every day, Tommy. Or maybe every week, so we can have the rest for our honeymoon. You’re the best man in any world. And I’m all yours.”

Tom beamed. It was more a word for Wyte, beaming, but he knew what it felt like when a stupid, infatuated smile slapped itself across his face. Wyte had called him on it often enough in the last few months. A Wyte word, for Wyte, who had just said yes.

Maybe there wouldn’t be the paperwork behind it, he didn’t know what kind of documents Wyte did or didn’t have, but there was the meaning there. There’d be words and actions and, ideally, a couple witnesses at least. That was the part that mattered.

“Whenever,” Tom answered, clearing his throat to keep the sting from his own eyes. “Anytime. As many times as you want. Our honeymoon can be however long we want.” And he laughed, a little rough, pushing himself up to kiss Wyte, still on his knees. “Love you, Rabbit. Three for three.”

He’d ask again, when they got home. When he could see Wyte with his ears down, gone spun-sugar fine and fragile. Wyte as Wyte. 

Three for three.
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