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	One year into their relationship, tattoo artist Caelan Stokes and tax accountant Dean Fowler make their love official and tie the knot—er, insert the rings. Things couldn't possibly be running any better for them, but the first crack in their picture-perfect married life appears soon when Dean tries to make Caelan face his past. Abandoned by his biological parents as a baby, Caelan is far from wishing for a reunion and is extremely upset when he learns that Dean has tracked down his birth mother.


	 


	Shortly afterwards, a silly mistake costs Dean his job. His resulting feelings of inadequateness and depression are beginning to take their toll on their relationship, and Dean and Caelan have to ask themselves if the love they built on ruins is strong enough to withstand these trials. But even as they struggle along, a blow of fate neither of them saw approaching could put an end to life as they know it.
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Chapter 1


	 


	 


	 


	“So this is it?” Caelan almost, but not quite, managed to suppress his smile. 


	“This is it,” Dean confirmed, not bothering to even try to suppress his own smile. 


	“It’s…big. Even more so than how I remembered it.” There was a definite trace of awe in Caelan’s voice. 


	“I know. I feel just the same. It is beautiful, though, don’t you think?”


	“Oh, definitely.” Caelan nodded earnestly. “It is beautiful. And I really can’t wait to get inside.”


	“Well, then I suggest we go.” Taking Caelan by the hand, Dean took a step forwards but had to stop when Caelan didn’t follow.


	“What’s up?”


	“I was just wondering.” Caelan’s eyes glittered, the green in them shining with obvious mischief. The kind of mischief Dean had come to know usually meant a lot of fun. He felt an even wider grin tug at his own features. 


	“’Bout what?”


	Frowning, Caelan fixed his gaze on the path ahead. “Aren’t we going to do this properly?”


	Dean briefly glanced in the direction Caelan was looking then turned back to him. “Do what properly? You’re not expecting me to carry you across the threshold, are you?”


	Caelan’s throaty chuckle went straight to his heart. “No. Although…that would definitely get us noticed by the neighbours, don’t you think?”


	“Yeah. Totally.” Dean snorted. “I’m just not sure whether that would endear or estrange us to them.”


	“Ah, well, I don’t think either would be a problem. If they don’t like us, we can just stay out of sight. The front garden alone is so big, we could wander around in there for days without anyone seeing us.” Glancing at the front garden in question, Caelan scrunched up his face. “Seriously, this place is huge. No wonder I can’t seem to remember all of it. It’s going to take weeks until we have discovered everything.”


	“Oh, Caelan.” Dean sighed. “You’re exaggerating. This is just a nice house with enough space for us, at last.”


	Caelan was still frowning. “Don’t you think it’s just, uh, too big? Seriously, a house this size needs a whole lot of taking care of, I imagine. Not to mention the garden—front and back.”


	Dean let out another sigh and wrapped his arm around Caelan’s waist. “Caelan, love. We talked about it. We agreed it would be the right place for us. Just think about it. You get your own room. The entire attic, to be precise. All that space for you to work on your designs and stuff, so you don’t always have to cram everything into that tiny back room of the studio.”


	“I know. I know, just…oh, never mind. It’s too late to change our minds now anyway. The contract’s signed, sealed, and we’ll be paying our arses off for this.”


	“Maybe,” Dean admitted and pulled Caelan closer. “But it’s worth every penny.”


	“You think so?”


	“Uh-huh. And believe me, love. By the time I’m done fucking you in every single room of this house, you’ll think so, too.”


	Caelan’s breath hitched, and his eyes narrowed just a little. “Do you want to know what I’m thinking right now?”


	“Yes, certainly.”


	“Let’s go inside.”


	The urgency in Caelan’s voice had Dean drop all thoughts of playfulness, and Caelan obviously no longer cared how they entered their new house for the first time as he dragged Dean inside unceremoniously. 


	“Where?” he gasped, eyes flicking across the large entrance hall impatiently. 


	“Bedroom?” Dean suggested.


	“Nn-nn. We have no bed yet, remember?”


	“Oh, right. Crap. Sofa?”


	Caelan chuckled. “No, seriously? The sofa? How come I always seem to end up on the sofa with you?”


	“Don’t know,” Dean growled as he pulled Caelan through to their new living room. “And I don’t care, either.” He brought his hands up, cupping Caelan’s face to hold him in place as he kissed him. Not that Caelan would have needed to be held in place. He responded to the kiss with obvious need, pressing himself against Dean in a firm, strong line of desire turned to flesh. 


	“Fuck, I want you so much,” Caelan muttered and groaned as he humped Dean’s hip impatiently. 


	“Likewise,” Dean mumbled into the kiss, struggling to decide how he wanted to do this with the limited amount of brain cells that were still operating in logic mode. 


	“Turn around,” he ordered. 


	“Huh?” 


	“Turn around,” Dean repeated, already shoving at Caelan to make him move. 


	“Uh…”


	“And open your fly while you’re at it. Lose the jeans and bend over.”


	Caelan smiled, actually smiled, and was far from turning around. Instead, he looked up at Dean with that annoying gleam of pigheadedness he tended to display at only the most inappropriate times. “Whoa, sweetheart. You—”


	“Caelan? Turn around and bend over. Now.”


	Caelan’s eyes flashed again, but he did as he was told, which was good, because Dean felt as though he was about to burst out of his own jeans if he didn’t get to undo them soon. He tugged at his fly impatiently, pulling out his fully erect cock and giving it a comforting stroke. 


	“Mmh, nice,” Caelan purred, watching him over his shoulder. 


	“Shut up and spread ’em.”


	“Aye, caveman.” Caelan let out a mocking laugh but obediently rested his arms on the sofa’s back rest, sticking his arse out invitingly as he widened his stance. 


	“Oh, this is hot,” Dean gasped. He was so close already. Ridiculous, really. They hadn’t done anything yet, but he was as nervous and horny as a teenager, and all he could think about was burying himself in Caelan’s body and losing himself in that delicious heat and—


	“Well, hel-luh there!” a cheerful voice sounded from the entrance door. The entrance door which neither of them had bothered closing behind them. The entrance door which was just a few feet away from the wide arch that marked the border between the hallway and living room. Open-plan houses were great. As long as you didn’t have anything to hide. 


	Muttering curses under their breath, both Dean and Caelan started frantically grappling with their jeans. Dean, who had never really lost his anyway, didn’t have a particularly hard time doing up his fly, although his cock was not at all happy about being trapped again. At least his erection was wilting rapidly, courtesy of whoever was at the door and had put such an abrupt end to what had been a very promising housewarming party so far. 


	“Hello?” the voice asked, sounding a little confused now. “Anybody at home? I’m Andrea, your new neighbour. I just wanted to say hello.”


	Dean and Caelan exchanged a quick glance. Neither of them had answered yet, but it was clear that they couldn’t just ignore the woman. The way she sounded, she was probably going to walk inside any second now.


	“Uh, yes,” Dean called out on impulse. “Just a moment. I’m just, um, fixing something.” Maybe he could at least stave her off until Caelan had his fly back up. Staring at Caelan, Dean rolled his eyes in an impatient signal to hurry up, but Caelan just continued tugging at his jeans. In order to close his fly, he’d have to do his trousers up first, which, for some reason, he seemed to have trouble with. 


	“What’s wrong?” Dean mouthed. To his horror, Caelan jerked his shoulders, looking mortified. 


	Dean raised his eyebrows in wordless question. Again, Caelan shrugged, this time combined with a shake of his head as he went into a crouch, pulling at his jeans with vigour now. Somehow he had managed to get his leg entangled in the fabric, which apparently just didn’t give. 


	“Oh, hello, here you are.” The same cheerful voice—Andrea—sounded closer now, so she must have done what Dean had feared all along and just let herself in. Well, walked through the open door. Spinning around and leaving Caelan to deal with the mess of garments he was in, he rushed to the hall. 


	“Hello,” he greeted as calmly and enthusiastically as he could manage while trying to block the room from the woman’s view as best he could. Annoyingly, she clearly tried to look past him. Whether that was simply out of general nosiness or because she was suspecting there would be something interesting for her to see was something Dean simply lacked the nerve to think about. 


	“Um, nice of you to stop by,” Dean made himself say. “I’m sorry, uh, I was just, uh, busy. I’m sure you know what it’s like when you’re moving into a new place. Lots of stuff to do.”


	“Oh, yes of course,” Andrea chirped happily and stuck out her hand. “Well, I really didn’t mean to interrupt. I just saw you arrive and wanted to do the polite thing and welcome you into the neighbourhood.”


	“That’s really kind of you. Uh, thank you so much.” 


	“So, is it just you moving in?” Andrea enquired, not looking as though she meant what she said about only wanting to welcome Dean. No, she wanted to talk to him, too, and probably find out as much about her new neighbours as she possibly could. 


	“No, um, actually, I’m moving in with my partner,” Dean replied, wondering what the hell Caelan was doing and hoping he’d manage to render himself presentable soon. Very soon, preferably, since Andrea was beginning to crane her neck in the attempt to inconspicuously cast a glance past Dean’s shoulder. 


	“Ah, I wonder, would that be the handsome blond you arrived with?” she asked in a tone that was hard to place. 


	“Yes, the one.” If only Caelan were here, Dean thought desperately. He was so much better at dealing with people. Whilst Dean wasn’t exactly worried about the possibility of homophobic neighbours, he knew how important it was to leave a good first impression, alternative lifestyle or not. The impression they must currently be leaving would have to be called odd, at the very least. 


	To her credit, Andrea looked only mildly on the wrong side of neutral. “So it’s true what I’ve heard.” She gave him a smile that lacked a little of its former sincerity. 


	“That depends on what you have heard, I’d say.” 


	Andrea looked cornered for a brief moment, but caught herself quickly. “Nothing definite, just…ah, well. That the new tenants were a little, uh, different.”


	“Different? What a nice word,” Dean said, struggling to keep his voice level. He had quite a mind to tell Andrea to just take her false charm and snoopiness and leave, but knew he couldn’t do that. 


	“That really is not a problem,” Andrea hurried to assure him, obviously having picked up on his beginning irritation. 


	“Oh, isn’t it?”


	“Not at all. We are very open-minded around here, you know. We just, um, like to know who we are dealing with.”


	“Well, who doesn’t?” Caelan said as he walked up right behind Dean. At last. Caelan stood close, a little too close, perhaps, and Dean watched the expression on Andrea’s eyes suspiciously. He didn’t miss the way her eyes trailed from him to Caelan and back. 


	Bypassing him, Caelan stuck out his hand. “Hiya, I’m Caelan Stokes. This is my fiancé, Dean Fowler. So glad to meet you.” From the sound of his voice, he was treating her to his extra-charming smile. Traitor. 


	Seemingly a little stunned by his overwhelming cheerfulness, she shook his hand. “Andrea Parkinson. My pleasure.”


	“It’s really sweet of you to stop by, Andrea,” Caelan said in a charming purr. “I wish I could offer you some coffee, but we’re only just moving in, you see, so there really isn’t anything here yet which isn’t furniture. And not even that is complete yet.”


	To Dean’s surprise, she blushed a little, and yes, there even was the hint of a girlish giggle as she looked at Caelan. It seemed the legendary Caelan charm was switched on and working again. 


	“There’s really no need to bother,” she said. “I didn’t mean to keep you long anyway. As I said, I just wanted to welcome you into the neighbourhood. I hope you will like it here.”


	“I’m sure we will.” Caelan even managed to sound confident, a feeling Dean couldn’t quite summon at that moment. 


	“So, um, the two of you…you are…? I mean, not that that would be a problem, just…you know.” 


	Caelan frowned at her. “No, actually, I don’t know.”


	“Well, you are…together, right?”


	“Yes. I believe the term ‘fiancé’ kind of implies that we’re about to get married, which I suppose is what you meant by ‘together.’”


	“Um. Yes.” 


	“Did you have any other questions? I don’t mean to be impolite, it’s just that we still have some things to do.”


	She kept staring at Caelan for a moment longer but eventually shook her head. “Well, I suppose we’re all going to see, um, more of you and your, uh, partner around the neighbourhood.”


	“Yes, probably.”


	With a last, slightly suspicious glance, she turned around and left. As soon as she was out of hearing range, Dean dragged his eyes off the spot where he’d last seen her and looked at Caelan. 
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