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A sweet baker with spicy taste...

Marcell lives a quiet life working in his aunt's bakery. He is well-known for his manners, his shy demeanor, and his perfect cinnamon rolls. He's a classic good boy who's never stepped so much as a toe out of line.

The Withers Boys are the town troublemakers—faerie half-brothers whose only talents are their green thumbs and an unmatched affinity for mischief. When they're not causing trouble, it's only because the Sheriff has caught them for the moment.

But things are never what they seem in a small town, and it's always the quiet ones...
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MIDSUMMER BAKER

MEGAN DERR

Marcell had always known someone else used the abandoned barn in the empty field alongside the old McCarthy place. He'd never seen soon who, never tried to figure it out, never wanted to. He'd seen the fresh cigarette butts, empty cans and bottles of beer, and figured there was no harm in time-sharing an empty barn that no one else in Midsummer gave a damn about. Whoever it was probably just wanted what he did—peace and quiet, and somewhere no one else would find him. Marcell respected that.

So he'd never tried to figure it out, assumed whoever it was either showed him the same courtesy, or never noticed they were time-sharing. 

Then Marcell fell asleep. He'd had a particularly rough day at the bakery. Without both Aunt Mary and JoJo, their part-timer, he'd been running the place like a one-legged man in a butt kicking contest. Afterwards, he'd gone to the barn with his whiskey, the one place he could relax and not the feel weight of other people pressing down on him. He was alone, but didn't feel lonely.

He hadn't meant to stay long before trudging home, but he'd dozed off, and woken up to familiar voices making unmistakable sounds, and felt his heart lodge in his throat. Surely he was hearing things. He crawled to the edge of the loft and looked down over the edge, careful as could be, staring raptly at the two men below, unable to believe what he was seeing.

'The Withers Boys' were nothing but trouble, everyone said. Half-brothers, half-fae on their mother's side, but only their remarkably green thumbs gave away their faerie blood. They'd moved to Midsummer when Boyd was three and Tye was two, and everyone in town claimed they'd been nothing but trouble ever since. After their mother had died when they were twenty and nineteen respectively, according to everyone, they'd only gotten worse.

Marcell had never understood it. They were troublemakers, sure, but they'd only ever pulled stupid, harmless pranks on people who deserved it. Irritating at worst, and no one ever got hurt. Marcell had always thought they were funny and that some people in Midsummer could stand to unbend.

He also knew personally that they had good hearts. No matter what, they looked after each other. Whatever they were doing or wherever they were going, Boyd and Tye were together. They might have been a year apart and only half related, but he'd never seen two brothers closer.

Every day they came in for breakfast. They both liked their coffee black; Boyd always got a cinnamon roll with extra icing, and Tye liked the donuts filled with strawberry jelly and covered in granulated sugar rather than confectioner's sugar. Marcell always made certain there was at least one roll and one jelly donut left for them, even if he had to hide them in the back himself.

When apple pie was in season, they came twice a week for them. During Christmas season, they came in for minced pie. When he made pumpkin cheesecake, they came for that too. They were good customers, for all people liked to say they were heathens. Aunt Mary never seemed to notice they were quiet, polite, and always left a generous tip in the jar.

It was more fun, Marcell had noticed, for everyone to bitch about them. He only stayed out of it because drawing attention to them would just cause Boyd and Tye more problems than it was worth.  They didn't care what people thought, so he bit his tongue and focused on his work.

Usually when they came into the bakery, Aunt Mary took care of them. But sometimes, when things were busy or she was out for one reason or another, he had to leave the safety of his kitchen to run the counter. When that happened and they came in, it was all he could do to string two words together and not sound ten kinds of stupid.

After what they'd done years ago, it seemed like it should be easy to talk to them, but it wasn't, because he was hopelessly in love with them both and had no idea how to handle it. So instead of being smooth and flirty and attractive like he wished he could be, he just blushed and stammered and prayed that just once, the floor would open up and swallow him.

They always grinned at him, and said, "Hey, Marcy" and "Good morning, Marcy," and it made him blush all the more. No one else called him that. Just them, ever since that day in high school.

When they'd gotten their breakfasts, he fled back to his kitchens, and day dreamed scenarios where he was witty and attractive and did a thousand things he'd never have the brass to do. He'd never really known how to deal with them or the fact he loved and wanted both of them. It was impossible to separate them. Boyd and Tye, Tye and Boyd. It was never one or the other. Separating them was like separating sugar from sweet.

In all his wildest imaginings, even the ones liberally dosed with whiskey, he had never actually thought he would ever look down from the loft to see Boyd fucking Tye into the barn floor, pounding into him like the world was ending in five minutes.

Marcell swallowed, suddenly, uncomfortably hard. He could not take his eyes off them, not if his life really and truly depended on it. He watched, listened, memorized every move, every thrust, the panting, moaning—

No way had he ever really allowed himself to picture—

Well, maybe a few times, when he definitely drank too much whiskey (way too much, given Aunt Mary was a stick in the mud and thought smelling whiskey was too much). His imagination was no match for the reality.

Boyd cried out, thrust one last time, and Tye's cries mingled with Boyd's, filling the barn. Marcell was so hard he hurt, but he didn't move, was half-afraid to breathe. For all the special consideration they showed him, they'd still kill him, surely, for seeing them like that.

Somehow, watching the tender, loving way they kissed and held each other after seemed far more an invasion of their privacy than watching them fuck. He was never going to be able to look them in the face again, not without passing out. Or coming hard in his jeans.

He bit his lip, fingers digging painfully into the overhang as he tried not to give himself away. They lay curled together on a ratty old blanket, thankfully not staring up, speaking too softly for Marcell to catch the words.

How long they lay there, he didn't know, though it must have been the better part of an hour. Eventually, Boyd sat up and moved to the backpack against the wall, digging out his cigarettes and lighter. He sat against the wall, naked as the day he was born, laughing at something Tye said.

They talked a few minutes more, and then their manner changed, Boyd motioning with his head. Marcell couldn't see it, but he just knew Boyd was smirking in that hot little way of his that always forced Marcell to go cool off in the walk-in. 

Tye crawled over to his brother, wrapped a hand around his cock and leaned in to kiss him, deep and hard. Marcell barely muffled a rough, needy noise of his own. Tye broke away from Boyd's mouth, kissed his jaw, his neck, his throat, working his way steadily down Boyd's body until he finally took Boyd's cock in his mouth. Boyd gripped Tye's hair, grunting, moaning, swearing, urging Tye on, his cigarette falling to the floor, forgotten. He came with a rough shout, and after a moment Tye drew back, and Marcell just knew he was smirking too now. 

Shifting, Boyd abruptly shoved, sending Tye tumbling gracelessly back with a squawk of protest—but it quickly turned into a cry of satisfaction as Boyd returned the favor, sucking him off hard and fast. Marcell came in his jeans, biting his lip so hard he drew blood.

After that, he drew back, huddled in his corner of the loft, shaking, breathing slow and steadily to calm himself, waiting until he finally heard them leave. He waited several more minutes, before finally climbing down from the loft and heading for the woods where he'd stashed his motorcycle. Firing it up, he drove home as quickly as he could without guaranteeing himself a ticket.

Once home, he parked his bike behind his doublewide and went inside. He went through the motions of his evening, showering, fixing dinner, watching the sports channel, the news. Somehow, the quiet never stopped being loud. He was just too used to mama always being there, even two years after her death.

Finally fed up with being awake, he shut off the TV and went down the hall to his bedroom. It'd been mama's once, but not using it had seemed silly when it was the better of the two bedrooms. And he'd been trying to move on. If only stupid Walt would let him buy the McCarthy property like he wanted—but that was something to sigh over tomorrow, not right now. 

Turning off the bedroom light, he climbed into bed. He'd barely settled when he was pushing a hand into his boxers, fisting his cock, body tight and hot as he replayed all that he had seen in the barn. 

He came with a soft cry in only a moment, muffling it by habit. For a few minutes, he simply lay there, panting in the dark, mind playing and replaying things that would never happen, however much he might wish for them. 

When he finally got too uncomfortable to ignore it, he climbed out of bed and cleaned himself up, changing his boxers for clean ones. Climbing back into bed, he pulled up his blankets and closed his eyes, driven into sleep by thoughts of Boyd and Tye and the need to escape the loneliness permeating his home.
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"It's about time, I say. They've gone too damn far this time! Those good for nothings!"

Marcell looked up, out through the open window between the kitchen and the front, immediately alert to that particular tone and subject matter. Ms. Tanner and her cronies were just gossiping, but he was always painfully aware whenever anyone talked about Boyd and Tye. 

Thankfully, Aunt Mary was more than happy to catch up on the gossip, sparing Marcell from having to figure out a way to ask without actually asking. "What have them useless Withers Boys done now?"

"Stole Arthur Milton's Cadillac and drove it straight into Yellow Creek. Did it last night, while Milton and other good, respectable citizens were attending the Sunday Supper at Criston's. Sheriff arrested those worthless boys this morning; I hope they stay locked up good and tight for a long while. That'll learn'em."

Marcell froze. Last night, during the Sunday Supper? But they couldn't have done it last night, not then. The Supper started at seven o'clock and usually went until nine or so. He'd finally gotten out of the bakery at six thirty, and gotten to the barn just before seven. He'd woken up to find Boyd and Tye in the middle of things and hadn't been able to leave until well after they'd gone, not that he'd really been in a hurry for them to go. But it'd been just on nine-thirty when he finally left. There was no way they could have driven all the way out to Milton's place, stolen his car, and then driven it clear to the opposite edge of Midsummer. That would have taken them the full two hours of Sunday Supper, and they'd spent at least an hour in that barn, probably had arrived not long after him.

There was no way they could have done it, not when they'd been too busy fucking each other in the old McCarthy barn. Heart thudding in his chest, Marcell left his kitchen and went to the front counter, blurting, "Are you sure they did it? That sounds meaner than they tend to be."

All four women, including his Aunt, looked at him like he was crazy. "Of
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