
        
            
                
            
        

    



WINTERMAKER

by Spencer Spears


“Wait, so where, exactly, are we going?” Charlie asked for the fifth time since we’d stepped out of the bar and into the snowy, moonlit streets of Maple Springs. Well, ‘stepped’ was maybe a generous description. Stumbled might have been more accurate.



It was the night of my graduation from Bemidji State University, two years after I’d transferred there from Maple Springs Community College. Well, my official graduation would be in the spring, if I wanted to walk across a stage in cap and gown. But since I’d finished my last courses this semester, I’d been able to pick up my diploma today and Charlie had insisted on taking me out to celebrate.



Maddy was off in Europe visiting Olivia but she’d still managed to text me 11 times today to say congratulations. I knew she was sad to miss it, and Charlie and I missed her, but I was glad she was having an awesome Christmas vacation over there.



“It’s not that much further,” I said, taking Charlie’s hand and pulling him along. “I promise.”



“You said that twenty miles ago,” Charlie grumbled. “How about this – if we go back to the bar, I’ll buy you your next beer.”



“You bought all my other beers,” I said, laughing. “How is that any different?”



“Fine, I’ll buy you two beers.”


“Stop complaining,” I said. “We’re like, a block away.”



“Take pity on me, Colin. I’m an old man.”



“What, because you turned 35 this year?” I smiled.



“Exactly. Pretty soon I’ll be infirm and unable to walk at all.” Charlie stopped walking and tugged on my hand, getting me to turn around. He gave me his best puppy dog eyes. “Have some compassion.”



I laughed as he drew me in and I let him kiss me before I pulled away. I pointed up to the sky. “Wintermaker up there is judging you,” I said with a grin. “He went to all the trouble of bringing this lovely winter evening for you and all you can do is complain.”



“I’d be perfectly content to admire it from our living room,” Charlie said as we started walking again. “Just think how nice that would be, huh? We could make a fire, get all cozy underneath some blankets… I could give you your graduation present.”



“Ooh, I get a present?” I said, my eyes lighting up. “What is it?”



“Well, you’re never going to find out if we die of hypothermia first.”



“I have a better idea,” I said as we turned the corner. “How about you give it to me… here?”



Charlie stopped and looked at the building in front of us.



“The library?”



“Exactly,” I nodded. “Come on, there’s a surprise inside.”



“It’d better be a good one,” Charlie said with a mischievous smile. “To make it worth this hike.”



“I’ll see what I can do,” I said with a laugh. “Let’s go.”



Since I still worked at the library, as the manager now, I had my set of keys and I let us into the darkened building. The hushed rooms seemed to be holding their breath as we passed through them on our way to the back stairs.



“I feel like I’m breaking and entering,” Charlie said as he followed me up the stairs. “The surprise isn’t Graham waiting for us in the attic, waiting to arrest us, is it?”



I laughed. “Sadly, no.”



“Damn,” Charlie said. “I kinda liked that idea.”



“Oh?” I cocked an eyebrow at him as we reached to top of the steps on the third floor.



“Yeah.” Charlie grinned evilly. “I wouldn’t mind seeing you in handcuffs.”



I laughed and threw my shoulder against the heavy door, shoving it open and stepping inside. I left the lights off for the moment, letting Charlie follow me in. He felt around for the switch and flicked it on. I heard his breath catch.



Colored Christmas lights came to life, illuminating the dark room in a rainbow glow. Charlie laughed when he saw what else I’d brought up to the room.



“An air mattress?” he said, staring at me in surprise. “And our space heater? I was wondering where that thing went. And, wait, is that champagne?”



I grinned. “I thought it would be fun to celebrate up here. Since it is where we met, after all. Well, if you don’t count Jack and Kian’s wedding.”



“I don’t,” Charlie laughed, “since I prefer remembering meeting you in your boxers up here. But still, it’s your graduation. I’m the one who’s supposed to be surprising you.”



“But it’s also…” I paused and I looked down, suddenly a bit embarrassed. Not that I thought Charlie was going to judge me for what I was about to say. He was too sweet for that. But still, I felt like a bit of a sap. “It’s also the anniversary of the first time we said I love you,” I said in a rush.



A look of comprehension dawned on Charlie’s face and he smiled as his eyes lit up, remembering. “Oh my God,” he said softly, reaching out for my hand. I let him pull me to him. “It is, isn’t it?”



I nodded. “And I know it’s kinda silly, but I just– well, I couldn’t have gotten through school without you. Or really, the past two years of my life. And I know we say it a lot, but I just wanted to say, well, I love you. I really do. And I don’t take that, or what we have, for granted.”



“Come here,” Charlie said. He wrapped his arms around me and pulled me in for a kiss. His lips took mine, his kiss warm and rough. “I love you, too.”



“Then show me,” I said, nipping at his bottom lip. I brought my hands to the zipper on Charlie’s coat and slid it down, then pushed the garment onto the floor before unbuttoning my own. I let it drop off my shoulders and then pushed Charlie to the bed. “I was going to suggest opening the champagne first but now that we’re here…”



“Yeah?”



“I don’t think I can wait for you to fuck me any longer. I’ve been thinking about it since at least our second beer.” I pulled my sweater off over my head and pushed Charlie back against the air mattress as my hands went to the buttons on his shirt. I never got tired of seeing Charlie shrug out of his shirt, revealing his masculine chest for me to touch.



“So impatient,” Charlie murmured as I tossed his shirt to the side.



“Oh, right, I forgot,” I said, mock concern on my face. “You’re an old, infirm man. Sorry, are you sure you’re up for this?”



Charlie grabbed my hand and brought it to the bulge between his legs, pressing it against his jeans so I could feel the rock–solid heat below. “I think you can tell I’m up for it.”



“Prove it,” I whispered.



Charlie’s hands moved faster than I’d ever seen before, a whirlwind of buttons and denim as he tore my pants off and then stripped off his jeans before grabbing me and tossing me down onto the bed. I waited for him to lower himself down on top of me, desperate to feel my hard cock grind against his, but instead he turned around and, facing the other direction, lowered himself take my length in his hands.



I did the same for him, grabbing his dick and guiding it to my mouth. It was so hot, sucking him off as he did the same to me. I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock and drew him in, concentrating my attention on his sensitive underside.



But it was hard to focus, especially when Charlie moved his mouth from my cock and traveled further backwards. I moaned softly as I felt his tongue touch my entrance, warm and wet, gently teasing me. I tried to keep my mind on what I was doing, tried to focus on the hard, fat dick in my mouth but as Charlie began using his fingers as well as his tongue to open me up, it was all I could do to keep my eyes open and not surrender completely to the sensation.



I sighed in relief when I felt Charlie place a cool dab of lube against my hole and begin to push it inside. Fuck, this couldn’t happen soon enough. I recentered myself on my task, getting Charlie’s cock as wet as possible before he took me.



“You know, we do have lube,” Charlie said, his voice heavy with desire as he peeked back at me. “I could just–”



“Who’s impatient now?” I asked, but I let him slide off of me and watched hungrily as he coated his shaft in lube. I couldn’t wait to feel that inside of me.



Charlie’s hands moved to my sides and he flipped me over, stomach to the mattress, as he moved in behind me. “Hush, you. You know you want it.”



I laughed ruefully. “I do. I really, really d–” I cut off with a moan as Charlie entered me. He pushed in hard and fast. After two years together, Charlie knew that I liked it a little rough. Sometimes we’d make love sweet and slow, taking our time and making each minute last an incredible, ecstatic eternity. This wasn’t one of those times. This time, I needed him to take me, hard.



I moaned again, louder, as Charlie drew out and pushed in again. His cock felt amazing, sliding into me with ease. He was so long and thick and I’d never quite lost the feeling of breathlessness when he fucked me. I hoped I never did.



I groaned, louder still, as Charlie began to thrust into me, building a rhythm and picking up the pace up to the tempo I liked.



“Shh, you’re going to wake up the whole town,” Charlie growled.



“There’s literally – oh fuck – no one who can – fuck, yes – hear us up here,” I protested, trying to catch my breath as Charlie thrust into me.



“You ever notice,” Charlie panted, “how on a still night, you can hear the sound of the trains passing through all the way from the far side of the lake? Sound carries. And there’s not much wind tonight.”



I moaned again, trying to get a hold of myself. It wasn’t fair that Charlie could spout soliloquies when I could barely string a sentence together. “You mean you don’t want people to hear about your huge cock,” I gasped. “Or how fucking hard you are? And how good it feels when you – fuck – shove it up my ass?”



“Show off,” Charlie said, his voice deep and throaty.



“Then fuck me until I can’t talk anymore.”



But I didn’t need to say it. I was close to that point anyway. Charlie reached around and found my cock, stroking it up and down. I groaned, non–stop, as he continued to plunge into me. I couldn’t control it, couldn’t stop it. I just gave myself over to the sensation.



Even after all these years, being in Charlie’s arms, feeling his skin on mine, feeling him inside me, set off a heat that radiated through my whole body, making it damn near impossible to think coherently the longer it kept up. But I didn’t need to think. All I needed to do was to feel, to enjoy, to let the stimulation take me over and shut my mind down as Charlie filled me up, stroked me, and set off fireworks.



“Fuck,” I breathed, teetering on the edge my climax. “Fuck, if I knew that all it took was a few Christmas lights and some champagne to get this kind of treatment, I wouldn’t have waited for an anniversary.”



“You’re still talking,” Charlie said, his voice rich and warm behind me. “I must not be doing my job right.”



“No, you’re– fuck, you’re doing it just f– f– fuuuuuuuuck,” I moaned as my body tipped past the point of no return. I came, spilling into Charlie’s hand. I let the waves of my orgasm wash across my body, my skin electric as it responded to Charlie’s every touch.



I pushed my ass backward to meet his thrusts, knowing how much it turned Charlie on to watch me underneath him, how much he loved taking me doggy–style. Charlie ran his hands across my back before leaning forward, covering my skin with his.



“I love you,” he whispered in my ear as he came. I felt him release deep inside me, thrusting in and out. I relished the feeling of him filling me up, pumping me full.



Finally, he pulled out and we both collapsed onto the mattress. I let Charlie’s arms encircle me and lay my head on his chest as he trailed one finger up and down my back.



Charlie let out a small laugh. “I still don’t know that I could bring myself to live up here like you did,” he said, shaking his head slightly. “But as love–nests go, this one’s pretty awesome. I can already tell that this is going to be a favorite memory.”



“I already have a favorite memory of you up here,” I said, running my hand along the warm skin of his chest. “From the day we met. I guess now I have two.”



“Damn, really?” Charlie said. “If I had known it was so easy to give you favorite memories, I wouldn’t have sweated so hard over this.”



He reached across me to the far side of the mattress to pick something up off the floor. I stared at him in confusion as he came back with his wallet in hand.



“What’s ‘this’,” I asked, suspicious.



“Your graduation present,” Charlie said. For some reason, he suddenly looked nervous.



“What is it, another single–serving packet of lube?” I joked. “I still can’t believe you carry those–”



And then I stopped, because I saw what Charlie was pulling out of his wallet.



A ring.



I watched in shock as Charlie set his wallet down on the bed and took my hand in his. He held the ring up carefully and looked at me.



“Holy shit,” I breathed. “Are you asking me to marry you?”



“Oh, fuck, was that not clear?” Charlie laughed. “I probably should have waited until I was down on one knee, instead of sprawled on top of you on an air mattress, huh?”



All I could do was stare. I could tell tears were forming at the corners of my eyes but I didn’t even care. “No, this is perfect,” I choked out. “Just like this. It’s perfect.”



Charlie twisted the ring back and forth, looking at me. “Sooo….”



“Oh my God, yes,” I said, flustered. “I’m sorry, I didn’t even realize I hadn’t said–”



“Well, I guess I didn’t actually officially ask,” Charlie broke in, flushing. “So, okay, let’s try this again. Pretend I’m on one knee here.” He paused, smiling nervously, and it just made me want to kiss him. “Colin, you’ve changed my life completely since I met you. Made me see how much of the world I was missing. Opened my eyes, and heart, to what was possible. Taken me places I’d never dreamed of. And you complete my family. Will you marry me?”



“Yes, yes, yes,” I said, hurriedly, so that I could lean in and kiss him. I smiled when I pulled away. “I feel like an idiot. Why am I crying?”



“Because you’re sweet?”



“Because I can’t believe this is happening,” I said, staring at Charlie in wonder. “You’ve changed my life, too. You’ve made me braver, stronger, and more whole. You’ve made me better. Because I get to love you. And because you’re the best person I’ve ever met. I’m so indebted to you, for everything you’ve given me. But now, I get a lifetime to try to pay you back.”



Charlie leaned in and kissed me as he slipped the ring on my finger. He smiled. “Well then let’s crack open that champagne and start making some plans.”



I laughed as I reached over to grab the bottle. “What, wedding planning already?”



Charlie shook his head. “No, not at all. It’s just, well, you said you wanted to pay me back. And we have this bed. And this space heater. And the rest of the night all to ourselves. I’m sure if we think hard enough, we can come up with something…”
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