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Blurb

	 

	When Elliott finds a young man, eating scraps out of the bins in the alley behind his bakery, he knows he has to do something to help him. With Valentine's Day coming up and a spare bedroom in his flat, he offers the man a place to stay in exchange for help in the bakery. Elliott knows he shouldn't develop feelings for him, but as their friendship blossoms, it becomes more and more difficult to resist.

	 

	After spending several months living on the streets, Caleb doesn't expect his luck to change, until a kind stranger offers him the help he needs to get back on his feet. Falling for the wrong person has come between Caleb and an ideal living situation before, and he plans on doing everything he can not to let that happen again.

	 

	Home Sweet Home is an 11K word MM romance short story, and is a prequel to the first Little Hollow novel (coming soon). This short can be read as a standalone.
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	One

	Elliott

	 

	I opened the back door of the bakery and braced myself for the chilly blast of air that hit me as I ventured out into the early-February night.

	I was just taking the bin out into the alley, so I hadn’t bothered putting on a coat over my t-shirt, something I instantly regretted when the breeze stung my bare arms. Goosebumps erupted over my skin and I used my free hand to rub the arm that was carrying the black sack of rubbish, trying my best to warm it.

	As I turned the corner in the alley, I heard a rustling sound. I was expecting to find stray cats rummaging through the bins, but to my surprise what I found was a man, maybe even younger than I was—and I was only twenty-two—digging through the bakery’s rubbish.

	I stood silently, and watched him for a moment, intrigued as to what he was looking for.

	When I saw him back away with a handful of stale pastries I’d thrown out earlier in the day, my heart hurt for him.

	I studied him. From his torn jeans, dirty shoes, messy hair, and scruffy facial hair, to the sad look in his eye as he scanned the food he’d found. I guessed, from his fraying backpack and rolled up sleeping bag, that he was probably homeless, and for a moment I tried to fathom what it must have been like to be sleeping rough at such a young age, and when the weather was so cold.

	“Hi,” I said. I didn’t mean to startle him, I just wanted to get his attention, but he instantly jumped and dropped the pastries.

	“Shit,” he muttered, and went to pick the food off the ground. “I’m sorry.”

	“Don’t,” I said, and started moving cautiously towards the bin, and he paused his retrieval of the food. “You want to come inside and eat something fresher than those?” I gestured to the now dirt-covered, soggy pastries, that had landed in a puddle.

	He shook his head. “I can’t afford any of your food.”

	“It’ll be on the house,” I smiled. “Those taste so much better when they’re warm.” I pointed to the pastries.

	I wasn’t trying to make a big deal out of it, because I didn’t want him to feel bad for accepting my offer, but I wanted to help him out by giving him a nice warm meal.

	I wasn’t about to let him leave and eat food he’d found in a bin, not when I could easily whip him up something fresh and delicious.

	He stayed quiet for a few moments with an apprehensive look on his face.

	“What would I need to do in return?” he asked.

	My stomach sank. What had he needed to do for food in the past?

	“Nothing,” I assured him.

	“Why would you do that?” He rose a questioning eyebrow at me.

	“Because I don’t like the idea of you eating from a bin.”

	“But, you don’t even know me,” he said incredulously.

	“Doesn’t matter. I don’t like the idea of anyone eating from a bin. Come on.” I motioned for him to follow me.

	I’d already locked the front door, and started getting everything cleaned away before I headed upstairs to my flat for the night, but it wouldn’t take more than a couple of minutes to turn everything back on and throw something together for him to eat.

	It was only then that I realised I hadn’t even asked him what his name was.

	I turned to see that he’d sheepishly followed me into the bakery’s kitchen and was standing in the doorway carrying all of his things.

	“What’s your name?” I asked.

	“Caleb, yours?”

	“Elliott,” I smiled. “It’s nice to meet you, Caleb.”

	A nod of his head was the only response he gave me.

	The kitchen and main area of the shop were joined by a set of double doors, and in the main area there was the counter, with the displays and till, that had a few bar stools where customers could sit, and there was also a handful of small round tables with chairs scattered around the shop. The place wasn’t big, but I could seat around a dozen people at once.

	“Take a seat,” I showed him to the counter, and he placed his things on the floor by a bar stool and took a seat. “So, what do you fancy?”

	He looked like he was deep in thought for a beat, before he spoke. “Anything with chocolate.” It was the first time I'd seen him smile, and the sight warmed my chest.

	“Anything with chocolate, coming right up.” I set to work compiling a plateful of chocolatey things for him. Cakes, pain au chocolats, muffins, literally anything I had. I also warmed some bread up for him, just in case he ended up wanting something savoury to go with the mountain of sweet treats on his over-filled plate.

	“Here,” I said a while later, once I’d got the food together. I slid the plate across the counter, and he hesitated for a moment before eating the food faster than I’d ever seen anyone eat in my life.

	He moaned with every bite he took, clearly savouring each and every bite. The moans immediately got my dick’s attention, until I realised, I didn’t actually know how old he was.

	Shit. What if he’s a kid?

	“How old are you?” I asked before I could stop myself.

	“Eighteen,” he mumbled around a mouthful of cake. I poured a glass of water and slid it next to his plate, and he took a sip, washing his mouthful down. “It’s my birthday.”

	“Today?” I asked, my voice full of shock.

	He nodded and took another bite of cake.

	This was how he was spending his eighteenth birthday?

	My heart felt heavy for him, even though he was a stranger, and I couldn’t imagine what had led him to this point, I hated that this was how he was spending such an important birthday.

	“How old are you?” He asked.

	“Twenty-two.”

	He nodded and returned to eating. Even though I’d only known him for less than an hour, I could already tell that he wasn’t an overly talkative person. He was reserved and shy, and mostly remained quiet. I wondered whether he was like that all the time, or if once you got to know him, he’d come out of his shell a bit more.

	“You’re right, these are so much better when they’re fresh.” The corners of his mouth curved up in a sheepish smile. “These,” he held up a pain au chocolat. “I’ve eaten a few from your bins in the past, but they’re nowhere near this delicious when they’re stale.”

	He’d eaten from my rubbish before?

	I was too shocked, my brain couldn’t make my mouth form words, and I was sure my face expressed my shock.

	“Shit, I probably shouldn’t tell someone I regularly go through their bins, should I?” He chuckled. “I mean, there’s no harm, right? You’re getting rid of that stuff anyway, so it’s not like it’s stealing, exactly.”

	“How often?”

	“Once a week or so, for the past three months,” he shrugged and looked down at his plate. “The alley behind this place is sheltered from the rain, and so I sleep down there sometimes, the first night I discovered the alley, I tried some stuff you’d thrown out, and I loved it. I figured I’d pop back every once in a while, and check out what you were throwing away that day. Your food is amazing… even more amazing when it’s fresh.” He smiled like what he was telling me wasn’t the most heart-breaking thing I’d ever heard.

	“How long have you been…” I couldn’t finish that sentence.

	“Homeless?” He finished it for me.

	I nodded.

	“Only about four months.”

	Only. Jesus. It was winter, and British weather was shit at the best of times. It had been below freezing for the entirety of December and January.

	Fuck. Did that mean he’d spent Christmas and New Year alone, outside in the cold, when he was only seventeen?

	I wanted to ask why he was homeless, but I didn’t think it was an appropriate question to ask. I wasn’t sure of the etiquette for things like that. It would probably be insulting, or insensitive, or painful.

	It was his fucking eighteenth birthday, there was no way I was letting him sleep outside. Not a chance.

	I had a spare room in my flat above the bakery, and I would lock him in it if that's what it took to get him to stay the night somewhere warm.

	I didn't know how to broach the subject, after all, he was a complete stranger. I had no way of knowing how he'd react.

	The thought briefly entered my mind that maybe inviting a complete stranger to spend the night in my flat wasn’t the greatest idea, but that thought was immediately squashed when I thought about my dad.

	My dad was the kindest, most generous person I'd ever known, and he would have done the exact same thing. I knew without a shadow of a doubt, if my dad had met Caleb, he'd have offered him a place to stay for the night.

	“Would you like to stay the night?” I blurted. That was one way of broaching the subject, I supposed. Blunt and straight to the point.

	His head shot up from where he’d been eyeing the rest of the food on his plate. He raised an eyebrow at me, a look of confusion and disbelief on his face.

	“Why?” He asked suspiciously.

	It had made me feel like shit when he thought I’d been expecting something from him in exchange for the food, and I really hoped he wasn’t thinking the same thing about my offer of a bed for the night. I didn’t want or need anything in return from him. I was just trying to help him in the only way I knew how.

	I wouldn’t be able to sleep myself if I let him leave. I knew I’d be awake, tossing and turning all night, thinking about him spending his eighteenth birthday alone, sleeping outside in the cold.

	“Because, I have a spare room in my flat,” I pointed to the ceiling, indicating that the flat in question was right upstairs.

	“You live here?” he asked.

	I nodded. “Yeah, I live in the flat above the shop.”

	“It’s a nice offer, thank you, but I don’t want to intrude.” He averted his gaze, letting his eyes graze the surroundings. “You don’t know me. What if I steal all your shit? Or murder you in your sleep?”

	“Are you planning on stealing all my shit and murdering me in my sleep?” I didn’t think he was. He didn’t seem like the thieving and murdering type.

	He shook his head, and I thought I heard a low chuckle from him. “No.”

	“Then, I don’t see the problem with you spending the night.” I shrugged and shot him a wide smile as he looked back in my direction.

	He looked like he was thinking the option over, and I mentally crossed my fingers that he would decide to stay.

	I knew it was borderline crazy to invite him to stay, but I didn’t care. I wanted to help him.

	He nodded meekly. The slightest of movements, that if I’d have blinked, I’d have missed it.

	“You’ll stay?” I checked.

	“If you don’t mind.” He fiddled with the edges of his plate, once again not looking me in the eye. “I haven’t slept in a bed in so long.”

	“You don’t ever sleep at shelters?” I asked, because I thought that shelters would be more than accommodating to someone under the age of eighteen.

	“Couldn’t.” He moved from tapping the plate, to running his fingertips through the drops of condensation on the edge of his glass. “I can now though, I suppose.”

	I didn’t have the slightest clue what that meant, but I wasn’t sure whether I should ask for clarification.

	We chatted mindlessly for a while, mostly about the weather, but also briefly about his food preferences—I concluded that he definitely had a sweet tooth—until I looked at the clock on the wall and noticed the time. It was late, and I should probably head to bed, because I had to be up early to bake and open the shop.

	I guided Caleb upstairs, shutting off the lights downstairs as we went. He walked apprehensively, like he was waiting for me to change my mind and ask him to leave.

	“The bathroom is through there,” I said as he walked through the door of my flat, where it opened up into an open-plan kitchen and lounge, and pointed to the door on right. “There’s a spare toothbrush in the cabinet above the sink, and feel free to shower and use whatever’s in there.” It broke my heart a little more to see how his face lit up when I said that. I motioned for him to follow me down the hall to the left of my flat. “The spare room is here,” I said as I opened one of the two facing doors—the other being my bedroom—and gestured for him to go inside. “I need to head to sleep, but if you need anything, my room is right there.” I pointed to my closed bedroom door.

	He nodded. “I can’t thank you enough for this. This is the best birthday present I could have got today.” He nervously pushed his floppy, light-brown hair out of his eyes, and ran his hand over the dark stubble covering his jaw.

	It was only then that I took the time to appreciate how attractive Caleb was. I’d been so drawn into his sad, green eyes, that I hadn’t taken the time to study his other features. He was gorgeous.

	I shook myself from my thoughts and turned to walk over to my bedroom door. “Goodnight, Caleb.” I said, before I closed my door.

	“Goodnight,” he smiled.

	I thought that inviting him to stay the night would make me sleep easier, but it didn’t. I found myself tossing and turning, listening out to see if I could hear him moving around, not because I was worried about him stealing anything like he’d joked about, but because I couldn’t stop myself wondering if he needed anything. If he’d enjoyed the shower I heard him have. If he would still be there when I woke up in the morning.

	A part of me doubted he would be there. His apprehension didn’t bode well for him relaxing and becoming comfortable enough to stick around for breakfast.

	Although, I did have to be up at the arse-crack of dawn—as usual—and so maybe I would wake up before him, and then I would get a chance to make him a nice, big, filling breakfast before he left.

	The lead up to Valentine’s Day was always one of my busiest times of the year at the bakery, and with it being just me now, there was really too much work to do for just one person… but I would somehow find the time to make his breakfast in the morning.

	It took me a while to see the obvious solution to both of our problems, but when I did, I couldn’t get the idea out of my head.

	I was just hoping Caleb would be open to the idea too.


Two

	Caleb

	 

	I rolled over in bed—

	Bed.

	I was in a fucking bed.

	I jolted up into a sitting position, and rubbed at my tired eyes, letting them slowly adjust to the light. It took me a minute or two to get my bearings and my memory of the night before to slot back into place.

	Elliott.

	How, for even a split second, could I have forgotten the generous stranger who had offered me a warm bed for the night. It was one of the nicest things anyone had ever done for me, and he didn’t even know me.

	When he’d first invited me into the bakery for a free meal, and then briefly again when he’d asked me to crash in his flat for the night, I had expected him to be seeking some kind of payment in return. It wouldn’t have been the first time some arsehole thought he could give me something in exchange for sex.

	I wasn’t proud of several things I’d done in the few months I’d been on the streets, and while I hadn’t actually had full-on sex with anyone, I had engaged in other sexual acts with strangers, and not particularly pleasant ones, in exchange for money or food.

	It had only happened a few times, and I knew I was just doing it to survive when things were worse than usual. That at the end of the day, I didn’t have a choice. Still, I would be lying if I said I wasn’t disappointed in myself, and sad that this was what my life had come to.

	Elliott hadn’t been like that at all though. He genuinely didn’t want anything in return for his kindness. The fact that I’d got to shower, and sleep in a comfortable bed was the greatest eighteenth-birthday present I could have wished for… well, the second-best present, but I wasn’t going to let those thoughts invade my brain now.

	Today was the start of my new life.

	I was legally an adult now, which meant I could go to shelters, and I could look for a job, and there was no way I was ever going back into foster care again. Now that I was an adult, social services wouldn’t come to take me away if I registered for something in my name. I didn’t need to rely on anyone, ever again. I was going to change my situation, and I was going to be able to do it alone… which was all I’d wanted since my younger brother and I were first removed from our mother’s care when I was eleven.

	I got out of the bed, making sure to return the bedding back to the way I’d found it, and rummaged through my backpack for some clothes. After getting dressed, I gathered my few belongings back into my backpack, and slung it over my shoulder, before heading into the lounge and kitchen area of the flat.

	I had been expecting to find Elliott, but he was nowhere to be found.

	“Elliott?” I asked into the seemingly empty flat.

	No response.

	I guessed he got to work really early in the mornings, and was downstairs.

	I wondered for a moment whether it was going to be awkward for me to just wander down into the bakery, but going through there was the only way out. So, I had to venture downstairs in order to be on my way.

	I walked down the stairs that led from the flat into the back of the bakery and was greeted by the incredible scent of whatever Elliott was in the process of baking. As I walked into the kitchen area, I saw Elliott, surrounded by trays of baked and unbaked treats, flailing around at the speed of light.

	He had the most adorable smear of flour across his cheek, and the sight made me smile.

	It was the first time I’d truly smiled in a while, and the sensation now felt almost alien to me.

	He looked so focused, and I could tell just watching him, that I was witnessing him in his element.

	“Hi,” I said quietly, not wanting to make him jump.

	He turned to me, a grin splitting his face. “Morning.”

	“Sorry to interrupt,” I apologised. “I just wanted to say thank you again for last night before I head out.”

	He eyed the backpack that was slung over my shoulder, and my sleeping bag rolled under my arm, before returning his gaze to meet mine. “Before you go,” he started, putting down the tray of biscuits he was holding onto the marble worktop. “I made you something,” he smiled wider. “Go find a table out there,” he pointed to the main area of the bakery.

	“Okay…” I said, trying not to sound apprehensive as I spoke.

	I followed his instruction and walked into the bakery. I wasn’t sure what time it was, but it was clearly early enough that the bakery wasn’t open for business yet. I took a seat at the counter, in the exact spot I’d sat the night before, and it only took Elliott a few minutes to join me.

	He walked out of the kitchen, holding a plate in one hand, and shielding it from my view with the other, until he placed it down on the table and revealed it to me.

	It was a plate full of sweet pastries, a variety of biscuits and cookies, surrounding a large cupcake in the centre of the plate. The cupcake had icing detailing that included the number eighteen and was topped off with a lit candle.

	I was speechless.

	“Happy belated birthday,” Elliott smiled warmly as I looked up at him, my eye wide in shock.

	“I… don’t know what to say,” I murmured.

	“You don’t have to say anything,” he assured me. “Just make a wish, blow out the candle, and enjoy your breakfast treats.”

	“Thank you,” I said, before closing my eyes to make a wish.

	I hadn’t had a birthday cake in so long… I couldn’t actually remember ever having one.

	I wish for Jake and Matty to both have wonderful, happy lives.

	It was the same thing I’d wished every single time I saw a shooting star in the night sky while I lay in my battered sleeping bag, curled up under the stars. It was all I wanted.

	As long as they were happy, I’d done the right thing by leaving.

	Images of their faces flooded my head, and my throat felt suddenly tight. I opened my eyes, fighting the stinging tears that were trying to escape, and quickly blew out the candle.

	I took the candle out of the cupcake and admired the artistry. It was beautiful, and I realised that Elliott was incredibly talented at what he did. No wonder he had such a successful business at such a young age. I wondered briefly if I’d ever be that skilled at something. If I’d find my passion and build a successful life for myself.

	Maybe that’s what I should have been wishing for, but Jake and Matty were too important to me and I would always put their happiness above my own, even now that I was no longer a part of their lives.

	“I had something I wanted to talk to you about,” Elliott said, and I looked up at him to find his gaze firmly fixed to the floor.

	That sounded ominous.

	Had I done something wrong?

	“Okay…” I said.

	“I was wondering if you wanted to stay for a couple of weeks?” he blurted.

	What?

	“Stay?” I repeated dumbly.

	“Yeah, I know that you don’t have anywhere to go, and I have a spare room. I was thinking if you wanted that is… I’m kind of in need of some help around here… an assistant, I guess.” He shrugged. “And I was thinking it would be a great solution to both of our problems. I’d get an extra set of hands during the lead up to Valentine’s Day, and you’d have a place to stay.”

	“But…” I was once again dumbfounded. “You barely know me. Why would you do that?”

	He fiddled nervously with his hands, not saying anything for a few moments, as if considering how to answer my question. “My dad… he, um…” Elliott took a deep breath before he continued. “He would have done the same thing. Help if he could, I mean. He was always conscious of being generous, and I know if he were here, he’d have asked you to stay too.”

	“Your dad, is he…?” I started to ask, but trailed off because he was under no obligation to tell me anything about his dad.

	“He died three years ago.” There was a sadness in Elliott’s eyes, but also a smile on his face. Like he was sad that his dad was no longer here, but as if the memory of him made him happy at the same time.

	“I’m so sorry.”

	“Thanks. It fucking sucks, but I’m okay now.”

	“You guys were close?” I asked.

	His smile widened. “Yeah, he was my best friend.” He looked around the bakery. “This was his place, and I started working here as soon as I left school at sixteen. I’d spent my entire childhood here, learning to bake. He taught me everything I know. When he died, this place became mine. It was just me and him, and now it’s just me. That’s kind of why I need the help. Any holiday is always crazy around here, and it’s been harder since Dad died.”

	My chest felt tight with sorrow on his behalf. I knew what it was like to be alone in the world, and I wouldn’t wish it on anyone. Especially not someone as kind as Elliott.

	When Elliott had first suggested that I stay for a couple of weeks, I’d immediately gone to turn down his offer—not wanting to impose—but now that I knew he didn’t have anyone else to help him, I wanted to stay. After all, it would be nice to not have to worry about where I was going to stay for the next fortnight.

	“I don’t know how useful I’d be at helping out,” I said.

	“I can teach you,” he smiled. “I’ll start you out on super-easy stuff, and it’s only for a couple of weeks, so if you hate working here, it’s not the end of the world.”

	That was true. I’d be gone again after Valentine’s Day. “Okay, I’ll stay.”

	“Really? Amazing, thank you so much,” he beamed. “I can pay you an hourly wage.”

	“No,” I shook my bed. “Just your spare bed at night is payment enough.”

	He looked like he was going to argue, but stopped himself. “How about the bed, and I feed you a fuckton of baked goods?”

	“Sounds perfect.”

	“Good, now, eat the rest of that mountain of sugar, and meet me in the back when you’re done.” He smiled and turned to walk away.

	I quickly ate my sugary breakfast, trying to meet Elliott promptly in the back, but I couldn’t help but take my time as I savoured each bite of the delicious food he had made for me.

	This whole situation had come out of nowhere, and I hadn’t had time to process what was happening, but I was certain of one thing… I could get used to Elliott constantly feeding me all this incredible food.


Three

	Elliott

	 

	“Thanks, have a great day,” Caleb said to the elderly man who was leaving the bakery.

	It was almost closing time, and, in my opinion, it had been a fantastic day. Caleb was surprisingly great with the customers—I wasn’t sure why I was surprised though, because he was a nice guy—and although he hadn’t quite got the hang of actually baking things yet, he listened carefully to instructions and had worked hard to be as useful as possible all day.

	I was relieved that the whole idea hadn’t blown up in my face, and having Caleb around as an extra set of hands was already paying off, and it was only the first day. I wasn’t nearly as stressed or over-worked as I would have been usually, and it was nice to have company other than the customers who came and went.

	I hadn’t had anyone else work in the bakery with me since Dad died. I’d considered it a few times, because I was always in need of help, but every time I thought about the idea, I decided against it… it had always just been me and Dad, and I didn’t want anyone else ‘taking Dad’s place’ as it were.

	I had no idea why Caleb had unknowingly changed my mind about that, but I was glad he somehow had, because having Caleb around for the next two weeks was going to be a godsend on my stress levels.

	“Okay,” I said to Caleb once the last customer had left the shop. “Closing time.”

	I walked over to the door and flipped the ‘open’ sign to ‘closed’ and locked the front door.

	Caleb followed me back into the kitchen and immediately started cleaning up the ingredients and utensils that were scattered across the sides. I joined him and we cleaned in silence for a few minutes before I spoke. “How did you find today?”

	“Great,” he beamed. In the twenty-four hours that he’d been there, it was the first time I’d seen him smile, and the sight warmed my insides. He looked beautiful when he smiled. “It was so much more fun than I thought it would be. One of the best days of my life, in fact. Hopefully, I’ll get the hang of some baking stuff before I leave, and then maybe once I’m back on my feet, I could look into applying to a college somewhere to get a baking qualification or something.” 

	The smile on his face told me that he was serious about that plan, and I decided then and there that I would do whatever I could to help him with that goal, if that was what he wanted to do. I didn’t miss the fact that he’d said this—my usual mundane, boring day—was one of the best days of his life. I couldn’t imagine how shitty some of his days must have been for that to be the case.

	“That would be amazing,” I told him, returning his smile.

	After we were done cleaning, I walked out into the bakery to go through the shelves of food, and gather the left-overs that needed to be thrown away.

	“Oh,” Caleb said from behind me. I turned to see him eyeing the food in my hands. “I had an idea. It’s probably a shit idea, but…”

	“I doubt it’s a shit idea. Hit me.”

	“I was thinking… the food you throw away at the end of the day. That kind of seems wasteful. No offence.”

	“Non taken, go on.”

	“Well, we could donate it to local shelters or something. You know, so perfectly good food doesn’t end up in the bin, rather than with people who need it.”

	The idea was so obvious, I mentally slapped myself for not having thought of it.

	Of course, I shouldn’t be wasting perfectly good food when there were people on the streets of our city going to sleep hungry at night. I felt like an arsehole.

	“That is a great idea.” I began searching for plastic contains to put the leftovers in. “I have no idea where the nearest shelter is, do you?”

	“Yeah, there is one not far from here.”

	I didn’t know if it was okay to ask questions about him and his life, but I went for it, anyway. “Do you mind me asking why you don’t stay in shelters?”

	“I probably will, now that I’m legally an adult. I didn’t want to risk it before, because I didn’t want to get sent back into care.”

	I didn’t say anything else, just simply nodded, and he began helping me pile the food into various containers.

	I had so many questions. I wanted to know so much more about this man, but at the same time, I didn’t want to push him away by being nosy.

	I was hoping that by the end of our two weeks together, he would have opened up a little more, and I could actually get to know him.
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	“What do you want for dinner?” I asked Caleb.

	We had just got home from the shelter, where we had dropped off the food. Caleb was right, there was a shelter and food bank within walking distance of the bakery, which I couldn’t believe I didn’t know was there until now.

	“I’m not fussy,” he answered.

	“What’s your favourite?”

	He appeared to be thinking over his answer. “Pizza,” he finally declared.

	“Then, pizza it is. Want to order one and watch a film?” I asked.

	He nodded. “Sure.”

	I got a takeaway menu from a drawer in the kitchen and took it over to Caleb.

	“Just tell me what you want, you can order whatever.”

	We ordered the food, and I was just about to ask what film he wanted to watch when he spoke. “Could I maybe wash some of my clothes?”

	“Of course. Sorry, I should have already offered.”

	The clothes he’d worn that day didn’t appear dirty, and it was easy to forget that he probably didn’t have access to a washing machine on a regular basis. “We’re about the same size, I reckon. I’ll grab you something of mine to wear, and you can put all your clothes in the wash.”

	He smiled, and I headed into my bedroom to grab him a pair of grey jogging bottoms and a plain, blue t-shirt.

	“Here,” I said as I handed the clothes to him.

	“Thanks.” He hopped off the sofa. “I’m just going to jump in the shower, if that’s okay.”

	“Of course,” I smiled.

	I set about getting plates and cutlery ready before dinner arrived and then got changed into some comfier clothes. Caleb was still in the shower when the doorbell downstairs in the bakery rang. I jogged down the stairs and opened the door to the pizza delivery guy. After handing him the cash for the food, and taking the boxes from him, I thanked him and went back upstairs.

	Caleb was back in the lounge, now wearing my clothes—which fit him perfectly—and there were still beads of moisture dripping from his wet hair, down onto his face. I couldn’t help but enjoy the sight of him in my clothes, and as ridiculous as it seemed, it made me smile.

	“Dinner’s here,” I told him, and he joined me in the kitchen area, where I placed the boxes of food onto the side.

	We each piled mountains of food onto our plates and sat on the sofa. I only had one, two-seater sofa, so we didn’t have a lot of space to spread out. We decided on a film, and each settled in to enjoy the evening.

	“Did you enjoy dinner?” I asked when the credit began to scroll up the TV screen.

	“It was great, thanks,” he grinned.

	I nodded. “Good. Great way to end a pretty successful day, I’d say.”

	“Agreed.”

	He started gathering the plates and took them into the kitchen. “You don’t have to do that,” I told him.

	“It’s the least I can do,” he said.

	There was no arguing, clearly, because he cracked on with washing up and tidying everything away, despite my statement.

	“Can I… can I ask you something?” I finally got up the nerve to ask, once he was done cleaning up.

	“Sure,” he nodded.

	“I, um… I was wondering… why you’re homeless,” I said sheepishly. “Sorry if that isn’t an okay thing to ask.”

	“No, it’s fine. Makes sense that you’d be curious. I know I would be too.” His smile lessened the tension that had built up in my shoulders. He ran a hand through the light-brown strands of his hair, pushing it back from his forehead. “I was taken into care when I was eleven,” he said, so casually it was hard to match the sad words to his neutral tone. “My family situation wasn’t the best… anyway, my brother and I—”

	“You have a brother?” I cut him off.

	“Jake,” he smiled, but there was a sadness in his eyes. “He’s nine. We were taken into care together, and luckily, we were always placed together, but we didn’t have the greatest luck with placements. It was especially hard for Jake, because he was so young, and couldn’t understand why the grown-ups who were supposed to be looking after us… weren’t. He had a harder time of it, because of… well, reasons I don’t want to get into right now. Anyway, we finally got placed into a permanent home, with a family who adopted us. I was seventeen, so it was basically a miracle that they wanted to take us both, and everything was perfect. Jake was happy, everything was going great… until I started to fuck it up.” He took several deep breaths before continuing. “I didn’t want to risk fucking the situation up so badly that they decided to get rid of Jake, as well as me, so I bailed. Just left, and never went back. I’m not sure if the family ever looked for me, but if they did, I managed to stay hidden long enough to turn eighteen, and now I can get on with my life knowing that Jake is safe and loved.”

	I felt like my heart had been through a shredder.

	I wanted to wrap Caleb up in the tightest hug imaginable, and let him know that he was also safe now, but I also wanted him to keep talking… if he wanted to, anyway.

	“Why do you think you were fucking it up?” I asked tentatively.

	“Basically, this family was huge, they all lived on this old farmland in Wiltonham, and the two women that adopted me…” He paused as if to gauge my reaction to that little titbit, which made me realise he had no idea I was gay. When I didn’t react in any meaningful way, he continued. “They lived in adjoining houses with one of their brothers and his wife, who had children too. I kind of… fell for one of their sons. Technically, my adopted cousin.”

	That statement had my heart rate going up a notch. So he was gay? Or at least attracted to men.

	I wasn’t going to let my brain get carried away though. Since he probably still had feelings for this other guy, and even if he didn’t, it didn’t mean he’d be interested in me.

	“Matty,” he said quietly. “His name is Matty, and when I realised I had feelings for him, I tried to suppress them, but failed. I am certain that if we’d have been found out, that the family would have sent not only me, but also Jake, away and back into care. I wasn’t willing to risk that.”

	“So you ran away? Wiltonham is only a forty-five-minute drive or so away, isn’t it?”

	He nodded. “When I left, I didn’t have any money for transport, so I just started walking. I ended up here in Portridge, and it seemed like a decent enough city to live in. Far enough away that I doubted I’d ever run into any of the adopted family I left behind, and big enough to always have places to go find food and shelter.” He paused and ran a hand across the dark stubble lining his jaw. “Jake needed that family. I was only with them for a few months, but they were incredible, and Jake deserves that. He’s been through enough, and he needs to be in a family that loves and accept him for who he is. I would never have forgiven myself if I’d been the reason that opportunity was taken away from him.”

	Not only had he been living all alone, out in the winter cold, but he’d done so to protect his younger brother, and had left the person he cared for in the process. If that didn’t tell me everything I needed to know about Caleb, I didn’t know what would.


Four

	Caleb

	 

	I’d been at Hillam’s Bakery—which I now knew was Elliott’s surname—for a week, and it had been the best week of my life. With every day that passed, I was getting more and more comfortable baking, and was having a ton of fun doing it.

	The more time I spent with Elliott, the more I considered him a friend, and now that I was halfway through my time with him, I realised that when I left I was really going to miss his company—not just the fact that I had somewhere to stay. We spent all day together while we were working, and then spent the evenings together as well, eating dinner and watching TV.

	I took a bite out of a cinnamon swirl as I assessed the bakery’s kitchen. It was the end of the day, and it was time to do the nightly clean-up before we took the leftovers to the shelter—something we now did every single night.

	“I’m honestly shocked you're not in a perpetual sugar coma,” Elliott chuckled as he walked into the kitchen, and noticed me shovelling the cinnamon swirl into my mouth.

	I shrugged and spoke around the mouthful of food. “I’m honestly shocked you're so fit with this much sugary goodness around you all the time.”

	It registered a moment too late that I'd called him fit, and I wished I could take the words back as I felt my face begin to heat. Luckily Elliott didn't seem to notice my slip-up, either that, or he was just choosing not to comment on it.

	I mentally kicked myself for my words, but I couldn't help but notice how attractive Elliott was… you'd have to be blind not to. Even blind people would still be able to notice how attractive his personality was, even if they couldn’t see his outer appearance, with his short, dark blond hair, eyes that were are blue as a cloudless sky, and the light stubble that dusted his sharp jaw.

	I couldn't help but compare him to Matty, and realized there were little to no similarities at all. Not only was he several years older than Matty, but Matty had dark hair that was slightly longer, brown eyes, and was clean shaven.

	None of that mattered though, because regardless, I was attracted to Elliott, and still hopelessly in love with Matty. It felt like I was betraying Matty in some way, by even thinking about Elliott romantically, but I had to keep reminding myself that I wasn't ever going to get to be with Matty… I would most likely never see him again, so it wasn't really a betrayal.

	I couldn't have either of them. I needed to shut this attraction to Elliott down, bottle it away like I'd tried to do with my attraction to Matty.

	Even after I eventually moved on from Hillam’s bakery, and Elliott’s flat, I wanted to remain friends with him, and developing any sort of feelings for him would fuck that up.

	“I don't have that much of a sweet tooth,” he said as he began piling up baking trays by the sink. “So I don't usually eat a lot of what I bake.”

	How anyone couldn't have a sweet tooth was unfathomable to me. Sweet stuff was the best.

	“You’re crazy. I could eat nothing but the sugary stuff you bake for the rest of time, and be perfectly happy,” I told him.

	“Good to know,” he smiled.

	He began washing up some baking trays in the sink, and I set about putting some ingredients away.

	“Sorry,” he said as he came up behind me, leaning over me to grab one of the mixing bowls that were on the worktop I was standing in front of. The heat of him behind me, blanketing me, made goosebumps erupt across my skin, and I could feel a flush spreading up my neck. He placed a gentle hand on my waist as he leant over, simply to steady us—something he’d done countless times before, and was nothing more than a friendly gesture—but this time it felt different… when he pulled his hand away as he went to walk away, I found myself wishing he hadn’t. That he’d put his hand back on me and never take it away again.

	I was sure I was just starved of human touch, and I was being dramatic about the whole situation, but I couldn’t help it.

	I managed to get my head on straight again, and we laughed and joked while cleaning up the kitchen, me sneaking the occasion bite or two of leftovers. I was facing away from Elliott, and taking another sneaky bite of a cupcake when he spoke.

	“I swear your sweet tooth is going to make us go bankrupt.” Elliott's sudden words made me jump and my arm nudged the cupcake into my face, and I could feel the sticky icing on my cheek. I clearly hadn’t been all that sneaky about my secret snack time after all, and I turned around to see Elliott in a fit of laughter, bent over, clutching his stomach as his body vibrated. He was close enough to me that I could reach him, so I gently shoved at his chest, but it didn’t stop his laughing. Not that I minded, I’d spent so much of my life without the sound of laughter surrounding me, that the wonderful sound made a wide grin break out across my face.

	“Oi, that was your fault,” I said, as I grabbed a piece of kitchen roll and wiped at the icing covering my cheek.

	“You’ve missed so much icing,” he chuckled and moved towards me after I stopped wiping my face. “Come here.”

	He motioned for me to hand him the piece of kitchen roll, so I did, and he wiped my cheek, and my nose, clean of icing. He pulled the scratchy material away from my face, and replaced it with his thumb, gently stroking my skin in what I suddenly realised wasn’t an attempt to rid my face of food.

	My body froze, motionless under his delicate touch, as he stared deeply into my eyes. The sensation of the tip of his thumb grazing across my stubble felt wonderful, and I wouldn’t have wanted to move, even if I had been capable of movement in that moment.

	Without a word, he leaned in, his nose brushing mine as he tilted his head and pressed his lips to mine.

	His lips were soft but powerful against mine, and I opened almost immediately to him, letting his tongue sweep across mine. His other hand came up to my face, joining the first, cupping my cheeks in both as our lips moved in tandem.

	As he pulled away, dropping his hands back to his side, he took a few steps back and looked as though he was appraising me—probably searching for some kind of reaction in my expression, although I had no idea what my face was telling him in that moment.

	He didn’t speak, simply smiled at me and waited for me to say something.

	“W-what was that for?” I shuddered, trying and failing to make my voice came out calm and steady.

	“Because I like you, Caleb,” Elliott responded with a slight shrug.

	“You’re crazy,” I shook my head. “A week ago you literally found me eating from your rubbish bins, and now you want to kiss me? You don’t even know me, and you’re inviting me to stay in your home, work for your business, and now kiss me?”

	“I know that you’re funny, and kind, and hardworking. I’ve seen all that this week. I know that you’ll fight me on things that don’t need to be fought. And now, I know that you’re a good kisser.” 

	“I can’t stay if you want more from me than work and friendship, I’m sorry,” I said quietly, looking down at my feet. I was bracing myself for him to ask me to leave there and then. It pained me to say those words, because in reality I felt the exact opposite. I wanted Elliott to kiss me again, to never stop kissing in fact, but Elliott was doing a nice thing helping me out, and I wasn't about to kick a gift horse in the mouth… I'd done that one too many times already. I fucked up my situation with the Logan family by letting my feelings for Matty affect the longevity of my stay there. I would not make that mistake again.

	“Deal. And, please don’t apologise, I’m the one who’s sorry, I shouldn’t have kissed you. I crossed a line, and it won’t happen again, you have my word.”

	Elliott didn’t seem bothered by my offer of friendship only—he’d accepted immediately, after all—and I knew I’d made the right decision, but after going upstairs and saying goodnight to one another, I wanted nothing more than to kiss Elliott again. The kiss had been amazing, and I was worried that once wasn’t going to be nearly enough.


Five

	Elliott

	 

	Caleb had been direct with the rules he’d set in place, and I was respecting those boundaries, but that didn’t mean it was easy.

	My attraction to him was growing by the day, and it was becoming increasingly difficult to act as though it wasn’t.

	I knew that Caleb had a troubled past when it came to romantic relationships getting in the way of an otherwise perfect situation for him, and I knew that no matter how many times I was to reassure him that I wasn’t going to make him leave, he wouldn’t trust me on my word alone. The situation with Matty was shitty, and I didn’t blame him for being cautious because of it.

	Matty had become an interesting topic in my late-night thoughts too. At first, when Caleb had told me about him—and I’d seen the sheer look of love and longing in his eyes when he spoke of him—I’d been jealous of Matty… now though, I didn’t care that Caleb was clearly still in love with him. I’d gone over and over the situation in my head, and concluded that some love never died, but that didn’t mean Caleb didn’t have more love to give.

	I wanted to be with Caleb. I knew that only a couple of days after he started staying with me, and the need to spend every waking hour with him was only growing stronger the more time that passed. He was a lovely person, a great co-worker, and an amazing friend… and, I knew, if the circumstances for us were different, he’d also have made a wonderful boyfriend.

	Not only was he caring, and thoughtful, he was funny and interesting, and to top it all off, he was drop-dead fucking gorgeous. Just watching him walk from the bathroom to his bedroom at night, wrapped in nothing but a towel, was enough to have my dick painfully hard. I hadn’t got laid in a while, which might have had something to do with it, but when I’d debated the idea of going out to find someone to hook up with, all I could think of was how none of those guys would be Caleb… and Caleb was who I wanted. No one else. This thought, had meant that I’d wanked more times in the past fortnight than I had throughout my entire teenage years… seriously. I felt like I was losing my mind over this guy, who, two weeks before had been a total stranger to me.

	It was Valentine’s Day already, and I’d been dreading this day for the past fourteen days—the day that Caleb was supposed to be leaving. I was hoping that he’d choose to stay a while longer, maybe even indefinitely, but neither of us had brought up the deadline since it had been set. I wanted to ask him to stay, but with how he’d reacted when we kissed, I wasn’t sure how that conversation was going to go.

	It was lunchtime, and we were swamped with customers—as I knew we would be—and we’d barely had more than a minute or two of free time since the door unlocked that morning. It was always like this on Valentine’s Day, full of customers buying sweet treats for their loved ones as gifts, and couples out on lunch dates together. It was the exact reason I’d asked Caleb to help me out and be an extra set of hands, something I was now infinitely grateful for.

	Despite my growing attraction to him, we’d been acting as if the kiss never happened, and everything had gone back to normal. That morning, however, I couldn’t help but notice that he was acting differently. I’d spent every waking hour with him for a couple of weeks, and in that time, I’d come to learn what ‘normal’ looked like on Caleb… and something was different about the way he was speaking to me, and looking at me. We were so busy though, that I hadn’t managed to spare a few minutes to take him aside and ask him about it.

	By the end of the business day, I was physically drained. Every part of my body ached, and as much as I loved baking—and it was literally the thing I loved most in the world—I wouldn’t have cared if I never had to see another heart-shaped biscuit ever again in my life.

	“Do you mind if you take the leftovers to the shelter on your own tonight?” Caleb asked when we were cleaning up the kitchen—which looked like a bomb full of pink and red icing had exploded all over it. “I’ll finish tidying while you go.”

	I wouldn’t have thought anything odd about the question, if not for two important facts. This was the first time he hadn’t wanted to come with me, and, more importantly, he was struggling to make eye contact with me.

	I nodded hesitantly when he looked at me. “Sure thing.”

	Was he planning on leaving while I was gone?

	Leaving without saying goodbye, thinking that it would be easier to just disappear rather than deal with a sad and potentially awkward end to our short-lived companionship.

	It wouldn’t have been the first time he’d run away from somewhere and disappeared, never to be seen again.

	I gathered the leftovers and went to leave the bakery.

	“I’ll be back in twenty,” I told Caleb, and turned on my way out to get one last look at him.

	A sinking feeling in my stomach told me there was a chance this was the last time I’d ever lay eyes on the beautiful, and wonderful stranger who had somehow become my closest friend, and along the way, had stolen a large portion of my heart. He nodded, and I left.

	I felt sick the entire time I was walking to and from the shelter, the sinking feeling increasing with every minute as I imagined getting back to the bakery and finding it, and the flat, empty of Caleb and his belongings.

	I practically ran from the shelter back to the bakery, hoping I’d still be able to catch him packing up his things.

	“Caleb?” I practically shouted as I opened the bakery door. I was panting from the run and was struggling to catch my breath.

	No reply.

	Fuck.

	I shouldn’t have left.

	I couldn’t believe I’d gone out, when my gut had been telling me not to.

	I should have spoken to him, asked him to stay while I still had the chance.

	Told him that this was his home now, for as long as he wanted it to be.

	“Caleb?” I said again, this time barely keeping my voice from cracking as I said his name.


Six

	Caleb

	 

	I heard Elliott running up the stairs before the front door to the flat flew open and crashed into the wall with a loud thud.

	He looked out of breath, more than he should from just having run up the stairs.

	He froze in place when he saw me, sitting in the middle of the sofa, a single cupcake on the coffee table in front of me.

	The cupcake was the reason I had wanted Elliott to go to the shelter alone… I needed a few more minutes to finish decorating the cupcake I’d made him as a Valentine’s Day gift—a gift I was dreading not being well received.

	“You’re here?” He looked shocked by that fact.

	“Where else would I be?”

	Shit, did he want me to leave as soon as the day in the bakery was over?

	We hadn’t discussed the specifics on when I needed to be out of there, maybe I had missed something he’d said at some point?

	“I thought…” he trailed off, attempting to catch his breath. “I thought you were planning on leaving without saying goodbye. I was terrified you wouldn’t be here when I got back, and then I was calling to you downstairs, and you didn’t answer, so I thought…”

	“I didn’t hear you calling me, sorry,” I apologised.

	“Don’t be, I’m just glad you didn’t leave,” he smiled.

	“I would never leave without saying goodbye,” I told him, and then realised why he had those fears. “I know my track record doesn’t bode well for that being true, but I promise it is.”

	He nodded and closed the door before walking over to me.

	I stood up, picking up the cupcake as I did. “Happy Valentine’s Day,” I said shyly.

	His face split into a smile as I handed him the cupcake.

	He looked at the cupcake, reading the ‘Kiss?’ written in icing.

	“Kiss?” he asked, examining the cupcake and then meeting my gaze.

	“I couldn’t fit ‘I’m sorry I dismissed our kiss the other day, I was wrong, I don’t want to just be friends. I want more. Will you please kiss me again?’ onto the cupcake,” I chuckled.

	He put the cupcake back down on the coffee table and immediately took my face between his hands before slanting his lips over mine in a scorching kiss.

	“I… I thought you were planning on leaving while I was gone,” he lowered his eyes to the floor. “I was worried I wasn’t going to get the chance to ask you to stay.”

	“You want me to stay?” I asked, really hoping the answer was going to be yes.

	“Of course I want you stay. You’d never leave if I had my way.”

	“That sounds a tad like kidnapping,” I chuckled, and he shrugged before laughing with me.

	We kissed again, and I wrapped my arms around his neck, sinking into his embrace. We shared exploratory kisses for what could have been hours, until we were short of breath and pulled away panting.

	I was hard as steel in my jeans—well, Elliott’s jean. I’d mostly been wearing Elliott’s clothes since I arrived—and I needed him to touch me. I had touched myself several times during the last two weeks, each time imagining what it would feel like if it was his hand touching me instead of my own.

	I didn’t have a lot of sexual experience, so I was hoping, if we were going to take this further than kissing, that Elliott would lead the way.

	He ran his hand down my chest, brushing the fabric of my—his—t-shirt, before letting it dip under the hem. He teased the skin of my stomach with light caresses of his fingertips, while trailing kisses across my jaw.

	“Is this okay?” He whispered in my ear before placing a gentle kiss to the shell of it.

	I nodded enthusiastically. “More than okay,” I breathed.

	“What about this?” He asked as he tentatively pushed his hand beneath my jeans and pants, wrapping his hand lightly around my dick.

	“Even better.” I leaned into his grip, pressing against him, seeking more.

	He used his other hand to undo my trousers and moaned as he began to stroke my erection.

	“Fucking hell,” he panted. “You’re so gorgeous.”

	I felt a blush beginning to creep up my neck and spreading across my face. I tried to hide it by burying my face in Elliott’s neck, but he manoeuvred me so I was looking at him again before kissing me and continuing to work my erection in measured strokes.

	I reached a hand between us, and slipped it into the front of his trousers, matching his strokes with ones of my own on his dick. He was as hard as I was, and was leaking a steady stream of pre-cum into his boxer briefs.

	“Fuck,” he growled close to my ear. He pulled away, meeting my gaze. “Will you fuck me?”

	My hand stilled.

	“Oh… I’ve, um… I’ve never actually…” I said so quietly I wasn’t sure he could hear me.

	“Shit. I didn’t realise. I thought you’d had sex before.” I shook my head. “I don’t want you to feel pressured in any way. This is good. This is fantastic. Let’s just keep doing this. We can just keep doing this,” he rambled.

	I chuckled. “El, calm down,” I pulled him against me and waited until he looked me in the eyes again. “I want to fuck you. I wasn’t trying to say no, I was just trying to tell you that I haven’t had sex before, so I will most likely have no idea what I’m doing, and you’ll have to bear with me.”

	He let out an audible exhale. “Sorry, I’m fucking this up.”

	“Not in the slightest. This is perfect.” I smiled and slanted my lips over his. It was beyond perfect.

	I pulled away and realised that we were still standing in the lounge. I reached for his hand, threading our fingers together, and pulling him towards the bedrooms. He followed me, squeezing my hand in his grip.

	We walked into his bedroom, and in seconds we were kissing again. His hands gripped my hips and pulled me closer to him, crushing our trapped erections together as we ground against one another.

	I pulled the hem of his t-shirt up his stomach and we broke apart as I lifted it over his head.

	Elliott topless was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen.

	He mirrored me, removing my t-shirt, and then we moved on to each other’s trousers. Slowly removing our clothes until we were standing at the end of his bed, totally naked.

	Correction… Elliott naked was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

	He walked me backwards a few steps, until the backs of my legs hit the bed.

	“Lie down,” he instructed in a husky voice that was laced with so much desire, I thought my body was going to set on fire from the heat of it. I did as he’d told me to, and got myself situated in the middle of the bed.

	He slowly climbed on top of me and straddled my hips, seating his arse onto my needy erection. I couldn’t help but buck my hips off the bed, my dick impatiently desperate for more attention.

	His lips sought out mine again, and we kissed in a passionate frenzy, grinding against each other. He slowly slid down my body until his face was lined up with my dick, and without warning, he sucked me deep into his throat.

	The wet heat of his mouth, and the incredible suction had my balls drawing up tight to my body and my pulse racing. I was already so close to coming, but I needed to hold off because I knew this was only going to get better the longer I managed to keep my orgasm under control.

	“El,” I said breathlessly. “I’m too close. Don't want to… I don't want to come until I'm inside you.” Just saying those words made my erection twitch with excitement.

	He pulled off me, releasing my dick with a pop. “You taste so fucking good. I could suck you all day.” He licked his kissable lips like I was the tastiest treat he’d ever had, and if I wasn't so desperate to bury myself inside him, I'd have taken the time to taste him too.

	“How do you want to do this?” He asked as he got up onto his hands and knees and crawled on top of me.

	“Don't mind,” I panted. The sight of him hovering over me, devouring me with his gaze, leaving me breathless. “Just need you.”

	He placed a chaste kiss to my lips, and then leaned over and grabbed something from the bedside table.

	I watched him with rapt attention as he squirted lube into his hand and reached around himself. His body tensed as his lips parted on a silent moan, and the look of ecstasy on his face was so beautiful, I felt like my heart was going to jump right out of my chest.

	I knew he must have been stretching himself for me, and I wished I could see what his hand was doing. I assumed—and really fucking hoped—there would be more occasions for me to see him prepping himself for me.

	“Fuck, you look fucking incredible like this,” I praised, running my hands up and down his chest and stomach as he continued to finger himself on top of me.

	He moaned, and then shifted himself slightly before I heard a foil wrapper being opened and a condom was slowly rolled down my dick. He added lube to my length, and situated himself so the head of my erection was lined up with his entrance.

	He slowly lowered himself, his hole relaxing as he took me in, inch by inch, until I was fully seated inside him. His inner walls wrapped tightly around me was the most amazing thing I'd ever felt, and I knew I wasn't going to last long.

	“Ungh,” I moaned, and he began to ride me. “This is going to be over embarrassingly fast.” I let out a laugh filled with self-deprecation.

	“Good,” he breathed and chuckled softly. “I wasn't going to be able to hold out for that long either.”

	He picked up the pace, and I started to buck my hips up off the mattress, thrusting into him. His wrapped his fist tightly around his cock, smearing his pre-cum up and down his length with every rough stroke.

	It only took a handful of strokes before he was crying out his orgasm, his head thrown back, and his eyes squeezed shut, as ropes of his cum painted my stomach and chest. His channel clenched around me, so tight it bordered on painful, and that was all I needed before my own climax came barrelling into me.

	My hands gripped his hips, my fingertips digging into his flesh hard enough to leave marks, as my release filled the condom inside him.

	As we both came down from the high of our orgasms, he slumped down on top of me, his cum squishing between our bodies, as we tried to catch our breaths. My softening cock slipped free of his body, and I already wanted to be inside him again.

	Our chests rose and fell rapidly against each other, and I wrapped my arms around his back, content to lie there and just hold him for the rest of my life.

	“Happy Valentine’s Day.” He lifted his head from my chest and softly kissed me.

	“Happy Valentine’s Day.”
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	Later that night, we were lying on the sofa, half-dressed and wrapped in each other’s embrace as we shared the cupcake I’d made for Elliott—which turned out to be a fucking delicious cupcake. My baking skills were getting better and better by the day. We were watching, but not paying attention to, some soppy romantic comedy on TV.

	“So, when you said I could stay, did you mean for a few more weeks, or…”

	“I meant stay indefinitely. This is your home now,” he kissed the side of my head. “Forever… or however long you’ll have me, that is,” he chuckled.

	“I think I can just about tolerate the idea of forever here,” I grinned and took the half-eaten cupcake out of his hand and took a huge bite of it. “As long as there are sugary treats around, good luck with getting rid of me.”

	He ran his fingers through my hair, twirling the ends of the strands as I snuggled into his side, resting my head on his chest. “Home, sweet home,” I let out a contented sigh, and relaxed into him.

	“Literally sweet in your case, you sugar fiend,” he laughed.

	I laughed too, and tilted my head up, searching for a kiss. He obliged, and leaned down to press his lips to mine, the sweetness of the cupcake lingering on our lips.

	I didn’t know what I’d done to deserve this incredible man, but I wasn’t ever going to take it for granted. I would treasure every day we spent together, and I knew I wasn’t ever going to let anything take me away from the home I now had with Elliott.

	 

	The End


Caleb & Elliott’s Story Continues

	 

	If you enjoyed reading Caleb and Elliott’s origin story… their story continues in Little Hollow book one, Waiting for Them, when Caleb is reunited with, and Elliott gets to meet, Matty.

	 

	How will Caleb react to Matty and his brother, Jake, turning up on his doorstep? What will Elliott think of meeting Caleb’s first love?

	 

	Amazon: mybook.to/waitingforthem

	Add it to your Goodreads TBR: goodreads.com/book/show/52451942-waiting-for-them

	 

	Waiting for Them

	 

	Matty isn’t truly over his first love, even ten years later. Caleb, the boy who stole his heart when he was a teenager, and then disappeared in the middle of the night. Over the years, Matty has imagined seeing Caleb again, but his fantasy reunion doesn’t quite go to plan when he turns up at Caleb’s bakery and meets Caleb’s husband, Elliott.

	 

	Elliott is thrilled Caleb is finally getting the opportunity to reunite with the family he walked away from a decade ago. He has always known deep down Caleb’s ex, Matty, and his lost-lost family would find him one day, but nothing could have prepared him for developing feelings for his husband’s ex-boyfriend.

	 

	Caleb has never dreamed that he’ll get a second chance with the family that once adopted him, so now that he has, he doesn’t want to risk losing them a second time. Although, when a relationship begins to form between Elliott, Matty, and him, it seems like it can only go one of two ways—he could lose everyone all over again, or finally get everything he’s ever wanted.

	 

	Waiting for Them is a 56K word MMM romance that includes second chances, a lost-long family, a small town, and cute animals.


Letter From Alie

	 

	Thank you so much for reading this short story!

	If you enjoyed Home Sweet Home, please consider leaving a review on Goodreads:

	 

	https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/52328539-home-sweet-home

	 

	If you’d like to stay up to date with info on my upcoming releases, consider signing up to my newsletter and/or joining my Facebook group.

	 

	Sign up to my newsletter: alienolan.com/newsletter

	Join my Facebook group: facebook.com/groups/alienolan



	




	About Alie Nolan

	 

	Alie writes sweet and fluffy MM romance. Her favourite things to write about are NFL players and big queer families she wishes she could be a part of in real life. She lives in the UK with her husband and a Boston Terrier named Moo. She adores aquatic animals, is a huge fan of the New Orleans Saints, and spends most of her free time reading or painting her nails.

	 

	Sign up to Alie’s newsletter: alienolan.com/newsletter

	Join Alie’s Facebook group: facebook.com/groups/alienolan

	 

	Connect with Alie:

	alienolan.com

	alienolanauthor@gmail.com

	author.to/alienolan

	goodreads.com/alienolan

	bookbub.com/authors/alie-nolan

	 

	Facebook: @alienolanauthor

	Twitter: @alienolan

	Instagram: @alienolan
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