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MIDSUMMER SKY

Bad Fairies

T.J. Land




Dedication

To J.M. Barrie, who introduced me to the concept of fairy orgies. In a children’s book. What the hell, J.M. Barrie?
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Author’s Notes

The sonnet contained in this story is Shakespeare’s Sonnet 109. The tagline is taken from James Aggrey’s Parable of the Eagle.


Chapter 1

 

“Ugh, this heat. All ten thousand bellows in Hephaestus’s forge are being worked today.”

“Quiet, fool. You made me miss my shot,” Oberon growled as another arrow fell short of the mark.

Puck pouted and returned his attention to the sky.

The problem was that Oberon had now missed his shot three times in a row, largely because he couldn’t stop looking Puck’s way. His servant was remarkably fetching, perched on the edge of the cliff overlooking their valley, his long legs dangling over the side.

The last few days had been intensely humid—as though Puck needed an excuse to scamper about with practically nothing on—and he was fanning himself with a goose feather while sweat trickled down his back. His only concession to decency was a strip of white silk, pilfered from a lady’s handkerchief on one of his jaunts to the mortal world, now wrapped loosely around his hips. It left most of his lovely arse exposed and concealed just enough of his groin to tantalise the eye.

He had thoroughly ensnared Oberon’s attention for the last half hour.

“Nearly, master,” he called encouragingly as Oberon missed again.

Puck’s ostensible reason for being there was to gather herbs that didn’t grow in the valley below, although his basket now sat abandoned as he took in the view. Oberon’s ostensible reason for joining him was to shoot down a swallow or two, in order to present Titania with fresh feathers to adorn her cape.

That, at least, was the excuse Titania had been kind enough to provide him with, being fully aware her husband very much liked swallow meat, and very much liked having a reason to get away from the court for a few days with his servant at his side. He’d brought his best bow, his best knife, and provisions to last them five days.

However, at the moment, Oberon’s heart wasn’t in hunting. The sky was perfectly blue, and although it was hot, there was a strong breeze blowing up from the valley. What he really wanted was to step off the edge of the cliff and fly up into the open air.

He smirked and thought, If only.

“Master?”

As ever, Puck displayed a remarkable talent for detecting changes in his mood. He’d lowered the feather and gazed up at Oberon with his eyes wide and anxious. His lips were parted—the heat making him pant—and his skin was glossy.

Gloomy thoughts temporarily set aside, Oberon felt his body stir. He rubbed his chin and observed with satisfaction the way Puck’s eyes meandered up his legs. Because most fairies flew as often as they walked, the pronounced musculature of Oberon’s thighs was uncommon, and today, it was on display. This far from court, he’d felt comfortable abandoning all but the essentials: a loincloth cut from a lily pad, affording the bare minimum of modesty, and a necklace of vole teeth, enchanted to keep mosquitoes at bay.

“Yes, my servant?” he replied, deploying the rich purr that always reduced Puck’s witty mind to porridge.

“Um…” Puck faltered. His wings had begun to flutter in excitement, the bright sunlight painting them honey gold and making their intricate patterns shimmer. Oberon felt a flicker of envy, but it passed quickly, an inferno of lust taking its place. He reached for him, only to have light-footed Puck duck to one side and spring to his feet, giggling. Exasperated, Oberon reached a second time, and again Puck slid out of his arms gracefully, provoking a growl. The third time, Puck evaded Oberon’s grasp by leaping into the air, his wings becoming a blur, but Oberon took hold of his ankle with one hand and prepared to tug him back down.

To Oberon’s surprise, however, he found that it was he who was tugged upward, until only his toes touched the ground.

“Your wings are strong,” he admitted grudgingly.

Puck preened. “I take good care of them. Unlike some I could name.”

Unlike all other members of Oberon’s court, Puck approached the subject of his master’s disability with a staggering lack of delicacy and tact. When he’d learned no one knew exactly how Oberon’s wings had been lost, he’d made a game out of guessing. Every time he guessed incorrectly, he allowed Oberon to give his rear a smack. Needless to say, Puck’s guesses tended to be ludicrous. Recently, he’d suggested Oberon had simply neglected his poor wings to such an extent that one day they’d fallen off and been carried away by a badger.

Unfortunately, at that moment Puck’s rear was just out of smacking range. Desiring it closer, and unwilling to lose the tug-of-war, Oberon wrapped both hands around the lovely ankle and pulled down as hard as he could. Naturally, that was precisely the moment Puck stopped fighting him. The end result was that they both went sprawling back onto the rock.

“Brute,” said Puck, now splayed across Oberon’s chest.

“Silly thing,” Oberon scolded, burying his nose in Puck’s curly black hair. It was even more unruly than usual, as he’d been growing it out in preparation for the festival next month.

Once again, Oberon noticed Puck’s wings catching the morning light as they flicked this way and that. Fascinated, he touched the edge of one with his fingertip, and felt his servant shiver.

“Mmm. What are you up to, my liege?”

It had been years—centuries—since Oberon had had wings of his own, but he remembered well how wonderfully sensitive they’d been. Bringing the rest of his fingertips into play and locking Puck in place with one strong leg so he couldn’t squirm away, he set out to determine whether his servant shared his lost weakness. The results were promising; within several minutes of his tickling and teasing them, Puck’s wings had showered them both in fairy dust, and Puck was rubbing against his leg.

“Master,” he gasped, clutching a handful of Oberon’s silver hair, as he was wont to do on occasions when he forgot himself.

Oberon had always liked the way Puck’s cock fit in his hand, as though it had been made for it. As he stroked him, he continued his tactile inspection of Puck’s wings, now interested in the spot where they met with his lean back.

Licking the sweat from Oberon’s collarbone, Puck said, “Did you know, my liege, some mortals believe that eagles mate in flight?”

“In flight? Preposterous. How do mortals come by these strange ideas?”

“Well, to be fair, mortal eyes are weak. From the ground, the courtship rituals birds of prey perform can look rather like mating. Tumbling through the sky, talons clasping, feathers flared. It’s splendidly erotic.”

Oberon paused his ministrations and said, with narrowed eyes, “What are you getting at, sprite?”

With a mischievous smile, Puck wriggled out of Oberon’s grip. Distressed, Oberon tried to snatch him, but once again, the sprite took to the air—only this time, he held out a hand towards Oberon.

“Shall we, master?” he asked.

Catching on, Oberon looked at him doubtfully. “I’m almost exactly twice as large as you.”

“As you yourself observed, my wings are strong.”

Oberon still had reservations. However, it was known throughout the land that when Puck came up with novel ideas, whether they pertained to royal policy or loveplay, Oberon tended to indulge his experimentation. This was partly because most of Puck’s ideas produced positive results, or else failed in such a way as to provide new knowledge. It was also partly due to the fact that Oberon was prey to a haunting fear that someday his servant would grow to find him dull.

Puck’s mind was a glittering jewel, his appetite for new experiences unquenchable. And Oberon, while confident in his abilities to govern his people and defend his court from its enemies, was aware he lacked imagination, knew little of the mortal world Puck found so endlessly fascinating, and rarely attempted new things unless encouraged.
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