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Warnings and Reader Advisory


Taming Tyler is an MMM romance with explicit sexual content, intended for a mature audience only. There is a powerful Daddies/boy relationship that builds throughout. Some of the warnings below may act as spoilers, but they are there for a reason. Mental health always comes first.

Possible triggering content includes:

	Divorce resulting in separation from a stepparent

	Prescription medication abuse by a parent

	Derogatory language by a stepparent

	Mentions of drunken hookups

	Mentions of misdemeanors and felonies committed by a main character

	Male anatomy referred to as a slang female body part





Authors’ Note


Dear readers,

Welcome back! If you’ve picked up Taming Tyler, we assume it’s because you either enjoyed our first mutual endeavor, Christmas in Heaven, or because you’re just a glutton for punishment. In any case, this book is the result of the authors’ crazy ramblings and weird brainstorms when they are hyper, bored, or just need a reprieve from their daily lives. It’s the result of numerous voice messages back and forth between the UK and Denmark, where 99.9% was probably discarded because it was just too far out there. Taming Tyler is the book that Anja never thought she would write—MMM—but that Emma forced her to write and they both ended up loving.

We had a blast writing it because our men are the sum of all the things we love about reading and writing MM romance. It started out as something completely different from what it ended up being because our OCD and ADHD brains won’t allow anything to be linear or easy. But, at the end of the day, who cares? As long as the result is marvelous, right?

So, without further ado, let’s head to Santa Clarita Valley to meet Tyler, Mitch, and Callum for a sweet and steamy Thanksgiving.
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Chapter One
Tyler


My beautiful mother looks comatose as she absentmindedly straightens the fabric of the sheer silk skirt that’s as smooth as her olive skin. Isn’t it strange how you can know someone your entire life and then not really know them at all? It’s like they’re a stranger staring back at you with eyes so similar to your own that it’s crazy they don’t see you. So yeah, it’s not Dale the Dipshit who’s surprising the hell out of me right now, if you can even talk about surprise at this point. No, I know he hates me. Or loathes is perhaps a better word. Hate takes real effort, whereas loathing implies that you don’t really have to try that hard. It comes naturally to you, as it does for Dale Wilmington Jr., who has never really had to try for a single day of his life.

From day one, ever since my mom introduced me to him at a luncheon—yes, luncheon, Dale doesn’t do lunch—at the posh golf club where they’d met a few weeks prior, he’s loathed me. The reason it’s in italics is that I want you to understand how he sneers when he sees me, his nostrils flaring, like it’s physically repulsive to him to even be in the same room as me. If I forget to put it in italics, please feel free to do so yourself. There’s bound to be a lot more loathing later.

Right from the start, I could tell he saw me as nothing more than a piece of dog shit stuck to the bottom of his thousand-dollar loafers. There’s the telltale tick beneath his left eye when he’s agitated. Tick. Tick. Tick. Like it’s trying to tell me in Morse code how much he loathes me; his nose all scrunched up like he’s smelling something foul. Something that should’ve been tossed a long time ago. His mouth curved into a repulsed sneer, almost as if he could hardly contain his surprised disdain. My mother, the beautiful woman with raven-black hair and stunning cinnamon eyes, came with a fucking kid.

Because that’s what I was. A kid. A kid who’d just had his heart broken. Yeah, don’t go there, Tyler. Fuck, I haven’t cried since I was thirteen. No reason to start now. Unless you’ve got 5.6 inches—yes, believe it or not, but eight inches isn’t the average penis length in the US—rammed down your throat. Funny how the fuckers always love and get off on it when you cry, pretending to be choking on their dick.

Yeah, I have no gag reflex. Otherwise, I’d be puking all over Dale’s Italian marble floors right the fuck now. No need to get Dale to throw his favorite sentence at me, though. “You destroy everything, Tyler. Look at your poor mother, aging before her time.” Fuck you, Dale. My mom doesn’t look a day over forty. The Botox you pay for makes sure of that. Besides, if you stick around long enough, folks, I’m pretty sure that it’ll come. The famous sentence. Not the tears. You can wait until hell freezes over before I cry in front of a piece of shit like Dale. But, wait, I forget myself.

It’s my mom, Catarina, the pride and joy of her Mexican immigrant parents, who’s turned out to be the second greatest disappointment of my life and probably hers too as she sits there, manicured hands clasped in her lap, a semi-uncomfortable frown between her black, well-groomed brows. We don’t talk about the greatest. Never. As usual, Mom lets Dale Wilmington Jr., jet-set real estate agent extraordinaire, take care of this one.

“Do you have any idea what it cost me to keep your delinquent ass out of prison? Do you?! Do you even care? What I had to give up because I love your mother?”

Don’t you mean own, Dale? You own my mother. You have for eight years now. Besides, I don’t know. Don’t care. But I’m sure that Dale will tell me any second. What he had to sacrifice this time because, yes, this ain’t your boy’s first rodeo, aka my first encounter with the law. Dale might call me a delinquent, but I am, in fact, a hardened criminal. I have a criminal record that’ll blow your mind, people. Although, up until three weeks ago, my crimes against humanity or the state of California were minor; like shoplifting, trespassing, and public indecency.

“Do you?!” Dale booms and even my mom wakes from her Valium-induced slumber. I shake my head just a little, though, because I have the hangover of all hangovers. And a butthole that appears to be… wrecked? Huh. I must’ve had sex last night. Forgettable like the vast majority of my drunken midnight encounters.

“The Oceanview Project! I had to give that SOB the Oceanview Project!” Dale positively shakes, and although the guy has no soul, he kinda looks hurt. Well, it only seems fair that Marcus gets the Oceanview Condo Project since I burned down his seaside villa—yes, that’s how Marcus referred to it when he swept me away for one weekend fuck fest after another. Right up until I had the audacity to catch feelings for the asshole, and he dumped me. Then I burned his fucking house down. Marcus probably had a hard time explaining to his wife why Villa Seabreeze was now nothing more than a truckload of ashes.

Suits him just right. Dale, not Marcus. Well, Marcus too, but Dale even more, since he was the one who introduced me to his biggest competitor in the Californian real estate empire. Really, Dale is to blame for all this, introducing a fine-aged snack like Marcus to me eighteen months ago. No way I would’ve been able to keep my talons off that one.

“I worked three years to secure that project!” Dale looks one second away from stroking out on his Italian floors while my mom nods her head like she’s never heard anything more profound in her life. After all, Dale’s word is gospel in their Bel-Air mansion. Bel Air. Funny how I can never breathe properly as soon as I turn up their drive on my bike. Mal Air. It should be called fucking Mal Air.

“Marcus has only agreed to this deal because he’s been salivating over the project for years now,” Dale drones on, and I’m officially bored. Just tell me what the punishment is already, Dale. Am I grounded? Or have you closed my credit card, Stepdaddy Dearest? Or wait, do I have to do anger management again? Please, no, Dale. Not the dreaded counseling that I actually really like, by the way. Because it’s the only time someone actually has to listen to me.

The first time they sent me to see a therapist was when I ran away at fifteen because I was gonna go look for… No, Tyler, don’t go there. Anyway, I liked it. I liked Doctor Singleton. And all the doctors that came after. Needless to say, it’s a list as long as my rap sheet.

“Marcus…” Blah, blah, blah. What an epic disappointment Marcus van Linden turned out to be. Not dick wise. No, not that. Top-tier dick on that guy. Marcus comes from superior European genes, after all. The average penis length in the Netherlands beats the American with a whopping 0.74 inches. Choke on that, America. All 6.14 inches. But the lies that came out of his mouth. Yeah, disappointing. If it hadn’t already been broken years ago, he could’ve done a real number on my heart. No, it was just my pride that got hurt. I credit another asshole for breaking my heart.

The next thing that comes out of Dale’s boring mouth catches my attention though, like nothing has in a while.

“... suspended sentence, including community service.” Excuse me, what? No, what the fuck is the point of having a rich, influential Stepdaddy if he can’t get you a sweet deal? Community service? Nah, I don’t think so, Dale.

“You’ll report Monday morning at exactly nine at the Division of Adult Parole down at the California State Department of Corrections and Rehabilitation. Miles will make sure you get there in good time.” Miles is Dale’s driver because Dale has hands made of pure gold or Chinese porcelain or some shit like that which inhibits him from driving his car like the rest of us. Not that I own one. I have my trusted Patricia. An Indian Scout Classic. Sweet ride.

“Your parole contact officer will set up a plan for your community service.” Dale must hear my loud groan because he points a leathery, tanning-salon wrinkled finger at me. “If you fail to show up or cooperate, you will be taken directly to the California City Correctional Facility to serve the full sentence.” Fuck my life.

“What’s the sentence?” I ask, pretending to be bored. It’s the first word I’ve spoken thus far, aside from a raspy ‘Hi, Mom.’ Wrecked from both ends, apparently. Was I in a spit roast last night or was he just an eager motherfucker?

“Six months,” Dale the Dipshit spits like he’s upset that he can’t say forever. Shit. Six fucking months. I have zero illusions about my pseudo-bad-boy act. I wouldn’t last a fucking night in prison. My hole might feel wrecked this very minute, but still, there are degrees of being wrecked. And I’m a pretty boy, taking after my mother, with my near-black curly locks, huge cinnamon eyes, olive complexion, and pouty lips. I’d be a real catch for Boris the Beast or Dean the Demolisher. Yeah, I would be their trophy bitch before I could blurt, ‘I’m good!’ They would fight over me and parade me around, I’m sure. I might be Tyler the Destroyer, but that’s just an act to piss off Stepdaddy Dearest.

Shit. They’ve got me. Dale’s got me, and I can tell by the winning smile that could sell you anything worth selling in California, that he knows it, too. I’m fucked. Thoroughly and utterly fucked.
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Chapter Two
Mitch


Name: Tyler Carter
Age: Twenty-one
Case Number: 21781281


Okay, so there’s gotta be a lot of Tyler Carters out there. California’s a big state. It’s just a cruel coincidence that life sometimes throws your way. A sad reminder of someone you cared about once, someone who slipped from your life. Slipped. He didn’t slip, Mitch. Don’t kid yourself. You left. I had a good reason to. To leave. Sure, you did, but did you have a good reason to cut that boy from your life like a dead branch? It wasn’t my choice. It wasn’t. Yeah, you keep telling yourself that.

“Mitch?” Lana looks at me over the rim of her purple-framed glasses. She’s standing in the door to my office, a cup of coffee in one hand and a look on her face that tells me it’s not the first time she’s said my name. “Your nine o’clock is here. A Mr. Carter. Tyler.” I nod, leaving the past exactly where it belongs. In the past. “Should I send him in, or do you need another minute with the case file?” She nods at the red manila folder on my desk, papers, mostly unintelligible hand-written scribbles, spilling out. “Looks like a thick one,” she winks.

Everyone at the parole office hates a red file. Because it usually means that we’re too late. That someone several steps before us slept on the job and let a kid slip through the cracks of a system that’s as holey as a fishnet. Yeah, red files, especially the thick ones, signify neglect and a failing system overspilling with kids who never really had a chance to begin with. Only this one… an address in Bel Air. Well-off neighborhood. Still, it could be a runaway or a made-up address. You never know.

“Yeah, I’m good,” I groan, wiping at my face. Bree kept us up last night. She had to go wee-wee four times. Jesus, the things you do for love. “Same old story, different kid. Just send him in. Mr. Carter.” I can’t say his first name. Don’t make me say his first name unless you wanna see a grown man fall apart in a gray corner office on a Monday morning.

“Got it,” Lana smiles. Then she looks at the cup in her hand. “Have this. Looks like you need it more than I do right now.” She walks over and places the steaming coffee on my table.

“What? You sayin’ I look tired?” I sigh, reaching for the cup.

“More like something the cat tried to drag in, then decided it was too much of a hassle,” she smirks. I love Lana. She’s a hoot. We’ve worked together for a couple of years now, and she and her fiancé Luis stop by for dinner occasionally. We don’t have a lot of people over during the week because of Cal’s ungodly work hours, but sometimes on the weekends, we try to make an effort. To be social instead of just an old married couple splayed on the couch like a pair of beached whales in front of the TV. I mean, don’t get me wrong. We are. Not beached whales, obviously. But an old married couple. And today, I’m definitely feeling the ‘old,’ thank you very much, Bree.

“Yeah, I feel like it too,” I muse, blowing at the steam before taking a careful sip.

“I’ll bring him through.” Lana smiles, and then she’s gone. I inhale the coffee right until I feel a lingering presence at the door to my office, and I look away from my cup.

“Mr. Carter, come in, please. Have a seat.” I motion at the office chair across from me, like I do several times a day because the kids keep on coming. They keep on piling through my door like I’m hosting a New Balance flash sale. Jesus, if only. At the beginning of my career, I tried to show them some direction and the possibilities for a new life, but these days it feels like I’m just someone who’s here to keep tabs. To make a tick in a box and note down their attendance in a protocol. We’re way too understaffed and underfunded to run a serious operation anymore. I mean, I still try. It costs you nothing to try. But who am I kidding, right?

When he continues to hover in the doorway, I look up. At first, when I take him in, relief courses through me. Because it’s not him. This kid is not my Tyler. This kid is not the boy I loved like a son for eight years and a couple of measly months. He’s not the boy I called mine, and he called me Dad in return. This kid… this is a broken kid and believe me, I know how a broken kid looks because I’ve seen plenty. His slumped shoulders and resigned posture tell tales of a life that has offered him a shitload of letdown with a side of defeats. Yes, plural. An endless succession of defeats.

Then he looks up and I see them. His eyes. That rare, golden cinnamon. Two pools of light chestnut brown with thousands of shades of orange intermingled. I only saw cinnamon eyes twice before in my life. My ex-wife Catarina’s eyes and then his, her son’s. My Tyler.

With that realization, the familiar dull ache in my chest returns and it’s like my heart breaks all over again. It breaks along with the future I made up in my mind for Tyler. A happy future. A future filled with laughter and wins. Friends and girlfriends. High school and college. A bright future. Bright. Bright like my dark-haired boy with the cinnamon eyes. Shit, the lies we tell ourselves to be able to look at our own reflection in the mirror.

I don’t know why I thought Tyler would make it. Make it to that bright, sparkly future I’d made up for him. Because he did tell me, or rather screamed at me, when he clung to my arm, leaving scratches that have since then disappeared, while the scars remain on my soul. He did tell me.

‘Please, Dad. Please take me with you. Why can’t I come with you? Why not, Dad?’ And then, ‘I’ll die without you, Dad. I will. I just know I will.’

‘Tyler. Tyler. Listen to me. I’m not going for good. You hear me? I’m not. I’ll be back. I’ve already made plans with your mom. For the entire summer break, you’ll stay with me, okay Ty? I’ll come for you and then it’ll be just you and me, right Ty-Man? Right, buddy?’

‘No, you won’t. You won’t,’ he shook his head, pleading with me, rivers of tears running desperately down his cheeks. Because he knew. How did Tyler know something back then that I didn’t? That it was going to be the last time I ever saw him. That my promises were worth shit in light of what happened next.

“Oh, fuck no!” the kid—Tyler—spits at me before turning on his heel, giving me the back of his beat-up leather jacket that promises a Sweet Ride in bright orange. Then he’s gone. Slamming the cup on my desk, spilling coffee all over Tyler’s case file, I scramble to my feet. Hell no. Not on my watch. I’m not going to lose him all over again now that he’s just walked back into my life after eight years. Hell no.

I catch up with him in the parking lot, panting and sweating like the old man I am. Well, not old-old. I’m forty-three. And I’m in pretty good shape if I dare say so myself, putting in some time at the gym whenever I can. But since we got Bree, I feel like I’m closer to eighty. I’m so sleep-deprived that I could probably sleep for an entire week if I had the chance. He’s about to climb onto a motorcycle when I reach him. A motorcycle. Why does my Tyler own a motorcycle? Doesn’t he know that those are dangerous? He should… Shit, he should be driving a fucking Volvo with state-of-the-art airbags. Not this… this death machine.

“Where are you going?” I manage to pant. He throws me a sour look, his golden eyes throwing daggers at me. They’re even brighter now that we’re outside.

“The fuck do you care?” he spits, looking at me like I’m solely responsible for ruining his life. Well, maybe I am. Shit.

“I care. Of course, I care,” I hiss, my side stinging like a motherfucker. “Of course, I care, Ty.”

“Don’t call me that!” he grits through his teeth. “Don’t you dare fucking call me that. I’m not Ty. Ty’s gone.” A glimmer of sadness appears in his eyes, the right corner of his mouth trembling slightly. Then he seems to catch himself and the stonewall comes back up. “I don’t want you.” I don’t want you.

“Look, Tyler,” I reach for him, but he shies away from me like a wounded animal who’s been hurt one too many times. I drop my hand to my side, taking a deep breath.

“Look, Tyler. You can’t just run aw—”

“Why not? You did, Mitch.” Mitch. Of course, I’m Mitch to him. What did I expect? And still, my name on his lips sounds like a mockery because I was only ever Mitch to him when he was mad at me. But who the hell am I kidding? Because the kid in front of me is mad. At me. And rightfully so. “Give me one good reason why I should listen to anything you have to say, Mitch.”

“Because you came with a red folder,” I rasp. “Your file,” I add. He looks at me like I just grew a pair of horns and a tail.

“And so fucking what? You think I give a fuck what color my case file is? What, are you fucking senile, Mitch?” The kid sure does like fuck a lot, but even for his generation, the use is kind of excessive. Almost like he’s trying to make it a point to come off as hostile.

“It’s not about the color,” I say. “It’s what it means.” When I don’t continue, he stares me down. His attempt at looking bored fails, though. I see it. That spark of curiosity in his eyes. I know it so well.

‘Where’re we going, Dad?’

‘It’s a surprise.’

‘Is it a good one? Do I get at least a clue? Please gimme a clue, Dad?’

‘Jesus. Okay, so it rhymes with Ty kissing.’

‘Ty kissing? Ty kissing? But… No way? Really? Now? We’re going now?’

‘Sure are, buddy.’

“What does it mean?” he asks eventually, sounding like he can hardly contain his boredom.

“It means that this is your final call, Tyler. This is it. There’s no color after red. Only prison.” I pause while my words sink in. As hard as he tries to keep up his cool exterior, I can tell that Tyler has no illusions about what happens to a kid like him in prison. The US prison system will chew him right up and spit him out again years later, nothing but a bloody pulp with broken bones. There’ll be nothing left of him. Nothing left of my Tyler. “Look, Tyler. I’m your last chance. Your only chance. Just… just give me twenty minutes of your time and hear me out.” Please, hear me out.

He continues to stare at me, playing with the keychain in his hands, running it through his fingers as he contemplates my offer, or perhaps my untimely death. And that’s when I see it. The orange with the silver head. It’s worn and the orange that used to be bright and glowing in the mid-noon light by the lake is now dull and dirty. But it’s still the same. Just like Tyler, it’s still the same. His first fly. The one we made together. He kept it. All those years he kept it. And for some reason, that gives me hope even when there should be none. Tyler keeping his first fly gives me hope. Because that was our thing: fly-fishing. And perhaps he feels the same because although his voice is tinged with hopelessness when he speaks, I notice the tilt at the end. The tilt sounds slightly like the old Tyler when he was curious about something.

“Okay.”
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Chapter Three
Callum 


“Tyler’s back.” My husband looks like he’s ready to face a firing squad. He’s got a vacant look in his light blue eyes and a broken edge to his voice.

“Babe, what do you mean?” I walk, or rather stumble, past Bree because she ain’t moving unless the floor’s on fire. Mitch is standing on the opposite end of the oak kitchen island where I made real French baguettes this morning because they’re his favorites. And because you can’t have onion soup—which is his favorite too—without real baguettes. Anything else is goddamn blasphemy.

‘Gotta spoil your woman, boo,’ my nana always said. Yeah, I scratched the wo- and got myself a man. A real fucking man who can fuck me six ways from Sunday without even breaking a sweat. A man who looks like every healthy teenage boy’s wet dream, the scruff on his chin that rubs you just right, that bulky chest of his that smells like cedar and sex, and those arms that you just wanna lick, lick, and lick some more until your tongue falls off. A man—my man—who looks just two Ts from catatonic right now. What happened between now and two hours ago when I kissed him goodbye?

“He’s back,” he murmurs. “Showed up at the office this morning. Just like that,” he shrugs, looking shell-shocked.

“Babe, you’re not making any sense.” I reach him and wrap him in a baker’s hug—yeah, those are way better than bear hugs because all we do is knead all fucking day and the bear just sleeps. We just knead the heck out of those buns and bread rolls. He sighs against my chest, relaxing into me. “Tyler’s back? Your Tyler?” That last part makes him wince. He nods, swallowing audibly, his fists clinging to my apron like I’m the last straw because a storm blew away the rest. Maybe it did. In the beginning, I always got the feeling that Mitch saw me as his last chance, while I felt like I hit the goddamn jackpot every morning when I opened my eyes. Still do. I swear, most days, I can even hear the machine and the coins dropping. Cha-ching. Mitch-pot.

“Yes. My Tyler. He’s back. And…” he croaks, then shivers against me and I know he’s close to crying. And that’s a big thing for Mitch. Huge, even, because he hasn’t cried since we had to say goodbye to Rollo. “... he’s… shit, Cal, he’s all broken. They… No! I fucking broke him!” he yells into my chest, and I let him because he needs it, and I can take it. He can yell into my chest, and pound at it, too, until the sun burns out. Because that’s who we are to each other. We are each other’s rocks and have been for six years.

“I’m so sorry, babe,” I whisper into his hair. I don’t argue with him. It’s no use. I know how Mitch feels about Tyler. I know all about the guilt and the weight that he carries with him every damn day for leaving that kid behind. Hell, every kid that walks through his office door is him. They’re Tyler. He looks for him in each of their defeated faces. For the boy with the cinnamon eyes who loved fly-fishing as much as Mitch loved him. Limitlessly.

“I’m so sorry. I know what he meant to you. Means to you.” He sniffs, then nods against the apron that he bought for me. That nearly made me lose a finger when I first saw him in it. In all his goddamn naked glory, the top of the apron barely covering his broad, fuzzy chest, and massive shoulders. That smug look on his face, a mischievous glimmer in his eyes, while I inspected my right index finger to make sure it hadn’t ended up in the pile of spring onions.

‘Happy anniversary, sweetheart,’ he purred. ‘The shops were all outta flowers, so I got you me instead. Your very own stud muffin.’ Dayum, I nearly fell to the floor and thanked anything and anyone who might exist for him. For my man. It was our first anniversary. I’d never been happier. ‘You like?’ he did a twirl, revealing him bare-assed, and all plugged up. ‘I got it just for you, sweetheart.’ He gestured at the front of the apron that was doing a piss-poor job at hiding his massive erection. He chuckled because he knew he had me then. ‘Up here, lover boy,’ he tsk-tsked, pointing to his chest. That’s when I noticed the words on the front splayed across his bulging pecs. I’VE GOT EVERYTHING YOU KNEAD, BABY. Yeah, he’s all I need.

“What… Why was he there?” I speak into his salt-and-pepper locks. Mitch seems to collect himself, pushing away from my chest. His eyes are red-rimmed and sad, oh-so sad when he looks up at me. At six-foot-four, I’ve got a few inches on my man. Not in my pants, though. Nope, the palm trees grow all the way into the sky in the southern regions, if you get my drift.

He shrugs, wiping at his scruff. “Why wasn’t he? A rap sheet as long as the California Zephyr.” He swallows, his voice nothing but a low hum. “Red folder, too.” Yeah, Mitch told me about the red folders. “This time he burned down a beach house. Can you believe it? The kid who was always scared shitless during a thunderstorm, afraid the house was gonna catch fire, burned down a damn beach house.” His voice is tinged with bitterness and something else that I recognize as an old wound opening.

He shakes his head, a few locks spilling onto his forehead. There’s something so vulnerably boyish about it. I just want to carry him straight to bed and cuddle him until he forgets his name, or at least all his sorrows.

“Shit, babe,” I say, because what do you say to something like that?

“Yeah, I know,” he leans in and presses a tender kiss to my chin. “That’s why I’m giving him to you, Cal. I can’t fucking bear to give him to anyone else.” His voice cracks, and I reach out, grabbing his cheeks, his stubble tickling my palms as I cradle them in my flour-covered hands.

“Of course you are, babe. No question about it.” He looks straight at me, right into my soul, the silent plea in his light blue eyes slowly giving way to relief.

“Yeah?” he says.

“Of course, M. I’ve got you.” I’ve got you. The past comes washing over me like a tidal wave, bringing me right back to the laundromat down on Wiley Canyon Rd. I’d just moved to the Santa Clarita Valley, three months into the process of restoring an old diner to open my own bakery. I was fumbling with my wallet in front of a washing machine, my fingers stiff and numb from sanding down the walls all day.

‘I’ve got you.’ A deep voice that sounded like a mixture of tires on gravel and a melancholic sax in a sweaty jazz club at 2 am engulfed me. Before I knew it, the stranger dropped some coins into the machine and threw me a smile that, as it turned out, I’d been waiting for my whole life. Him. I’d been waiting for Mitch Cain my whole life.

‘Thanks,’ I mumbled, getting lost in his eyes.

‘No worries,’ he winked, leaning against the washing machine, giving me a once over, a cheeky smile curling the corner of his mouth. Then he stuck out his hand between us. ‘I’m Mitch, by the way.’ The tip of his tongue snuck out as he licked his bottom lip. ‘What’s your name, gorgeous?’ Gorgeous. Just like that. In the middle of a lazy LA afternoon in a rundown laundromat.

‘It’s uhm… I’m Callum. Cal. You can call me Cal,’ I managed to squeak.

‘Cal,’ he repeated, his voice all breathy. ‘Well, Cal, ain’t you just the cutest thing?’ It wasn’t a question. The next part was, though. The most important question anyone had ever asked me. Way more important than his ‘Will you marry me, sweetheart?’ a couple of years later.

‘So, Callum, you-can-call-me-Cal, you wanna hang with me sometime? I’ll show you a good time.’ He was such a wannabe flirt back then, all bright-eyed and bushy-tailed. A baby gay trying to make up for lost time. Not my soft Mitch that he is now.

“Anything you need, babe. I’ve got you,” I repeat, meaning every word, every time, every day. Anything.

“Good,” he smiles half-heartedly. “Because he’s waiting outside.”
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Chapter Four
Tyler


Mitch has a husband. He has a husband. He lives in a small bungalow in Santa Clarita, and he has a husband. And he just murmured ‘Come with me. Come meet Cal,’ like it’s the most natural thing in the world to have your ex-stepdad introduce you to his gay husband. Because, yes, Mitch is gay. He’s gay. We arrived in the residential area where he lives with his husband, Cal, five minutes ago. I followed him there on my bike. He threw one glance at Patricia and decided that she was gonna swallow me whole and drag me to hell or something.

‘I’ve got my truck over here,’ he told me after he’d convinced, or rather intimidated, me into listening to him. Nothing like the imminent threat of going to prison to get your boy to listen.

‘Where’re we going?’

‘My place,’ he threw over his shoulder as he went to his car, a real sweet burgundy Chevrolet truck, but I wasn’t gonna tell him that.

‘Why the fuck are we going to your place? I ain’t going to your fucking place, Mitch.’ I saw him wince again. He does it every time I call him Mitch, so I’ve made a note to do it all the time. Throw in a few extras just for good measure.

‘Because I want you to meet Cal,’ he sighed, coming to a stop in front of his truck. ‘Now, get in the truck, please.’

‘I’m not getting in that piece of shit hick truck,’ I spat, trying for my best disdainful look. The one Dale taught me. Mitch groaned loudly, as he seemed to make a quick cost-benefit in his head.

‘Fine. Suit yourself. Follow me then.’ He reached to open his door but stopped mid-movement. ‘But don’t get any ideas. This is it, Tyler.’

‘Fiiine,’ I threw him a sugary-sweet smile. ‘Anything you want, Mitch.’

“So, what? You’re gay now?” I ask as I trail behind him up the wooden stairs to a deck that probably goes all the way around the bungalow. Real Little House on the Prairie-style coziness in the middle of middle-class LA. The question’s been burning through my mind during the thirty-minute drive here and for the past five minutes since he left me in front of his house with a ‘Wait here. I’ll be right back.’

He turns around when he reaches the deck. He tilts his head but doesn’t say anything which is a little annoying. Because I was hoping he would give me the whole ‘You don’t just become gay, Tyler. It’s not a choice. I was born…’ blah blah blah speech. Because he could’ve fucking fooled me. For eight fucking years, he did. Fool me, that is.

“You comin’ in or what?” he says quietly, apparently going for Mr. Cool, Calm, and Collected parole officer, Mitch Cain. Or maybe he’s not a Cain anymore. Maybe he took his husband’s—Cal’s—fancy name, whatever it is. Maybe Mitch is the bitch in their relationship.

“It’s just… I’m a little confused, Mitch.” I go for my best clueless look. The one that has gotten me out of quite a few misdemeanors over the years. My ‘I’m so sorry, officer. I didn’t know you weren’t allowed to relieve yourself against a McDonald’s’ face. “So, you left Mom for a dude? Is that it? Am I getting all the details straight?”

“No, I didn’t leave your mom for Cal. I left her for me. Now, are you comin’ in or what?” He turns and opens the door, leaving it open for me as he takes off his boots. But what about me? I wanna scream in his face. Why the fuck did you have to leave me too? Was I just collateral damage, Dad? Oh, shit. No, not Dad. He’s not my dad. Never was. He’s Mitch, remember? He’s Mitch and you hate him.

Something smells really fucking great, though, and since I haven’t eaten today, I decide to put my hate on the back burner for a little while and follow him inside. Yeah, I’m only following him inside because I’m reaching the level of hunger where my stomach is trying to eat itself. I shuffle behind him in my biker boots—I ain’t removing ’em in case I need a quick contingency plan—all the way into a large, open-plan kitchen. The unidentified food smells even better in here, like real fancy restaurant type of shit good, and my stomach growls like a feral animal, causing Mitch to snigger.

“What?” I sneer.

“Nothing,” he shrugs. Was Mitch always this passive-aggressive? I don’t recall. There’s a loud clanging from somewhere behind the kitchen island, and a hissed fuck. Must be the infamous husband, aka Cal the Homewrecker.

“Cal? Sweetheart? Meet Tyler,” Mitch calls out, a soft nuance to his voice that brings back memories I’ve tried so hard to delete from my hard drive. Then, a giant of a man surfaces from behind the island, a roll of kitchen towel in his hands, cheeks flushed behind his light brown beard. With a tentative smile, his hazel eyes flicker between Mitch and me. Then he holds up his hands, shrugging apologetically.

“Sorry, Tyler,” he says like he fucking knows me. “Can’t shake your hand right now, man. Piss,” he lowers his voice, shaking his head, his slightly blonder hair spilling onto his forehead.

“Shit, again,” Mitch blurts, rushing to him, inspecting the floor. And… I’m confused. What the fuck is this? Did Cal the Homewrecker just piss himself? He doesn’t look that old. I mean, sure, he’s got that whole rugged-Daddy style going on, but he can’t be more than his late thirties or early forties. Huh, come to think of it, Mitch’s hubby is pretty fucking fine, but if he has an incontinence problem, I’m out. No impromptu golden showers for your boy.

“Yeah,” Cal says. “Third time this morning.” Third time. Wow. “I’ll just go wash up and then we can eat.” He leans in and presses a quick kiss to Mitch’s chin, and then he disappears behind the corner. Mitch glances after him; no, he actually ogles him, and although I should be fucking livid at their lame DDA—Domestic Display of Affection—there’s just something so tender about it that I want to fucking cry. Because they look happy. And I feel like an intruder looking in on a life that was once mine, or at least resembles what I once had with Mitch and Mom.

“You hungry?” Mitch asks as he walks to the stove and tips the lid on a large brass pot. And sweet Jesus at a sauna club, the scent that comes out of that old banged-up pot is heaven. Pure, unadulterated heaven.

“No,” I say, my tongue trying to navigate the ocean of drool building in my mouth. But my stomach is the greatest traitor of all, eliciting a loud, pitiful growl. Mitch pretends to ignore it as he reaches for some ceramic bowls from a shelf above the counter.

“Grab some glasses, will ya?” Mitch nods at a glass cabinet behind me. In a daze, I move, stopping in front of the large cabinet, shelves upon shelves of glasses of all sizes and colors lined up in front of me. And I just stare because they’re all so goddamn pretty and I have no clue which ones to choose. How do you choose between so many pretty glasses?

“Take the orange ones,” a deep voice says to my right, a waft of warm breath hitting my neck. “They’re my favorite.” They’re mine too, I want to say. Orange is my favorite color. Then the warm presence is gone again and replaced by a quiet, intimate murmur around the island.

I open the cabinet door and pick out three orange glasses. I carry them to the kitchen island like they’re the fucking holy grail or something. Three glasses, all in my favorite color. Apparently, Cal’s favorite color, too, because it wasn’t Mitch’s familiar voice that brushed against my ear before. I would be able to pick out Mitch’s voice in a line-up even after all these years. No, that was all Cal. I place the three glasses on the oak kitchen island one by one, counting them in my head as I go. One. Two. Three. One is always alone, right? Two are company. What are three then? Family? Are three a family like we used to be, Mitch, Mom, and me?

Then Mitch places the large pot on the island, followed by the eager clang of cutlery. The smell of melted cheese and freshly baked bread enters my nostrils, while Cal or Mitch, or whoever, chuckles at something. And it’s all too fucking much. It’s just too much. Because here I was, a few hours ago, thinking that I could just run my usual bullshit act past some deadbeat parole officer, and now I’m here. In Mitch’s house. With his husband, Cal. Setting the table for three and we’re having fucking…

Cal opens the lid, beaming brightly at Mitch, his hazel eyes sparkling.

“Ta-da!” He grins while Mitch looks close to swooning. I sneak a peek inside the pot and what the hell is this?

“What the fuck is that?” I point at the pot like it’s a venomous snake.

“It’s onion soup,” Cal says, still smiling. “It’s Mitch’s favorite.”

“I ain’t eating no fucking onion soup,” I spit, because shit, I’m so mad right now. At that imposter onion soup. No fucking onion soup should be allowed to smell so good. This onion soup is now my sworn enemy, like Dale the Dipshit and corn on the cob because it always gets stuck in your fucking teeth.

“Fine,” Mitch shrugs as he starts filling a bowl with steaming hot traitor soup. “The dog can have yours.” Dog? Dog? They have a dog?

“You have a dog?” I squeak.

“Yeah, somewhere around here we do,” Cal says, still fucking smiling.

“You can’t miss her,” Mitch says. “Fat AF.”

“She’s not fat,” Cal mock-scolds, accepting the bowl from Mitch as he breaks off a piece of bread. Looks home baked and all. I decide I hate the bread, too.

“She’s fat, sweetheart. When she turns around, it’s Christmas again.”

“M, cut it out,” Cal laughs in that hearty way that goes straight to your chest—or your balls, if I’m being 100% honest. “She’s not fat. She’s fluffy.” He smears a thick layer of butter on his bread, some dripping down his thick fingers, and I just want to grab his hand and suck the buttery digits into my mouth. Because I’m famished but somehow, I forgot why.

“Fluffy my ass,” Mitch murmurs, filling another bowl.

“You know it is,” Cal smirks and Mitch blushes as he attempts to suppress a moan. What the fuck? I feel like I’m in the goddamn twilight zone.

“Why am I here?” I blurt, and they both look at me like I just asked some advanced mathematical question. Then they look between them, Cal licking butter off his bottom lip like I’m not already close enough to screaming as it is. Then Mitch clears his throat.

“You’re here, Tyler, because you’ll be doing your six months of community service at Cal’s bakery.” Then he starts eating. They both do, fucking humming around their traitor soup. And I’m rewinding like crazy because did Mitch just say what I think he did?

“I’m doing my community service in a fucking bakery? With your stupid baker husband?” Yeah, I know I sound like a bratty kid, but I kind of feel like one right now.

“Yeah,” Cal says, licking that goddamn lip again. “I’ve got a spot open, so you’re in.” I’m in. Hell, no, your boy ain’t in. I’m so out. I’m more out than when I actually came out at sixteen.

“Fuck this shit!” I say, scrambling to my feet, the stupid fancy kitchen stool scratching across their stupid hardwood floors.

“Tyler!” Mitch yells after me, his stool scrambling too. “Wait!”

“Go piss yourself!” I yell. “Just go piss your—” and then something strange happens all at once. Mitch looks… scared or worried. I can’t really tell which, while Cal calls out, “Bree! No!” And then I’m hit full force and slammed to the floor by something that is, in fact, fat but also fluffy, so I guess they were both right.
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Chapter Five
Mitch


Tyler is laughing. He’s full-on laughing. And I see him now, hidden behind the angry exterior. He was right there behind the guarded frown, the defensive posture, and that sailor’s mouth of his. My Tyler. The boy I used to love like he was my own.

Cal has tears in his eyes as we watch Tyler being loved on by Bree. She’s not a dog that takes easily to strangers, half-blind and left behind by her previous owners, tied to a fence behind an old warehouse. No use for her anymore. Too old to be loved, apparently. Too much of a hassle with her incontinence. And sure, she’s somewhat of a hassle with the daily pools of piss around the house when she can’t make it into the backyard. But it’s hard making it anywhere when you constantly bump into stuff because you can’t see a goddamn thing. But she’s not too much of a hassle for my man because he has a heart of pure gold.

That’s why he’s close to tears right now. That heart of his. Because he knows what this means to me. What Tyler means to me.

“Look at them,” he laughs, brushing at his beard. “Aren’t they beautiful? Our girl looks like a little pup again. Your boy, too.”

They are. He is. Tyler was always beautiful, but even more so now as a man. Because Tyler is a man, no doubt about it. He’s not tall, though. Maybe five-foot-six at the most. Catarina is tiny, so it kind of makes sense. It doesn’t keep him from owning the room, though. With that defiant chin of his, pushed out when he’s being contrite. Rebellious.

‘I ain’t guttin’ that fish, Dad.’

‘You are. You caught it, you gut it.’

‘I’m not, Mitch!’

‘Don’t you Mitch me. We gut our own fish, Ty. That’s how we show appreciation for the fish. That it’s not just for sport, but that we’re willing to work for our food. This fish gave its life so you can eat.’

‘I’m not that hungry.’

‘You will be later. Now gut the fish, son. I’m right here with ya.’

‘You promise?’

‘I promise.’

Fuck.

Tyler’s presence was always so strong. Even now when he’s being smothered by Bree. Yes, the dog that moves for no one moved for him when he yelled, ‘Go piss yourself.’ Because that’s her hourly reminder to go into the backyard. Go piss. My man taught her. He’s great like that. Real sophisticated. Ty yelling piss woke her from her deep slumber and nothing rarely does unless Cal’s cooking his famous rosemary lamb chops. That, too, gets the giant white ball of fur going like a goddamn greyhound.

And now she’s full-on licking, drooling, and slobbering on Tyler who just laughs that trickling, featherlight laugh of his. It’s gotten deeper with the years, but it still has that distinct lightness to it. It’s the most beautiful thing ever because he’s laughing in that kind of uninhibited way. You know, the kind of laugh that grows from your belly and lights up your entire being on its way through your throat and mouth until it bursts from your lips like tiny explosions of joy.

And when I turn to look at Cal, I see it on his face too. That look of awe in his eyes, painted across his tanned face like he just witnessed something spectacular. Because he did. He is. Tyler laughing is goddamn spectacular.

“Shit, babe,” Cal whispers. “Bree found her soulmate.”

“Yeah,” I whisper back, afraid that I’ll disturb the moment. Their moment. “She did,” I say, my voice all raspy. And I found my boy again. He’s back. Shit, I missed him. So much. My chest expands as I take in a deep breath, my entire body shaking as I release it. Cal wraps his arm around my shoulders, leaning in, murmuring against my temple, “It’s okay, babe.” I nod, swallowing behind the lump the size of Kentucky in my throat, tears pressing behind my eyes. “You got him back now, M. Now we just gotta keep ’im. Make sure he knows he’s wanted.” We. Such endless comfort in such a small word.

“Stop! Stop!” Tyler laughs, squealing, from the floor, but Bree has decided to camp out on top of him. With her snout pressed against his nose, she looks completely lovestruck. The front of Tyler’s black T-shirt is covered in sticky drool, his slim chest heaving beneath her giant furry paws. “Aren’t you a pretty girl?” he coos, rubbing at her fluffy ears with both hands. His cinnamon eyes are beaming brightly, thick black eyelashes fluttering as he blows dog hair from his lips. Bree rewards him with a languid lick, making him squirm beneath her. “Yes, you are. Yes, you’re such a good girl, aren’t you? You’re just so pretty. So, so pretty.”

Cal clears his throat when Bree attempts to gobble up Tyler’s entire face to show him just how much of a good girl she is.

“Bree,” Cal claps his hands together, and she, of course, pretends to ignore him. She may be half-blind, but we’ve got it from good authority, aka the shelter, that there isn’t anything wrong with her hearing. “Bree, baby, leave the kid alone already.”

A reluctant, pitiful whine escapes Bree as she offers Tyler one final lick along his chin. Then she turns and shoots Cal and me a warning glare. I licked him, so he’s mine. Cal just shrugs while he pats his thigh.

“Come here, girl.”

Releasing herself from her new daybed, she waddles over to Cal, tongue hanging out, panting from the unfamiliar exertion. When she reaches him, she complains for good measure before settling on the floor next to him.

“That’s a good girl, Bree.” He leans down and pats her head.

“Fucking hell,” Tyler groans, wiping at his face. “Was that a dog or a fucking pony?” He shakes his head, his black curls bobbing all over the place before they settle around his face again like a dark crown. Looking dazed, he blinks his eyes a couple of times.

“That’s just Bree,” Cal chuckles while I go to the island. Opening a drawer, I pick out one of the softest kitchen towels I can find. A burnt orange with a dark green trim. Walking toward Tyler, I hand it to him.

“Thanks,” he mumbles, his gaze flickering between me and the floor. “She’s real cute,” he adds, a softness to his voice for the first time since I met him this morning. “What kinda breed is she?”

“She’s a rescue, so we don’t really know for sure,” I say as I watch him wipe his face, the orange such a contrast to his dark hair and olive complexion. His cheeks are flushed now, with those freckles I almost forgot about sprinkled across the ridge of his nose. Tyler was always a good-looking kid, but now… he’s stunning. “The shelter said there’s definitely some English Sheepdog in her but maybe also some malamute.”

“Yeah?” He looks directly at me, his eyes pinning me to the spot. “You still into strays, Mitch?” He tips his chin, a defiant curl at the right corner of his mouth. My first instinct is to ignore that. Ignore him. But then I realize that it’s probably what he’s used to. Being ignored.

“You were never a stray, Ty.”

He winces, then mumbles, “I told you not to call me that.”

“Sorry. But you weren’t. I always wanted you, Tyler.”

“Yeah, well, you could’ve fooled me, Mitch, when you didn’t call on my birthday or come for me like you promised.” He spits the words with venom, but his eyes project sadness. So much sadness.

“I’m sorry about that, Tyler. I truly am. It was never my intention to disappear like that. I’m just so grateful—”

“Yeah, well, it’s all water under the bridge now anyway, right Mitch? Looks like you got yourself a sweet little life now, hubby, puppy, and all.”

“There’s always room for you too, Tyler,” I rasp, forcing all my hurt back. This is not about me right now. This is about Tyler. “Whenever you need it, there’s a home for you here. With Cal and me. Nothing more, nothing less.”

He looks at me like I just spat in his face. Then he shakes his head, licking his chapped lips.

“So, what time do I need to be at your little bakery?” he throws at Cal.

“4 am,” Cal says. Then he walks toward Tyler, his eyes not leaving his. “Gimme your phone,” he says when he comes to a stop in front of Tyler.

“I ain’t giving you m—”

“Give it to me,” Cal demands, gesturing his fingers between them. “I’ll put in my number and the address.” Tyler seems to deflate, then pulls out his phone from his back pocket. The screen looks battered, like it’s taken every hit and fall its owner has. There’s a worn sticker on the back of a bearded lumberjack-looking guy. You can just make out the caption behind Tyler’s hand. I LOVE BEAR DICK. Shit, is this kid for real?

Cal pretends to ignore the sticker, but the telltale way he grabs the back of his neck, twisting his outgrown hair, doesn’t elude me. He’s seen it too. While he adds his number and address to Tyler’s phone, I turn toward the island, picking up the pot, and carrying it to the stove.

“Don’t be late,” Cal says.

“Sure thing, Cal,” Tyler quips. “I’ll just time it with a late-night tumble, if you know what I mean. Always hungry for some sweet treats after—”

“Right,” Cal interrupts him, and I notice a slight tremble in his voice. I turn from the stove, taking the two of them in. Tyler looks tiny next to Cal. So small and lost… and angry. Yeah, he’s back to being hostile again, a petulant pout curling on his lips.

“You sure you won’t stay for dinner?” I manage to say, although I already know the answer.

“Nah, I’m good. I’ll grab a snack later, Mitch.” He walks a few steps backward, his eyes not leaving Cal. “Good meeting ya, Cal,” the little fucker winks, then turns around. A few seconds later, I hear the door and then his bike roaring angrily outside. I exhale.

“Let’s eat, babe,” Cal says, walking toward the island. I nod, strangely aware that everything I know to be my life has just changed. Tyler’s back. He’s back. Cal comes up next to me, pouring the now-cold soup from the bowls back into the pot. “It’s okay, M. Everything’s going to be okay. We’ll get him straightened out. He’s just hurtin’, that’s all.” I nod, stirring the soup.

“You promise?” I croak, all needy.

“I promise, M.”

“He hates me,” I say.

“That’s not hate, babe. That’s hurt,” Cal leans in, kissing my chin. I lean into him, feeling his familiar solid presence, chasing his kiss.

“You think so?”

“Yeah. I do.”
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Chapter Six
Callum


This is the fourth year I’m doing this. Working with the Los Angeles County Parole and Probation Office. It was through Mitch, obviously, that I got involved, but it was my idea to include the homeless shelter down the block in the program. I’d already been donating bread and birthday cakes to the shelter for three years when I met Mitch. I suggested cooperating with the shelter one day when he was moaning about how hard it was to get the kids to feel a sense of community. They’d been on the outside for so long that most of them felt disconnected from the world around them. If there was only a way that we could give the kids who came through my bakery a sense of the community they should actually be serving; the community they’re a part of themselves. The people who have nothing and have been left behind.

Solidarity. That’s what I was taught from an early age by Father Reynolds. I was a choirboy, believe it or not. It could have easily gone the other way, though. I was a little out of control back in the day, to say the least. Growing up in a rough neighborhood with my grandmother and younger sister, it was a daily battle to stay on the straight and narrow. So, as a last resort, Gran sent me to church. Father Reynolds took one look at a scrawny, eleven-year-old me and said, ‘Sing.’ And I started singing. And made both Gran and Father Reynolds cry. So yeah. I dodged a bullet and now I try to give back by helping where I can.

When I told Tyler not to be late, I had zero expectations he would be punctual. I always say it for good measure because teaching these kids about accountability is key. Not only to others, but also to themselves. So, when I pull up in front of Bake My Day—yeah, I know, my sister Theresa’s idea—at exactly 3:48 am and Tyler is waiting for me, leaning against the front of the shop, I’m surprised, to say the least. And I guess he wasn’t kidding when he said that he’d be coming straight from a club. Because he does look like someone who’s been partying all night. Well, just another thing we need to work on. Little boys belong in their bed at night and not God knows where with God knows whom.

“You’re late,” he throws at me, as soon as I exit my van. Snarky. Well, I wasn’t expecting anything less.

“Check your watch, kid,” I say, nodding at his neon-orange wristwatch. At first, he frowns, a puzzled pout shaping his lips, then he looks at the clock.

“Oh shit,” he chuckles. “I’m early. I’m never early.” He smiles at me stupidly, like he’s truly surprised by his own punctuality. Then he giggles, brushing at his face, smearing even more mascara around his eyes. His left arm is adorned with stamps from various nightclubs, so I doubt he’s had any sleep. That’s hardly anything out of the ordinary, though. I’ve had my fair share of sleep-deprived kids napping under the counter or in the storage room.

“You better not be drunk,” I sigh. “If you’re drunk, I gotta send you home, and you’ll be marked down as absent.”

“I’m not drunk,” he bats his black eyelashes at me, and briefly, he looks all innocent and untainted by this world. “I promise, Caaal,” he purrs, as he leans in against my chest, the nauseatingly sweet scent of Malibu emanating from him.

“Good. Let’s go then. We’ll start with a tour.” I walk past him, and he wobbles ominously on his feet, but I decide to give him the benefit of the doubt. If I want him to trust me, I have to show him the same courtesy. That’s only fair. I pull out my keys and unlock the glass door to the bakery. Holding the door for Tyler, he steps inside.

“You know, it’s a pretty lame name for a bakery,” he quips, sliding past me and brushing his shoulder against my chest.

“Oh, yeah? Well, if you think of something better, let me know.” He pauses, scrunching his nose, the sprinkling of freckles glowing in the brightness of the overhead lights. When I renovated the place, I had windows installed in the ceiling to give the place an airy feel. Along with the cream-color walls and the cherrywood counter, the place looks spacious and inviting. In one corner, there’s a small seating arrangement of soft chairs and a thrift store coffee table, but aside from that, it’s a bakery and not a coffee shop.

“You’d let me change the name?” he says, his eyes bright and alert.

“Maybe,” I shrug. “If you can come up with something better.” In an instant, his face transforms and he bounces on his feet in front of me.

“Oh, you’re on! You’re so fucking on.” Then he enters the shop, still bouncing in his gray New Balance sneakers. Looking around, he wolf whistles while bobbing his head, black curls blowing all over the place. I don’t think I’ve ever seen hair this color, and we get a lot of Latino kids coming through. It’s not jet black. There’s no blue tint to it. But it’s not brown, either. It’s just… Tyler black, I guess. And why am I thinking about Tyler’s hair?

“Cool place, old man,” he does a twirl, taking it all in. “It’s okay if I call you old man, right? I mean, since you’re married to my good ol’ Stepdaddy Mitch and all? Or do you prefer Daddy?” he smirks, nibbling his bottom lip, cinnamon eyes staring me down challengingly.

“I prefer Cal,” I say. I know his spiel. If he can get a rise out of me, he thinks he can add me to a long list of people who’ve had enough of him. Who’ve decided he’s not worth the hassle. That he’s a lost cause. Shit, this kid is so far from a lost cause. He has no idea what being a lost cause even means.

He sighs, playing with his cuticles as he tilts his head, mumbling something that sounds like ‘bummer.’ Then he stretches lazily, yawning loudly, and it’s then I notice the front of his baby-blue top. Creampie. It’s splayed across his frail chest in shimmery pink lettering. For fuck’s sake. He must notice my frown because he looks down at his shirt.

“Oh yeah,” he laughs, but not like he laughed yesterday when Bree was loving on him. It’s more forced. Rehearsed. Almost as if he intentionally tries to sound carefree. “You like, Cal-Bear? It was the most professional bakery attire I could find.”

“You can wear whatever you want,” I swallow, keeping my voice steady. “As long as it’s clean.” I scrunch my nose, taking him in. It looks clean enough.

“Jeez, Cal-Bear. What do you take me for? Of course, it’s clean,” he smiles endearingly. “I was a good boy and made sure to swallow.” He searches my face for any sign of annoyance or disapproval, but I know for a fact that he won’t find any. He can come at me all day and I won’t play along on his little game called ‘Get Cal to throw me out on my ass.’ He can even call me fucking Cal-Bear for all I care.

“Good,” I tip my chin. “Follow me.”

“Sure thing, Cal-Bear,” he skips after me. Shit, this is gonna be a long-ass day. As we walk past the counter, I stop, nodding at the fancy espresso machine Theresa insisted I purchase. The Rancilio Silvia. It’s a goddamn devil machine, is what it is. I swear the thing has it out for me, spewing warm milk at me whenever possible.

“You need a coffee?” I ask, praying to God that he says no. The kid looks more like a Red Bull type of guy, anyway. I usually avoid going anywhere near the machine until Theresa comes in for her shift at 6. We open at 6:30 and while I make deliveries and stop by the shelter, Theresa runs the place. She doesn’t have classes until early afternoon and we’re closed by then. Bake My Day is not a fancy coffee shop where the TikTokers hang out, plotting to take over the world. This is a place for the early risers. The working crowd who’s looking for a quick caffeine fix and a buttery sugar boost before work. My clientele are the construction workers and the nurses. The mechanics and the secretaries. The average blue-collar Joes and Janes. And I like it that way.

“Nah, I’m good,” he smiles, sweeping his slender fingers along the countertop. His light blue nail polish is chipped, and for some reason, that gets to me. It looks sad and neglected. A beautiful boy like Tyler shouldn’t be wearing chipped nail polish. He just shouldn’t.

I give him a quick tour of the kitchen and the different machines and storage rooms. To my surprise, he stays quiet as he appears to take it all in. No smart-ass remarks, deep sighs, or bored eye rolls. From time to time, he’ll ask a question, but they’re relevant like what types of flour I use or how many cinnamon buns I bake a day. By the end of the twenty-minute tour, Tyler looks wiped out and ready to fall flat on his face.

“Let’s get you something to eat before you tip over,” I say, squeezing his shoulder as I walk past him to the pantry. It’s where I keep the bread we didn’t sell the day before, so Theresa can bring it with her to her study group if she wants. “What’s your poison?” I ask over my shoulder and nearly smack my face right into Tyler’s. Standing right behind me, he grabs my waist to keep his balance.

“Holy shit,” he says, a glazed-over look in his eyes. “Did I just die and go to fucking heaven?” I can’t help laughing. He does kind of look like this is his idea of heaven. Sliding toward a shelf, he takes in the baskets of bread, frowning before he moves on to one with donuts. “How many can I have?” he whispers in visible awe.

“As many as you want,” I say, swallowing behind a lump building in my throat. The kid looks like he’s ready to drop to his knees and worship the glazed donuts.

“Yeah?” He turns around, looking straight at me. “Really?”

“Sure,” I shrug. “We can’t sell them anyway, so knock yourself out.” He quickly grabs one with a chocolate glaze and then one with rainbow sprinkles. Stuffing an entire donut into his mouth, I notice the exact moment when the flavor hits his tongue.

“Fruckin’ hwell, Cal,” he moans around the sugary goodness. “Tis’ the bwest frucki’ donut I ever hwad!” I chuckle as I nod because, yes, I make a pretty mean donut. Smacking his lips, a smear of chocolate glaze across his chin, he looks at me like I’m the second coming of Christ or hung the goddamn moon. “Cal, you’re my hero,” he purrs, wiping non-existent tears from his eyes.

“Right, kid, don’t go stroking out on me now. We’ve got work to do.”

“But seriously, Cal-Bear,” he blabbers on as I search the stack of aprons for one that’ll fit him. “That’s fucking magic. It’s like… like a mouth orgasm, man.” He shakes his head in disbelief, his eyes blazing from the building sugar high. “Shit, Cal-Bear, you’ve ruined me for all other bakers. A donut will never just be a donut again.” I burst out laughing because this kid is ridiculous.

“Easy now, kid,” I laugh, placing one of Theresa’s aprons in his hands. “Try this on. If it’s too big, we’ll have to order some for you, but they won’t get here until Wednesday.”

“I get an apron?” he beams. “Do I get a hairnet too?” he bats his lashes. My gaze zeroes in on the smear of chocolate across his cheek.

“You’ve got a little…” I gesture to my own cheek.

“Yeah?” he continues to stare at me. “Can you get it for me, Cal?” he breathes.

“Sure,” I say, searching the shelves for some paper napkins. Grabbing one, I lean in and wipe his cheek carefully. His skin vibrates beneath my fingers as he stays motionless while I clean the chocolate away.

“All done,” I croak, exhaling.

“Thanks,” he whispers, his fingers sweeping along his cheek where mine just were.

“No worries,” I murmur. “Let’s get you dressed. I mean, put on the apron and follow me.” Shit.

“Aye-Aye, Mr. Baker Boss!” He quips as he starts battling with the apron, managing to get his right arm tied together with his neck.

“For Pete’s sake,” I groan as I pull at the ties, beads of sweat breaking across my forehead. Tyler holds still while I untie a knot that’d make any Boy Scout green with envy, his warm breath hitting my neck in warm little bursts. As I finally manage to get his apron adjusted around his slim waist, I’m ready for a nap. Or a vacation. Or both. Mitch owes me one.

“So, what are we baking today?” Tyler claps his hands together with evident glee. He appears to be over the hurdle, full-on beaming with adrenaline, his eyes bursting with energy. At twenty-one, he’s seventeen years my junior, and don’t I feel it right now?

“We’ll start with the baguettes,” I say. “We use them for grab-and-go subs. They’re high in demand. Especially those with Theresa’s egg salad.”

“What’s a baguette?” he frowns. I look around the shelves and find a stack from yesterday. We usually use the leftovers for cheese and turkey sandwiches that we drop off at the school down the block. You would be surprised at how many kids go to school with an empty stomach and no lunch in sight. I pick one up and hand it to him.

“This is a baguette,” I say. Grabbing it, he holds it up in front of him while he looks between the baguette and the donut clasped in his other hand. Mischief flashes across his face.

“So, which one are you, Cal-Bear?” he says, all sugary sweet, a devilish fire in his eyes. When he attempts to stuff the baguette into the donut, I gulp once before gulping some more. Then I shake myself.

“Cute, Tyler. Real cute,” I say. “C’mon.”

“Ugh, you’re no fun!” he complains.

“This ain’t supposed to be fun, kid. This is community service,” I growl unintentionally. Where the hell is Theresa? I need a coffee. Jesus, I need a coffee IV, that’s what I need. The things you do for love, right? There’s nothing I won’t do for Mitch, but he owes me for this one. He owes me big time.

“We should make a bagnut,” Tyler pipes up as he munches on what looks like a bite of baguette and half a donut. “It’s gonna be fucking epic, Cal-Bear.”

“Bagnut?”

“Yeah,” he licks his lips, a few rainbow sprinkles stuck to his chin. Jesus, this kid is a walking, talking nightmare. “A baguette shaped like a donut. With glaze, of course. A little more substance for the beefy dudes. It’ll be a sure sale for the construction type of guys. A bagnut. It’s catchy. ‘Here, grab a bagnut!’ Just give me a cut of the profits, Cal-Bear. Let’s say… 25% and you’ve got yourself a deal.”

Right.


[image: image-placeholder]






Chapter Seven
Tyler


It’s been a little over a week since I started doing my community service at Cal’s bakery. It’s okay, I guess. I mean, it could be a whole lot worse. Cal’s cool enough; his only flaw appears to be that he’s totally besotted with Mitch. It’s still weird as fuck that Mitch is gay and has a husband, but I guess sometimes life just goes in weird directions like that. Theresa, Cal’s younger sister, is fucking hilarious. She’s totally on board with the whole bagnut idea, and we’re at the stage where we’re testing possible fillings. The coconut cream was awesome. It squirted all over the kitchen and it kind of looked like… yeah, you know. Even Callum the Contrite had to admit that it was fucking funny. We’re calling it a happy-ending bagnut for now. Next step is testing the dulce-de-leche filling I found in the back of a cabinet. Yummyyy.

I haven’t seen much of Mitch, and when he does stop by, he keeps his distance. Cal has invited me over for dinner a couple of times and as much as I want to see that huge-ass dog again because she was cuteness overload, I can’t bring myself to accept. I don’t want their easy domestic banter and words dripping with affection. I don’t want their shared, knowing looks and their stupid, cozy kitchen. They can keep that shit to themselves, along with their gross traitor soup.

Besides, I’m wiped out after a shift at Bake My Day. Literally wiped out. The moment I get home to my one-bedroom apartment in South Pasadena, I literally face-plant on my bed. Hours later, I wake up groggy, in the middle of the afternoon, the world humming outside, a strange void in my chest. I’ve stopped going out. I don’t feel like it. I can’t pinpoint why, but the idea of grinding against some stranger on a crowded, sweaty dance floor makes me nauseous.

Instead, I’ve picked up sketching again. I used to do it throughout my time at the preppy high school that Dale the Dipshit sent me to ‘to get the punk straightened out, Catarina darling.’ Shit, I hated that school. If it weren’t for all the preppy mommies’ boys who were queuing up for hand jobs and blowies, I would’ve died from boredom. You would be surprised how many closeted, horny rich kids you can fit into a prestigious high school. Spoiler alert: it’s a lot. So, when I wasn’t giving out hand jobs left and right, I was sketching. Needless to say, I had chronic carpal tunnel syndrome all the way through high school. But it got me through.

And now I’m back at it. Sketching, not blowies-on-demand. Every afternoon, as soon as I wake up, I drag my ass down to Garfield Park, my sketchbook and Red Bull in my orange Vans backpack. I love people-watching. Always have. People do the weirdest-ass shit when they don’t know that anyone is watching. There’s this little old lady who sneaks pear schnapps into her coffee and then shares it with her purple poodle. I shit you not—and she looks like the happiest soul on earth. The dog, too. And the skater boys checking each other out. The cutest fucking thing. All these girls sitting on the grass drooling over these dudes, and all they want to do is fuck each other. Hilarious.

I even started bringing the sketchbook with me to work. Theresa asked if she could see it and she went batshit crazy over the skater boys, too. Even Cal had to admit that they were fine as fuck with their flowy, shoulder-length hair and low-riding pants. Today, he asked me to bring it with me to the shelter. Said the kids would love to see my stuff, too. So that’s pretty much what I’ve been doing for the past forty minutes or so—drawing with a group of kids between the ages of eight and thirteen, I guess. Cal occasionally throws me fond smiles while he’s talking to Father Reynolds and a younger guy, Dwayne, who’s a volunteer. Fond. It’s been a while since anyone has looked at me the way Cal-Bear does. With a quiet kind of approval. Like, the other day, when I finally nailed the apple pie recipe without burning down the kitchen. Pride. I could’ve sworn that there was pride in his eyes. I haven’t seen that in someone’s eyes since… yeah, don’t go there, Tyler.

“How do you do the hands?” Venus asks, a cute-ass frown between her dark eyebrows. She was one of the first kids who came over when I started drawing. Lingering at the other end of the table, she looked like she was afraid I was going to tell her to fuck off. Then, when I threw her a pack of crayons, she smiled like it was fucking Christmas, her entire face overtaken by the most dazzling smile. She’s been my shadow ever since.

“Hands are tricky,” I agree, bumping my shoulder against hers, causing her to giggle. “Sometimes I cheat, too,” I say with a giggle of my own.

“Cheat?” she pouts. “How?”

“I draw people with their hands behind their backs, or maybe they’re holding something?” I say, showing her on my paper what I mean.

“Maybe he doesn’t have any,” a teen called Leo mumbles around a mouthful of Skittles. “Like my dad’s cousin Marley. He doesn’t have any. Hands, I mean,” he offers as he crunch-crunches, his tongue purple.

“Shut up!” Cherise, Venus’ twin sister, chimes in. “He has no hands?! What happened?”

“He was just born that way, I guess,” Leo shrugs, like he’s answered that question a million times. He grabs another handful of Skittles, picking out the purple ones and leaving the rest on the table.

“You can’t be born without no hands,” Ahmed shakes his head, brown curls bobbing all over the place. He’s the only one who isn’t drawing, reading a comic instead, a green monster with orange horns on the front.

“Sure, you can,” Leo says solemnly. “Marley’s one of those tailomid babies.” I try to swallow my laugh and end up coughing instead.

“Thalidomide,” I wheeze, tears in my eyes. Fuck, these kids are something.

“That’s what I said,” Leo frowns.

“Sure,” I nod, showing Venus how to draw a kid holding a book in his hands.

That’s when Dwayne’s deep voice booms through the common area, and my eyes automatically go to where he has Mitch in a bro hug, slapping his back with his hand.

“Mitch, my man!” Dwayne shakes his head, his entire face overtaken by a wide smile. “Where the hell have you been, man?” Father Reynolds clears his throat at the curse word, and Dwayne mumbles what I assume is an apology, still beaming at Mitch like he invented Pop-Tarts or some shit like that.

“Busy, you know,” Mitch reaches out and ruffles Dwayne’s huge mob of black curls. “Straightenin’ out brats like you,” he winks.

“Shut up,” Dwayne laughs, tilting his chin. “I ain’t a kid no more.” It’s true. Dwayne’s huge, towering over both Mitch and Father Reynolds. Only Cal stands taller. He’s a bear, after all. Mitch nods, glancing around the room. As if he’s read his mind, Cal leans in and speaks something to Mitch while pointing in my direction. My cheeks instantly heat, and as soon as I see Mitch moving toward me, I puff out my bird’s chest and shoot my most defiant chin forward.

Coming to a stop next to the table, Mitch peeks over Cherise’s shoulder, taking in the huge sunflower she’s currently filling in with yellow.

“Love your sunflowers,” Mitch hums, and the sound of his familiar voice goes straight to my gut. While he keeps talking, Mitch looks directly at me. “Once drove past an entire field of them. Just rows and rows of sunflowers. Never-ending. One of the most beautiful things I ever saw.” I know. It was. I was right there in his car with him. I must’ve been around nine or ten. We pulled over and just stood there under the burning afternoon sun, glaring at thousands of flowers, mesmerized. And happy. That was the first time I called him Dad. It just slipped right out of my mouth in front of those sunflowers. I fucking hate them now. Traitor flowers making me think I could have a life that was never intended for me to begin with.

I’m the first one to break our glaring contest, looking back down at my paper where I’m sketching one of the skater boys from the park. He’s flying through the air, clutching the board, curly hair adorning his face.

“You’re drawing?” Mitch says carefully, nodding at the drawing. I’m seconds away from a smart retort but catch myself. I try to tell myself I don’t want to tell him off in front of the kids, but the truth is, over the past week, my animosity has started dissolving. It’s exhausting to stay mad at someone for over a decade. It truly is. Takes real effort, people. And the way Cal, Theresa, and now Dwayne act when Mitch is around, I have to admit that he appears to be just as I remember him. A good guy. Besides leaving Mom and me, Mitch was always one of the good ones. The best.

“Yeah, it’s been a while,” I say, looking back up, my gaze connecting with his. There’s a hint of wistfulness in the light blue that mirrors the heaviness in my chest.

“You used to do it all the time. Those massive fish with huge teeth.” He wipes at his scruff.

“I don’t remember,” I say.

“Yeah, you used to draw them on the blank pages in all your mom’s cookbooks. Drove her crazy,” he chuckles carefully, pausing. He looks unsure, as though he wants me to give him a sign that this isn’t forbidden territory. I nod, the movement of my chin barely there, but Mitch must catch it because relief sweeps across his face. “So, I went out and bought you a sketchpad. You burned through the first one in a weekend, your pencils on fire.” Yeah, I remember now. I swallow behind the lump building in my throat.

“I think I remember that,” I croak. “Sharks, right?” I search his face, seeing his eyes are bright. Shiny.

“Yep. Stacks and stacks of sketchpads with huge sharks, each one scarier than the next.” His voice trails off and I only just catch the last part. “Kept some, actually.”

“You did?” I blurt, my voice ridiculously loud to my own ears. Mitch nods, looking down at the worn linoleum floor.

“Yeah,” he mumbles, throwing me an indecipherable look that looks like it could tilt over into hurt any second. Shifting on his feet, he looks up again. “Look, Tyler, I know that Cal’s been asking you to come over for dinner again.” He hesitates, licking his bottom lip. “The offer still stands, you know. From the both of us.” The air crackles between us, Mitch standing stoic like he’s afraid to breathe. That I’ll come at him full force, stomping his invitation to death on the puke-green linoleum floor.

“What are you making?” I find myself asking, a raspy edge to my voice. Relief sweeps across Mitch’s face, a glimmer of hope in his eyes.

“I don’t know yet.”

“Burgers?” I ask, attempting nonchalance.

“Sure. Why not?” he says, burying his large hands in his pants pockets. “Cajun?”

“Obviously!” I blurt, the pretend aloofness gone in a split second. “It’s a given,” I grin stupidly. Mom used to make fun of us. That we weren’t in Louisiana and that we couldn’t turn every dish into a Cajun version. Our combined answer was always, ‘Why not?’

“Great,” Mitch continues to smile. “Come by at six.”

“What’s Cajun?” Leo asks a little too loudly, probably flying high on a cloud of Skittles.

“I’ll tell you in a minute,” I ruffle his hair, my eyes not leaving Mitch’s. “Okay,” I say. “Six it is.”
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Chapter Eight
Mitch


“Look at those two,” Cal whispers against my right ear, his chin leaning on my shoulder, strong arms wrapped around my midsection. And I do. I just look at the two of them, Tyler and Bree, as they lie on the sunbed in our overgrown backyard, completely engulfed in their own little world. Bree is, of course, splayed on top of Tyler again, happily licking his face like he’s a long-lost pup from the same litter. Tyler is squealing as he tries to push her off half-heartedly, wiping at his chin.

“Where’s your ball, Bree Baby?” he wheezes between fits of giggles that go straight to my core, doing something funny there that’s been growing ever since Tyler reentered my life. “Go get your ball, baby girl,” he pants and laughs, and I laugh right along with him, my back pressed against Cal’s vibrating front because he’s chuckling too.

“She probably ate it,” I throw in Tyler’s direction, a laugh escaping with my words.

“Stop it,” Cal hums against my ear. “It’s time to flip those burgers, babe,” he pats my butt fondly. Shit! The burgers. I completely forgot. They’re gonna be well done by now. I reluctantly disentangle myself from Cal’s arms and the glorious spectacle in front of me to rush to the grill. We decided to cook outside since the evening breeze was just too sweet to pass up. We have an outdoor kitchen because, in the valley, it gets hot as fuck most days, but some evenings, a cooling breeze sweeps through and it’s just divine. Cooking and eating inside would be blasphemous. Tonight’s one of those evenings.

“Something smells fantastic,” a breathy voice wafts across my chin as Tyler peeks over my shoulder at the generous-sized burgers and golden, crispy corn.

“You sound surprised,” I say, my eyes fixed on the burgers. “Are you questioning my BBQ skills, young man?” The Ty was right there on the tip of my tongue, but I know better.

“Of course not, oh Great Wizard of Cajun Cooking,” Tyler laughs, leaning in and dipping his finger into the barbeque sauce.

“Hey!” I mock-scold, my heart suddenly full. Because he remembered. He and Catarina used to tease me that I was some Cajun Wizard who would only show his face when it was time to grill something, sleeping in a small magic tent the rest of the time. Tyler throws me a cheeky grin and a knowing wink before his index finger disappears into his mouth behind his pink lips.

“Hmmm,” he hums while rolling his eyes exaggeratedly in ecstasy. “Fuck, that’s the stuff dirty dreams are made of, Mitch,” he drawls, eyes closed, dark lashes brushing against his olive skin, as he licks his lips. My gaze zeroes in on a solitary bead of sweat clinging to his upper lip as the tip of his tongue peeks out. Then, a loud clang followed by a string of curses resound behind me, and I jump out of my… whatever that was.

“Shit!” When I turn around, I find Cal crouching on the deck, mumbling to himself, lettuce everywhere, and the salad bowl split in half.

“Let me help!” Tyler rushes to his side and crouches down next to him as he starts picking up leaves of green lettuce, inspecting them. “They’re still good, Cal-Bear,” he says, smiling at Cal, who has his gaze fixed on the deck. Cal-Bear? Oh, this is rich. My man has been holding out on me.

“Yeah,” Tyler speaks eagerly, looking up, squinting at the evening sun. “That’s his new nickname. Didn’t he tell ya?” He grins knowingly, poking his elbow against Cal’s. Shit, I didn’t even realize that I was talking out loud. “What, Cal-Bear? You’re keeping secrets from your man?”

“Shut up, brat,” Cal groans. “And we can’t eat these. Unless you like dog piss as your salad dressing.”

“Nah, I’ll pass.” Tyler picks up the rest of the lettuce and stands, cradling them in his arms. “Although, I once used another body flui—”

“Don’t!” Cal growls, getting up too, the broken bowl clasped in his hands. “Whatever it is, I don’t wanna know,” he throws Tyler a warning look that weirdly goes straight to my balls. Shit, I forgot how goddamn hot a grumpy, growly Cal is. He rarely comes out to play, but when he does… dayum. In those early days when we first got together… shit, he would get all possessive and growly if another guy even looked my way. If anyone even breathed in my vicinity in a bar, he would wrap his beefy baker’s arms possessively around me and throw them a death glare. So. Damn. Hot. ‘You’re mine, Mitch,’ he would rasp later, his words deep stutters as he pounded into me. ‘This fucking hole belongs to me. Only me. All. Fucking. Mine.’

“Mitch?” Tyler looks at me, tilting his chin toward the grill. “Something’s burning.” Shit. Of course, something’s burning. My damn shorts are on fire, too. This is a goddamn disaster, is what it is. Wizard, my hairy ass.
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“This was so goood,” Tyler slurs, rubbing his belly, a sedated look in his eyes. Meat coma. That’s what we used to call it. Luckily, we managed to salvage most of the food and now, several burgers and beers later, Tyler’s wiped out. I feel it, too. The day. Everything that has happened today. I never thought in a million years that I’d be serving Cajun to Tyler again. Or that he would be sitting in one of my old garden chairs, head tipped against the night sky, a blissful smile on his face.

“You think I could see them now, Mitch?” he sighs. “The drawings.” The way he says my name has changed. It no longer sounds like a death threat or something dripping with hurt and resentment. It sounds almost like it used to, with an edge of hopeful innocence and a hint of affection.

“Sure,” I say, groaning as I get up from the lounge chair. “They’re in the attic. C’mon.” Shit, the dreaded attic. When Cal and I shacked up and I moved in with him, we pretty much put my old life in the attic. Not because Cal asked me to, but because it was still too raw and too painful to keep out in the open. I’ve moved stuff down over the years, but everything that reminds me of my life with Tyler has stayed tucked away up there.

I pull down the ladder to the attic, Tyler standing so close behind me I can feel his breath playing with the small hairs at my nape. The air crackles with anticipation and I almost blurt something stupid like, ‘I think I got it wrong. I don’t have them anymore.’

“Mitch?” he says quietly, and I change my mind instantly. Who am I kidding? There’s nothing I won’t give or do for this kid who was once, in another life, mine and who has long ceased to be a kid. I place my foot on the first step, and suddenly, it feels like more. Like, it’s not just a wooden stair on an old ladder, but the first step of the rest of my life. Tyler’s back. I have him back and I know that when his six months of community service end, I’ll do whatever it takes to keep him here. In my life. In Cal’s and my life.

In the attic, I turn on the light, and just when I’m about to apologize for the mess, Tyler blurts, “Holy shit, Mitch! This is so cool.” He looks around at all the clutter and dust and spiderwebs, awe in his eyes.

“Cool?” Cal hums and I didn’t even realize he’d joined us.

“Yeah,” Tyler grins. “Shit, Mitch, I didn’t realize you were one of those hoarders. Amazeballs,” he whistles, picking up a fishing rod.

Amazeballs, Cal mouths at me and I just shake my head.

“You kept it,” Tyler says in a near-whisper, his slender fingers with chipped black nail polish ghosting along the wooden handle.

“Of course I did,” I rasp, and Cal’s right by my side, well aware of what this moment means to me. Tyler seems to shake himself then and places the fishing rod carefully back where he found it.

“So, where are the dra—”

“Ty, careful!” I call out as he stumbles over a large metal box on the floor and I just manage to grab his upper arms before he lands in a pile of old fly-fishing magazines.

“Shit,” he laughs at the same time I say, “I got you.” Then, a dark shadow moves across his face as the words register, and he pulls out of my grasp. My hands feel strangely empty, and as if he has read my mind, Cal grabs my left, squeezing it reassuringly.

“What’s that?” Tyler points at the metal box, squinting at the handwritten label on the lid.

“Nothing,” I say, pushing the box behind me. “Just old junk,” I add, my eyes catching Cal’s unspoken question of, babe? I shake my head at him. Not yet. Not. Yet. Cal smiles wistfully, nodding, pulling me against him, pressing a quick peck against my chin.

“They’re over here. On the shelves,” I croak, gathering myself as I nod toward the back of the attic. Endless rows of shelves are filled with books about fly-fishing, foreign countries, and international cuisine, and right to the left are several sketchpads neatly tucked away. I walk toward the back and when I reach the shelves, I trail my fingers along the row of sketchpads before pulling one out.

“Here,” I say as I turn around, only to bump into Tyler. His eyes are as big as saucers as he accepts the sketchpad from me. “Your monster fish,” I smile tentatively.

“Thanks,” he says, and he starts leafing through the pages, his gaze sweeping over the childish drawings of massive fish with huge teeth. “Wow, look at this guy, Mitch,” he laughs, bumping his elbow against mine. His breath is sugary and spicy from the BBQ sauce as he leans in, pointing at a fish with five eyes and vibrant pink scales. “He’s pretty neat.”

“He is,” I agree, trailing my thumb across the drawing. “You were already great back then.”

“Yeah? You think so?” There’s a strange vulnerability to his voice, and I nod.

“Yeah, Ty,” I say, and he doesn’t correct me. Not this time. “You were always a great kid,” I whisper, and he doesn’t protest or shy away from me.

“You should come with us. This weekend,” Cal says out of nowhere, wrapping his arms around my shoulders from behind. I hold my breath as Cal continues, “We have a small cabin up north on the road toward Yosemite. Great fishing lakes and streams, too.” It’s true. It’s a long weekend and we already have the truck packed. Most of our stuff is at the cabin, anyway. It used to belong to Cal’s grandfather. He built it himself. It’s very rustic, but great for a quick getaway from the city. Sometimes, we go hiking instead of fishing. Sometimes we just hang out and swim and… fuck around.

The stuffy air in the cramped attic closes in on me, but Cal just smiles like he knows something I don’t. Tyler licks his bottom lip, closing the sketchpad before placing it carefully back on the dusty shelf.

“Is Bree coming?” he asks tentatively.

“Sure,” Cal hums.

“Okay,” Tyler nods. “Okay, I’ll come.” I’ll come. The words reverberate through my chest as I finally allow myself to exhale. “I can draw by the water,” he says softly before his expression turns devilish. “I love swimming,” he smirks. “I’ve got these teeny tiny orange Speedos, Cal-Bear. They’ll look fucking amazing on you, too. We should get you some.” Then he hesitates, his gaze shifting to me. “You too, Mitch. You’d look fuckin—”

“Yeah, there’ll be none of that,” Cal growls as he attempts to suppress a smile. “We wear shorts, right, babe?”

“Sure,” I murmur. “Yeah, sure. Whatever.”

“Yeah, whatever,” Tyler laughs as he pulls out another sketchbook. “Or nothin’ at all,” he says to no one in particular. “I’m good with that, too. Nothin’ at all.”
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Chapter Nine
Callum


My ears are still ringing from the aftermath of Tyler’s so-called road trip playlist when we enter the cabin. He agreed to come with us in the truck, but halfway through, I was already regretting that he hadn’t gone on his bike instead. Mitch’s lame explanation that the cabin was remote and difficult to find on your own sounded good at the time, but after listening to someone called Tyler the Creator for what seemed like days, I’m not so sure. As Tyler the Creator—accompanied by Tyler the Hyper Brat from the backseat—crooned ‘Cause you make my earth quake’ for the millionth time, all I felt was my brain pounding against my skull.

So a dose of the wilderness is exactly what I need. As usual, when we arrive at my grandfather’s cabin in the woods, a sense of calm engulfs me, and everything just melts away. All the noise from the city and the everyday chores. In an instant, it’s just gone like fucking magic and my shoulders automatically drop several inches. At least, that’s how it usually is.

“Holy fuck, Cal-Bear!” Tyler speaks a little too loudly against my left ear. Well, the quiet was good as long as it lasted, I guess. “It’s like fucking Goldilocks and the Bears out here. Sweet!” Then he breezes past me, slapping his hand against his left thigh a couple of times, heading for the back door to the wild property. “C’mon girl! Bree Baby, let’s gooo!” Jesus, if everything is going to be at that volume today, I’m going to need a steady stream of beer coming my way.

“We made it,” Mitch sighs next to me, nuzzling his nose against my beard. I instinctively wrap an arm around him, pulling him close, while we both stare at Tyler who, ass in the air, is trying to help Bree dig a massive hole in the middle of our lawn. “You still sure this was a good idea?” Mitch chuckles, but I can tell by the tone of his voice that he’s happy. Like, really, truly happy.

“Yeah,” I murmur into his hair. “I mean, his batteries are bound to run dry at some point, right?” Mitch laughs, shaking his head like it’s the stupidest thing he has heard in a long while.

“I wouldn’t count on it, sweetheart. When he was a kid, he had only one gear, and that was GO!—right until he’d collapse some random place and I’d carry him to bed.” There’s a wistful edge to Mitch’s voice that I’ve now come to recognize as the heaviness of his memories with Tyler. They weigh on him. It weighs on him—that he left Tyler behind.

“Oh shit,” I laugh, watching Tyler already smeared in dirt after five minutes in the wild. Bree gazes at him like he’s a dog whisperer or something. Despite Mitch giving him a long lecture yesterday about the mosquitos and other bugs at the cabin, Tyler, of course, decided to show up in the shortest pair of cutoffs known to man. And his trademark crop top, obviously. Today, it’s a deep forest green because ‘if we encounter a bear that isn’t as friendly as you, Cal-Bear, I’ll blend right in. Camouflage, baby!’ Camouflage my ass. Even if he managed to blend in with the greenery, the bright orange headband was sure to give him away.

‘What the hell is that?’ Mitch asked earlier when Tyler, in an attempt to put on the headband, nearly gagged himself in the backseat.

‘What? I thought you were supposed to wear something orange in the wild. You know so that the hunters can see you and don’t mistake you for a moose or something.’ Shit, I nearly drove the truck into the other lane, I was laughing so hard. He’s so goddamn oblivious, his logic so random, that my heart can’t take it. Yeah.

“This is fucking wicked!” Tyler pants, running toward where we’ve moved on to the back deck. His cheeks are flushed and smeared with dirt, his cinnamon eyes competing with the sun. Blades of grass are caught in his dark curls and my fingers itch to run through his hair and pick them out one by one. He’s a mess. An adorable mess, sure, but a mess nonetheless.

“I know,” Mitch shakes his head. “I love it too,” he continues, reaching out his large hand, doing what I didn’t dare to. And Tyler lets him. As Mitch ruffles through Tyler’s mop of hair, grass and leaves drop to the wooden deck. And Tyler just smiles all the way up to his sparkly eyes. “There,” Mitch murmurs.

“Thanks, Mitch,” Tyler breathes, tilting his head. “Do we have any food? I’m fucking starving and Bree just told me she could go for a snack break, too.” Simultaneously, we all turn and look back at the lawn where Bree is splayed under the shade of a large walnut tree, legs in the air, tongue lolling out of her mouth.

“Yeah, we’ve got food,” I say, moving toward the small kitchen. “Beer, babe?” I throw over my shoulder.

“Yes, please,” Tyler beams, batting his eyelashes as he skips after me. “C’mon Mitch,” he gestures. “Let’s go annoy the crap out of Cal until he growls like a bear.” I’m already there, only it’s not exactly annoyance coursing through my body right now. It’s something else that’s been building ever since that first day in the bakery when I realized how tiny he was compared to my aprons. A feeling that has only intensified the more time we spend together, and that reached a new high this morning when I read the caption on Tyler’s top. Bratty Boy Scout at Your Service, Sir! A sensation that makes my heart pound in my chest while shame pulls at my limbs. I’m attracted to Tyler. And I need to grab that feeling by its roots and squash it. Because I love Mitch and only Mitch and I’m not the kind of guy that would ever fuck around, not even in my head. I would never betray what we have. Never before have I even looked twice at another guy, only ever Mitch. And still…

Mitch blows past me, sweeping his fingers along my lower back, whispering, “I love your inner bear, sweetheart.” Smirking, he opens the fridge and grabs a couple of beers.

“Catch!” he yells at Tyler, who just manages to catch the beer, fumbling around with it, the muscles of his lean thighs flexing as he moves. His legs are tattooed with intricate patterns of dark skulls, colorful snakes, and moths of different sizes. It should look ridiculous with his outfit, but it just… fits. Everything about Tyler just fits. Rubbing at my chest, I catch Mitch sending me a questioning stare, but I just smile back at him, shaking my head while guilt eats me up.

“Fuck, that hit the spot, Mitch,” Tyler drawls, smacking his lips, resting the cold beer bottle against his flushed cheeks. “So fucking good,” he near moans before gulping down some more, his Adam’s apple bobbing up and down behind his golden tanned skin. “This is the life, ain’t it, Mitch?” he sends a million-dollar smile in my man’s direction and the smile that Mitch sends back, eyes wet from unshed tears, just melts my heart.

Opening a drawer, Mitch rummages around before he finds a bag of Sweet Chili Doritos, which he throws in Tyler’s direction. Tyler grabs them midair and sends Mitch a dazzling smile that is returned tenfold while my legs nearly become jelly and give way beneath me. I reach out, steadying myself against the doorjamb. As I take them in, a small voice grows in the back of my mind. A forbidden voice that increases in volume with every second that I spend in the same room with the man that I love more than I ever thought possible and this kid that Mitch used to love like his own. What if? What if there was a way that—

“Where are we sleeping?” Tyler blurts out of nowhere, his words accompanied by a series of small burps before he stuffs another handful of Doritos into his mouth, wiping his hand against his chest. Placing the bag on the counter, he then pulls off his dirty shirt, revealing frail pecs with rosy nipples standing out against his olive skin. He’s hairless and flushed, and my attention drifts to something sparkling in the afternoon sun.

“Upstairs,” Mitch rasps, hurrying past Tyler like the goddamn floor is on fire and not just my throat. It’s like I can’t breathe, flames licking at my insides… because Tyler’s nipples are pierced. They are fucking pierced because, of course, they are. Two golden hoops winking at me like they were put on this planet with the sole purpose of mocking me. And as my traitorous gaze slides lower, down his smooth, toned abs, I notice a stud with a green crystal peeking from his belly button. I gulp, and then I gulp again. Between the hoops in his nipples and the piercing taunting me in his belly button, it’s like the Bermuda Triangle threatening to suck me right in.

“Cool!” Tyler calls out, sweeping up his backpack from the floor, skipping after Mitch, who’s long gone up the stairs to the loft. “Wait up, Mitch!”

I move up the stairs slowly, the stuffy air from the loft surrounding me. It’s a small room, just enough space for our king-size bed Mitch built himself, and a set of drawers for our stuff. There’s no fancy bathroom up here; the toilet is downstairs, and the shower is outside under the clear blue sky. Everything is just the way we like it. Simple. Cozy. Ours.

“Dibs!” Tyler calls out as soon as he sees our massive bed. Hurling his backpack in a corner, he literally jumps, turning in the air, and landing flat on his back on the mustard-colored bedspread. Arms and legs splayed out, he looks like a starfish that washed up on a beach somewhere.

“Uhm, I was kinda planning for you to sleep downstairs on the couch, Ty. Seeing that we only have one bed…” Mitch trails off, his voice still with this unfamiliar edge to it.

“Why?” Tyler smiles, leaning up on his elbows, dust dancing in the air around him, those goddamn hoops blinking. “This is big enough.” He pats the comforter beneath him. “We can all fit.” Sweet baby Jesus on crack, that ain’t happening.

“Nah, I don’t think so, kid,” I murmur, throwing Mitch a glare. He, too, looks like he’s at his odds here.

“Why not?” Tyler counters, a mischievous look in his eyes. “Why do you have such a huge-ass bed, anyway?” He looks between Mitch and me, a cute frown between his dark eyebrows, his chest heaving, drops of sweat gathering in his belly button, and… yeah.

“Cal’s a bed hoarder,” Mitch chuckles, bumping his shoulder against mine.

“I am not!” I protest, my voice drowning in Tyler’s carefree giggles.

“You guys are cute, you know that?” Tyler looks between us, an unreadable expression on his face. “You’re like hubby goals.” Nibbling on the bottom lip, which is so damn pink and plump that it should be illegal in all states, he seems to contemplate something. “Thought you guys might swing. You know, huge-ass bed and all.”

“Swing?!” Mitch coughs, beating at his chest. “Nah, we don’t swing.” He swallows, throwing me a quick glance.

“You guys are exclusive, then?” Tyler pouts, the image of innocence as his fingers play with the bedspread, teasing the creases.

“Yes,” I rasp. “Of course we are.”

“Cool,” Tyler beams at me, then at Mitch. Then he leans back, sighing audibly, his eyes drifting to the large windows in the ceiling. “You get a lot of stars at night, right Cal-Bear?” he says, his voice slurry. Then he yawns, nuzzling his chin against the pillow. “I bet you guys do the dirty deed under the stars every time you’re here.”

“Tyler…” Mitch warns.

“Just keep it down tonight, okay?” he drawls, seconds away from drifting off to sleep. “Unless you want company…” he yawns again, turning to his right side and hugging himself. “Then just give me a poke.” Then he’s out, leaving Mitch and me to just stare at him, then each other, our mutual silent, ‘what the actual fuck?’ ringing through the loft, accompanied by Tyler’s soft snores.


[image: image-placeholder]






Chapter Ten
Tyler


The sun hangs low in the sky as I wake up, my right cheek stuck against the softness of the pillow. A subtle scent of pine teases my nose, and I can’t tell if it stems from the woods or from the pillowcase. I blink a couple of times, slowly taking in the room, and remembering where I am. Shit, I can’t remember when I last slept this good. I was out like a light earlier; one minute, I was talking to Mitch and Cal, and the next, I was slipping into a coma-like sleep.

Sitting up, I wipe the drool from my chin, lazily stretching my arms toward the ceiling, my muscles popping in the most delicious way. Everything is quiet and peaceful, aside from muffled voices seeping through the slightly ajar window, intermingled with birdsong. I hear someone—Cal. Yeah, it’s definitely Cal because his voice is just a tad deeper than Mitch’s—call out, “No fucking way, baby! Did you see that?”

His deep ‘baby’ goes straight to my balls, and my fucking rebellious mind adds a ‘boy’ all on its own. In an instant, fragments of a dream wash over me, and a pathetic whine slips from my lips. Smacking my hand over my mouth, I look around. What the fuck? I squeeze my eyes together tightly, trying to push back the image of a naked Mitch splayed against the headboard, cradling me against his furry chest, while an equally naked Cal slides his hands up and down my trembling thighs. And just like that, my thighs actually tremble. No, they fucking shiver.

‘Baby boy,’ Cal purrs, his fat fingers digging into my skin, massaging and squeezing it, while Mitch whispers against my neck, ‘You ready for your reward, baby boy? You ready for your Daddy’s reward?’ Wiggling my ass against Mitch’s hard cock, I whimper, ‘Yes, Daddy. Please, Daddy. I’ve been a really good boy. Do I get my reward now?’

And holy fucking fuck train! I jump to my feet, standing up in the sleep-rumpled bed, hands flying to my hair. My breath comes out in heavy puffs as I pull at my damp curls, my dick trying to drill a hole through my shorts. I pull my hair forcefully, trying to draw my attention away from the painful erection in my cutoffs, but it’s fucking fruitless. The sting just adds to the heavenly sensation, my balls tingling, and before I know it, my traitorous dick pulses in my pants, and I come with a pained, drawn-out howl.

“Ty?” Mitch yells from the outside, his concerned voice drifting through the window. “You okay, Ty?” Shit. My shorts feel like hot honey has been poured into them, while my asshole clenches and unclenches with the echoes of my blinding climax.

“Yeah, I’m good!” I yell, looking around the room frantically for my backpack. “Just bumped my toe against the…” Fuck! What did I bump my foot against? My frantic gaze connects with Bree’s well-loved chew toy. “The chicken!” I blurt, my voice ringing through the loft.

“Okaaay?” Mitch calls back, his voice so close, too close. “You need help?”

“No!” I nearly scream. “I’m good.” ‘That’s a good boy.’ Fuck! I pound my fists against my temples. Shut the fuck up, horny brain! “I’ll be right down,” I croak. What the hell is this? I’m having a conversation through an open window in the middle of nowhere, cum in my pants, with my ex-stepdad, who I’m pretty sure I just called Daddy in some deranged sex dream. Shit. As recognition travels through my entire body, my heart starts pounding in my chest. I had a sex dream about Mitch. And Cal. And I’m pretty sure there was some weird-ass Daddy/boy role-play going on. And as much as I know that it’s wrong on so many levels because you shouldn’t have sex dreams about your ex-stepdad and his ‘yes, we’re exclusive’ hot-as-fuck husband, my dick doesn’t seem to get the message. Because as the good boy continues to ring through my head, my dick thinks it’s ready for round two, despite the fact my skin is practically glued to my briefs at this point.

“Get a fucking grip, Ty,” I grit through my teeth, pushing the palm of my right hand against my dick. Down boy. We do not, I repeat, we do not lust after Mitch and Cal, no matter how hot they both are. Because they are. Hot. Never in a million years did I ever think I would think of Mitch as hot. He was only ever just Mitch. Mitch, the caretaker. Mitch, the father figure. Mitch, the best person I knew. But not hot. Never hot. Because I was a kid. And he was a grown-up who only ever treated me like a kid. His kid. But I’m not a kid anymore.

It’s still wrong though. It’s so, so wrong. Even in goddamn dreamland, it’s wrong. I used to call Mitch Dad, for fuck’s sake. And now I want to call him Daddy, apparently. And how fucked up is that? I mean, I always kind of knew that I had Daddy issues, only dating guys twice my age, but this? This is so off-limits. And so wrong. And yet, I’m still hard and my nuts feel like they’re ready to bust.

The irony of the entire situation dawns on me, because isn’t it just typical? My entire life, I’ve wanted to be a good boy and just be loved for who I am. Just for me. My entire bad-boy act is exactly just that. An act. A front I put up so that I don’t get hurt. Or left behind. I don’t need a shrink to tell me that. I know my issues and there are many, believe me. But never in my wildest dreams—yes, pun intended—did I ever imagine that it was this kind of good boy that I wanted to be. Mitch’s good boy. Cal’s.

Wrapping my arms around myself, a chill courses through me, and I’m suddenly cold to the bone. Cal’s low chuckle from the outside reminds me of my loneliness. Of how alone I’ve been lately. Or not just lately, but ever since Mitch left. I’ve been so alone. I hug myself tighter as tears threaten to fall. I wish they were Mitch’s arms wrapping around me from behind, his solid chest a wall that I could just sag up against, safe, and… and cherished. My cheeks burn with shame and yearning and as I close my eyes, I imagine Cal leaning in, brushing his calloused thumbs under my eyes, wiping imaginary tears away.

‘It’s okay, baby boy,’ he’d coo. ‘Everything’s okay now. We’ve got you. We’ve got you, Ty. You’re such a good boy. The bestest boy in the world. Our boy.’

“Yes,” I whisper into the empty, quiet room. “I want to be. I want to be that boy. So badly.” And I recognize the indisputable truth of the words. Because I want to be good. For Mitch and for Cal.

Soft pads against the wooden stairs pull me from my forbidden daydream, and I quickly jump from the bed, grabbing a comforter from the bottom of the bed and pulling it frantically around me.

“Hey,” Cal smiles, slightly out of breath, as he leans his right arm against the doorjamb. “You okay? Mitch said you hurt yourself.” His eyes are filled with worry as he takes me in, his hazel gaze coasting along the comforter, his dirty-blond bangs caressing his forehead.

“Yeah, it’s nothing,” I murmur. “I’m okay.”

“You sure?” Cal takes a step into the room, reaching for me, his fingers locking around the comforter. He’s in a simple white tank top that’s glued to his pecs, his massive muscles rippling beneath his tanned skin as he pulls me a little closer. And suddenly I want to be the blanket that’s being squeezed by his solid grip. No, fuck that. I want to be dough. Never before in my life have I been jealous of dough, but it is now my number one rival. I want to be dough in Cal’s hands as he kneads my aching muscles, turns me into goo, and sweeps me… “Tyler?” Cal frowns at me, his warm gaze zeroing in on my bottom lip. Shit, I better not be drooling.

“Yeah,” I whisper, wiping at my lips, holding my breath, because I’m two seconds away from dropping to my knees and wrapping my arms around his thick thighs, sobbing. “I’m just… I’m just a little cold,” I manage to say. Cal tilts his head but says nothing. Instead, he bends down and picks up my backpack from the corner where it was playing hide and seek, the little traitor.

“C’mon,” he nods toward the door. “Let’s get you warmed up.” And those innocent words from Cal’s full lips are like a punch to my gut, my head immediately going to all sorts of forbidden places. Warm, possessive hands rubbing along my skin, teasing me, spreading me wide open until I’m nothing but a needy, whimpering mess. “The shower’s outside. Follow me,” he smiles, as he starts down the stairs. “Mitch is cooking hot dogs. You’ve got just enough time for a nice, hot shower.”

“Uh-huh,” I mumble in all the right places while my brain continues to go to all the wrong ones. Hot hands, hot lips, hot thighs. Hot breaths, hot whispers, hot tongues. Oh shit, what is happening? What is happening? I’m in free fall, and I half-stumble down the stairs, bumping into Cal, who just continues to smile at me as he steadies me with his big hands.

“You good?” he asks, a raised eyebrow.

“Yeah,” I stutter, my gaze dropping to his broad chest as I gulp. “I’m good.” I’m a good boy.
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Chapter Eleven
Mitch


Tyler ended up collapsing on the couch last night at a little after 9 pm, his breath warm and spicy against my chin as I tucked him in under a fluffy blanket. After a shower that left him looking flushed and sated, he managed to scarf down five hot dogs with what I estimated to be a gallon of root beer. Bree stayed glued to his thigh the entire time, looking at him like he was the best thing to drop into her life. Like he was the puzzle piece that had been missing all along. I don’t know if dogs can look happy, but at that moment, I swear to God that Bree looked damn happy, her snout carefully snatching the little pieces of hot dog Tyler snuck her when he thought we weren’t watching.

When Cal and I went upstairs for an early night, too, Bree just turned around in circles a few times before she laid down on the floor with a contented sigh, right next to the couch. Looking up at Ty adoringly, she stole a few licks against his left hand hanging over the edge of the couch before she, too, crashed.

In the darkness, Cal and I made love under the moonlit sky, stars exploding above our naked bodies. Cal’s skin was glowing as he laid under me, his muscles rippling beneath his skin, his blue veins like a thousand illuminated rivers. As my fingers dug into his solid pecs, he fucked into me as I rode him toward that place that is ours and ours alone. His and mine. I’ve lost count of the number of times Cal and I have fucked in the small loft since the very first time he brought me here. Hundreds, probably. But last night was different. Or rather, Cal was different. He was quiet, a focused frown between his dark blond brows, his lips strained between his soft beard.

Cal’s never quiet when we fuck. He’s mouthy. Loud. Sometimes he’s ‘soft-loud,’ calling me his love, his heart, his everything, moaning endearments into my mouth, against my neck, between my thighs, inside my hole. Other times he’s nasty and rough, calling me his fuckhole, his cum dump, his hungry, insatiable slut. But he’s never quiet. Even when he came inside me, he was quiet, his face distorted from his orgasm, his hot cum setting me aflame from the inside as I came all over his stomach and chest. He was quiet when his spent cock slipped from my tender hole, and he was quiet when his feet padded across the hardwood to the drawers to get some wipes. He was quiet when he cleaned me ever so gently and when he then pulled me against his chest, pressing featherlight kisses into my hair, murmuring a raspy ‘Night, babe’ against my temple.

Cal’s not quiet now though, his deep baritone reassuring someone—Tyler—that he’s doing great.

“You’re doing great, kid.” Cal’s words drift toward me where I’m standing just inside the door, panting and sweating. It was still near dark when I woke, Cal lying comatose next to me, hugging the comforter, his thick limbs splayed all over the place. Sneaking quietly from the bed—because I knew he would pull me right back if he woke up—I quickly put on my running gear and went for a run in the woods, along the stream. I only ever run when we’re at the cabin, the quiet birdsong surrounding me and cheering me on. I don’t like running in the city. There’s no peace. No space.

“I can’t fucking do it,” Ty counters. He’s standing between the island and Cal, sticky dough hanging from his fingers. His cheeks are flushed and his bottom lip is shaking slightly. Cal’s large frame hovers over him, taking in the gooey mess. “See?” Ty groans. “It’s not working.” He tries to wipe the dough from his fingers but he only makes it worse, getting some on his shirt, too. It’s pink today. Popsicle pink. There’s no text on the front, though, just a rainbow. A rainbow that matches his headband that’s sitting slightly askew. “I fucking hate this. Dumb fucking traitor dough.” He turns his head toward Cal, who just looks at him, amusement playing along his lips.

“You like that word a lot, huh?” Cal smiles a smile that I haven’t seen before. A dull sting moves through my chest because I was sure that I’d seen them all since most of them were mine. “Traitor,” Cal hums.

“So what?” Ty snaps. “It’s your fault, Cal. You made this fucking dough all wrong just to mess with me, didn’t you?” He looks back down at the dough like he wants to kill it or cry, or maybe even both.

“There’s nothing wrong with the dough, brat,” Cal says, a warning edge to his voice, his face serious. “You’ve got this.”

“I can’t,” Ty nearly whispers, an edge of defeat to his voice that makes me want to run to him and squeeze him against my chest.

“You can and you will,” Cal instructs, his voice low and husky, going straight to my gut. “It’s just like at the bakery. Nothing more, nothing less. You’ve got this, Ty.” Ty. Fuck. The base of my spine is burning, sweat from the morning run trailing down my back, my T-shirt sticking to my skin, all clammy now.

Tyler shakes his head, his cinnamon eyes glistening. Pushing away from the island, his back now flush against Cal’s front, he looks like he’s ready to run all the way back to LA, dough on his hands, flour in his hair. As he’s about to turn, Cal boxes him in, his big hands moving to Ty’s, placing them on top of his more slender ones, pinning them against the flour-dusted island. Ty sucks in a breath, looking down at their hands, or rather Cal’s hands, because Ty’s have completely disappeared beneath them.

At that very moment, the air changes. It becomes electric, pungent, laden with a tension that’s new, but also with undertones of something that’s the sum of everything happening all at once. Because, as Cal’s large hands start moving on top of Ty’s, kneading the dough together, my chest tightens, and it’s like I have no air. I suddenly have no damn air.

While tense at first, Ty slowly relaxes as they work the dough together like one person, almost. Leaning his head back against Cal’s chest, Ty’s eyelids flutter closed, and a small sigh leaves his lips. My husband smiles knowingly, his eyes glowing as his gaze moves between Ty’s face and the island. Their fingers aren’t intertwined, just hands moving on top of hands, bringing the dough together.

“See,” Cal hums. “See how it all comes together?” Tyler nods against his chest. “All it needed was a little TLC, Ty.” Tyler sucks in another breath and a low whimper breaks through the monotone humming of the dishwasher. At first, I can’t place it, but when I understand the origin of that whimper, my cheeks flush with shame while my body burns with arousal. That whimper was mine. Mine. “You can’t force it,” Cal continues, his voice a low purr. “Patience is a baker’s best friend, kid. Patience and respect for the dough. And tenderness,” he adds, as he looks up from the island, his gaze connecting with mine across the room.

Cal doesn’t leave me time to feel the embarrassment of being caught ogling them, invading this private moment between them. Smiling at me, he winks, his hands not leaving Ty’s. Pride blazes in his eyes and I know that it’s directed at Ty. He’s proud of him. And, for some reason, I don’t know what to do with that insight. Because it turns me on beyond words, this nurturing, confident side of Cal. Not a parent and not a boss. More like a mentor. The way he guides and reassures Ty so calmly and gently, with an authoritative edge to his voice. It’s the hottest goddamn thing ever.

“There you go,” Cal coaxes, his fiery gaze locked on mine. My dick thickens in my running shorts and I just manage to swallow down a groan before it slips from my lips.

“Look!” Tyler beams, his voice suddenly spilling over with confidence. “It’s working, Cal-Bear.” He smiles. “It’s fucking working.”

“Of course it is.” Cal chuckles, the sound doing all sorts of weird stuff to my chest, my loins, my balls. At this moment, Cal is the sexiest I’ve ever seen him. He’s the sum of every wet dream I’ve ever had. As his beefy arms box Ty’s slight frame against the island, I’m seconds away from just pulling out my throbbing cock and frantically beating it off to this wondrous spectacle in front of me. I’m so turned on that I have to steady myself against the back wall, afraid my legs are going to betray me.

Come, baby, Cal mouths at me, his now soft gaze pulling me in. The ambiguity isn’t lost on me, or maybe I’m just delusional. Yet I move. Mesmerized, like a snake moving to some obscure, unknown tune, I move across the floor, my body almost floating on its own. And it’s not like I’m just physically moving from one place to another. No, it’s like I’m also moving from one version of reality to another. A reality I always assumed was fixed and secure since meeting Cal. A reality that’s now morphing into something else before my very eyes. Something I have no name for, but has left me feeling every single feeling in the universe all at once.

“Mitch!” Tyler calls out as he notices me. “Look,” he beams, nodding at the smooth dough. And I look. But not at the dough. I look at Ty, taking him in, really taking him in, for perhaps the first time since he came back into my life. The flour caught in his dark hair like snow clinging to branches on the first day of winter. The dried, crusty dough smeared across his chin, next to his dimple, resembling something else that I shouldn’t be thinking about right now. His dimple. Shit, how could I forget that Ty has a dimple? Not two. Just one when he throws me that crooked smile of his. A smile that’ll make you do just about anything.

“I’m baking banana buns,” Tyler grins, his pearly white teeth glistening as he looks between Cal and me. “Right, Cal-Bear?”

“Sure are, kid,” Cal grits. Looking between two pools of hazel and two pools of cinnamon, I manage to choke out, “Looks yummy, Ty.” What the hell? Looks yummy?

“You look fucking yummy, babe.” Cal winks at me, licking his lips suggestively. My mind zones out all the way to La-La Land while my cock is trying to drill a tunnel through my shorts—that are leaving nothing to the imagination. “Unlike this brat,” Cal reaches out and ruffles a hand through Ty’s hair, small clouds of flour flowing from his locks. “You’re a goddamn mess, kid,” he chuckles fondly, a tenderness in his eyes that speaks volumes. He cares about him. Cal cares about Ty. And it’s the sexiest damn thing ever.

“I am not,” Ty protests, rubbing at his cheek, smearing more flour on his face. “I’m a pro,” he bites out, puffing out his slim chest.

“You sure are, kid,” Cal smiles, his fingers sweeping along Ty’s chin, rubbing at the smooth skin, wiping away the dried dough. My mouth goes dry, and I want to replace Cal’s fingers with my own. Or better yet, with my tongue. I want to know what Ty feels like, tastes like, and what sounds he’ll make when I touch him. When Cal touches him. When Cal and I touch him together. Shame battles with lust inside me, leaving me confused and horny as hell.

“You look flushed, Mitch,” Tyler breathes, his eyes wide, sucking me in. “You okay, old man?” he teases, pulling a low growl from Cal’s chest, which he either doesn’t notice or decides to ignore. “You need me to give you a little TLC, Mitch?” he purrs, wiggling his fingers in front of him. “I’ll give you a good rubdown while the buns are in the oven, loosen up those tight muscles,” he smiles, the little brat. “I’m really good with my hands, Daddy,” he half-moans, as Cal coughs next to him, his elbow sending the bag of flour flying to the floor with a thump, clouds of white rising behind them.

“Ty,” I say warningly, my fingers threatening to leave imprints on the kitchen island. “Behave yourself.” But of course, the little fucker reads my mind because the last thing I want is for him to behave. I like this version of Ty. Bratty and… and carefree. Smirking at me, Ty looks over his shoulder at Cal, who’s bending to clean up the flour, his burning gaze clearly trailing along Cal’s backside while he tortures his bottom lip.

“Of course,” he says, his eyes finding mine again while he smiles endearingly, mouthing Daddy. “But the offer still stands. Anytime.”

I know what he’s doing. He’s trying to rile me up, trying to get me to explode, but as wrong and surreal as this conversation is, I can’t help but wonder how his hands would feel on my skin if I were to take him up on his offer. And a little later, as I leave Tyler and Cal to finish up the banana buns and frantically abuse my cock under the cool spray of the outside shower, it’s still all I can think about. Ty’s hands on me. His mouth on me. His sounds. His whimpers and his moans intermingled with much deeper ones. Because Cal is there too, doing things to Ty who’s doing things to me. Unspeakable things that—although they should feel wrong—just make me come harder than I’ve ever come before.
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Chapter Twelve
Callum


Don’t ask me where the day went because I have no clue. From baking banana buns with Ty to now ogling a bare-chested Mitch mowing the lawn on my grandaddy’s old garden tractor, an equally bare-chested Ty sitting behind him, his frail, pale arms wrapped around my man, I’ve lost count. Resting the cool beer bottle against my forehead, I take them in. The man that I’ve loved for six years and then some and the kid that bulldozed his way into our life recently, claiming a place I’m starting to think was always his.

Their eager intermingled voices drift toward me from the back of our large property, Mitch’s deep bass and Ty’s much lighter, loftier one. My chest expands, and it feels like my fucking heart is growing in my chest. Just growing and growing with every second, minute, and hour spent in this cabin, on this land, my favorite place on earth, with Mitch and Ty. The feeling started blossoming this morning when my hands swallowed up Ty’s on the kitchen island, a weird combination of protectiveness and pride growing inside me. Protective because, for some reason, I can’t stand when the kid doubts himself, questioning his ability to do something, or puts himself down. And pride because he’s amazing when he listens and puts his mind to something. For a moment, I think I understood how it feels to be a parent.

I want Ty happy and safe and cared for all the fucking time. It’s become my new obsession. I can’t bear it when he frowns or when that plush bottom lip starts to wobble. I just can’t. It physically pains me, just like it does when Mitch isn’t happy. And I saw it in my husband’s gaze, too, while he watched us this morning. The lines are starting to blur. Mitch and Ty. Ty and Mitch. Ty, Mitch, and I. It’s all spinning around in my head, confusing the shit out of me, and I know that I have to talk to Mitch about it. Soon. Only… I’m not sure what to tell him. What to say. Because my thoughts are anything but fatherly. They’re something else entirely if I’m being honest with myself. Desire. Desire wormed its way into my thoughts when I was fucking Mitch last night. A forbidden desire for Ty to be there, too. Between us, beneath us, wrapped all around us. Shit.

“Sweetheart, I think we finally killed it!” Mitch laughs, panting as he runs up the stairs to the deck, pulling me from my thoughts. Coming to a stop in front of me, his grass-stained fingers wrap around the armrests on my lounger as beads of sweat drip from his forehead and land on my T-shirt. “You know what that means,” he smiles broadly, cheekily, a spark flying through his eyes.

Reaching out, I run my fingers through his sweaty bangs, a laugh escaping me too. Shaking my head, I groan, “I thought you forgot about that.”

“What? No way, sweetheart.” He leans in and buries his face against my neck, rubbing sweat into my skin, and I fucking love it. I love this version of Mitch. The version he morphs into as soon as we leave LA and head for the cabin. Licking along my neck, nibbling at my now goosebumps-covered skin, he sends shivers through my body, although the day’s as hot as they come. My hands find his chest, my fingers sweeping through his coarse salt-and-pepper chest hair. He’s so furry, my man. The air between us becomes heady and pungent, and Mitch shudders against me. “The S130,” he bites the digits into my skin, pulling a hiss from my lips. I can’t help chuckling. Mitch has had his eyes on this particular John Deere lawn tractor for ages.

“Well, babe,” I hum into his hair. “It better be as good as they say because it’ll make a good dent in our savings.” Pulling back, he throws me a winning smile, his blue eyes sparkling in the late afternoon sun.

“You know what they say,” he smirks, and I just know that something adorably corny is going to follow. “Best bang for the buck.” He winks.

“Who’s talking about me behind my back?!” Tyler yells, bouncing up the stairs. “Not that it ain’t true,” he cackles, wiggling his slim hips from side to side, the motion making those goddamn nipple piercings sparkle in the sun. My dick notices, too, because it instantly goes from the semi that Mitch induced to full mast.

I hurry to pull Mitch into my lap and when he settles on my hardness, a whimper wafts from his lips. Ty looks at first Mitch, then at me, and then just shrugs. Settling down on the deck, his slender, tattooed legs pulled up against his chest, he wraps his arms around himself. His golden eyes are nothing but two slits against the sharp sun, the cluster of freckles glowing across the bridge of his nose. I want nothing more than to maneuver Mitch over to one thigh and then tell Ty to come sit on the other. One arm wrapped around each of them. I just know they’ll both fit perfectly, tucked against my chest. Shit.

“Can we have a cozy movie night?” Ty chirps while Bree comes to lie down next to him with a contented grunt. Reaching out, he buries his fingers in her thick fur, his pink nails disappearing into her unruly curls. I barely manage to disguise a traitorous moan with a cough. Pushing his plush pink lips into the pout of all pouts, Ty bats his eyelashes exaggeratedly. “Pleeeaaassse, Daddies,” he begs.

“Sure,” Mitch hums, letting the Daddies slide, still riding high on the fact he’s getting the John Deere S130. “We’ve only got Rambo though, right sweetheart?” he nuzzles his nose against my beard as I nod quietly.

“Yas!” Ty beams. “I fucking love Rambo. He’s sooo hot,” he pretends to swoon against Bree. “He should be called Stallion instead of Stallone, dontcha think? I bet he’s got a real weapon of mass destruction buried in—”

“Right!” I croak, slapping my hands together. “Movie night it is! But not before you go clean up. Both of you.” In the meantime, I’ll go stick my head in the freezer or strap my dick down or something. Whatever it’ll take to get my rogue libido under control. Whatever it takes.
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Movie night lasts all but twenty minutes before Tyler starts snoring between us, the country air knocking him out flat. He looks all snuggly—too snuggly—as he sits leaning up against Mitch’s shoulder, his mouth slightly agape, his baby-blue headband again adorably askew. I nearly swallowed my tongue earlier when Ty came down the stairs in a pair of equally baby-blue sleep shorts with small clouds on them. Leaving nothing to the imagination, they were paired with a fluffy white sweater, the neckline sliding halfway down his right shoulder. He got a slight sunburn today, the skin of his shoulder bone matching the rosy hue of his cheeks. Smelling like bubblegum and all things forbidden, he wiggled in between us, his shorts riding up, revealing just how high his leg tattoos go. Yep, all the fucking way.

Mitch chuckles quietly as Ty grunts against his shoulder, mumbling something unintelligible. Pulling him closer to him, the muscles of my husband’s upper arm nearly burst through the seams of his gray tee. There’s something strangely domestic and natural about the whole scene, Sylvester stitching up a wound in the middle of nowhere, Ty snoring peacefully, Mitch’s eyes spilling over with something I can’t define.

“How did we get here?” Mitch’s mellow voice slides through the quiet. For a split second, I contemplate feigning ignorance, but that’s not who we are, Mitch and I. Shrugging, shame burning through my limbs, I whisper, “I… I don’t know.” I shake my head, my gaze moving to Tyler, my fingers itching to trace the outline of his still-stubborn chin even now when he’s fast asleep. “Mitch… I…” The words elude me, afraid of what they’ll do to me, to us, when I find them.

“You like him,” Mitch says like he would say you like strawberries or you like your coffee pitch black.

“I’m sorry,” I rasp. “I’m so sorry, babe.” Mitch nods as he reaches out his hand, wrapping it around the back of my neck. Pulling me in, his lips find mine in a messy, hungry kiss, his tongue forcing its way into my mouth. He tastes salty and sweet and everything in between. Everything that I love and hold dear in this world. Everything that I just know will cause my imminent destruction if I should ever lose it. If I should ever lose him. Mitch. My Mitch. The best person I know.

As he sucks my tongue into the wet heat of his mouth, a groan grows in his chest while Tyler stirs between us. Instinctively, I want to break away, but Mitch’s strong fingers have me in a fierce grip while he ravishes my mouth. There’s something commanding about his presence, his kiss possessive in a new way. Like he’s staking his claim, but with an underlying vulnerability. The kiss grows sloppy, saliva smeared against my lips, chin, and cheeks. It’s animalistic, accompanied by grunts and hisses whenever Mitch bites my lips. Eventually, he breaks away, a single string of saliva connecting our mouths. Fire battles restraint in my husband’s eyes as he bends down, breaking our connection momentarily, pressing a soft kiss against Tyler’s forehead. His lips linger for a few seconds before his gaze is back on mine.

“Let’s go to bed, sweetheart,” he whispers. Oh, thank God. If I’m still his sweetheart, I can bear anything. As long as Mitch still calls me sweetheart, everything is good and right in the world. I nod quietly as I look at Tyler, but Mitch is already wrapping his free arm underneath his legs as he stands up, pulling Tyler with him. Shifting him in his arms, Mitch starts toward the stairs while I turn off the TV and check the doors. Bree looks at me accusingly for Mitch stealing her bed partner, but I just shrug, then pat her head.

When I get upstairs, Mitch is waiting for me, still cradling a sleeping Tyler in his strong arms. He looks down at Ty like he’s his most treasured possession, a fire in his eyes that conveys everything that my husband hasn’t told me yet. You like him.

Pulling the comforter aside, I wait for Mitch to place Ty in the middle of our bed and it finally occurs to me why we got the kingsize in the first place. It’s not because I hog the bed or because I like moving Mitch around when I fuck him. It’s not because Bree sometimes sneaks up here and settles down at our feet. No, we got it because we were making room for Ty. Already, back then, we were making room for him. It’s written all over Mitch’s face as he places Ty down carefully on the sheets, and it’s evident in every one of his gentle movements as he tucks him in. It’s there when we strip down to our boxers silently in the darkness and when he gestures at me to get into bed next to Ty while he flanks him on the other side. Ty was always here, if not in person, then in Mitch’s heart, just like he’s starting to worm his way into mine too.

Reaching out my hand across Ty’s waist, I find my husband’s fingers waiting for me on the other side. With a sigh, I wrap myself around Tyler’s small frame, burying my nose in the soft curls at the nape of his neck. Mitch squeezes my fingers, his thick thigh wrapping around Ty’s hip, his shin brushing against mine. Tyler stirs, fumbling blindly in the dark.

“Mitch,” he slurs, an edge of panic in his voice. “Where’re you going?”

“Shhh,” Mitch coos. “I’m not going anywhere. Go back to sleep,” he reassures him.

“Where’s Cal?” Ty speaks, his voice barely audibly.

“I’m right here, Ty. I’m right here, sweet boy,” I rasp against his ear, squeezing Mitch’s hand as I pull Ty closer to me. He sighs against Mitch’s chest, a low mewl leaving his lips. “You sleep now. We’re here.”

“You won’t go?” he asks, a world of vulnerability in those three words.

“Never,” Mitch says, a slight tremble in his voice. “Now sleep, sweet boy,” Mitch hums, repeating my words, making my world solid and secure.
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Chapter Thirteen
Tyler


‘ I totally forgot how great it feels to hold a pole in my hands,’ said the little naughty fisherman.

“Huh?” Mitch hums from where he’s crouching on the sandy bank of the stream, the sun catching the silvery specks in his hair. Shit, I need to stop saying shit like this out loud.

“Nothing,” I snigger, squinting against the sun. It’s fucking ruthless today and the stupid oversize flannel shirt that Mitch made me wear scratches against the sunburn on my shoulders. It smells good, though, and when Mitch handed it to me earlier, I just wanted to inhale it, lick it, gobble it up. Pine, cedar, sandalwood, oak chipper. I have no fucking clue what I’m talking about, but that shit that Mitch puts on his face and lingers in his clothes smells fucking yummy. Like ‘Daddy on a Can.’ Like I said—yum. It nearly made me forget I was bummed about the fact that I couldn’t wear my Daddy’s Taking Me to the Bait Shop crop top. Well, I’ll wear it tomorrow.

“That’s what I thought,” he grunts, picking out a silver fly from his incredible collection, inspecting it closely, that hot as fuck frown between his brows. That frown that makes me wanna drop to my knees and just whimper, yes Daddy, no Daddy, whatever you want, Daddy. “Eyes on the water,” he nods at the stream without even looking at me and I nearly swallow my tongue. I swear Mitch has eyes in the back of his head.

“I was,” I pipe up. I so wasn’t. I was ogling Mitch, wondering what it would feel like if I were that fly, his calloused fingers brushing against me, his hands maneuvering me just the way he wanted me. Wants me.

“Are we gonna argue about everything today, kid?” he grits.

“No, Daddy,” I say in my most submissive voice ever. Yes, I have a submissive voice. It’s the voice that usually gets me whatever the fuck I want—at least until they figure out that I’m too much of a hot mess. Then I’m kicked to the curb.

“Will you quit the ‘Daddy stuff?’” Mitch bites out. His deep baritone makes me feel like saluting him.

“Yes Da—yes, Mitch,” I bat my eyelashes like a good boy. Mitch mumbles something I can’t make out before he gets up. Coming to stand next to me, he quickly inspects my posture, that frown back.

“Stand up straight or you’ll be sorry later,” he winks at me. What the hell?

“Yes, Mitch,” I nearly whisper, wondering what kind of sorry he’s talking about. Mitch must read my mind because he quickly bites out, “Mind on the water and out of the gutter, kid,” squishing all my dreams.

We stand like this for a while, a cool breeze blowing past us from time to time, Mitch occasionally adjusting my grip on the fishing pole. The sun licks along my chest and stomach where I left the shirt open just to mess with him. And it’s just like old times, only it’s not. It’s so not. Everything is changing and I can’t wrap my mind around it.

I woke up early this morning, and it felt like I’d fallen asleep inside one of Cal’s large ovens at the bakery. My throat was parched and I couldn’t move, no matter how hard I tried. Spoiler: I didn’t try that hard as soon as I found out why I couldn’t move. I was in a sandwich. A big ol’ sweaty, musky, Daddy sandwich, Mitch glued to my front, his hairy chest tickling my nose, his nipples just there, right in front of me, ready to breakfast on. Cal was snoring in the spot between my shoulder blades, his moist, warm breath doing all sorts of weird shit to my chest. It felt like fucking heaven. Like it was the place I was always meant to be. I don’t know if it was remnants of yet another weird dream, but the words sweet boy played on repeat in my head as I watched Mitch slowly wake up.

If I’d expected the Daddies—yeah, sorry, can’t help myself—to be weird over breakfast, I was sorely mistaken. Cal went on and on about a local farmer’s market he wanted to visit, stacking up on delicacies before going home, while Mitch had already made plans for him and me to go fishing down by the stream. It felt good being included in his plans so easily. Too good.

I wake from my stupor when something tugs on my line, the pole coming alive between my fingers. Snicker.

“Pull ’im in!” Mitch shouts as he drops his own pole and comes up behind me, wrapping his arms around me and keeping me settled.

“Mitch?” I squeal.

“You’ve got this. Pull ’im in. Nice and steady.” He tightens his arms around my midsection, and I do as I’m told. I pull the motherfucker in. I notice the vibrant colors immediately as soon as the fish breaks through the surface of the water. It’s a rainbow trout, and it’s huge. Beautiful. My heart skips a beat, a giddiness growing in my chest.

“Look at him!” I yell. “Look at this guy, Mitch!”

“I know,” Mitch hums against my neck. “Now bring ’im in.”

And I do as I’m told. I bring him in. I bring several more in over the next couple of hours. Mitch does, too. Eventually we just grin at each other stupidly, our faces sun-kissed and sweaty, my heart the happiest it has been in ages. I soak it up. All of it. Mitch being all proud of me. I just gobble it up like one of those kids who aren’t allowed sugar and nearly O.D. on it at a birthday party.

As the sun gets too punishing and Cal shoots Mitch a text that lunch is ready, we start packing up. And I don’t know if it’s because my mind is miles away in happy-go-lucky land or if I’m just tired, but I somehow end up getting tangled up in my line. Before I know it, the hook gets caught in a battle with my right nipple piercing, and when I try to yank it away, it digs into my skin. My muffled whimper, followed by my ‘motherfucking fuck truck,’ has Mitch on his feet from where he was packing up his fishing gear on the ground in no time.

“What’s wrong? What happened?” he breathes right in front of me, his gaze searching my face, his eyes overflowing with worry. For me. I nearly forget myself and lean in to brush a kiss against his scruff, but then his eyes drop to my chest. “Oh shit, baby,” he blurts. “Hold still.” Baby. Baby. He carefully reaches out and trails the tip of his fingers along my skin, coming to a stop where the hook has penetrated it. “You’re bleeding,” he rasps, looking up into my eyes.

“I’m fine,” I whisper. He shakes his head. It’s barely noticeable. Then his gaze drops back down to my chest. Ever so carefully, he removes the hook from my pec as I hold my breath. It stings and I know the old Ty would’ve laid it on thick, squealing and whimpering for extra attention. But I realize I don’t need to act up for extra attention. Not with Mitch. I already have it. Undivided.

“You okay?” he grunts, his thick fingers struggling not to break the skin any further.

“Uh-huh,” I murmur, mesmerized. It feels like hours, the air between us heavy with Mitch’s musky scent and my… pheromones running wild. Finally, he gets the hook out, and a brief sting of regret courses through me. Then, the pad of his right thumb connects with my bruised skin, swiping at the tiny droplets of blood.

“You’re hurt,” he says, his voice all thick, as he inspects his thumb, a small nerve tick-tick-ticking away under his left eye.

“I’m okay,” I say, holding my breath. Slowly, he brings his thumb to his lips and before I can stop my jaw from dropping to the sandy ground, he sucks it into his mouth. His thumb. Not my jaw, obviously. That would be kind of weird. And strangely hot, too. A whine spills from my lips, intermingling with Mitch’s low hum, and I want nothing more than to jump into his arms, wrap my skinny-ass legs around his waist, and just bury my face in his neck. Climb him like a motherfucking redwood. Live there forever and ever with the squirrels until I forget my name and all my past trespasses.

Pulling his thumb from his mouth with a pop, Mitch’s cheeks flush first a bright pink before it spills over into a full-blown crimson red. His eyes are glazed over and there’s no mistaking the sentiment lingering in the two pools of blue. Lust. Pure, unfiltered lust. Mitch wants me. He wants me, wants me. Like a man wants another man. The same way that I want him. And as forbidden as it is and as wrong as it should feel, my stupid heart and my stupid dick are already plotting to take over my brain and my moral compass. I can feel it brewing inside me. I can—

“We better go,” Mitch croaks, his eyes looking to the ground. “Cal’s waiting for us,” he mumbles. Shit. “You okay?” he repeats softly.

“Yeah, I’m good,” I lie. I lie like my life fucking depends upon it because I’m so not okay. I’m confused. And flushed. And horny. “I’m fine,” I say, my shorts on fire by now and I can’t tell if it’s because of the lies I’m telling or from my dick thinking it’s a volcano.

“Cool,” Mitch nods, also lying through his teeth because nothing is cool. Because lusting after your ex-stepdad—your married ex-stepdad—who looks like he wants to throw you over his shoulder right now, is so not cool. It might be in those cheesy romance novels that you can pick up at the airport, but in real life, it’s just truly fucked up. I’m so screwed.


[image: image-placeholder]






Chapter Fourteen
Mitch


“What’s up, sweetheart?” I come up behind Cal, wrapping my arms around him, his chest vibrating beneath my fingers. We got back from the cabin a little over an hour ago and while I’ve been unpacking and putting stuff away, Cal’s been staring out into the dusk from our deck.

“I don’t know,” he murmurs, freezing in my arms. He’s hardly spoken two words since we dropped Ty off at his apartment in Pasadena.

“I think you do know, Cal,” I speak softly, burying my face against the nape of his neck, breathing him in. This is the scent of love. Of everything I hold dear in life. Well, almost everything…

“Doesn’t…” he hesitates, taking a step forward, then another, pulling away from me. As I’m about to reel him in again, he turns around, despair in his eyes. And shame. Cal looks shameful.

“What, sweetheart?” I ask tentatively.

“Isn’t it strangely quiet without him?” he says, his gaze dropping to the wooden deck, a defeated slump to his shoulders. My poor love.

“It is,” I agree, keeping the distance between us. Not because I want it, but because I think Cal needs it. I chuckle. “Weird how you suddenly get used to the kid, isn’t it?” I offer. Cal nods as he continues to stare holes into the wooden deck. “But it’s not just about that, is it, sweetheart?” He looks up quickly, his hazel eyes two pools of regret.

“No,” he whispers as two fat tears make their way down his sun-kissed cheeks before they disappear into his beard. “I…” he brushes his hands through his blond strands, shaking his head. “I never saw it coming, M. I never in a million years expected something… someone like him.”

“Of course you didn’t. I didn’t either,” I admit.

“You didn’t?” he asks helplessly, like a small child.

“Of course not. The kid used to call me Dad, for Pete’s sake, and now I want nothing more than to—” I catch myself mid-sentence, my heart chasing its next beat in my chest. “Now I want nothing more than to go get him and keep him with us and never let him fucking go again.”

“You do?” Cal whispers, his hands still buried in his hair. I nod, feeling the truth of my words reverberate through my body. I do.

“I do,” I say, and those two words are the truest I’ve ever spoken since I gave them to Cal at our wedding a few years ago. “I want that too, sweetheart,” I whisper and before the final syllables have left my mouth, my husband leaps into my arms with a sigh.

“You don’t hate me?” he croaks against my skin, shivering in my arms. This man. This beautiful, beautiful man who’s given me the life I always wanted.

“Never.” I kiss the word into his neck. “Never in a million years, my love.”

“Oh, thank God,” he exhales. “Thank God, M. I wouldn’t be able to bear it if you did.” He relaxes in my arms while I murmur incoherent phrases of reassurance into the darkness. After a while, he pulls away from me, tears still clinging to his light brown eyelashes. “What are we gonna do?” He sucks his bottom lip into his mouth as he searches my face.

“I want to tell him,” I admit while Cal nods, blurting, “I want that too!”

“I think he already knows,” I say, leaning in to kiss Cal’s cheeks. He tastes salty. Vulnerable. “I think he feels the same.”

“Yeah?” Cal’s voice is tinted with hope, his eyes almost a deep brown now.

“Yeah, but we have to be careful with him. He might not trust us. Believe us,” I add.

“We’ll make sure that he does,” Cal smiles, a newfound certainty in his voice. “We’ll love him so much that he’ll never doubt again for one second that he’s… that he’s everything.”

Love. My heart nearly explodes in my chest. Cal just re-defined that small word to include not just the two of us, but Ty, too.

“You love him?” I rasp, searching my husband’s face.

“I could,” he exhales. “If it was okay with you, M, then yes, I could easily love him.”

“It is,” I swallow, my love for this man increasing tenfold in a split second. “It’s okay with me, sweetheart. I think I could easily, too. Again. Differently.” I don’t think I ever really stopped. Loving Ty, that is. I just didn’t allow myself to, but now that Cal has admitted to me how he feels, I think I can again. Will again. Allow myself to love Ty wholeheartedly. Cal shakes his head, laughing that carefree laugh of his.

“Weird how love can just grow if you let it, ain’t it M? It just wants to grow so bad all on its own.” There’s a wet sheen to his golden eyes as he looks right into me, into the essence of who I am. His naked and honest self meeting mine.

“Yeah,” I smile. “Weird, but wonderful.” Stepping right up to me, he grins in my face in that cheeky way of his that makes me weak in the knees and hard in an instant.

“I need you,” he whispers, his hips searching mine, a hunger in his eyes that matches my own. A hunger that’s insatiable no matter how many times I have him. No matter how many times I claim his body as mine. Ever-present and all-consuming.

“Turn around,” I grit, my dick swelling in my jeans, that familiar rush-rush-rush in my ears when my need for him takes over. With a victorious expression he complies, turning around, his firm, inviting ass stretching the denim material of his pants as he bends over the lounger. A grunt slips from my lips, my hand flying to my groin as I rub across the front of my pants. This always happens when Cal offers himself to me like this. I can never decide how I want him. Where I want my cum. Inside his belly, smeared across his pale fleshy globes, or inside his hole. If I could, I would bathe him in my cum so that he would only ever smell of me. I’m a possessive asshole, but I think Cal likes it. Craves it. He once told me he never felt truly wanted before he met me. That stuck. In the back of my head, it stuck, and I’ve since made it my mission in life that he knows he’s wanted.

Bending over him, I bite down on the frail skin of his neck as I unbutton his jeans. Chasing my teeth, he rubs his ass against my front, teasing my hardness. Once his jeans are unbuttoned, I tear them down his thick thighs, his arousal wafting toward me through his white briefs. I leave his jeans around his ankles, not bothering to struggle with his boots. Dropping to my knees, I lean in, burying my face between his meaty ass cheeks, breathing him in. His thighs tremble, a muffled whine escaping him as I wrap my arms around them, holding him still.

I lick across his crease, the cotton tasting of him. His distinct musky taste, his sweat, his need for me. He wiggles his hips as best as he can to meet me, an impatient groan growing from somewhere deep in his chest. I bite into his right ass cheek, then the left.

“Motherfucker!” he yells. Because when I go to town on his ass, I don’t nibble carefully like a polite choir boy. Hell no. I feast on him, leaving marks that’ll stay imprinted on his skin well into next week. “Mitch, please,” he whimpers, the outline of his cock pressing against the white, see-through fabric. I laugh against his crack, inhaling him greedily. I’m no sadist, but I do love when my man begs. It makes my chest swell and my cock rejoice. It makes me feel like a goddamn king. “Fuck me,” he pants, his hand flying to his briefs as he chucks down the hem and pulls out his dick.

“Shit, sweetheart, look at you. That looks painful. Is it hurtin’, sweetheart?” My voice is nothing but a low pur as I try to rile him up. Cal’s orgasm always tastes the best when he’s all riled up, the desperation like goddamn honey on my tongue.

“You know it’s fucking hurting, asshole!” he spits. “Now get the fuck on with it, M!” The mouth on this guy. I swear to God, if I wasn’t so fucking horny, watching Cal and Ty all weekend without being able to get my hands on them, I would draw this out. I would draw it out for hours until he was a begging, blubbering mess beneath my fingers.

Tearing down his briefs below his ass, I bury my face in his crack as I push the tip of my tongue into his pucker, stabbing it again and again.

“Fuck yes!” Cal screams, his hole chasing my tongue, sucking me right in. “That’s what I’m fucking talking about, motherfucker!” I oughta wash his mouth out with soap or spank the brat out of him or maybe both, but I’m on a mission right now. Pulling away, I spit on his hole, then jam two fingers inside him, followed by my tongue.

“Oh God. Oh God. Oh God,” he chants, riding my tongue, my fingers, fucking himself roughly, just the way he likes it. “That’s it, M. Deeper,” he near-sobs. “I need you fucking deeper. Tear me open. Tear me right open, M.” I can tell by his frantic movements and the cock hungry edge to his voice that it’s just a matter of seconds. Cal’s gone to that special place where he’s completely engulfed in his imminent climax. I continue to stab him, fuck him, bite him, alternating deep thrusts with shallow ones because I know that drives him batshit crazy.

“Fucking fuck!” he cries, sobbing into the lounger. “Get me there, M. Get me there. Get me there.” He’s beating off his cock ruthlessly, his fingers dripping with precum, his cockhead a deep purple, appearing and disappearing in his fist.

“I’ll get you there, sweetheart,” I purr. “I’ll get you there,” I promise. It’s an easy promise because I always fucking get him there. Releasing one hand from his thighs, I grab his hair and pull his head backward, violently. The muscles of his shoulders and back ripple beneath his tee, beads of sweat glistening at the bottom of his spine where the white fabric has ridden up. “Who do you belong to?” I grit against his right ear as I continue to pound his hole with my fingers.

“You, Mitch,” he whines, his eyes blown wide. “Only you.”

“Who do you love, Cal?” I bite the words into the paper-thin skin of his neck.

“I love you, M. You. You, you, yo—” he screams as his hole quivers and clenches and pulses around my fingers. Strings of white cum hit the deck as he continues to fuck his fist, his thighs shaking with his release.

“My love,” I pant against his ear. “My love.”

“Yours,” he sighs, sated and spent. Then he chuckles. “Shit, babe.”

“What?” I groan, my knees screaming at me, my fingers still buried in his ass.

“I can’t wait to find out where Ty fits into all of this,” he laughs.

“Oh, he’ll fit,” I say. “We’ll make him f—” The rest of my sentence drowns in the shrill ring from my phone on the garden table. Ignoring it at first, I get to my knees, cursing myself for not at least putting a cushion on the deck. But when it goes off a second time, then a third soon after, I pick it up, an unknown caller ID flashing across the screen. I know instantly that something’s happened. I think Cal knows, too, from the worried frown between his brows. Ty. My Ty. Our Ty.
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Chapter Fifteen
Callum


Tyler is out-of-his-mind drunk when we get to the precinct downtown. We hear his loud shrill voice mouthing off someone as soon as we enter the reception area, a tired-looking receptionist offering us a semi-welcoming smile.

“Get your fucking hands off me, you brute!” Ty yells from somewhere and my instincts immediately scream FIND HIM AND PROTECT HIM in my head, in my chest, everywhere. Mitch throws me a desperate look. At least we’re not in a hospital somewhere. At least, he’s not hurt. He’s drunk, yeah, but at least he’s safe. When Mitch got the call thirty minutes ago that Ty had been picked up in a bar fight, we flew out of the door, not knowing what to expect. In a second my mind went from blissed-out to full-on emergency mode, and I don’t think I’ve ever been so scared in my life.

Mitch wastes no time rushing up to the reception desk.

“Tyler Carter,” he blurts loudly. “He was brought in an hour ago. I’m his… his parole officer, Mitch Cain.” His hair looks wild, bearing witness to how furiously he was grabbing at it on the drive here. “Bobby… I mean, Sergeant Lincoln called me.”

“YOU CALLED MITCH?!” Ty screams, his angry voice traveling from down a hallway, bouncing off the lime-green walls of reception. Mitch winces, his eyes spilling over with concern.

“Sergeant Lincoln’ll be with you shortly,” the receptionist drawls before she goes back to tap tap tapping at her computer. “Take a seat,” she nods indifferently at some black plastic chairs across from her without looking up. A loud crash sounds from somewhere, metal against metal, and now I’m the one who’s two seconds from freaking out.

“Look…” My gaze finds her nametag, “Gwen,” I offer her my most convincing smile. “If we could just go to him, I know he’ll settle down.” I drum my fingers agitatedly against the desk, and it’s when I drop the muffled “Please” that Gwen, the receptionist, finally looks away from her screen, smiling slightly.

“Sir, if you could plea—”

“Oh, thank God!” Mitch pants, blowing past me as Ty appears down the hallway, accompanied by a policeman resembling a bear. In comparison, Ty looks like a small kid, so tiny and… broken, as he struggles in the policeman’s hold.

“Sir, you can’t go in there!” Gwen calls after him, but I hold up my hand, waving her off.

“It’s okay,” I tell her. Ty looks okay. He’s okay. It’ll all be okay.

“Bobby!” Mitch greets the policeman who must be his acquaintance, Sergeant Lincoln. I jog after him, running right up to Ty, just managing to get to him before he looks ready to pass out. Slumping against me, he seems to have deflated by now, all fight gone out of him. His fingers dig into my sides, clinging to my hoodie as he buries his face against my neck. I wrap my arms around him, pulling him tightly against my chest, relief coursing through me, while fragments of a conversation blow past me. “Just a drunken brawl.” “No property damage or injuries.” “Saw your name in his files.” “So grateful you called me, Bobby.” “I owe you one.” “Don’t mention it.” “Won’t be any charges.” “Thanks, man.” “Call me for a beer sometime.” “Will do.”

“Let’s go,” Mitch murmurs, as Ty sniffs against my chest. “Let’s go home.”
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Tyler slept curled up on my lap the entire way home, not even waking up when Mitch made a few stops on the way for all the things he likes: peanut butter, Mountain Dew, strawberry Pop-Tarts, and Sweet Chili Doritos. He’s gonna have the mother of all hangovers when he wakes up tomorrow—or today, actually—but we’ll be there for him when he crashes. Because I’m sure he will. Crash. Something happened between the time that we dropped him off in Pasadena and picked him up at the precinct. I’m not sure what, but it must’ve been bad since he ended up this drunk and devastated.

Mitch turns off the truck in our drive, sighing audibly, as he takes Ty in, a tender look in his eyes. I know what he’s thinking. I’m thinking the same. Ty belongs with us where we can keep him safe and make sure that he doesn’t pull this self-destructive shit.

“I’m never doing that again,” I whisper, Ty squirming in my lap.

“Hell no.” Mitch rubs his face. “Let’s get some sleep, sweetheart,” he whispers back. I nod while Mitch gets out of the car and jogs around to my side, opening the door for me. I maneuver Ty into my arms and get out carefully, making sure not to bump his head. “You good?” Mitch takes us in, concern evident in his voice.

“Yeah, I’m good,” I say, adjusting Ty in my arms as I walk toward the deck, the gravel crunching under my boots, the only sound aside from Ty’s heavy breathing in the quiet night. Mitch is two steps ahead of me, running up the stairs, throwing open the door we apparently forgot to lock. A low woof greets us as Bree wakes from her doggy bed, blinking her eyes a couple of times.

“It’s okay, Bree Girl,” Mitch coos. “Go back to sleep.” She seems content with that, burying her head in between her fluffy paws, eliciting a low rumble. Ty stirs in my arms as I move to the couch, sitting down with a grunt.

“Cal?” he mumbles, half-asleep, his voice so incredibly frail.

“Shhh,” I say into his sweaty bangs, muffled noises coming from the kitchen as Mitch puts stuff away and runs the faucet.

“Where are we?” Tyler sits up slightly, blinking his eyes open. They’re red-rimmed, the white bloodshot, the cinnamon swimming in the middle.

“We’re home,” I say, not letting go of my hold on him. He winces, then nods quietly, swallowing, as two fat tears make their way down his unusually pale cheeks.

“No, no,” I coo. “Don’t cry, baby.” The endearment slips out all on its own. “You’re good. Everything’s good,” I squeeze him.

“No, it’s not,” he whimpers. “Nothing’s… It’s all turned to shit, Cal. Everything,” he sniffs, wiping at his nose with the back of his hand.

“It’s fine,” I say. “You’re fine. Nothing’s so messed up it can’t be fixed.”

“I don’t think I can be,” he full-on sobs now, shaking his head defiantly like a little kid who’s just proclaimed he can’t ride a bike. “I can’t.”

“Hey, look at me,” I counter, pinning his chin between my thumb and index finger, forcing him to look at me. “There ain’t nothing wrong with you, Ty,” I grit, my heart about to explode with anger because Ty feels this way about himself. “You’re perfect, you hear me? You’re the most perfect boy in the world, baby. You are.” I’m going to tell him every day until he believes me, if that’s what it takes. We are going to tell him. He remains silent, his eyelashes fluttering restlessly.

“Here you go,” Mitch’s deep voice engulfs us, as he holds out a glass of water in one hand and two pills in the palm of his other. Ty looks up, a shadow moving across his face as he takes in Mitch’s offerings like they’re poisonous. Then he shakes his head like a petulant child.

“No.”

“Ty…” Mitch sighs. “Please take the pills. You had a lot to—”

“I said no!” he spits at my man, his voice sharp, his body tensing in my arms. I feel strangely torn, wanting to hold on to Ty but also pull Mitch into my arms. “I don’t want your fucking pills, Mitch!” He struggles out of my hold and leaps to his feet, swaying from side to side. Mitch instinctively reaches for him, the pills landing on the floor, but Ty bats his hand away. “Don’t fucking touch me!” he yells, pushing at Mitch’s chest. Hurt flashes across my man’s face before he catches himself.

“Ty, please, don’t be—”

“What?” Ty spits. “Be what?” Tears are trailing freely down his cheeks now and I stand up, looking between the two men that mean the most to me in this world, bewildered as to what to do. I’ve loved the one for more than six years and the other has just recently crept into my heart, claiming a place for himself there. “A kid? That’s what you mean, isn’t it, Mitch?” Mitch takes a step forward, reaching for Ty, who dodges him, nearly stumbling in the process. “I’m not that kid anymore!” Ty cries, his bottom lip trembling, his cheeks flushed and wet.

“I know you’re not,” Mitch says quietly.

“I’ll never be that kid again. That kid died when you left me, Mitch. He fucking died,” he rasps, pushing hard against Mitch’s chest. But my man’s a fucking rock, solid like he was built from a block of granite. “I fucking hate you, Mitch! I hate you so fucking much.” Mitch nods and just takes it. All of Ty’s anger and hurt because it’s mostly just hurt that’s oozing off him right now as he’s right up in Mitch’s face, pounding his hands against his chest. “I hate you so fucking much, Mitch.” Ty full-on sobs now as he continues to dig his knuckles into Mitch’s chest.

“It’s okay,” Mitch reassures him, carding his fingers through Ty’s bangs. “You’re allowed to feel that way,” he says. Ty looks up, fire in his eyes, his lips puffy.

“Stop telling me what to do!” he throws at Mitch. “You can’t tell me what to do or how to fucking feel! You’re not my dad. You made that perfectly clear when you walked out on me eight years ago without looking back.” I can tell that Ty’s words are hurting Mitch, digging into him like tiny knives, but I know that this is between them. It’s unavoidable. It had to happen sometime, and apparently, the time is now.

“I didn’t just walk out, Ty. That’s not true.” I know that there’s more to the story, but I don’t think Ty does. How Dale took over Catarina’s life, micro-managing it, keeping Mitch away with threats of getting a restraining order. How he probably convinced her that Ty was better off without Mitch in his life. “Please, Ty, if we could ju—”

“Stop calling me that! And you did! You did, Mitch,” Ty cries, his shoulders starting to slump. Anger sweeps across Mitch’s face, as he finally seems to react to the fact that his past has come back to haunt him. Unfinished business in the shape and form of a lost kid who I know he still loves. Who he never stopped loving.

“I had no rights! I had no claim on you, Tyler!” Mitch yells.

“You had every claim!” Ty yells back, getting up on the toes of his beat-up motorcycle boots and grabbing the collar of Mitch’s shirt. “You still do!” The air crackles between them and I almost lose my balance, taking them in as they both seem to realize it, too. Mitch nods, licking his lips.

“You’re right. I did. I’m sorry, Ty,” he whispers. “I’m so, so sorry. As long as I live, I’ll never forgive myself for that. For leaving you behind. It’s my biggest regret.” Reaching out my hands, one for Mitch and one for Ty, I swallow, “Maybe we should just ta—” but that’s all I manage before Ty mumbles, barely audible, “But you did it again. You…” Ty looks between us, his eyes so sad, sorrow spilling into new tears. “You just dropped me off earlier… like we hadn’t just… and then you just went home… and I was just… I was just alone again,” he swallows.

“Oh, love,” Mitch’s voice breaks along with his face, his eyes wet from unshed tears. “Is that what you think? That this weekend didn’t mean the same to us as it did to you? That…” he looks at me briefly and I nod before he looks back at Ty again. “That Cal and I don’t want you? Love, we want you. We want you so much, Ty. It’s all we’ve been thinking and talking about since we dropped you off. How much we want you, love.”

The softly spoken love lingers between them while I hold my breath. This is it. There’s no going back from this. Mitch has put it out there and it’s exhilarating and fucking frightening at the same time.

“You want me?” Ty croaks, looking at first Mitch, then at me in disbelief. “You too, Cal? You want me, too?” I nod, the words getting stuck in my mouth. I’m afraid that I’ll break if I speak. I can only hope that the truth is written across my face. “As in you want me-want me?” His vulnerability nearly breaks my heart and before I can say something, anything, to reassure him and remove any uncertainty from his beautiful face, my husband steals the words from my mouth.

“We want you here. With us. Every day. All the time,” Mitch says, his voice steady as a beat, while he squeezes my hand. The words have barely left his lips before Ty stumbles, flies, and falls into Mitch’s arms, the glass of water dropping from Mitch’s hand and landing on the floor with a crash. Mitch just manages to catch him, before Ty presses his lips against first his lips, then his chin and his cheeks repeatedly, small whimpers accompanying every kiss. My husband’s right hand flies to the back of Ty’s head, fingers tangling into his wild curls, an outdrawn growl building in his chest, spilling from his lips. As Ty continues to shower a stunned Mitch with kisses, still crying but smiling too, my husband finds my gaze above Ty’s head, his light blue eyes overflowing with something I have no words for but that I feel more deeply than anything. Fear. Relief. Joy. Confusion. Love. So much fucking love. And no doubt. Not one trace of it. No doubt. Ty belongs with us. Like the air in my lungs and the blood flowing through my body, Ty belongs with us.
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Chapter Sixteen
Tyler


I’m kissing Mitch. Okay, let’s just rewind. I, Tyler, am kissing Mitch. But that’s not even the craziest part. The craziest part is that Mitch is kissing me back. And he’s not just kissing me. No, he’s basically invading my mouth, his tongue licking into it, circling around my tongue, sucking it into his soft, warm mouth with an unparalleled hunger. Shit, I guess he wasn’t kidding. He wants me. They want me, too. And as fucked up as it probably is, I can’t seem to care. Because, holy fuck, while Mitch is kissing me like there’s no tomorrow, Cal has moved up behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist. As Mitch plunders my mouth, growling around my tongue, Cal whispers sweet nothings against my neck like ours, precious, safe. And baby. Oh, so many babies.

At this point, I’m almost certain that I’m dreaming. I must be. Things like this don’t happen to a guy like me. With the amount of alcohol I inhaled tonight, I think I probably went into a coma and now I’m dreaming all this shit up. I must be. Well, fuck it. I’ll deal with the brutal reality when I wake up. Please, drunk body, never wake up.

And then I’m suddenly flying above the ground and maybe I’m not dreaming after all. Maybe I’m already dead, and the good ol’ Lord beamed me up to heaven. Although, I never in a million years figured the elevator would be going up. But here I am, going up, up, up.

Two large hands are grabbing the back of my thighs, and I now realize that they’re Mitch’s hands, hoisting me up into his arms. On instinct, I wrap my legs around his waist, slinging my arms around his shoulders and holy fucking fuck train, Mitch is hard. All over. Hard planes of muscle beneath my fingers, making my mouth water. Whining pitifully, I ground my hips against him, our mouths still fused together. Shit, he smells good. Like all musky and manly and… like top-tier potent pheromones. His scent is like crack and it’s doing stuff to my body, to my dick. To my hole. It’s full-on clenching and unclenching, almost like it’s trying to clap some horny-ass tune. Fill me, fill me, fill me riiiight uuuupppp!

“We need to talk,” Mitch groans into my mouth, interrupting my butthole serenading his dick. I miss the connection instantly as he pulls away from me. Chasing his lips, I keep my eyes squeezed tight, because fuck no! No, no, no, I do not want to talk. I don’t. Talk is overrated. It always gets me into trouble and rarely the good kind. “Look at me,” Mitch chuckles, his chest rumbling against mine, his flannel-clad, bulky belly warm and soft against my bare stomach. “Look at me, love,” he purrs, and I slowly blink my eyes open. And holy hotness, Mitch looks fucking wrecked. His eyes are swimming with want, his lips all bruised and puffy, glistening with saliva. His hair looks fucking wild, too, sticking out in all directions, an explosion of browns and grays. He looks 100% edible, fuckable.. and now he wants to talk.

Shaking my head, I decide to bring forward my most sophisticated weapon: the bratty pout. I have many kinds of pouts in stock, ranging from the pretend-offended to the mock-horrified, but the bratty has, to this day, proven to be the most effective. It landed me a trip to St. Croix once when Mom forgot my birthday in one of her valium hazes, and a Gucci biker jacket to die for from a lover who wanted to watch me pee. Huh, I haven’t seen that in a while. Not the pee. The jacket. Wonder where it went.

“Ty,” Mitch sighs.

“I don’t wanna,” I whine, batting my eyelashes for good measure.

“Jesus,” Cal laughs, shaking his head. “Does that usually work?” He leans in, pressing a deliciously scruffy kiss against my cheek. “We. Need. To. Talk.” He presses the words into my skin with each kiss. Squirming, I shoot him my deadliest death glare.

“I. Don’t. Wanna!” I pout like I fucking mean it, and if I weren’t hanging around Mitch’s neck like a bratty baby kangaroo, I would be stomping my feet by now. “I wanna make out,” I huff and puff, then huff some more in Mitch’s arms. Fuck me, he’s strong. Ruthless. I wonder if he fucks ruthlessly, too. I bet he does.

“Yeah, there’ll be none of that before we’ve talked,” Mitch laughs and fuck, if that deep, growly, grizzly laugh of his doesn’t drive me even wilder with want for him. But from the look on his face—and the stern and extremely hot, manties-melting glare that Cal is shooting my way—I know they won’t cave. And somehow that’s even hotter than I thought. It’s like good cop, mean cop, only they’re both mean Daddies. Oh shit, I clamp my mouth tightly because I think I just said that out loud.

Scowling at him from under my eyelashes, I see Mitch looking at me, stunned, his mouth agape like his jaw is two seconds from falling right off and hitting the floor. Electricity crackles between us, and I try to wiggle my way out of his arms as I gulp, “I mean… I… that was not…” Mitch continues to hold me close, a fire in his eyes that I haven’t seen before. Does he…? Did he find that… hot? The Daddy stuff?

Cal clears his throat, then croaks, “Let’s go to bed.” And because I apparently haven’t humiliated myself enough already, I stupidly blurt, “Yes, Daddy.”
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“I… I know I should’ve tried harder. Back then. To fight for you,” Mitch whispers into the darkness, his chest heaving beneath my cheek. “I was afraid, I guess.”

“Of what?” I murmur, my fingers tangled in his T-shirt, Cal’s beefy arms wrapped around me from behind, as he presses soft kisses against my neck. It still feels surreal. This whole evening, night, whatever. Cal calling me baby. Mitch calling me love. Them telling me they want me. With them. All. The. Time. That’s what Mitch said. All the time. The kiss. The kiss of all kisses. Cal eventually taking charge, throwing me over his shoulder in a real firefighter-style carry, bringing me off to bed while I pretended to be all mortified, yelling, ‘Let me go, you fucking brute. You ain’t the boss of me,’ while my slutty little boy heart secretly rejoiced, ‘He is! He is! He sooo is the boss of you!’ Shut up, traitor heart! Go drown in the traitor soup!

“That it would blow back on you somehow. That Dale would take it out on you if I continued to fight.” There’s a slight tremble in Mitch’s voice, and I can tell it’s painful for him to talk about this. Talking about our shared past.

“Oh, he took it out on me, all right,” I chuckle bitterly. “But for entirely different reasons.”

“What do you mean?” Mitch stiffens beneath me and I know I probably shouldn’t, but I’m digging the protectiveness that oozes off him right now. Like earlier at the police station, too. The look that I now recognize as ‘Where’s our boy?’ is written across Mitch and Cal’s faces again.

“He hurt you?” Cal grits behind me, getting up on his elbow, a storm moving across his tense face. He looks ready to murder someone.

“Not like that. Let’s just say that Dale the Dipshit had no lifelong dream tucked away of becoming a stepdaddy.” Cal seems to relax a little, and then he leans down, kissing Mitch first on the lips and then me on the forehead.

“He’ll never hurt you again,” Cal says, his voice unwavering. “No one will ever hurt you again.”

“That’s a big promise,” I tease. Jeez, they’re so serious.

“That’s an easy promise,” Mitch growls and fuck me; if I wasn’t already hard, I would be now. But I’ve been hard ever since that mind-blowing kiss that completely turned everything upside down. Then he claims my lips, sealing his promise with a deep kiss that has my toes curling and my heart fluttering in my chest. I moan into his mouth, high on the fact that for the first time in a long while, I feel safe. Cherished. Wanted. Cal shifts behind me, thrusting his hips against my ass, his hardness brushing against my crease.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasp into Mitch’s mouth and he swallows it, along with a string of whimpers. Because that’s what I am. A whimpering, needy mess. And just when I’m about to chastise myself for being too much, too needy, too… everything, Cal hums against my left ear, “Shit, baby boy, aren’t you just the sexiest fucking thing? Such a good little boy, aren’t you?” And before I can ask for a vowel—because what do you even fucking say to something like that?—Cal continues, his voice nothing but a low purr, “Isn’t he just the sexiest little thing ever, M? I bet he’s got the sweetest little cock, too.” And I’m done for. I’m gone. All the way to fucking La La Land where my mind has officially left the building or whatever.

“Daddy,” I whine, pushing my ass back against the outline of Cal’s hard cock behind his briefs while I cling to Mitch, just about ready to climb inside him and live there for all eternity.

“He is,” Mitch growls against my lips. “He’s the most precious boy in the world, Cal. And he’s ours.” Ours. That small pronoun echoes through my head while Cal’s warm hand finds its way down inside my briefs. The ‘ours’ makes its way through every limb and every vein in my body as he cradles my cock like it’s a frail little bird, made out of the most precious porcelain.

“Ours,” Cal repeats as he pumps me tenderly, nibbling at my neck, biting the word into my skin.

“Ours,” Mitch presses the word against my lips again and again. So many times that I lose count. So many times I lose myself. In them. In this. Whatever it is. I don’t care if this is wrong. If it’s wrong, then I don’t want to be right. Because this feels right. It feels so fucking right, and I’ve gone so long feeling wrong. I don’t want to feel that way anymore. I want to feel cherished. Wanted. And loved. I want to feel loved. And this, right now, with them, the way they’re treating me, worshiping me, does feel a lot like love. It does.

“That’s it,” Cal coos, his hand grabbing me tighter, his movements still slow and steady as his bites become harder. “Such a good boy,” he moans, his dick digging into my ass. “Now come, baby. Come for me. Come for Mitch. Come for us.” And I do. I explode into a million little pieces, my Daddies’ names on my lips, tears trailing down my cheeks. I explode, but my Daddies hold me even tighter, keeping me together, keeping me from spinning out of control. Keeping me where I belong. Where I think I’ve always belonged.

With them.
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Chapter Seventeen
Mitch


Irush through work like I have a deadline with the goddamn president or something. I figure the sooner I can get out of here, the faster I can get back home to my men. Shit. Men. As in plural. As in my husband, whom I love more than anything and with whom I thought I was going to be in an exclusive relationship as long as he would have me. That’s what I told him that day six years ago when he asked where this thing between us was heading. I just laid it all out there. My heart. My hopes and dreams. Everything. ‘For as long as you’ll have me, I’m yours, Cal. Always.’ Never in a million years did I think that always could include someone else. And not just anyone else, no.

Ty. My Ty. The boy that I loved and lost, no longer a kid, but a man. A man that I’ve fallen for despite his best efforts to hate me and my best efforts to not go there. But I have. We both have. Cal too. We’ve gone there. And going back isn’t possible. That damn bridge burned to the ground last night when Ty unraveled between us, coming with Cal’s and my name on his lips. While the bridge burned to ashes, I licked our boy clean, his soft, spent cock between my lips, and his essence causing all the synapses in my brain to fucking fry. Squirming beneath me, Ty moaned around Cal’s fingers contentedly, sucking his own cum from my husband’s thick fingers. It was the sexiest goddamn thing ever, Ty’s eyelashes fluttering, his cheeks flushed, his frail chest vibrating with the aftermath of his orgasm.

All day, as one case number after another blows past my vision on the computer screen, it’s all I can think about. Ty’s distinct taste exploding on my tongue, lingering there long after I’d swallowed every drop. His scent, too. So goddamn intoxicating. Sweet and heady. Cal’s tongue in my mouth, sealing this newfound thing between us, while Ty buried his face in my chest hair with an outdrawn sigh. I cried then. Quietly, in the darkness. For the boy I’d lost once. For the end of one life that led to the beginning of something else. Something real. For gratitude that he came back. That my boy has come back to me. To us. While I cried and my vision blurred, the truth, blurry at first, became clear, little by little, to the backdrop of Ty’s soft snores and Cal’s much deeper ones: I’m never letting him go again. Never.

Lana laughs at me when I run out of the office like the floor is about to become lava.

“Hot date?” she winks.

“Yeah,” I breathe, my heart pounding in my throat, the tears threatening to spill again. What the hell is happening to me? “For the rest of my life,” I blurt, and what the hell? Lana just laughs even louder, throwing her long black hair over her shoulder.

“Jeez, whatever Cal puts in those buns of his, it seems to be working,” she winks knowingly. As I nod stupidly, it occurs to me that at some point we’ll have to come out to the world as a…? What’s it called? It’s not a threesome, is it? That’s just a hook-up thing, right? Ty’s not a hookup. “You okay?” Lana tilts her head at me. “You look like your brain is cooking on somethin’.”

“Just…” I shake my head. I am not having this conversation right now.

“Get out of here!” she motions toward the door with a shoo gesture. “You’re already mentally gone anyway,” she smirks. “See ya tomorrow, Mitch,” she smiles, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.

“See ya, Lana,” I grin goofily as I rush past her, my jacket getting caught in the doorknob on my way out, but even the sound of fabric tearing isn’t enough to make me stop. I’m a man on a mission.

The girl behind the counter at the pharmacy looks at me like I’ve lost my mind when I empty an armful of lube and condoms out in front of her. I’m long past embarrassment, though. Better safe than… blue balls. Cal and I haven’t used condoms in years, but it’s not just the two of us now, is it? And although I have no idea if or when we’ll need them, I’m not taking any chances.

“Will that be all, sir?” She grins obnoxiously, chewing loudly on her bubblegum as she rings in the last bottle of lube.

“Uhm, let me have some Tylenol too,” I say, while she’s bagging up what I now realize must look like either a) a year’s supply of condoms and lube, b) someone prepping for Armageddon, or c) like I’m a man slut.

“Sure. We have a deal of the day on ibuprofen, though. Two for the price of one,” and I swear to fucking God, she sees right through me.

“Two for the price of one?” I croak.

“Yes,” she says, blinking innocently. “Sometimes one is just not enough.” She smiles.

“Okay. Sure, why not?” I shrug.

“The ibuprofen?” she turns, reaching for a shelf behind her, leaning up on the tips of her sneakers.

“Yes. Thanks.”

“You want the Tylenol, too?” she asks over her shoulder.

“Yeah, yeah, whatever,” I blurt. What I want is just to get the hell out of here with my XXL-size bag of lube, condoms, and painkillers and back home to my guys.

“Have a good night, sir,” she coos as she drops the pills into the brown paper bag.

“Thanks. You too,” I mumble, grabbing the bag and clutching it against my chest. I nearly bump into the customer behind me as I race out of the pharmacy, throwing a “Sorry” over my shoulder.
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Ty leaps into my arms the minute I walk in the door, squealing Mitchy! loudly—too loudly—into my ear. As I catch him in my arms, the paper bag comes crashing down, pills, lube, and condoms spilling out onto the hardwood floor. “Daddy’s home, Cal!” he calls out over his shoulder before he sucks my Adam’s apple into his wet mouth, and my chest is instantly flooded with warmth. Daddy. Never pictured myself as one—at least not that kind of Daddy—but if the shoe fits. And boy, does it fit.

If I’d thought for one second it would be awkward seeing Ty again, I’m immediately put to shame. He acts like it’s the most natural thing in the world, humming around my Adam’s apple, feasting hungrily on my skin, his strong, skinny legs wrapped around me. I can’t help but laugh into his hair, the scent of orange blossom greeting me, as I grab his ass tighter.

“Mitchy?” I murmur into his dark curls.

Ty looks up, his eyes glazed over with want. “It’s your new name.” He smiles endearingly, the smile reaching up to his eyes, setting them aflame. A bonfire of browns and oranges and I just smile back, equally dazed, because I never thought I would get to see Ty smiling with his eyes again. “I missed you,” he breathes, then frowns as he takes in my expression. “What’s wrong?” His soft voice is tinted with an edge of worry.

“Nothin’,” I rasp. “Missed you too, love,” I say, pressing the love against his plush lips.

“Reaaalllyyy?” he wiggles in my arms, any concern instantly vanishing from his voice.

“Of course.” I wink. Smiling even broader, he jumps from my arms, landing on a bottle of lube, and it explodes under his socked feet. He’s wearing lemon-yellow shorts and one of his trademark crop tops, yellow too, with a banana wearing sunglasses on the front. He better not have worn that to work, the little brat.

“Of course not, Daddy!” He laughs. “You’re so silly. I wore this just for you, Mitchy,” he purses his lips in a pout, before he does a twirl, sticking his perky boy butt out. Shit, I said that out loud, didn’t I? My mouth is going all rogue on me, but apparently, I have trouble functioning properly when Ty’s around. “You like?” he says, biting his bottom lip. The best I can come up with is an outdrawn growl, and he positively glows at that. Looking down at the floor, he lifts his right foot, sticky with lube. Looking up, he smirks at me before he yells in the direction of the kitchen, “Cal-Bear, Mitch raided a sex shop on his way home!” I wince because, yes, it does look like I did that. Shit, I hope he doesn’t think that I only want him for sex.

“I just… I thought it was a good idea…” I stumble over my words. “I mean… whenever…” I sigh. “If that’s something you’d want.” Shit. Ty frowns, then grabs me by the neck of my shirt, pulling me in, cooing against my chin, “You did good, Daddy.” Then he chuckles. “I almost turned into the Santa Clarita Ransacker earlier when I couldn’t find any lube,” he blinks innocently.

“The Santa Clarita Ransacker?” I ask, a brow raised.

“Yeah, I don’t need that on my rap sheet too, do I, Mitchy?” he teases. “But I found some. Or the sad remnants of some,” he says, shaking his head sadly.

“What did you need lube for?” I growl.

“Just prepping, you silly man.” He beams, tap-tap-tapping the words against the tip of my nose. Damn, was Ty always this bratty? I can’t recall. He makes a man want to go all caveman style and just manhandle him until he behaves. Shit, what am I talking about? I don’t want Ty to behave. I want him exactly like this.

“Shit, babe,” Cal hums, sliding up next to Ty, grabbing his ass possessively, looking delicious as always. “I thought Ty was kiddin’,” he laughs, looking down at my fuck-fest-to-go on the floor. He smells of rosemary and something sweet, figs perhaps, as he leans in, kissing me deeply.

“Hey babe.” He smiles against my lips. “You good?” His hazel eyes flicker between mine. I just nod, leaning in, stealing another kiss.

“Heyyy,” Ty protests, wiggling in between us. “I want kisses too,” he pouts, scrunching his nose adorably. And how can I ever deny him anything when he looks at me like that? Pulling him against me, I watch as Cal devours Ty, sucking his lips into his mouth and humming around them. It’s the hottest fucking thing ever, my husband kissing Ty like that, all hungry and possessively. Ty looks so frail, yet strong, as he clings to me while kissing Cal. Like he needs us, and we need him too. Panting, he breaks free, turning his face toward me, his moist breath hitting my chin. Then his lips are on mine, a whine smothered between us. Humping me like a damn incubus, Ty rides my thigh, his hardness grinding against me, digging into me.

“Dinner first,” Cal groans as he grabs a panting Ty by his neck, pulling him off me.

“Daddyyy…” Ty complains, humping nothing but the space between us now.

“Nah-ah,” Cal says, his voice going to that deep place that turns me inside out. “Dinner first.” He looks down at the floor, then back up at Ty. “If you’re a good boy and clean up Daddy’s mess, then we’ll fuck you later.” Then he turns around on his heel, heading back toward the kitchen, while a dumbstruck Ty stares after him. Shaking himself, he swallows a moan, then drops to the floor, his ridiculously short shorts riding up when he bends over and starts picking up the packets of pills. My hand flies to my crotch, squeezing my cock behind my dress pants, two seconds away from exploding as Ty’s tight, fleshy globes move in front of me. Sucking in a deep breath, I mumble a “Good boy” before trailing after my husband. I need a drink. I need several. Sweet Lord, have mercy on me.
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Chapter Eighteen
Callum


Ican’t remember what we had for dinner, only that I had to remind Ty several times to stop playing with his food. Every time he just smiled at me teasingly, squirming on the kitchen chair, twirling spaghetti—shit, it was spaghetti—around on his plate. ‘ I’m not hungry, Cal-Bear,’ he protested. ‘I don’t like spaghetti,’ he groaned. ‘I like chorizo,’ he near-panted. ‘The big ones.’ He batted his eyelashes.

‘Behave, kid,’ Mitch croaked, a darkness in his eyes I’d never seen before.

‘Ugh! Not a kid, remember?’ Ty threw his fork onto his plate with a clang, squirming on his chair again, his shorts riding higher on his tattooed thighs. ‘How are we ever gonna get to the fucking part when you keep calling me kid, Mitchy?’ My husband blushed, doubt creeping across his face. The same doubt lingering in his blue eyes right now as I slide Ty’s shorts down over his trembling ass.

“Cal?” he whispers, a strained edge to his voice. I lean in over Ty, who’s lying on his stomach on the bed between us, and kiss him slowly, carefully. I understand and acknowledge Mitch’s predicament. The doubt and the guilt that rush through him right now. I can taste it on his lips. Ty used to call him Dad, and now he calls him Daddy, and we’re getting ready to fuck him. It is strange. It is. But it’s not wrong. How can it ever be wrong when all three of us want this?

Ty wiggles his butt on the bed beneath us like he’s reading my mind, sighing impatiently.

“What the fuck is the holdup, Daddies?!” he whines, his ass cheeks jiggling invitingly. “Let’s get this show on the road!” Mitch shakes his head, laughing quietly against my lips.

“Do you still doubt that he wants this? That he wants us?” I speak against his bearded chin. “Because this is your call, babe. I ain’t doing anything without you.”

“I want to.” The words come out clipped. “I want him,” Mitch says.

“Hallelujah!” Ty yells. “Thank the fucking Lord. Now let’s fuck!” We both laugh, relief clear in my husband’s eyes, before want takes over and the blue turns darker.

“Oh, you’ll get more than you’ve bargained for, you brat,” I spit, smacking my right hand against Ty’s right butt cheek, then the left. His plump flesh vibrates beneath my palm as he squeals, lifting his ass, chasing my hand. Pink, then crimson, blooms across his skin, spreading like watercolor across it. Whimpering, he reaches back his hands, searching blindly for Mitch and me, his face buried in the pillow.

“Is that all you’ve got, Cal-Bear?” His voice comes out muffled against the pillow. “More,” he urges, humping the sheets. That’s when I see it. The reason why the little beast was spinning around on the kitchen chair like a bull rider. He fucking plugged himself. Silver peeks from between his ass cheeks with every hump. Dayum.

“Shit,” Mitch blurts, his eyes glued to Ty’s ass, his fingers trailing carefully across the red and pink canvas on his flawless skin. Then he digs in his blunt fingers, grabbing a good fistful of flesh. Yelling, Ty throws his head back, his eyes closed, mouth open, his white teeth glistening with saliva. Biting into his bottom lip, he moans loudly, moving pliantly beneath us.

“Yes, please,” he says gutturally. “More.” He opens his eyes, the cinnamon on fire as his gaze lands on Mitch. “Please, Daddy. Please,” he begs. “I need you, Mitch.” And my husband’s face melts, a tenderness causing his features to relax and give in. Give in to this thing that can’t be explained but is driving us to cross a line that can’t be uncrossed. Mitch licks his bottom lip, stroking the tips of his fingers along Ty’s butt cheek, toward his crease, where it finally lands on the base of the plug. Placing his thumb on top of it, he taps it once, twice, three times, Ty sucking in a breath with each tap, then exhaling on a moan.

“Anything you want, baby boy,” Mitch drawls. “Anything you want.” Then he grabs the base of the plug and slowly, teasingly, he pulls it out slightly before pushing it back in. Ty hisses, his eyes still glued to Mitch’s face, his hips thrusting into the sheets beneath him. While my husband fucks Ty with the plug, I begin stripping down, nearly tearing my T-shirt in half as I pull it off. Ty’s eyelashes flutter as his gaze drifts from Mitch to me, then back again. His lips are glistening, his cheeks flushed. He’s beautiful. So, so beautiful. Blindly, I undo my jeans and pull them off quickly, taking my boxer briefs off along with them and discarding them on the floor behind me.

Reaching out my left hand, I place it on top of Mitch’s, and together, slowly and gently, we pull the silver plug from Ty’s hole. He cries out, his hole clenching and unclenching hungrily around nothing, the frail muscles of his shoulders and back rippling with restraint.

“Please,” he gasps in small pants. “Please.” Without a word, Mitch leans in over Ty and reaches for the lube and condoms on our nightstand. My heart stops, my entire world going still, as I watch my husband’s shaking fingers close around them. Then, with a silent plea in his eyes, he hands me the lube and the condom. Searching his eyes, I close my fingers around the small bottle and the wrapper.

“You sure?” I whisper.

“I need you to go first, Cal,” he says, his voice deep and dark. I nod quietly, accepting this gift that he’s handing me. Ty. His Ty. Now ours. The enormity of this moment goes straight to my cock as it throbs with want, jutting out in front of me.

“Ugh!” Ty groans, pounding his fist into the mattress. “If you guys are done with your little hubby moment, will someone—just anyone—please fuck me or I’m gonna throw a fucking tantrum!” His eyes shoot daggers at us before he smirks devilishly. “Oh wait,” he says all innocently, tapping his chin. “Is this like a prep-at-home-eat-out kinda thing?” He has barely spoken the thing before a growl leaves my throat. Grabbing Ty by his hips and pulling him up on his knees, my palm lands on his left butt cheek.

“You.” Smack. “Eat.” Smack. “At.” Smack. “Home.” Smack. The sound of my huge palm meeting—alternating—between Ty’s butt cheeks fills the room, followed by a string of whimpers. Then Ty laughs triumphantly. Like really, truly laughs, and at that moment, I think I fall in love with him. He’s amazing. It’s like he knows exactly what we need. What it takes to pull us out of the seriousness and into a lighter mood. Unwrapping the condom, I frantically suit up, then uncap the lube and squish an excessive amount into my palm. Lathering my cock, it feels like I’ve got a sunburn—a cockburn. It’s so sensitive and I have to clench my ass to not come on the spot. My balls hang heavily between my thighs, loaded with pent-up arousal that has been building over the last couple of days. This is going to be fast and furious. I can feel it. The way the bottom of my spine burns. The way the blood pounds in my cockhead.

I lock eyes with my husband as I move Ty to his side, moving up behind him, my hips flush against his ass. Moving in front of him, Mitch hesitates for a moment, before Ty grabs his face and smothers his lips against Mitch’s. Pulling his ass cheeks apart, I find Ty’s pink pucker winking at me, the stretched skin glistening with lube, his hole slightly agape from the plug. Shit. Every thought leaves my mind as I line my cock up against his entrance. Then, gritting my teeth, praying to anything that might exist that I don’t blow right here and now, I push in. And holy fucking fudge pie, Ty sucks me right in, his hole tight as a fist around my length.

Mitch swallows Ty’s moans, his large hands stilling his slim hips as I fuck into him in slow, shallow thrusts. He’s so hot and smooth and inviting. Pulling his mouth from Mitch’s, Ty whines, pushing his ass backward, meeting each of my thrusts eagerly. Hungrily.

“Fuck, yes!” he shouts. “That’s what I’m fucking talking about. Fuck me, Daddy!” His shrill voice rings through the bedroom, bouncing off the walls, intermingling with the loud smack, smack, smack as my hips meet his butt. Flesh against flesh. Skin against skin. As I increase my pace, I watch Mitch sliding down Ty’s body, his tongue trailing along his chest, circling his nipples that are slightly darker than his olive skin. Alternating between his nipples, Mitch lathers them with his saliva until they are a pretty glistening pink. Ty’s writhing, tossing his head from side to side, low animal-like moans spilling from his lips. Moving lower, sucking hickeys into the frail skin on Ty’s ribs and obliques, Mitch eventually reaches Ty’s belly button. As Mitch blows at it softly, Ty shivers, his hole clenching around me, and I’m seeing fucking stars. Then, when Mitch’s teeth close around the small belly button piercing, tucking at it teasingly, Ty goes completely mental.

“Fuuuck!” he shouts, his fingers grabbing Mitch’s hair, his hole squeezing my dick impossibly tight. “Mitch,” he pants. “Mitch, Mitch, Mitch.” Then he looks over his shoulder, his eyes swimming in front of me. “Cal,” he breathes, tears clinging to his eyelashes. “Kiss me, Cal.” And I do. I kiss him like it’s the last kiss I’ll ever get from him. Like he’s the source of the air in my lungs and the blood in my veins. Moaning against my lips, he sucks my tongue into the moist softness of his mouth and I pound into him from behind, my mind going to that place where there’s only pleasure.

“Oh shit,” Ty blurts against my lips. “Oh shit, Daddy.” Then his hips surge forward. I watch over his shoulder as my husband swallows Ty’s dick, his face buried in the dark nest of hair surrounding it. “Yes, yes, yes,” Ty chants as I increase the pace of my thrusts, the image of my husband going down on Ty while I’m buried deep inside him, the hottest fucking thing ever. We fit. We fit so perfectly together. Somehow, in a strange yet wonderful world that is only ours, we fit.

The moment Ty comes will stay with me forever. That’s a fact. The moment he spills into my husband’s mouth with an outdrawn moan will be imprinted on my soul until I draw my last breath. The peaceful, sated expression on his face while my husband swallowed his cum with an unparalleled ferocity. Ty’s slight twitching movements as he tightened around me and I came inside him. Mitch’s frantic movements as his hand flew to his pants and pulled out his throbbing cock. The loud slap-slap-slap of his cock fucking his own fist until he, too, came with a growl, his cum painting Ty’s pink pecs in milky white. That night will stay with me forever. The night two became three and my heart expanded beyond anything I ever thought possible. The night I realized love knows no boundaries if you just open your heart and allow it to grow. To breathe. To live.
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Chapter Nineteen
Tyler


“And some nutmeg,” Cal throws over his shoulder as he stirs the filling for the pumpkin pies we’re making. Thanksgiving is only a week away and our customers have gone completely pumpkin crazy. We have stacks of orders for pies and everything pumpkin-y.

“Jeez, Cal-Bear,” I frown at him—or rather his butt—because I wonder if I can get away with grabbing it, pretending he’s got flour on it. My fingers have been dying to get a handful of bear butt all morning; Cal looks so yummy in jeans. The way they ride down a little when he bends over or stretches…

“What?” Cal stops what he’s doing and looks at me, his hazel eyes spilling over with warmth. And patience. Endless patience, it seems. I lean into him, hissing, “You can’t talk dirty to me when we’re at work.” I roll my eyes because I love it when Cal talks dirty to me, but still, I’m a professional. “You know I adore your nuts.” I let my gaze trail down his apron until it lands on where his goods are hidden. They’re big and hairy, and I can fit them both into my mouth if I stretch my jaw to the max. I wiggle my jaw. Yep, a little sore. “But Theresa’s out in the front with Mrs. Reynolds.” I lower my voice into a whisper. “I swear she already has it in for me, throwing bible verses at me left and right.”

“For fuck’s sake, Ty,” he grins broadly, shaking his head, his blond bangs falling into his forehead. “Not everything is about sex. It’s a nut. An actual nut.” He crosses his arms in front of his beefy chest, nodding at the pie filling. “Pumpkins love nutmeg. Besides, Kathleen loves you,” he murmurs, taking a sip of the hot pumpkin and cinnamon Latte I proudly presented him with before. Yes, I’ve become the master of the wicked espresso machine. It’s my bitch now. My brew bitch.

“She does? Why?” I blurt. Kathleen Reynolds so doesn’t love me.

“Why not?” Cal chuckles in that low, throaty voice of his that goes straight to my nutmegs. “What’s not to love?” he reaches out and grabs the front of my apron, pulling me toward him. Shit, when he looks at me like that, it’s like he sees right into my very core. Seeing all my insecurities and shortcomings. All my fears. Because they’re still there, having a 24-hour house party in my gut.

“I don’t know,” I whisper, looking down at my orange Chucks because, you know, pumpkin season and all. Cal’s not having it, though. He tips my chin upwards with his knuckles, real movie-hero style.

“Don’t do that, baby,” he hums. I blink at him, my stupid eyes going all watery again. “Don’t make yourself into anything less than what you are.” Shit. I gulp, shifting on my feet.

“What am I?” I croak, my neediness seeping through in my voice. A fire blooms in Cal’s eyes, a curl around his mouth that I recognize as possessiveness. Cal’s a possessive motherfucker whereas Mitch is more laid-back. Leaning in against my lips, he purrs, “You’re the brattiest, most deliciously sexy, sweetest boy in the world. You’re our Ty, our baby boy, and there ain’t nothing or no one who’s ever gonna dim that light inside of you. Not on my watch. Not on Mitch’s either.” Well, fuck me. “You’re the kid who gets up every night when Bree’s gotta pee even though he’s dead on his feet because he’s been fucked so good by his Daddies.”

It’s true. I’m on pee patrol. I don’t mind. I don’t mind at all.

“Mitch hasn’t fucked me yet,” I complain.

“Are you gonna nitpick when I’m tryin’ to be all romantic?” Cal groans.

“No, Daddy,” I squeak, because dayum, I really want to climb him now, but something smells like it’s burning just a little.

“Good. Besides, he will. He’s just working up to it. It ain’t that easy for him, you know?” There’s an edge of vulnerability to Cal’s voice whenever he speaks of Mitch. I love it. I wonder what his voice sounds like when they speak of me. Probably annoyed.

“I know,” I murmur. “And I don’t mind, Daddy. Being on Team Bree at night. I love it,” I admit, my cheeks on fire.

“You love it?” Cal smiles. “Why?” Oh shit, I wasn’t expecting that, but here goes nothing.

“Because my Daddies work so hard all day and take care of me every night. So they deserve their sleep.” With a growl, Cal claims my mouth, sucking my lips into his. Plunging his tongue into my mouth, he moans around mine, imitating the way Mitch tongue fucked my hole last night. My dick recalls, too, how amazing that felt, because he’s growing all thick and heavy in my cargo pants. It’s like my groin is on fire while Cal plunders my mouth. I can even smell it burning. Shit, something’s really burning and it ain’t my pants.

“Cal, sometwin’s on fwire,” I speak around his tongue.

“I know, baby,” he hums. “Fuck, I wish I could fuck you right now,” he grits.

“No, Cal!” I push at his shoulder. “Something’s fucking burning. For real, for real.”

“Oh, shit!” he yells, inhaling. “The pies!” He flies toward the back of the kitchen where we keep the ovens, and I hurry after him, the smokey odor getting heavier as I get closer to the crime scene. Cal’s cursing, throwing charcoaled pies into the large sink, pouring water on them, smoke everywhere, making my eyes sting. Shit.

“I’m… I’m so sorry, Cal,” I cough, looking at the ruined pies. ‘You destroy everything, Tyler,’ Dale’s venomous voice echoes through my head.

“What the hell are you sorry for?” Cal looks at me, his lips all puffy from our kiss. “I forgot to set the clock,” he shrugs. “This one’s on me, baby,” he sighs. “Not you,” he stresses, wiping the back of his hand across his forehead, smearing soot across it. “Besides, it’s actually a good thing it happened.”

“It is?” I blurt lamely because I think Cal has inhaled too much smoke. He’s not making any sense.

“Yeah.” He points at the ceiling. “The sprinklers should’ve gone off and they haven’t. So we’ve definitely got a problem—” I don’t hear anything after that, because as I look up at the sprinklers, all I can think about is them going off, water cascading down Cal’s chest, soaking him completely, his white tee going all see-through, his nipples poking out through the wet fabric.

“Ty? Ty?” Cal waves his large bear paw in front of me. “Where’d you go, baby?” He frowns at me worriedly. “It’s okay. Everything’s fine. Will you get Theresa to call the company that installed the sprinkler system? She has their number.” I nod, my delicious dream running down the drain along with ruined pies and soot.

“Are they all ruined?” I ask, my eyes still itching.

“Yes.” Cal presses a tender kiss against my forehead. “It’s okay. We’ll make some new ones.”

“Okay,” I whisper, still trying to wrap my head around the fact that Cal isn’t angry with me. It’s so different from the way Dale has always made everything bad happening out to be my fault. When really, accidents happen. They do. Everything is not always my fault. It’s like I realize that now. I deflate against his chest, suddenly feeling the three times I was up last night with Bree. Tiredness invades my bones and I let Cal hold me up with his strong arms that won’t ever let me fall.

“Everything’s good, baby,” he whispers against the top of my head. “As long as you’re safe, everything’s good,” he rasps. “It’s just stuff, whereas you, Ty, you’re everything. Precious.” Precious. Everything. The words ring through my head and before I know it, I do climb him after all. With a whiny, whimpered ‘Daddy,’ I’m in his arms, my legs wrapped around his midsection as I attack his face with my mouth, showering kisses everywhere. Cal’s chest rumbles with a deep laugh as he grabs my ass, pulling me close against his chest.

“Fuck, baby,” he grits through his teeth, while another, much lighter voice blurts, “Cal, something’s bur—oh, shit!” Then everything goes quiet. Cal swallows, looking stunned at his sister who looks first concerned, then mortified, then angry as fuck. Her bottom lip trembles, her hazel eyes darkening as she looks between Cal and me. Cal’s still grabbing my ass, panic painted across his face, his heart pounding frantically against mine. I try to think. To just think of anything to say that can make this look less worse than it does. Because right now, it kind of looks like Cal’s cheating on Mitch. I can see it in Theresa’s eyes. She thinks her older brother is a cheat. And he’s not. He’s so not. Cal would never cheat. But it’s like the correct words escape me and before I know it, my mouth goes all rogue on me, and I yell, “Surprise! We’re in a throuple!”
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Chapter Twenty
Mitch


When I got the text from Cal to come down to the bakery, I wasn’t expecting the shit show that met me. I’d just finished hanging up the banner in our living room and getting Bree dolled up when my phone chimed. When I arrived at Bake My Day, I was met by the Back in a Waffle! sign on the door, so I used my key. They were all in the back. All three of them. Theresa was fuming at her brother, her arms crossed in front of her chest, and Ty was all jittery, trying to explain something to her, gesturing wildly with his arms. Cal’s cheeks were flushed, his eyes watery, as he kept running his hands furiously through his hair. The kitchen was a mess, the smell of burnt sugar and pumpkin hanging just as heavily in the air as Theresa’s anger.

As soon as Cal saw me, he flew toward me, his eyes panicked as he grabbed my shoulders.

‘M, will you please tell my sister,’ he threw a worried glance in Theresa’s direction, ‘that I’m not cheating on you with Ty.’ Oh, shit. The cat was out of the bag. That’s what had caused a minor catastrophe at the bakery. Was I ready for it? For the world to know about Ty, Cal, and me? Not really, but some things you don’t get to decide for yourself. Looking between my two men, I motioned for Ty to come to me as I drew my husband against my chest. I noticed the initial hesitation in Ty’s eyes, then he smiled softly as he strode toward us and slid in between Cal and me—right where he belonged.

‘Your brother’s not a cheat, Reesa,’ I rasped, squeezing my entire world tightly against my chest as I exhaled a breath of relief. ‘We… hell, I don’t know how it happened but we’re a trouble, I guess.’ Theresa frowned, deflating slightly, her features so similar to Cal’s at that moment, while a low giggle vibrated against my chest.

‘Throuple,’ Ty chuckled, looking up at me, Cal’s face pressed against the back of his head as he tried to stifle a laugh. ‘You’re so silly, Daddy,’ Ty beamed at me, nibbling at his bottom lip. ‘I’m Trouble, remember? But we,’ he looked over his shoulder at Cal, ‘We’re a throuple, Daddy.’ Throuple. Right.

‘Daddy?! Daddy?!’ Theresa quipped as she flew toward us, her high braid swinging from side to side. ‘Cal, what’s going on?’

‘Oops,’ Ty flushed. ‘My mistake.’ Then the goddamn brat started mimicking my deep voice. ‘The Daddy stuff stays at home, Ty, remember?’

‘Look,’ Cal let go of Ty and slid from my hold as he faced his sister. ‘I can’t explain this here. It’s gonna take a while… Let’s… Let’s close for today and we’ll go back to our place. Please, Reesa,’ he beckoned at his sister with his eyes, reaching tentatively for her hands. ‘I’ll explain everything, Reesa. I promise. It’s nothing bad. It’s… it’s really fucking great, actually.’
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It’s not until I open our front door and Bree greets me with that stupid orange bowtie around her neck that I remember. It’s Ty’s birthday. I’d taken the day off so that Cal and I could surprise him when they got back from the bakery.

“Hey Bree girl,” Ty coos, crouching down in front of her, burying his face in her neck. “You’re so pretty. You know that right?” his soft voice fills the house that’s now a home again that my men are here. Then he notices the bowtie and pulls at it. “What’s this?” He looks up at me. Then his nose wrinkles, all cute and curious, and I know the second he notices the banner. “What’s going on?” he swallows, as tears slip from his eyes. “You… you remembered?” he whispers, brushing at his cheeks.

“Of course, I remember, Ty,” I rasp, my eyes stinging, my chest ablaze with so many feelings all at once. Happiness. Gratitude. A little anger, too, to realize that Ty’s surprised I remembered his birthday. But mostly just love. So much love. “Twenty-two, right?” I smile at him as I pull him from the floor and into my arms.

“Uh-huh,” Ty mumbles against my chest. Then he laughs. “Guess the store didn’t carry the kinda banner you wanted, huh, Mitchy?”

“Ha ha,” I grunt into his hair. “Very funny.”

“You did good, Daddy.” He looks up at me, beaming, before his gaze finds the banner again. “‘Happy birthday, baby boy,’” he whispers as he reads my handwriting on the white paper. “Thanks, Mitch.” He looks back at me, all serious. “I love it.” I love you, my heart echoes, and I have to bite my tongue not to blurt the words right here and now. Leaning in, Ty brushes his lips ever so softly against mine, humming contentedly into my mouth.

“You’re welcome, baby,” I murmur. “Happy birthday.” I feel his smile against my lips, a sigh wafting across my skin.

“It will be now that I’m with you again, Mitchy. And Cal. And Bree,” he laughs, the sound one of my favorites, along with Cal’s much deeper one. Then he shakes his head, black curls breaking free from his violet headband. “Do you think they’ve killed each other?” he muses just as the door opens and Theresa storms in, followed by an exasperated Cal.

“You should’ve told me!” she yells at him. “Now I look like an idiot, showing up empty-handed for a fucking birthday party!”

“I forgot, okay?” Cal pants, holding out his arms in defeat. Then he notices the banner, a broad grin blooming across his stubbled face. “Guess the store was all out of baby boy banners, huh, babe?” the asshole grins.

“That’s what I said!” Ty pipes up, bouncing on his feet.

Theresa buries her face in her hands, groaning, “If it’s gonna be like this from now on, I want a raise. A big one.”

“Don’t we all, Reesa,” Ty chuckles, skipping toward her, linking his arm through hers, as he sticks out his tongue at Cal and me. “Let me give you a quick tour before we eat cake—there’s cake, right Mitchy?” I just nod at him stupidly because, of course, there’s cake. Carrot. His favorite ever since he was a kid. With goddamn orange frosting. Cal snuck it home yesterday. Theresa looks confused as to why she needs a tour of the house, but I guess it’s Ty’s way of giving Cal and me some space.

“Great! You’ll stay for cake, right Reesa?” I clap my hands, eyeing Cal. He looks okay-ish. Maybe a little worn from the unexpected drama of the day.

“Do I have a choice?” she sighs but I can tell Ty’s winning her over too. Just like he’s won over Cal and me. He’s like that. Irresistible. We never really stood a chance.

“Nah…” he grins, an evil glimmer in his cinnamon eyes. “The only choice you get is if you want the boring tour where I show you all the boring houseplants I’ve now named, by the way—because can you believe your brother and Mitch didn’t name their plants? Harold was really depressed,” he gasps in mock horror.

“Harold?” Theresa looks around the living room, a dazed look on her face. It’s a lot. I know. Finding out your brother is in a throuple and being subjected to Ty’s word vomit all in the same day. The poor girl does need a raise.

“Yes, the cactus in the bedroom. He’s happy now, though, after I gave him a name and he gets a kinky live show every night when your bro—”

“Ty!” Cal yells after them. “Behave, now.”

“Yes, Da—Cal-Bear,” he smirks, batting his eyelashes. Cal growls audibly as he pulls at his hair, which already looks like he went through one of those wind tunnels.

“What’s the other option?” Theresa asks as one edge of the banner starts loosening, the tape peeling off the wall.

“Huh?” Ty says, then he brightens up, clapping his hands excitedly. “Uhhh, sis! I can call you sis, right? We’re family now, after all. You’re gonna looove that one. That’s the kinky one whe—”

“Yeah, there’ll be none of that!” I say and now I’m the one growling.

“Ugh, lighten up, Grumpy!” Ty laughs, his eyes fiery with trouble. “I was just kidding.” He blows me a kiss before he quickly grabs Theresa’s hand, whisper-yelling, “I’m not kidding!” and pulls her toward the bedroom. Shit. The little brat is going to get it later. If I don’t crash from exhaustion first.
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Chapter Twenty-One
Callum


We wait until Theresa has left to give Ty his presents. As soon as he opens my gift, he starts crying. Again. He also cried earlier when Mitch got the carrot cake from the fridge and when Bree “gave” him her gift, which was a subscription to the Zoo.

“Cal,” he whispers, just staring at the orange apron that I had custom-made for him, tears trailing down his cheeks. If he’s crying now, Mitch’s gift is going to kill him for sure. He squeezes the apron against his chest, his eyes fluttering closed. “I love it,” he hums. “It’s perfect,” he says, opening his eyes, the cinnamon swimming.

“You…” Shit, I’m choking up now too. “You gotta unfold it. Something’s…” I motion with my hand, and Ty looks at me, puzzled, his lips pursed into that cute pout of his. Carefully, he unfolds the apron, his face glowing with anticipation. Taking in the writing on the front, he goes all quiet, and for a moment, I think I’ve finally done it.

“Huh,” Mitch says, putting my exact thoughts into words. “You finally managed to shut the brat up. Good job, sweetheart,” he winks.

“That’s…” Ty whispers. “That’s…” he repeats, his voice heavy with emotion. Then he leaps from his chair, flying into my lap, wrapping his entire body around mine. “Thank you, Cal,” he sniffs. “Thank you, thank you, thank you.”

“You’re welcome, baby,” I breathe into his hair. “You’ve earned it.” It’s true. He has earned it. The motivation he’s shown at Bake My Day and his positive attitude are beyond anything I’d ever expected. Sure, the kid can’t bake for shit, but who cares? It was never about that—learning how to bake. It was about building his confidence and making Ty realize that if he puts his mind to something, he can actually achieve it. He can step out of that persona that he has given himself: Tyler the Destroyer becomes Tyler the Creator when he steps into my small bakery. And he takes pride in his efforts now, looking at every crooked chocolate eclair like it’s a goddamn masterpiece.

Ty sniffs loudly against my neck, squeezing the apron against his chest.

“You really think I’m extraordinary, Cal-Bear?” he whispers.

“I do,” I hum.

“Assistant Baker Brat Extraordinaire,” Ty murmurs in awe. “That’s me, Daddy,” he sighs.

“It sure is, baby.” Then he laughs into my chest.

“You’re the brat, Daddy,” he giggles, clenching my flannel in his fists.

“I’m the brat?” I frown.

“You are, Cal-Bear. Only another brat would recognize the brat in someone else and then put it on someone’s professional work attire. You’ve got an inner brat, Daddy.”

“It’s true,” Mitch laughs in that deep way that comes right from his belly. “You are a fucking brat, sweetheart.” Shit, they’re ganging up on me, but I kind of like it.

We sit like that for a while as Mitch goes to get his present for Ty. I think we both need it. The quiet comfort of each other as the day sinks in and we understand the massiveness of what’s happened. Theresa knows, and after the initial shock, she didn’t run away screaming. Someone else knows about the three of us and as much as I know it won’t always be like this—that the world can be a judgmental place—I’m relieved that my sister seems to accept us. She might not exactly understand it yet, but she accepts us. That’s everything.

Then I feel it. My husband’s quiet presence with an undercurrent of nervousness. Ty must sense him, too, because he pushes away from my chest and looks up at Mitch with glistening eyes. Mitch remains stoic and nervous as he holds the metal box from the attic in his hands like it’s his most precious belonging. Ty frowns, looking at the box, and then his eyes find Mitch’s again.

“Is that for me?” Ty whispers, recognition washing across his face. Gulping, he wipes at his eyes. “Is that…?” Mitch nods, swallowing, before placing the box on the table. “I thought I’d lost it,” Ty croaks. Then he gets up from my lap and near-leaps into Mitch’s awaiting arms. “I thought it was lost, Mitch,” he cries.

“It wasn’t lost, baby,” Mitch says, his voice all shaky. “I kept it safe for you.” He pauses, holding Ty out in his arms in front of him. It’s true. Mitch has kept it with him, safeguarding it, hoping for Ty’s return. “I guess, in a way, I thought that if I kept it with me, you’d come back to me.” Ty nods, tears trailing down his rosy cheeks.

“I have, Daddy,” he murmurs, brushing his fingertips along the metal of the box, awe painted across his face. “I have come back to you. Thank you for keeping it safe for me.” Then Ty turns to me, exhaling. “And thank you, Cal, for keeping my Mitch safe when I couldn’t.” Holy shit. This kid. This amazingly sensitive kid. My heart spills over with gratitude as I watch their beautiful healing take place right in front of me.

“Anytime,” I rasp, offering him a watery smile.

“Open your present, baby,” Mitch whispers, pushing the metal box toward Ty. Smiling softly, suddenly all shy and self-conscious, Ty reaches for the small clasp on the lid and unlocks it. Hesitating, he sucks in a clipped breath, then he opens the lid and his face becomes an aquarelle painting of emotion.

“These…” he looks bewildered at Mitch, then back to the entire rainbow of flies organized carefully inside the fishing box. “I didn’t…” he whispers, reaching for a metallic indigo one, his hand stopping midway, his fist clenching. “Mitch?” he looks up. My husband nods, pride and gratitude oozing off him. “Are these…” Ty says, unclenching his fist and picking up the delicate fly. “Are these all for me?”

“They are,” Mitch murmurs. “All nine of them. For every missed birthday. For every year that you weren’t with me.”

“I’m here now,” Ty shakes his head. “Mitch, this…” Disbelief and joy—so much joy—along with glimpses of sadness and regret flash through his eyes. “Thank you, Mitch. Thank you.” Keeping the fly clasped in his hand, he disappears against Mitch’s chest, his dark curls brushing against my husband’s bearded chin.

“You’re welcome, baby boy,” Mitch says, his gaze connecting with mine. Thank you, he mouths at me, an entire world of love and gratitude in those two simple words. Always, I mouth back. They stand like that for a while before Ty gets all jittery and breaks free. Then he inspects the contents of the box, holding each fly up in front of Bree, telling her excitedly about the small feathers and their use. Bree looks at him like he’s the center of her damn universe and I guess she isn’t wrong. He is. Ty is the center of everything.

As the light changes outside and evening closes in, Ty carefully puts everything back in its proper place and closes the lid, an outdrawn sigh leaving his lips. Getting up, he brings our plates to the kitchen sink and quickly places them in the dishwasher. Then he stretches lazily, yawning audibly. Sliding toward Mitch and me, he smiles teasingly, swaying his slim hips from side to side. Mitch elicits a groan, shifting on his feet, and I, too, feel all blood going south. Fuck, he’s sexy like that. Like he knows how stunning he is, but is still a little shy about it. Like he owns the room, but is still searching for approval in our eyes.

His heated gaze flickers between Mitch and me as he nibbles contemplatively on his bottom lip. Reaching us, Ty leans in and sweeps his lips against first mine, then Mitch’s. He hesitates in front of Mitch and the moment I understand what he’s going to ask of my husband, I nearly come in my pants.

“Please, Daddy,” Ty purrs, his eyes blown wide with lust, his entire body pulsing with need. “Please, Mitch. Will you fuck me tonight? I need you.”

“Ty…” Mitch searches his face, but there’s no doubt in Ty’s eyes, only determination and vulnerability. “Are you… are you sure?”

“I’m sure, Daddy,” Ty rushes out. “I’ve never been more sure about anything in my life. I want you to fuck me, Daddy. Please.” There are no bratty undertones, no teasing, just Ty, all naked emotion in front of us. And I guess my husband sees it, too, because I know the exact moment he gives in. Not only to Ty’s plea, but also to his own desire. It’s beautiful. With a muffled growl, he pulls Ty against him and pushes his tongue into his mouth, his much larger body wrapping itself around Ty’s. Our boy squirms in his arms, whimpering into his mouth, before he turns all pliant and heavy, sighing against Mitch’s lips. “Let’s go, Daddies,” he smiles, his eyes glazed over with arousal and happiness. And how the fuck can anyone say no to that?
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Chapter Twenty-Two
Mitch


Ihave to remind myself several times as we undress that this is okay. That Ty wants this and I want it too. Because I do. I want him. As much as I crave Cal and thought that I would only ever crave him, Ty has now become as important to me as my husband. The lines have blurred, and it feels like my heart has expanded and made room for Ty inside, right next to Cal. It feels right and when Ty finally stands completely naked in front of me, the last remnants of hesitation and doubt fall away.

Right; the word echoes through my head as I take in his slim physique, olive skin shimmering in the late afternoon light, vibrating with arousal, and his pierced nipples stand out, beckoning at me. Right; my heart chimes in as my gaze dips to his stomach, his belly button winking at me, begging for me to dip my tongue into its hollow and just lick him everywhere and turn him inside out. Right; my chest squeezes tightly around my heart as I drink him in, his balls resting heavily between his thighs, his hardness slightly bent, pointing at me, the pink head glistening. Right; my entire body hums as I admire the works of art on his slender, toned legs. The intricate patterns in all the colors of the rainbow. The stories they tell, the tattoos adorning his thighs and calves. Of hardship and longing. Of loneliness and dreams. Of me. Because I’m there, too, intermingled in every brush of ink and every stab of the needle into his skin. I’m there. I think I was always there and I realize that running from Ty—running from how I feel about him—is fruitless. He’s part of who I am, just as I am clearly a part of him. We might be different people now, but the bond we share is the same: his heart is connected to mine by an invisible thread, stronger than an iron chain.

Reaching out, I take his hand in mine, tangling my fingers through his, and lead him to our bed. Trailing behind me, his body emanates unfiltered arousal. It hangs heavily in the air, surrounding us, guiding us over this threshold that will forever change us. My husband is my rock on this journey, my one constant, who has accepted this part of us even before I did. It’s so very Cal. He knows when to fight and when to give in, and I think he realized from the very beginning that there was no reason to fight this. It could only ever come to the same conclusion: Ty is ours and he belongs with us.

Cal’s waiting for us on the bed, smiling at me, his gaze heated. His nakedness has always been impressive, layers of muscle beneath his tanned skin, but now, as his careful gaze flickers between Ty and me, he’s more stunning than ever. Reaching out his hand toward Ty, he pulls him down on the bed next to him, their lips instantly meeting in a tender kiss. Ty is so small against my husband’s large frame and yet he’s so powerful, the entire bedroom filled with his presence. He’s everywhere; inside me, wrapped around me, his certainty guiding me.

Breaking free from Cal’s lips, Ty squeezes my hand reassuringly, his cinnamon eyes locking onto mine.

“Get me ready for you, Daddy,” he begs before he leans in and rests his forehead against mine. “I need to feel you inside me,” he murmurs against my lips. “Please, Daddy.” His plea licks at my skin like a thousand flames, my cock swelling, need pooling in my gut, in my balls, fucking everywhere. I claim his lips and suck them right into my mouth, a surprised whimper getting caught in Ty’s throat until it breaks free and escapes his lips. My tongue curls around his in a needy dance while my fingers trail down his shoulders, his spine, and his lower back, until they reach the generous swell of his ass. They fit so perfectly into my palms, two thick globes, the skin so soft beneath my hands. Digging my fingertips into his flesh, I pull him closer against me, our cocks brushing against each other, my mind short-circuiting with lust.

“Daddy,” Ty whines into my mouth, and from the corner of my eye, I watch Cal uncapping one of my many bottles of lube.

“Give me your hand, babe,” Cal hums, and I reluctantly let go of Ty’s ass with my right hand, holding it palm up in front of Cal. As he starts pouring the cool liquid into my palm, Ty moves between us, getting down on his knees, his chest and stomach flush against the sheets. His ass juts out as he sways his hips from side to side, burying his face in my pillow, groaning impatiently. Smearing the lube across my fingers, I suck in a breath, my gaze trailing along Ty’s ass cheeks, landing on that crease between them that hides what he’s about to give me. What he’s dying to give me from the looks of it.

“Dadddyyy,” he whines into the pillow, pushing his ass against my thighs, precum spilling from his cock, painting our sheets. “Get your fucking fingers inside me, Mitchy!” he shouts, his voice dipping over into a loud, guttural gurgle as I squeeze his ass harder. In a daze, I watch my hands push them apart, revealing that tiny pink pucker that’s been hidden away this entire time. Ty is hairless, such a contrast to Cal when I fuck him, reminding me they are not the same. That I’m about to fuck someone other than my husband.

“Get him ready, babe,” Cal hums, once again reading my mind. “You both want this. Need this.” Then he grabs my right hand and moves my thumb toward Ty’s hole, placing it right above that vibrating bud.

“Fuck yes!” Ty screams, pushing his ass against my thumb, his hole swallowing it in one go.

“Holy shit,” Cal blurts, awe written across his face. “Look at our boy, babe. So fucking hungry for your cock.” He smacks his left palm against Ty’s right ass cheek, the skin jiggling as a pink bloom spreads across it.

“Shit! Shit, shit, shit,” Ty chants as his tightness wraps around my thumb, and he fucks himself on it in quick, shallow thrusts with his hips, his back arching as he takes me deeper. Every pore of his skin becomes alive, the dips and curves of his glorious body changing, moving, as light becomes shadows, and shadows become light again. “More,” he moans, sucking his bottom lip into his mouth, his cheeks flushed, his eyes glazed over with desire. “I need fucking more, Daddy.”

“Give him more, babe,” Cal hums against my ear before he bends down and digs his teeth into the plush pink flesh of Ty’s ass, pulling a desperate scream from his lips. And I give him more. I give our boy everything he craves. Pushing another finger into his hole, I move them in and out in languid strokes, curling them inside him until I find that soft spot deep inside. I feel Cal’s tongue next to my fingers as he laps at Ty’s rim hungrily, sucking the frail, stretched skin into his mouth, humming around it. Fuck. Brushing against Ty’s sweet spot, I tap at it, and it’s like pushing a magic button, causing Ty to spill all his dirty little secrets.

“Yes, Daddy, that’s fucking it! It feels so good. Please, please, please, give me your cock, Daddy. Fuck me. Fuck my little boy hole. Please, Mitchy. Please. Fuck it real good.” Twisting his head from side to side, dark curls damp and ruffled as they spill into his face, Ty looks possessed. Like he’s reached that place where he’s lost all control over his body and it doesn’t belong to him anymore. It belongs to me. And as if he has read my mind, Ty begs, “Please, Daddy. It’s yours. Take it. It was only ever yours. Yours and Cal’s. Take it. Take me.”

And how can I not? How can I deny him this when he begs for it? When he needs it. When he needs me. Pulling my fingers from his hole, I watch Cal replace them with his tongue, keeping Ty’s hole ready and pliant for me. Ty pushes his ass into Cal’s face and I swear to everything holy—or un-fucking-holy—that this image will stay with me forever.

My husband’s tongue and face—everything—buried between Ty’s pink ass cheeks.

Grabbing a condom from the nightstand, I unwrap it, my fingers shaking, my body pulsing with arousal. Sheathing my cock, I lather it in more lube, giving myself a few much-needed strokes. Cal emerges from Ty’s ass, his eyes swimming, his beard glistening with the proof of Ty’s arousal mixed in with saliva and lube. Fuck, I love my husband. I love him so much. And I tell him just that in between Ty’s restless, impatient whimpers.

“I love you, Cal. I love you so fucking much.” Then my voice breaks. “Thank you,” I croak. “Thank you for this moment. Thank you for him.” My chest heaves, gratitude filling my body. Cal leans in and kisses me tenderly, Ty’s scent, taste, juices everywhere.

“Anything for you, my love,” Cal whispers the words into my mouth and I swallow them down. “Now, fuck him,” he demands, heat sparking through his eyes. “Fuck him like you mean it, babe,” the asshole winks. And I do. Moving up behind Ty’s ass, I align my cockhead against his pucker. Sucking in a breath, I slowly enter him, inch by inch, his soft heat giving way to my hardness as he stretches to accommodate me. His walls ripple around me as I take him, invade him, making him mine.

“Daddy, Daddy, Dadddyyy!” Ty whines, squirming around me. It’s a lot. I know it is. But I’m not giving him any more than he can take. And I tell him that.

“You can take it, baby. You can take all of me. Such a good boy. Such a good boy taking Daddy’s cock.” I lean in over his back, my chest meeting his skin, as I wrap myself around him, thrusting in and out of him languidly, sweat beading across my forehead, dripping down on his shoulders. Biting down on his neck, the saltiness of his clammy skin exploding on my tongue, I grit, “That’s it, baby. That’s it. You’re doing so good.”

With a snap of my hips, I fill him, taking what’s mine as I slide all the way home. Behind me, I sense Cal’s constant presence, his fingers kneading my skin, endearments filling my ears. I feel so close to him, in this very moment, as I take Ty—our boy—and make him mine. I think I feel closer to Cal than I ever have before; our shared vulnerability and his generosity at this moment pull us closer, making us stronger. I nearly lose it then and there, Ty squirming beneath me, his walls clenching and unclenching around me.

“Now you’ve got all of me, Ty,” I grit into his neck. “Just like you wanted. This is all of me,” I swallow.

“I want it, Daddy,” he whimpers. “I’ve wanted it for so long,” he cries. “Wanted you, Mitch. So much.” Fuck me. Then he opens his eyes, the fire blazing, as he looks right at me. “You’re mine now, Daddy. Just as much as I am yours.”

“I am.” I lick his neck. “I’m yours, Ty. Yours and Cal’s.” The realization hits me at the same time as my orgasm washes over me, white, hot, and blinding. It hits me with unparalleled force as I spill inside Ty, yelling my release into his skin. As I feel him fall to pieces beneath me, coming in waves upon waves of lust. As I feel Cal’s arms wrap around me from behind, keeping me grounded, tethered to the both of them. It all becomes so simple, so clear: Love is endless. It’s boundless. It knows no limits, love. It’s a living, breathing thing, and if you let it, if you allow it to grow freely, then it will blossom, thrive, and set you free. My love for Cal was the first step on the way to setting myself free. Ty’s the final.

They’ve set me free.
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Chapter Twenty-Three
Callum


Watching Mitch fuck Ty last night was mind-blowing. It’s one of those moments that if someone had told me a few months ago that I would let my husband fuck another guy in front of me, I would’ve laughed at them. Just like I never thought I would fuck anyone other than Mitch ever again. But Ty is not just a guy, he’s our precious boy. And witnessing the connection between the two of them last night was everything. It wasn’t just fucking. It was more than that. Shit, I’m not a poet, but it was like the sum of their shared past, their memories and all their longing came together. I saw it written across my husband’s face as his orgasm slowly left his sated limbs. I heard it in his voice as he whispered my name on repeat, tears glistening in his eyelashes. Cal. Cal. Cal. I love you, Cal. My Cal.

Then the little brat, of course, ruined—not really—the moment as he scrambled across the sheets and sucked my dick so far down his throat, I felt him choke around me. With drool spilling down his chin and neck, he looked up at me, his eyes wide and filled with adoration and bliss as he sucked my release out of me in no time. Turns out watching your hubby rail your bratty boyfriend is the best kind of foreplay.

Boyfriend. Huh. Strange how that term popped so easily and naturally into my head. Even though we haven’t put into words what we are to each other, I guess my heart sees Ty as our boyfriend. It feels right to call him that. I should tell him. We should tell him.

Only now he’s gone. Ty. Well, not gone, gone. It’s only been what… three hours and thirty-two, no wait, thirty-one minutes, but it feels like forever. He slept in like the little brat that he is, Bree moping around the kitchen, sighing—yes, our dog can sigh—waiting for him while ignoring Mitch and me. Then, as soon as I took the banana pumpkin muffins out of the oven, he waltzed right in, the broadest of all smiles on his lips, dark curls all over the place as he was trying to fix his headband. It was green. Spruce, actually, to match the flannel of mine he was wearing. It was huge on him, going all the way down to his knees, his tattoos peeking out, his feet disappearing into a pair of Mitch’s woolen socks. That did something to me. The image of our boy wearing our clothes, a glow to his skin, telling a tale of being happy and well-fucked. Ty, of course, had no idea what he was doing to me, his eyelids pink and puffy as he blinked at me like I was his favorite treat.

‘Morning Daddies,’ he giggled, breezing past me, his fingers ghosting along my ass, pinching it innocently. His voice carried a low rasp from last night, and he winced slightly as he jumped into Mitch’s lap. ‘Something smells yummy,’ he licked his lips exaggeratedly, before pressing sloppy kisses all over Mitch’s beard and face. Mitch was, of course, all over him, fussing over him, asking if he was sore, if he was okay, if he was sure he shouldn’t stay in bed.

‘Jeez, Mitchy.’ Ty tapped his index finger against Mitch’s nose. ‘You’re so silly, Daddy,’ he chuckled. ‘I’m only a little sore. The good kind. The I’ve-had-my-little-boy-hole-wrecked-by-a-midsize-anaconda kind.’ That’s when I dropped the tray of pastry on the floor and Bree made her move. She managed to scarf down two muffins before one ear-piercing whistle from Ty brought her right in, by his side, where she started devouring Mitch’s socks instead. The ones on Ty’s feet. Yeah. Good times.

“Hasn’t he been gone long?” Mitch grunts from the couch, interrupting my thoughts. “I mean… he was just going to the park, right?” He twists his phone in his hands, looking at it longingly like he could will it to ping with a text from Ty that he’s on his way home or just stumbled upon a crop top shop on the way. “He was just gonna draw for a while, right? What if some—” I shut my man up with a hard kiss against his lips while I steal the phone from his hands.

“He’s fine. He’ll be fine,” I murmur against his lips, hoping that my words will settle the unrest currently inhabiting my own body. “You just miss him.” I brush my fingers through his salt and pepper hair, tugging at the strands curling at his neck. “Hell, I miss him too,” I admit as I lean over and place Mitch’s phone on the coffee table before sitting back next to him again. “I miss him like crazy,” I laugh. Linking my fingers through my husband’s, I lean in against him, resting my head against his shoulder. “How the fuck did this happen, babe? How the fuck did we become so… I don’t know.”

“Old? Boring? Whipped?” Mitch offers, a frustrated grunt to his voice.

“No,” I laugh. “So… happy.” I turn the word around in my head, then adjust it because we were always happy. “Happier,” I murmur.

“Yeah,” Mitch nods, a deep exhale leaving his chest. “I know. It’s like…” he trails off, deep in thought.

“Like the ghost is gone,” I say. That’s it. The ghost is gone. The ghost of the boy who was lost. Who finally found his way back home. That’s it. That haunted-ness that would occasionally appear in my husband’s eyes when he thought I wasn’t watching. It’s gone now. Ty has come back to him, to us, and the ghost went away.

“Yeah,” Mitch whispers as his chin wobbles. “Yes,” he croaks, digging his teeth into his bottom lip. “I don’t feel it anymore, Cal,” he turns and blinks at me, tears slipping from his eyes. “It’s truly gone,” he sighs, a huge tremor leaving his body. “I think it finally left last night when I showed him the box. When I finally showed him how he never, not once, not even for one single moment, left my thoughts. He was always there, you know? He was always right there, Cal,” he cries, tapping his chest, right above his heart.

“I know, babe. I know.” There’s nothing else to say. I know. I’ve always known. Tilting my head, I press a kiss against Mitch’s chin, feeling his beard tickle my lips as I breathe him in. “Maybe we should tell him.”

“About the ghost?” Mitch blurts, looking at me, horrified. “We can’t tell him that, Cal. He’ll run away screaming all the way to Venice Beach. Oh shit, the Muscle Daddies at Muscle Beach are gonna have a field day. They’ll be all over hi—”

“No, you silly man,” I laugh. “Not that.” I shake my head. Mitch looks relieved, settling back into the couch. “We should tell him we miss him when he’s not here. How we want him to be with us all the time. That we…”

“That we love him, right, Cal?” Mitch finishes my sentence. “We love him, right Cal?”

“We do,” I nod. “We love him.” The smile that breaks free across my husband’s face is the most beautiful I’ve ever seen. It mirrors the happiness currently bubbling inside my own chest. It’s the kind of smile that makes you melt. That makes you laugh with abandon because it’s just fucking spectacular. And I do. I laugh our newfound truth into Mitch’s mouth. “We love Ty, babe. We love him so much!” Then I stumble from the couch, grabbing Mitch’s phone from the table and pulling up his texts. To hell with pride and fuck being needy and possessive. I’ll fight every last Muscle Daddy, if I have to. With eager fingers, I tap out the words that have been burning inside me since the very minute Ty walked out the front door. I even put it in fucking bold for good measure.

When are you coming home, baby boy? Your daddies miss you!
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When Ty finally blows in the door, he is, in fact, wearing a new crop top, but aside from that he looks unharmed, no Venice Beach Muscle Daddy in sight. He skips toward us, a wicked smile on his lips, and at that moment I know I was right to text him. Sure, we’ll probably never hear the end of it—of our boundless neediness—but at least the text was sent from my husband’s phone. So he’s needier than me, right?

“Hi Daddies,” the little fucker smirks, swinging a plastic bag between his fingertips. When he reaches us, he throws the bag in Mitch’s lap before removing his backpack and throwing it on the floor. Then he plumps down, wiggling his butt in between us, the already ridiculously short shorts riding high, revealing a bandage on his thigh. What the hell? Motherfucking Muscle Daddies, I’m going to kill them all.

“What’s wrong, Daddy?” he squints at me, pursing his lips. “Why are you growling like an angry grizzly, Cal-Bear?” He blinks, all innocent, while my gaze shifts between the bandage and his golden eyes.

“What’s that?” Mitch says hesitantly, his voice low, pointing at the bandage. Ty’s eyes dip to his thigh like he’s only just now noticing that his thigh is wrapped.

“Oh, this ol’ thang?” he drawls nonchalantly. “Just a new tattoo,” he says, trying for an indifferent tone, but I notice the pent-up excitement seeping through. He’s bursting with something, that’s for sure. “So you missed me, huh?” he changes the subject, his voice sugary sweet with a hint of vulnerability.

Mitch grunts something inaudible as he wraps his arm around Ty’s slim shoulders, pulling him flush against his side.

“What was that, Daddy? I didn’t hear you?” Ty smirks, burrowing closer against Mitch’s side. Mitch groans, his gaze searching mine. I just shrug at him, as I mouth, tell him. Mitch coughs, then says, “We uhm… we missed you, Ty.” For a moment the words hang in the air between us, their meaning sinking in. Ty sniffs against Mitch’s chest, then he purrs, “Reallyyy? You missed me?” He then sits up slightly, turning toward me. “You too, Cal-Bear? You missed me too?” And before I can reply, Hubby Dearest throws me under the bus as he tattles on my ass like we’re in goddamn kindergarten.

“Cal’s the one who stole my phone and texted you!”

“Really?” Ty blinks. Then he tsk-tsks, smiling at me. “Jeez, Cal-Bear. That’s so cute. You missed me, you old grizzly.” Mitch laughs, his deep baritone filling the room.

“I’m not old,” I mumble like a petulant child. “I’m younger than Mitch,” I pout, real kindergarten style, too.

“Awww, that’s so sweet,” Ty coos. “You guys…” he shakes his head. “I missed you too, Daddies,” he laughs, his chest vibrating. “So much!” He pats our thighs. “If you get off your senior citizen asses, I’ll show you exactly how much.” Then he leaps from the couch, running toward the bedroom. “Bring the bag, Mitchy,” he throws over his shoulder. “We’ll need it after!”

“After what?” I call out, my mind registering the wording on the back of Ty’s new crop top as he disappears down the hallway. I May Be Cute, But Don’t F****** Touch Me If You’re Not My Daddy.

“Fuuuck,” Mitch groans, shifting next to me and rubbing his hand across his massive hard-on. “Did you see that?” I just nod because all words other than ‘If you’re not my Daddy’ have apparently left my vocabulary. Those words are on repeat in my head until I fly from the couch at the same time as Mitch, who blurts, “We’re the Daddies!” Yes, we are. We are the Daddies. Go eat your heart out, Muscle Daddies of Venice Beach.
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Chapter Twenty-Four
Mitch


We both scramble down the hallway, where Ty has left a trail of clothes for us like messy breadcrumbs. When we stumble into our bedroom, we’re both down to our briefs, panting like two shopaholics on Black Friday, only to find our bed empty. That’s when we both notice it at the same time. The shower is running. And Ty’s torturing the hell out of Beyonce’s Drunk in Love.

“Babyyy, all night… uhhh uhhh uhhh, baby, all night.”

Cal drops his briefs like they’ve been invaded by fire ants while he smiles at me, his eyes already love-drunk, lust emanating off his body. I laugh back at him, grabbing my junk above my briefs and squeezing it, a pained moan leaving my mouth.

“Let’s give our boy what he wants,” I blurt, spinning on my heel and rushing toward the bathroom. Cal’s right behind me, his warm breath on my neck, his horniness pouring off his body.

“Surfboard, surfboard, grainin’ on that wood, grainin’, grainin’ on that wo—Uhh, Daddies, there you are. What took you so long? Thought I was gonna have to start the party without you,” he moans, sliding his fingers down his wet chest, toward his belly, where they pause, tugging at that belly ring of his. And… he’s on his knees. Our boy is on his knees for us as he looks up, adoration in his eyes, licking his bottom lip self-consciously. “I missed you too, Daddies. So very, very much,” he moans, his fingertips playing with that fucking ring.

“Jesus,” Cal growls next to me, his cock jutting out, slapping against his stomach.

“It’s not Jesus, Cal-Bear. It’s just me, your Ty Baby,” he blinks innocently, his fingers dipping lower, wrapping around his cock, giving it a few lazy strokes, his eyelashes fluttering in ecstasy. I swallow as I bend to slide down my briefs, my cockhead sticking to the cotton fabric, with what appears to be a gallon of precum smeared against the inside. Holy fucking fuck train, I don’t recall ever having been this horny. Not even in the early days with Cal when we were going at it non-stop. It’s like Cal’s and my combined arousal has blown any restraint right out the window and left is only a primal lust that drives us into the shower, with Ty stroking himself at our feet.

“I skipped lunch, Daddies,” he coos, licking his lips. “I’m so hungry,” he pouts. “Feed me, Daddies. Make me choke on them, on your big, fat Daddy cocks.” He closes his eyes, opening his plush lips, wet from the spray from the shower. “Please, feed me, Daddies. Fill me up with your warm cum. I’m so hungry.” Opening his mouth as wide as it’ll go, he sticks out his tongue, his eyes still closed. And I lose it. I just fucking lose it. Taking a step forward, I wrap my hand around the back of his neck, twisting his wet curls around my fist.

“This?” I grab the base of my hardness with my other hand, slapping the flushed cockhead against his bratty tongue. “This is what you want, baby boy? You wanna choke on Daddy’s cock?” I snarl. He chases my cock with his tongue, trying to suck it down his bratty throat, but I aim it so it just continues to escape him. Opening his eyes, frustration battling with lust in the fiery cinnamon, he begs, “Please, Daddy. Please fuck my mouth. Wreck it. Make me choke on it, Mitchy. Please.” Then something changes in his eyes. “Shut me up, Mitchy. I know you’re dyin’ to.”

And I am. Dying to. So I do. I push my cock into the soft heat of his mouth and jam it so far down his throat it’ll go. He swallows around me and it’s like the sum of every sex dream I’ve ever had. I nearly blow then and there, and I’m relieved when Cal steps up next to me, stroking his cock furiously. Grabbing the base of my husband’s cock, I pull out from Ty’s mouth, and before he can object, I replace my cock with Cal’s. A loud groan escapes my husband’s lips as Ty laps eagerly at the mushroom head, dipping his pink tongue into the slit, digging out his price, a fat dollop of precum.

“Fucking yes!” Cal shouts as he begins fucking Ty’s mouth in uncontrolled, shallow thrusts with his hips. Drool mixed with water cascades down our boy’s chin and neck as he works my man over in a way that’d make any porn movie director salivate. He pants and hums, his hands wrapped around Cal’s meaty ass cheeks, his own dick dripping angrily. When Cal finally slides all the way down Ty’s throat, I watch his tiny toes curl in bliss, his cute nose buried deep in his Daddy’s nest of dark pubic hair. He looks stunning, on his knees for my husband, drenched and submissive, and yet he holds all the power. In such a short time, Ty has become our master, our entire world centering around this magnificent creature.

Then Ty is swallowing, his body beaming with arousal, as Cal pours his release down his throat, shaking next to me. His deep shout fills the shower, echoing off the walls, Ty glued to his cockhead, wringing every last drop out of him, excess cum trailing down his chin.

“Shit, shit, shit,” Cal chants next to me, stroking his fingers through Ty’s hair, patting his head tenderly. With a final lick, Ty pops off Cal’s spent cock, grinning at me teasingly.

“That was the appetizer, Daddy,” he rasps, blinking all innocently up at me. Dayum, I could get used to this, my boy on his knees for me. For us. Maybe we should buy the boy some knee pads. “Now give me the main,” he demands, and I bet if he weren’t on his knees, he’d be stomping his feet. Grabbing the base of my cock, he sucks me down, swallowing around me, stars bursting in my head at the sheer bliss of feeling him wrapped around me. Squeezing my balls in his fist, he scrambles closer against me, his knees sliding along the wet tiles. His content moans vibrate around my cock as I piston in and out of his mouth, my orgasm slowly building in my gut. Cal’s sucking hickeys into my neck and my body is bursting from sexual overload, but it’s like I’m balancing on that edge, not quite ready to jump yet.

Then Cal’s right there, in my ear, his wet breath on my earlobe, his soft whisper against my skin.

“Let go, babe,” he coos. “Let go.” And I do. I give in and let go. With a silent scream on my lips, I let go. I just manage to pull my cock from Ty’s mouth before I explode. On his tongue, on his lips, on his chin. Fucking everywhere. Strings of white hot cum linger momentarily on his bottom lip before he sucks it into his mouth, moaning contentedly around it.

“Yummy,” he eventually says, smacking his lips, as I slowly come back from the edge. Then he blinks, his gaze coasting between Cal and me. “Thank you,” he croaks. “Thank you, Daddies,” he purrs, rubbing at his belly. “That was so good. Yummy.”

“Shit,” I laugh because, yes, that was indeed so good. And I tell him exactly just that. “That was so damn good, baby.” The pride in my voice doesn’t escape me, and I guess Ty hears it, too, as he puffs out his chest. Beckoning at him with my right index finger, I murmur, “Your turn, baby.” Ty flushes his cheeks positively on fire. Then he swallows.

“Already came. Sorry, Daddy,” he whispers, avoiding my gaze. “I couldn’t help myself. Your cum made me come.” Fuck, my heart. I can’t take it, our boy looking away from me like that.

“Hey now,” I murmur. “It’s okay, baby. Daddy’ll work another load out of you later.” He looks up right away, his eyes locking on to mine.

“You promise, Daddy?”

“I promise.” And the smile that spreads across Ty’s face is worth all the money in our joint savings account. Hell, all the riches in the world.

“What’s under the bandage?” Cal blurts out of nowhere. “What’s under it? Show me,” he demands. Shit, I completely forgot about that, but apparently, Cal has regained his composure after having his brains sucked out through his dick. Ty smiles and his gaze dips to his thigh. Carefully, his fingers start peeling off the bandage, revealing black ink, the skin surrounding it red and puffy. Without a word, Ty looks back up at Cal and me, vulnerability painted across his beautiful face, along with something else. Love. So much love. As I take in the tattoo, the ink slowly comes together beneath the watery surface.

Hands. Three of them. One small against the other two. Wrapped around each other. It’s difficult to see where one ends and the others begin. Fingers intermingled with fingers. Two are wearing wedding bands, the fingers broad, the smaller hand almost cradled between them. Something’s written in script underneath the tattoo, but I can’t make it out.

“What does it say?” I whisper, my heart getting caught in my throat as my hand finds Cal’s next to me, squeezing around it.

“My heart is too big for just one of you,” Ty smiles through what I can now tell are tears and not just drops of water on his cheeks.

“Jesus, baby,” Cal croaks, as I reach for Ty, pulling him from the shower floor and up against us, wrapping my arms around him.

“Not Jesus,” he sobs into my chest. “Just me. Ty.” And fuck my life, if that isn’t the truth and the understatement of a lifetime all in one sentence. Because there isn’t anything just about Ty. He’s everything. I smile into his hair as Cal laughs in that deep guttural way of his, “Shit, babe, we gotta let the kid out on his own more often.” Then he pinches Ty’s chin between his thumb and index finger, tilting his head. “Look at you, being such a good boy for your Daddies, surprising us with a damn fine tattoo like that.”

“He was always here,” Ty nods eagerly. “Just took some Daddy Dick to dig him out.” He beams at us, his lips bruised from said Daddy Dick. Then he snorts, “As it turns out, all I needed was some TMC.”

“TMC? Dontcha mean TLC?” Cal snorts, too.

“Nope,” Ty says, popping the p. “TMC. Two Massive Cocks, Cal-Bear. Now, do I get my reward?”

“Jes—” I blurt but catch myself, because who needs Jesus when you’ve got the best boy to ever walk this earth? Ty’s my religion. Cal too. My men.

“What do you want for a reward, baby?” Cal asks carefully. “You wanna come again, baby?”

“Not yet, silly,” Ty grins, then frowns adorably. “Can we get pumpkins?” Aaand… I didn’t see that coming. “I wanna make a pumpkin family outside,” Ty continues, unfazed. “On the porch. With a pumpkin boy, two Daddies, and a dog too. You can make soup, Cal. Pumpkin, and not that dumb traitor soup with those yucky onions.”

“Will you stop with that soup already? It was good,” I protest, while still grinning like an idiot.

“Not as good as…” Ty smacks his lips while Cal curses, reaching for a towel.

“I’ll get the pumpkins,” Cal sighs, acting all annoyed when really I can tell that he’s bursting with excitement about the damn pumpkin family, too. “I’ll take Bree for a quick walk too while I’m at it,” he leans in, pressing a kiss against Ty’s forehead before he ravishes my mouth like nobody’s business.

“Hey!” Ty pouts. “Why does Mitchy get the good stuff?”

“You’re getting pumpkins, so stop being a brat,” Cal winks, before he starts drying himself off.
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After drying Ty and me, I smear the tattoo aftercare that was in the mysterious bag onto his skin. When he winces, I kiss the puffy skin surrounding it, once again reading the words beneath our joined hands. Then I wrap him in a fluffy blanket and walk him to our bed, gently laying him down, as I wrap myself around him. That’s when I hear them, muffled against my naked chest. The words that have been burning inside me all day, eager to be spoken.

“I love you, Mitch. So much.” He hesitates. “More than I ever thought possible.” My heart swells in my chest, and I squeeze him tighter against me, whispering my truth, which is identical to his, into his damp curls.

“I love you too, baby. So much. Never stopped.” A tremble courses through Ty’s body, and then a deep sigh follows.

“Me neither. Never.”

“There was always this hole in my heart waiting to be filled. Just waiting for you, Ty,” I admit.

“Yeah? For real?” His voice sounds so frail, so needy, that I can’t help smiling into his hair, my eyes stinging with unshed tears.

“For real, for real. The three of us. It’s everything I ever wanted. I didn’t have the words, I guess, but it’s you. And Cal. You two are my world. My past and my present, coming together. My future. It just feels right.”

“I know. I feel it too, Daddy.” Then he hesitates. “I wanna tell Cal too.”

“What baby?”

“That I love him. Because I do,” he whispers.

“He’s easy to love, right?” I kiss the words into his hair, and he squirms contentedly.

“Yeah… You’re easy, too, Mitch. For a long time, I just didn’t allow myself to love you.” He wraps his arms around my shoulders as he looks up at me, his eyes locking on to mine. “I never really hated you, Mitch. You know that, right? I was just hurt. Lost, I guess.”

“I know, kid. I know.”

“It feels good to not be lost anymore. It feels safe,” he smiles, his eyes all watery.

“I know,” I croak, as I feel tears gather at the corners of my eyes. “That’s all I ever wanted for you. To feel safe and loved. Cherished. To know your worth.”

“Don’t cry, Daddy,” he whispers, releasing his arms from around me and reaching for my face. His fingertips dance along my skin, brushing at my tears. “If you cry, I’ll cry. It’ll be anarchy,” he mimics Judd Nelson’s legendary sentence. “And I do feel it when I’m with you and Cal. Like I matter. Like you’d be sad if I weren’t here. Bree too,” he says, closing the gap between us and kissing my lips tenderly.

“We would,” I speak against his lips. “I don't think any of us would ever recover.”

“Good thing I’m not going anywhere then, Mitchy.” His tongue dips to my lower lip, licking at it teasingly.

“Oh, yeah?” I chase his lips.

“Yes, you're stuck with me now, Daddy. Forever and ever.”

“That ain't no hardship, baby,” I smile, before smacking his ass through the fluffy blanket. “Now go get dressed. You’ve got a pumpkin family to make.”
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Chapter Twenty-Five
Tyler


It’s the day before Thanksgiving, and I’ve been summoned by the King of Bel Air himself. In all the time that I’ve been doing my community service, I haven’t seen or spoken to my mom. There’s nothing strange about that, really. We’re not close, not anymore. It still hurts, though, and although I’m two seconds from fainting with nervousness about stepping into their mansion again, I’m also looking forward to getting this over with. To get through what I’m sure will be another stilted dinner affair followed by a thorough interrogation by Dale the Dipshit. Because unlike all the other times when I’ve been weighed and found lacking by his majesty and ignored by my mom, I have absolutely zero fucks to give this time. Because at home—yes, Mitch and Cal’s house feels like home now—I’ve got my two Daddies waiting for me.

Since Cal dropped me off on the way to Walmart a few minutes ago, I’ve been staring at the doorbell like it’s going to bite me. He laughed at me with an evil glimmer in his eyes the entire drive here because I was squirming in my seat like my butthole was on fire. And it is. On fire. I’m already regretting wearing tight jeans because I know I’ll be spinning in my seat all night and I can already hear the loathing edge to Dale’s voice when he tells me to ‘Stop fidgeting, Tyler.’ I know I’ll be tempted to just tell him I can’t stop fidgeting because my butthole is aching from being fucked sooo good by both my Daddies last night.

Fuck, they wrecked my hole last night. We’d gotten tested when we started fucking around, and yesterday, we got the results back from the clinic. All clear and all aboard the fuck boat! Cal went first. We’d barely made it inside the front door before he had me bent over the couch, ass up and pants down. He jammed his cock so far inside me that I swear my one crooked front tooth is now straight. My head was spinning with euphoria, my dick squeezed in between my stomach and the couch, so I couldn’t get my hands on it. To make it even worse, Mitch was massaging my balls with his tongue. It was pure torture. Once Cal had his fill, filling me up with his yummy Daddy cum, Mitch rimmed me for what felt like hours, sucking Cal’s cum out of me, while I imitated a sperm whale, singing his praises. Best Wednesday night I’ve ever had.

So, it’s pretty anticlimactic to be spending this afternoon and evening in the company of Dale the Downer while my mom is popping downers like Skittles. At least I’m spending Thanksgiving with my Daddies. And boy, do I have a surprise for them. You won’t believe what you can find on eBay when you search for Thanksgiving + sex toys.

Everything happens in a blur from the moment I ring the doorbell to when I sit down at the exquisitely decorated dining table across from my impeccably dressed and made-up mother, while Dale, of course, sits in a throne-like chair at the end of the table. It’s like I’m moving, nodding, talking on autopilot. I’m nothing like the bratty, carefree boy that I am when I’m with my Daddies and Bree. I’m like a deflated balloon, a discarded chew toy. I’m… nothing. I feel it so deeply in my very core, and all my good intentions of not letting it get to me go right out the window. That feeling of being nothing, of amounting to nothing, returns. I hate it. I hate this version of myself.

“I’m surprised, to say the least, we haven’t been contacted by the Parole Office that you’ve been flunking your community service,” Dale spits as he snorts down another oyster. Yuck. “Since you’ve made a habit of flunking everything in life so far.” I want to tell him you can’t exactly flunk community service and that I kind of have an advantage since I’m fucking both my parole officer and his husband. I want to scream at him how he can choke on that pathetic oyster of his because my throat is still deliciously raw from the blow jobs I dished out over breakfast this morning. I want to drown him in that thousand-dollar champagne of his and tell him he can go fuck himself because there ain’t no fucking champagne on this planet that tastes better than my Daddies’ juices.

But I don’t. Because I can’t. Because she sits right there, like a precious China doll, nibbling at a piece of lettuce. My mother. Mitch’s ex-wife. Mitch, whom I love. And no matter how disappointed I am with my mother, I would never intentionally hurt her. So I just shrink further into my chair while Dale drones on and on. About the looks he still gets at the golf club for being associated with a loser like me. About the pricey spa resort he had to send my mother to because she was devastated by my latest stunt. About how he’s fighting tooth and nail to restore his previously impeccable reputation in the LA real estate business.

When dessert finally comes around, I’m close to crying. Not because the tarte tatin is so miniature that you need a magnifying glass to see it. No, because when you’ve been doted on for weeks, treated like a human being, told you matter, and how people miss you when you’re not around, it’s hard to withstand Dale’s verbal abuse. It was much easier when I still believed that I was a worthless piece of shit. That I was Tyler the Destroyer and was only barely tolerated because of my mother. But I don’t believe it anymore. And I guess that’s why Dale’s words and my mother’s deafening silence hurt more than they ever have before.

When Dale stands to pour himself a whiskey from the cabinet and my mother lights one of her posh French cigarettes, I excuse myself and go to one of their gazillion bathrooms upstairs. I lie down on the cool marble floor, the surface hard against my cheek, not at all anything like the soft hairy chests of my Daddies. It smells sterile, of nothing but cleanliness, and I wish I had my face buried deeply in a sweaty Daddy pit instead. I miss them so much, it’s like my insides are screaming at me to just go. Go, go, go. But I can’t. I’m frozen.

It’s not until my phone pings with a text, then another, that I regain my composure. Sitting up slowly, I pull my phone from my jeans and open my texts. The first one is from Mitch, and just seeing his name in writing makes my heart ache.

Mitchy:

Hey baby boy. How you holding up? Remember that you are loved and that Dale’s a slimeball.



I can’t help snorting. Slimeball. Jeez, my Daddy is so old-school sometimes. The other text is from Cal, sent right after, so I bet they’re either lounging on the deck next to each other or on the couch, Bree at their feet. Fuck. Tears sting my eyes as I read Cal’s text.

Cal-Bear:

Everything Mitch said. How’s your ass, baby? I bought you some miracle oil.



That’s when I start ugly crying, still sitting on Dale’s ridiculous marble floor, with tears and snot spilling down my face. They are just so fucking amazing. With trembling fingers, I send my reply to both of them.

Me:

I’m okay.




Within seconds, my phone rings, and Mitch’s name flashes across the screen. I hesitate because I know I’ll sound like a frog when I answer, but at the same time, I want to be a good boy and answer my Daddy when he calls. He’ll just worry if I don’t. And probably alert the National Guard. So I press the screen and put the phone to my ear.

“Baby?” Mitch’s deep voice wraps around me, an edge of worry seeping through. “Baby, what’s wrong?” He coos like the good Daddy he is. The best.

“Nothing,” I force out, and yes, Kermit the Frog it is. “I’m good.” A deep sigh meets me at the other end.

“Tell me the truth,” Mitch beckons, no trace of annoyance or anger in his voice, just endless care and patience. “What’s wrong, baby? You can tell me.”

“It’s nothing,” I croak. “I just… I just miss you guys, is all.” It’s kind of the truth. I miss them like crazy.

“We miss you too, baby,” Cal’s voice sounds in the background and my stomach does a weird-ass somersault with happiness and longing.

“What did he say to you?” Mitch rasps.

“Nothing,” I mumble. “Just the usual stuff, you know,” I sniff.

“Ty, are you crying?” Mitch’s voice gets a strange edge to it that I haven’t heard before. A little like swoony Patrick Swayze when he made movie-hunk history with his ‘Nobody puts Baby in the corner,’ thing.

“No,” I sniff a little louder.

“Stay where you are, baby,” Mitch rushes out, the sound of feet padding across the hardwood floor, followed by the rustle of fabric. “I’m coming to get you. Stay where you are,” he pants.

“Mitch, there’s really no—”

“I’m coming, baby.”

[image: image-placeholder]

Dale looks all blotchy like he’s ready to explode, that nervous nerve tick-tick-ticking away under his left eye as he seethes at Mitch, “What the hell are you doing here, Cain?”

“Good evening to you, too, Dale. I’m here for Ty.” Uhhh, I love Daddy Mitch when he’s all I’m the boss. Now fuck off, you bug on my car window. My dick thinks so, too, as it tries to wiggle inside my tight jeans. I can’t help snorting, because it’s just so fucking hilarious the way Dale’s face turns from blotchy to pale to purple in a matter of seconds. He looks like a cartoon character, smoke about to come out of his ears.

“What do you mean, you’re here for Tyler?” he grits his teeth, looking at Mitch with unfiltered disdain like he’s a dogshit under his velvet house slippers.

“What I said,” Mitch puffs out his chest as he grabs me around my waist in one swift movement, pulling me against his side. I squeal, and it’s like Mitch is the dashing Sheriff Longwood coming to save me, the blushing babe in distress, from the evil villain of Tinytwig. I clasp my mouth behind both my hands, muffling a squeaky Daddy, while I swoon internally over this public claiming. Because that’s what it is. Mitch just staked his claim and Dale looks two watts from blowing a fuse.

“Tyler is having dinner with his mother and me, so please leave,” Dale retorts, his reptile eyes boring into Mitch’s beefy arm wrapped around me. I squirm for good measure. Yes, my Daddy’s is bigger than yours, dipshit. As if on cue, my mother appears in the doorway to the hall, a confused frown between her dark eyebrows.

“Mitch?” she whispers. “Is that…?” She looks at me, truly looks at me, for the first time in a really long while, then shakes her head. “What are you doing here, Mitch?”

“Evening, Catarina,” Mitch says, his voice softening. “Sorry to interrupt your dinner, but I’ve come for Ty.” He swallows, then looks down at me, a world of love in his light blue eyes. “I’m gonna take him home now.” Home.

“But… but Tyler…” My mom looks at me bewildered, taking a step forward, then another, before Dale clasps his claws around her upper arm. She stops but whispers, “How?”

“He found me,” Mitch smiles. Then his expression changes as he turns toward Dale. “He told me all the bullshit you’ve been feeding him over the years.”

“How dare you!” Dale shrieks at Mitch, and I’m surprised he isn’t spewing flames out of his nostrils. No matter how hard I’ve tried over the years, I’ve never once managed to make Dale lose it completely, and now Mitch’s mere presence is turning him into a screaming, blubbering mess. Mitch blatantly ignores him, looking at my mom instead, tucking me even tighter against him.

“When you’re ready to leave this sad excuse of a man and be a part of Ty’s life again, Cat, then you know where to find me.” My mother looks dazed; the only thing appearing to hold her up is Dale’s grip on her arm. Then Mitch dips his head, tipping my chin at him between his thumb and index finger, looking right into my very soul, “C’mon baby. We’re done here,” he murmurs softly.

“We’re not done!” Dale yells, taking a step forward. “I don’t know what deranged little game you’ve got going on with Tyler, but you can’t just waltz in—”

“I said we’re done!” Mitch booms, placing his palm in the middle of Dale’s astonished face, keeping him away from me. Ignoring my tormenter, Mitch lowers his voice, his gaze softening as he looks at me, “C’mon baby, let’s go.”

And we do. We just walk right out of there, Mitch’s massive hand wrapped around mine, leaving Dale and my mom staring after us. And it feels like I’m floating on pink clouds while a choir of angels is singing. ‘You see this guy? This guy’s in love with you.’ And I’m fucking untouchable because my Daddies love me. I’m like one of those mobster kids. You can’t touch me. If you touch me, you die. And then the angels are singing, ‘U Can’t Touch This.’

I snort once we get in the car.

“What’s so funny?” Mitch raises an eyebrow at me.

“Nothing,” I wheeze.

“What?”

“You were so fucking hot and awesome in there, Daddy,” I blurt as I scramble into Mitch’s lap and shower him with sloppy kisses. “So fucking hot! Can we go home and fuck now, please?” I pant like a dog in heat.

“Easy now,” Mitch laughs, squirming under my kisses. “We gotta make a stop first.”

“Nooo,” I groan. “I thought Cal already got everything for tomorrow.”

“Don’t be a brat,” Mitch says in that deep voice of his, and I positively shiver.

“You like it when I’m a brat,” I pout.

“I do, but now’s not the time, Tyler.” Ugh, I hate it when he Tyler’s me. “Now buckle up, baby.” That’s better. Baby beats Tyler any day of the week.

“Where’re we going?” I sigh as I fasten my seatbelt.

“Your place,” Mitch says, starting the engine. And my stomach drops. It just drops right out of my sore butthole.

“My place?” I quip. “Why are we going to my place?” I thought we were going home, I almost add, but then I realize, like the delusional idiot that I am, that my place is my home, whereas Mitch and Cal’s house is their home. Not mine. And suddenly it’s like I can’t see properly. Or hear anything. I see Mitch’s lips moving as he pulls out on the street, but there’s just this loud ringing sound in my ears. It’s like I can’t breathe, my heart pounding like crazy in my chest, my future dissolving in front of me. And then the car stops and Mitch is shaking me, his mouth moving, his eyes worried.

“Ty? Ty? Baby, what’s wrong? Come back to me, Ty. Come back.” It’s like he’s speaking through a thick cloud of cotton. And then it’s like I’m the one wrapped in cotton, two strong arms around me, Mitch’s familiar scent engulfing me. “Come back to me, Ty,” Mitch pleads against my ear as he presses scruffy kisses everywhere he can reach.

Pushing away from him, I blink my eyes, looking up at him. He looks devastated. Poor Daddy. He looks how I feel on the inside.

“Where did you go?” he pants. “What happened?”

“I don’t… I don’t wanna go back to my place,” I force out, my voice nothing but a pathetic whisper. Mitch looks at me, puzzled at first, until something seems to dawn on him.

“Shit, baby, I’m sorry,” he says, clasping my cheeks in his big, warm hands. “I didn’t think. I’m sorry.” And it’s like I have cotton for brains now because I don’t understand a thing. “We’re just gonna grab your stuff and then we go home. Okay? Okay, baby?”

“My stuff?” I blurt, dumbfounded.

“Yeah. Your stuff,” Mitch smiles shyly, a wet sheen to his eyes. “We, uhm… we talked about it. Cal and me. While you were gone. And we both agree.”

“On what?” I ask as hope builds inside my chest. “What did you agree on, Daddy?”

“That… I mean, only if you want to. No pressure at all,” he blabbers, his cheeks painted in pink. “That maybe you could come live with us. Cal and me. And Bree, too. In our home. It could be your home, too. We could be a real…”

“Family?” I finish his rant, the angels now back to singing, this time Labrinth’s Forever.

“Yeah,” my Daddy breathes. “A real family.”

“I wanna!” I yell, my seatbelt off, then scrambling back into his lap. “I sooo wanna,” I cry and laugh against his neck. “I want nothing more than that,” I snort. Yep, that’s me. Super charming when my Daddy is blowing my fucking panties off with the ultimate romantic gesture.

“Yeah?” Mitch laughs too, squeezing the living daylights out of me. “You wanna? You wanna be ours?” he growls.

“I was always yours, Mitchy,” I smile against his musky skin. “Yours and Cal’s,” I pant. “Now can we pretty fucking please go get my stuff so that we can go home and fuck?!”

“Sure,” Mitch shrugs, slapping my ass. “Let’s go, baby.” He maneuvers me back in my seat, strapping me back in and pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead. Then he starts the car and we drive through the quiet night, Mitch’s hand resting heavily, protectively, possessively on my thigh, right above my tattoo. And it’s true. My heart is too big for just one of them. Maybe that’s why it was so restless all along, my heart. Not anymore, though. Not anymore.
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Epilogue
Mitch


Last night was a crazy rollercoaster of emotions. It was hard enough sending Ty off to see Catarina and Dale, but hearing his frail, hurt voice on the phone after another verbal abuse session by that asshole nearly tore me to shreds. Then the faceoff with that piece of shit. My hands were itching to rearrange his face, but I know all too well how that song goes. So I opted for just placing my palm smack in the middle of his face. If it wasn’t because I could tell that Catarina was so out of it mentally, I would’ve given her a piece of my mind, too. I may still do it one of these days. She may have checked out of her own life, but that’s no excuse for enabling Dale in his continued abuse of Tyler. It ends now, though. Ty’s with us. With Cal and me.

Last night, we packed most of his stuff and brought it home: his drawing tools and his collection of crop tops and Chucks in all the colors of the rainbow. His two houseplants, Lauren and Humphrey, came too because Ty thought they would get along with Harold the Cactus and the rest of the Green Gang like ‘a house on fire, Mitch.’ He didn’t have a lot of stuff; most of it had already migrated over to Cal’s and my house over the past couple of weeks without us even noticing. He did have a small dresser though, but he looked mortified as I attempted to open the drawers. I can only imagine what the brat has in there; probably raided a sex shop at some point. I never did read the fine print on his rap sheet. In the end, I just picked up the entire dresser, carried it down the stairs, and threw it in the back of the car, where something inside drawer number three started vibrating. Jesus. Then I ran upstairs, feeling each of my years in my bones, threw Ty over my shoulder real firefighter style, and ran downstairs again. After sucking off half my face, I sent Ty on his merry way on that devil machine of his while I drove home after him like some overprotective Daddy. Well, if the shoe fits…

“Look at him,” Cal laughs, squeezing my hand. “Look at them,” his voice turns a tad softer. And I do. I look at them as they dive in and out of a huge mountain of fall leaves that Cal and I just raked together on our back lawn. The half-blind dog who has gained her second youth and the most beautiful boy in the world. Our boy. Ty’s squealing, Bree more interested in him than the leaves. With her cataract eyes, she looks at him like he’s the center of everything. Like he makes the damn world spin. She isn’t wrong. If I’ve said it once, I’ve said it a hundred times. He is everything. He is our everything. Mine, Cal’s, and Bree’s.

Like two lovestruck softies, Cal and I are lying reclined in our garden chairs in matching sweaters that Ty insisted his Daddies should wear because ‘you look so fucking hot, Daddies, when you’re all matchy-matchy’. It’s a little colder today than usual, a crispness in the air that’s perfect for this special day of the year. Thanksgiving. Shit, I have so much to be grateful for. Even more this year now that Ty has come back to me. To us.

“Cal,” I keep my voice low, even though Ty and Bree are engulfed in their own little world of two and only have eyes and ears for each other. “Do you think that—”

“No,” my husband stops me, the firmness of his voice such a contrast to the fondness in his eyes.

“Whatcha mean, no?” I frown. Cal sighs, then shakes his head, the sun catching the golden strands in his hair and beard, making him glow. Fuck, he’s so gorgeous, my man.

“Babe, I’ve loved you for six years, three months, and twelve days. Whatever’s going through that head of yours, just no.” He smirks, taking another sip of his beer, before nodding at the moving pile of leaves. “Just look at him, babe. If that ain’t a happy boy, I don’t know what is.” I hear the love in his voice, endless and boundless, his hazel gaze spilling over with contentment.

“But don’t you—”

“Nope.”

“Jesus, will you let me finish, Cal?” I groan.

“Only if it’s down my throat or inside my ass,” he bites his bottom lip teasingly, then opens his mouth wide, sticking out his tongue suggestively.

“Okay, it’s official.” I throw him my meanest death glare. “I hate you.”

“You do not,” he laughs. “You looove me, big guy,” Cal purrs, and he isn’t wrong. I do. I so fucking do. Then his expression turns serious. “Ty’s happy, babe. He’s here with us because he wants to be. Is he missing out on things because he chooses to spend his days with a half-blind dog and a couple of old assholes like us? Maybe. Probably. But dontcha think it’s up to Ty to decide how he wants to live his life? Who he wants to spend it with? Who he wants to love? Don’t treat him like a kid, Mitch. A kid who can’t make up his own mind or doesn’t know his own heart. He’s more than capable of doing that. He’s strong. Fierce, our Ty. And if that gorgeous creature has decided that he loves us and wants to be with us, the hell if I’m gonna waste my time talkin’ him out of it. Because you know it’ll be a waste of time. The brat’s persistent.”

“He is,” I laugh, choking up. “I just love him so hard, Cal.”

“I know you do. But you love him just right. Just like you’ve always loved me just right, babe. You don’t know any other way than to love hard.” Fuck, this man. He always knows exactly what to say to bring me back from that edge of doubt and uncertainty.

“Thank you, sweetheart.” I lean over and he meets me halfway, slamming his lips against mine, sucking the wind right out of my lungs just like he did that first time at the laundromat.

“Hey! No kissy time without me!” Out of the corner of my eye, I see a sulky Ty, his skinny arms crossed in front of his chest, his right boot tap-tap-tapping against the wooden deck. Then he body slams me, pulling an annoyed grunt from Cal’s lips as our connection is broken. “Kiss me instead, Mitchy,” he giggles against my ear, his breath hot and sugary against my skin. “Remember, he’s six years ahead of me,” he scowls. I squirm under his kisses until Cal pulls him back into his lap and starts tickling him.

“Stop it, Cal-Bear!” Ty squeals, squirming in Cal’s lap, but his half-assed attempts at escaping fool no one, not even Bree, who has made it to the deck, too, and is drooling excitedly all over Ty’s legs, her tail wagging happily from side to side. “Bree, help me!” Ty screams. “Daddy’s being mean!”

“You love it, you little incubus,” Cal bites into his neck, leaving more hickeys on Ty’s olive skin. It’s become a beautiful canvas of love bites and beard burns, bearing witness to how crazy his Daddies are for him.

“I plead the Fifth!” Ty laugh-screams, wiggling in his Daddy’s lap until he stills, his eyes locking onto the XXL size bag of marshmallows next to the fire pit that Cal picked up at Walmart yesterday. “Uhhh, can we make s’mores?” He smacks his lips, that small, innocent gesture going straight to my balls.

“Not until we’ve prepared the food for later,” Cal hums. “Remember, you promised to help, baby.” He pats Ty’s right butt cheek fondly.

That’s Ty’s cue. If there’s anything he loves, it’s helping. He loves feeling needed. Wanted. It’s pretty fucking adorable really, how he breezes through the house with the vacuum cleaner in his short shorts and his EarPods in, bobbing his head to Britney Spears or some shit like that, before the dust even has a chance to settle on the floor.

Jumping from Cal’s lap, he starts bouncing on his feet, the glitter in his orange rain boots catching the last rays of sunshine, dark curls flying all over the place.

“Uhhhh, I can help!” he squeals, clapping his hands together before he pulls me up from the deck chair. “I can wear my apron and my matching hat,” he drones on as he heads for the glass doors to the living room. Of course, he has a matching hat. Then he stops, and he’s nearly stampeded by Cal and me because we’re always as close to his perky little ass as we can get. Turning around, his eyes burn with mischief and Cal sighs because, just like me, he recognizes trouble when he sees it. And the look on Ty’s face is a promise of trouble.

“Can I be the turkey?” Ty blinks, batting his eyelashes. What the actual fuckity-fuck.?

“What the hell are you talking about?” Cal groans, but he isn’t fooling anyone when he adjusts his pants.

“The turkey. Can I be the turkey?” Ty smiles endearingly. “You could baste me, Daddy,” he smirks at Cal. “Juice me up real good, Cal-Bear, so that I’m nice and moist. Use that turkey baster of yours. I bet it fits just right inside my little boy ho—”

“Yeah, there’ll be none of that,” Cal near-whimpers, his face the same color as the canned cranberry sauce he bought yesterday.

“Why not?” Ty huffs, resting his hands indignantly on his narrow hips. “I’ll be all still, like a good boy, while you fill me up with your—”

“No!”

“Spoilsport!” Ty gets up on his toes and shoots daggers at my husband, and it’s all just too fucking hilarious.

“You can be the pie,” I mumble, the words tumbling from my lips before I realize it because, apparently, I’m powerless against this boy who’s once again become everything to me.

“The pie?!” Ty and Cal speak at the same time, Ty’s voice squeaky and excited, Cal’s resigned and tired.

“Sure, why not?” I shrug while Cal opens the glass doors, mumbling something unintelligible under his breath. “I ain’t no baker,” I continue, Cal snorting, “but I think I know how to make a cream pie.”

“I thought we were having pumpkin pie, Daddy. Aren’t we having… Ooohhh…” Ty’s eyes grow wide, then he blushes a crimson that spills straight down to his neckline, as he shifts on his feet. “I love cream pie, Daddy,” he sighs breathlessly, his pupils growing huge, as he leans in and whispers against my ear, “I reeeaaalllyyy love it.”

“I know you do, baby,” I grab his ass, squeezing it tightly, bringing him flush up against me, making him feel what he does to me. What he always does to me. “And Daddy loves making them.”


[image: image-placeholder]






Epilogue
Tyler


Four years later

It’s my graduation day. Mine. Okay, let’s say it just a little louder so that Dale the Dipshit’s sorry, divorced ass all the way back in Mal Air hears it too. It’s my fucking graduation day, so go eat your heart out, Dale, for thinking I would never amount to anything. It’s not like I hold a grudge or anything. No, my life is too fine and fancy these days to hold a grudge. Mom is back in my life, sitting in the crowd right next to my Daddies, and we’re trying to rebuild our relationship. It’s going to take some time for sure, but I know that we’re on track. With my Daddies in my corner, there ain’t nothing I can’t face.

I’m two students away from Principal Longhorn—I’m sorry, but no, I’m not kidding. You couldn’t make this shit up even if you tried—handing me my diploma. As of last Thursday when I aced my final art project, I’ve been an art major graduate from the University of Southern California. I graduated with fucking honors. Can you believe it? I just wish you would get a fancy badge or something because then I would wear it all the time, prance around in front of my Daddies and shit, flashing that badge. Not even Mitch, Mr. Hot Parole Daddy himself, has a badge. Well, I don’t either, but luckily eBay has everything on God’s green earth.

“Mr. Tyler Carter,” Principal Longhorn—insert snort—booms across the stage, and I nearly skippity-hop across it, but then I remember that I’m out in the open now. I’m an adult. Yes, insert another snort. You know what? Just feel free to insert a handful of snorts all over the place and we’ll be covered. I feel extra giddy today. My jaws ache from smiling so hard as I come to a stop in front of our principal. His brown eyes beam with pride and something else I can’t quite define as he takes me in from top to toe. Finally, his gaze comes to a rest on my orange Chucks peeking out from under my cape. He shakes his head fondly, his slicked-back black curls glistening under the auditorium spotlights. His black skin is positively glowing, sparkling, and for a split second I get a vision that Principal L—let’s just call him that because I’m not going to snort him in the face—is Jesus.

“Jesus…uhm… you’re tall, Principal L,” I croak. Good fucking save Tyler. Whew. That was close. Laughing, he hands me my diploma, holding on to the other end as he leans in.

“Never in all my twenty-four years as principal of this fine art program have I been more delighted and more proud to hand over a diploma, Mr. Carter.” I beam at him because, yes, I know that Principal L has a soft spot for me. Well, I am pretty amazing, after all. I know of at least two other middle-aged dudes who have a mushy, soft spot for me. Then he lowers his voice. “And never have I been happier to see anyone go, either,” he chuckles. “It’s been one heck of a ride, Mr. Carter, and I contribute at least half of my gray hairs to you. Congrats, young man.” I swear, Principal L is close to crying, so I’ll let it slide that he said he was happy to see me go. If I accomplish nothing else for the rest of my life, I can always say that I made Jesus cry.

The audience goes wild, my classmates hooting and hollering, and when I realize that I’m the last student to get my diploma, I jump up into the air, doing a fist pump, screaming “Fuck yes!” and then a little butt wiggle for good measure because I’m cute like that. That’s when I see them. Mitchy and Cal-Bear. I made them wear matching burnt-orange button-ups because I was afraid that they would get away from me with all the people today. And you know, I get fucking batshit crazy if I can’t find my Daddies. They’re sitting next to each other in the third row, looking hotter than ever, and now my dick is doing a little wiggle, too. Their bearded faces are beaming at me, their eyes overflowing with pride and love. Oh, so much love.

With both my Daddies looking at me like that, I feel an overwhelming sense of contentment. Of being loved. Adored. Of belonging. It’s still fucking frightening because, before Mitch and Cal, I never had this kind of love before. I belong to them and they belong to me. My Daddies and I make a complete circle, impossible to break. So strong. You can’t tell where one of us ends, and the other begins. There’s no end and no beginning, we just are. I wasn’t kidding when I said that I go batshit crazy when I don’t know where my Daddies are. I do. I’m addicted to them, and luckily, they feel the same way about me, so we’re together most of the time. I know, in the beginning, especially Mitch was worried that they were holding me back, keeping me from living the life that I wanted as a twenty-something guy. But the life that I want is with them. My days as Prince of the Toilet Stalls are over and I’m now a certified couch potato who goes fly-fishing on weekends and spends his breaks from school at Bake My Day, driving Cal and Theresa crazy. This is my life now, and I fucking love it because I get to spend it with my two Daddies and my Bree girl.
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“I’m a little worried, M,” Cal hums as he licks along my neck, just teasing the skin with his teeth. We arrived at the cabin some twenty minutes ago and I’m buck naked, face down, and ass up in bed. The air is a little stuffy in the loft, but who cares when you’re about to get stuffed by prime Daddy cock?

“Why?” Mitch drawls, his huge hands massaging my ass, kneading the flesh thoroughly. I moan beneath him, pushing my hips up to get more, more, more of him.

“That our boy is a little too fancy for us now with that hoity-toity degree,” Cal murmurs, digging his teeth into my earlobe, causing goosebumps to flourish all the way down my back. “Who would’ve thought we’d have a damn artist in our family, huh M?” Family. I squeal into my pillow, the pride in Cal’s voice doing things to my chest, stomach, and balls. Fuck, I love being a good boy. It’s my kryptonite. Bad boys may get all the chicks in the movies, but I always wanted dicks, anyway. It’s true what they say: Good boys go to heaven. All the way to fucking Daddy heaven where all the ginormous cocks live. My hole can vouch for that.

“I’m not fancy, Cal-Bear,” I pipe up, my voice spilling over into a deep, guttural moan when Mitch breaches my hole with his fat tongue. Happy fucking Thanksgiving to me. I love it when Mitch rims me. His beard scratches so good in all the right places. And afterward, Cal always rubs my little boy hole with his miracle balm—or his yummy cum if we can’t find the balm. “Besides, I’m not the only artist in the family,” I whine as Mitch does a delicious twirl with his tongue inside me. “Daddy Cal is an artist too,” I pant. “He’s… oh shit, do that again, Mitchy. Fuuuck, yeah, like that. Stab that hole.” Shit, where was I? Oh yeah. “Cal-Bear’s this crafty baker Daddy dude, and you’re… OhMyFuckingGawd!”

Cal’s there too now, his huge hand grabbing my right ass cheek, squeezing it to the point of pain, and I know what’s coming and I can’t fucking wait.

“I’m an artist?” Cal growls, jiggling the fleshy part of my butt.

“Yes,” I pant, chasing his touch and Mitch’s tongue like the wanton little slut that I am. “You’re the Wicked Master of the Frostings,” I quip. “Daddy Mitch is one too. You know, when he goes paroling and stuuuuffff…. oh, shit. Shit, shit, shit,” I chant as Cal’s hand comes flying against my ass, the smack ricocheting off the walls of our small cabin. Mitch replaces his tongue with two fat fingers, plunging them roughly inside me, as a rapid succession of smacks rain down on my ass, alternating between both cheeks. And I fucking love it. I love a good spanking, and Cal-Bear dishes out the fucking best. Because he knows exactly what I need, what I want, and what I crave. He shows no mercy and doesn’t let up before I call it quits and beg for his cock instead.

“Whatta you say, M?” Cal grits, digging his fingers into my abused flesh. “Should we show our little boy just how artsy we can be? I already made a pretty canvas out of his ass,” he hums, admiration in his voice. “Fuck, baby boy, you should see yourself right now,” he hums.

“Please,” I nearly sob into my pillow. “Please, Cal-Bear. Please.” I don’t know exactly what I’m begging for, but luckily Mitch does as he pulls his fingers from my pulsing hole and replaces them with his hard cock, jamming it right inside where all the fun begins. “Oh, thank you, Jesus,” I scream, my hole welcoming the stretch, my vision going white hot as Mitch tries to pound me into the mattress.

“That’s it, babe,” Cal hums, the distinct sound of flesh against flesh slap, slap, slapping through the bedroom. Cal’s such a fucking perv. He loves jerking off to Mitch fucking me. I love it. I love his hairy, pervy ass. “Shit, M, wreck that little boy pussy,” he growls, jerking himself. See? Told you. Perv. As if on cue, Mitch turns it up a notch, slamming into me full force, and I nearly swallow my tongue as I scream, “Daddy, Daddy, Daddyyyy!” Pounding against my prostate, Mitch shifts his hips and I go wild. The sperm whale is now back, Beyoncé grain’ grain’ grainin’ on that wood.

“Yes, that’s what I’m fucking talking about. Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck me deep. Fucking deeper, Mitchy,” I start mouthing off and Cal digs his thumb into the most sensitive part of my wrecked ass. Yes, please. I can tell from their panting and glorious sweating that they’re both close to coming. My own dick is squeezed between my stomach and the sticky sheets beneath me, but I don’t feel neglected. My Daddies have gotten so skilled at fucking me that I usually come hands-free with a dick up my ass. Yeah, my Daddies have magic dicks like that.

“You there, baby boy?” Cal hisses, and one nod and a whimpered, “Yes, Daddy” from me is all it takes. White, hot cum hits my lower back, and my ass, and it feels like the yummiest fall rain on my skin. “Fuuuck!” Cal yells as Mitch starts pulsing inside my ass. Then he pulls out, and the next thing I know, I’m coming too, while Mitch adds his cum to Cal’s on my ass.

“Oh God, oh God, oh God!” I shout. And, for a split second, I think I’ve gone blind, my climax so all-consuming that I lose my sense of direction. Up becomes down as my orgasm washes over me, my ass stinging deliciously, my hole vibrating uncontrollably.

“Holy fuck, that was hot,” Cal grits, rubbing the cum into my skin. “Look, babe,” he pants. “Look what a pretty painting our boy makes.” There’s a growing softness in his voice, his touch gentle now, perfect. My ass burns in the most delicious way.

“Perfect,” Mitch whispers, his voice strained from his orgasm. His fingers are there now too, intermingling with Cal’s, skimming my skin carefully. “Perfect,” he rasps, and I can hear the awe in his voice. Perfect. The word echoes through my chest. That’s me, the imperfect Tyler, a perfect boy for my Daddies. All my imperfections are just right for them to mold me into a perfect creature. It’s like they’ve tamed me. They’ve tamed me without restricting me. With their love and their safety, they’ve set me free. Free to be the person I’ve always wanted to be. They see me. Really, truly see me.

“Happy Thanksgiving, Daddies,” I sigh, rolling onto my back, reaching out my arms toward them, making grabby hands. Laughing at me, they both fall into my embrace, their bodies deliciously sweaty.

“Happy Thanksgiving, baby,” Cal hums against my neck. “Love you, sweet boy.”

“Love you too, Cal-Bear,” I half-sob.

“Happy Thanksgiving, Ty.” Mitch kisses the words into my chest, just above my heart. “Love you, precious boy,” he hums.

“Love you too, Mitchy. Eeeekkkk! That tickles Cal-Bear. Stop!” I squeal, as my toes are being licked sloppily.

“What?” Cal objects. “I’m not doing anything.” Looking up from my neck, he groans, “Oh, for fuck’s sake, Bree! Stop licking Ty’s toes! Go find your own toy,” he laughs.

“Yeah, go find your own toy, Bree,” I giggle. “This boy’s all fucked out.” But she doesn’t, of course. She just sighs and goes back to gobbling on my toes, happy dog grunts spilling from her snout. And it’s perfect. Just perfect. My life’s perfect. Your boy got his happily ever after.

Now go chase yours, too.

Happy Thanksgiving!
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We owe a massive thank you to everyone who helped us with making this book happen. To the lovely Jenn ReadsBooks, who not only made the beautiful cover, but also edited and formatted the book. We couldn’t do this without you, Jenn, and there’s no one we trust more to do this part of the process for us.

Further, we wish to thank our wonderful PA Mariansen for running our street teams, making sure we stay visible on social media, and encouraging us to ‘GO BACK TO WRITING!’ when we mess about too much or fall down a rabbit hole. We need your love and your whip, M!

Thank you to the lovely Regitse Liljadorff for beta reading our book—it was great to have a third pair of eyes. We’re looking forward to sharing your amazing artwork of our men with the world.

Finally, a huge shout-out to all our readers for all your continued loyal support. It truly means the world to us that you believe in our mission and help spread the word through all your reviews, edits, posts, and shares. If it weren’t for you guys, there would be no point to any of this, so we’re deeply grateful for every download, purchase, and page read. We still pinch ourselves from time to time because it’s so crazy that we have readers all over the world who are looking forward to our next project.

So for that, THANK YOU!

We’ll be seeing you in 2025!

Lots of love,

Anja & Emma


About E.L. Ough


Emma is a wife and mum of 4. She lives in the UK where it rains 80% of the year! She's an avid MM reader and a big supporter of the LGBTQIA+ community.

She’s a big lover of Christmas, so it’s fitting that the first book she wrote was a spicy Christmas novella!

She can usually be found rocking in a dark corner after she’s dealt with her kids all day, hehe. 

Once she’s been caffeinated in the mornings, you’ll find her reading or tapping away on her laptop—making edits, lengthening the plot bunnies in her head into more stories, and posting about her favourite authors on Bookstagram as @emmareads40.

Also by E.L. Ough:

Christmas in Heaven

(Part of Kinked for the Holidays co-written with A.E. Jensen)

His Guiding Light

(Hope Harbour Book 1)

After the Flames

(Hope Harbour Book 2)

A Crush for the Holidays

(Home for the Holidays shared world December 2024)

Violence & Virtues: Vol. 2

(A Mafia Romance Anthology February 2025)


About A.E. Jensen


A.E. Jensen is an avid devourer of everything MM romance.

She’s a true ally of the LGBTQA+ community.

You can find her on Bookstagram as @anjalovesbooks, where she posts about her favorite books and authors. She also loves sharing book recommendations with her friends. She loves engaging with readers of her books, so don’t be a stranger!

In April 2023, she published her first novel, Home Then, and hasn't looked back since; publishing several other books and collaborations. Known for her character-driven, emotional books, she loves for her boys and men to be broken and flawed, which makes it that much sweeter when they finally get their HEA.

When she’s not reading, writing, or posting, she can be found at home in Denmark with her hubby, teenage kids, and a small gang of co-dependent animals.

Also by A.E. Jensen

Home Then

Loud Places

Christmas in Heaven

(part of Kinked for the Holidays co-written with E.L. Ough)

Occasional Fires and Saints

Glimpses of Him

Monumental

(coming 2025)

Find A.E.

Amazon

Facebook

A.E. Jensen’s Jewels
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