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CARRICK MANOR, #2

A day or exploring London ends with a surprise, spur-of-the-moment wedding. Dylan and Alec’s housekeeper throws them a small, three-person reception, and everything is perfect. During dinner, however, they find out the dark history of Carrick Manor. Perhaps Alec’s dream isn’t quite so much a dream after all.
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Alec woke up before Dylan, and he had no idea what time it was. His internal clock was still getting used to the time changes. When he looked at his cell on the bedside table, he saw it was almost eight in the morning. The dream lingered in his mind, whether he wanted it to or not. For now, he figured it was probably best that he not tell Dylan. It was just a dream, after all. He leaned over and kissed his lover softly. Dylan smiled up at him, his eyes soft and deep, allowing Alec to lose himself in them for a moment.

“Hungry?” he asked before leaning down to kiss Dylan’s forehead. 

Dylan nodded, and they got up and dressed. They headed downstairs and into the kitchen where Mrs. Bartlet was humming while fixing breakfast.

“Good morning,” she said cheerfully without missing a beat. “I trust you both slept well?” She poured them each a cup of coffee. 

They sat at the table and laughed quietly to each other as they realized she had cooked enough to feed an army.

“Yes, ma’am, we slept quite well. And you?” Dylan asked her as he buttered a piece of toast.

Mrs. Bartlet sat down at a small table across from them to eat her own breakfast. “Very well, thank you. What have you boys got planned for your first day here?” 

They looked at each other, then at her.

“Well, first off...” Alec smiled at her. “We insist you join us for meals. We can’t bear to see you sit alone.” 

Mrs. Bartlet smiled softly, and Alec thought he saw the shimmer of a tear in her eye as Dylan pulled a chair out for her. Plate and mug in hand, she came over and sat down as Dylan pushed her chair in for her before taking his seat again.

“You boys are too kind. Thank you,” she said, her smile warming the room and melting their hearts. 

They ate and chatted about their lives, and she gave them a list of sights to go see in London. When they were done, they helped her clean up, despite her protests, and kissed her on the cheek before heading out the door.

* * *
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Parking was a nightmare, but they finally managed to find a place and vowed to never drive in London again. They walked the majority of the time since it was one of those rare moments in London without rain. They spent the entire day traversing the city, mostly on foot, and made stops at many of the usual tourist hotspots. They had a relaxing lunch in a café’s outdoor seating area while watching all the tourists walk by. By six in the evening, they were ready to go back home but decided to stop in a small pub before heading out.

They walked into the pub and immediately fell in love with it. Moorhead Tavern was its name, and must have been a joke at that, considering the clientele was primarily made up of the local gay community. Dylan found a booth near the back wall while Alec grabbed them both a taste of the local flavor. He came back to the table and sat down across from Dylan. They sipped their drinks while looking around the small but cozy room. 

Alec watched Dylan before looking down into his glass. Dylan turned back to him, lifting his head up by his chin.

“What’s wrong?” 

Alec caved and told him about the dream. When he was done, Dylan smiled and leaned over the table. His lips touched Alec’s, and that simple act chased away the last vestiges of the dream. Dylan sat back down with cryptic smile and a look of resolve. Alec studied him, knowing that grin meant Dylan had something up his sleeve. Alec couldn’t stand it any longer and opened his mouth to ask what was so amusing, but he didn’t get a chance.

“Marry me.” 

Alec blinked, and his throat went dry as sandpaper. Dylan continued grinning at him; the smug bastard knew damn well Alec wouldn’t say no. 

“When and where,” Alec asked. “And... how?” 

Dylan laughed and pulled a small newspaper he’d rolled up earlier out of his back pocket. It was a black-and-white weekly for the gay and lesbian community, and he turned to a page near the back and pointed to a small ad. It was for a small wedding chapel not far from Moorhead Tavern that specialized in holy unions. 

Alec looked up at him. “You’re serious.”

“Of course, I’m serious.”

“Let’s do it then.”

A few blocks down the street from the tavern was Stone Street Chapel. It was a small wedding venue with white clapboard walls and stonework on the outside. A pair of gaudy silver wedding bells hung above the doorway, right under the pink neon-lit name. It looked like the owners had lifted the place, façade and all, from Vegas. Dylan tugged Alec inside. From there, it went faster than Alec had expected.

After filling out a few forms and paying the fee, they waited for their turn at the altar. A few moments later, they stood, hand in hand, as the minister began their ceremony.

“Dylan Carrick, are you here of your own free will, and do you promise to uphold your commitment to this man for as long as your love shall live?”

“I do,” Dylan said smiling as he looked at Alec.

“Alec Stromberg, are you here of your own free will and do you promise to uphold your commitment to this man for as long as your love shall live?”

Alec smiled at Dylan. “I do.”

“Dylan, is there anything that you would like to say to Alec now?”

Dylan stroked Alec’s cheek with his fingertips. “Alec, I’ve known you nearly all my life. For all that time, you’ve been my best friend. You’ve always been there for me when I needed you, and now that we are grown, I want nothing more than to have you by my side throughout the rest of my life.” 

Alec kissed Dylan’s hand softly.

“Alec, is there anything that you would like to say to Dylan now?”

Alec took both of Dylan’s hands in his own and looked deep into his eyes, “Dylan, there is no one else in this world I want by my side. You’ve shown me what true love is, and I want to give you what you have given me over the years. I love you, with everything I am, ever have been, and ever will be. You are my soul.”

“By the powers invested in me, your union is one. May you have long, peaceful lives together, always upholding your love above all else.” 

Dylan took Alec’s face in his hands and kissed him deeply. Alec wrapped his arms around Dylan’s neck, pulling him close and melting into him as they kissed.

* * *
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Mrs. Bartlet was ecstatic when they showed her the certificate of holy union upon their return home. She hugged them both tightly with tears in her eyes and then set about fixing dinner, insistent on it being a special one in celebration. She ushered them out of the kitchen, forbidding them to do so much as even peek. They took the opportunity and explored the immediate parts of the castle they had been too tired to see the day before.

Alec followed Dylan into a darkened room. After fumbling for several minutes for some sort of light source, Dylan’s hand brushed a lampshade, and he switched the lamp on. Pale yellow light flooded the immediate area, and they realized they were standing in a large library. The walls were covered from floor to ceiling in deep, wooden bookcases in which thousands of dusty tomes rested in neat rows. Alec had a suspicious feeling that getting Dylan out of here would be a feat. 

Dylan walked around the room, running his fingers over the dusty spines of books long forgotten. Alec sat down on the black leather sofa and watched him as he circled the room, completely engrossed.

“Hmm, so I guess this means no honeymoon,” Alec said with a chuckle, breaking the silence. 

From behind Alec, Dylan gripped his hair, pulling Alec’s head back. Alec swallowed as he stared up into those eyes. Then Dylan crawled over the back of the sofa and pinned him down on his back on the couch. Alec slid his hand down between Dylan’s legs, gripping him through his jeans.

“Getting brave, aren’t we?” Dylan growled against Alec’s lips. 

Alec moaned, and his heart raced. Due to the move, it had been a long time since they’d played, and Dylan’s sudden aggressiveness made Alec want to fall to his knees at the man’s feet. Dylan licked Alec’s lips, causing Alec’s belly to flutter with the memories of what that tongue could do. A light knock on the door made them both jump.

“Dinner’s ready, boys,” Mrs. Bartlet called out. 

They kissed once more before leaving the room and following her to the kitchen. Their mouths fell open as they looked at the table. Fine chinaware and polished silver sat at three places around the table. Wine glasses were filled with wine, and two white candles flickered orange-yellow flames in the middle of the table. 

The sweet, unmistakable aroma of a cake came flowing from the kitchen, and the guys wondered if she really had time to bake one. Alec glanced at his watch as Mrs. Bartlet headed back into the kitchen and realized two hours had passed since she had ushered them out to begin cooking.

“Time flies when you’re having fun, I guess,” Dylan murmured as they took their seats. 

Mrs. Bartlet came back out with three plates stacked on one arm and the wine bottle in the other. She shooed Alec away when he tried to help her, telling him to sit down and enjoy his honeymoon dinner. He sat down, and she put out the plates at each place and the wine bottle in a bucket of ice. Then she took her seat and raised her glass to them.

“I’d like to propose a toast,” she said with a smile. “To Alec and Dylan. May you both love, honor, and cherish each other for all time. May your days be peaceful and as full of love as they are now.” 

Dylan and Alec raised their glasses, clinking them together with hers, and thanked her.

She had spared no expense on dinner, and they had nearly stuffed themselves. They spent the time telling her about their day. When she left for the kitchen again, they weren’t sure what to expect. She was full of surprises. Moments later, she came back with a white sheet cake. On the top, drawn in icing, were two silver wedding bells and their names spelled out with the date underneath.

“I wish I had time for a real wedding cake for you two, but this will have to do for now,” she smiled proudly. She handed Alec a small package. He unwrapped the tissue
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