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I wake to a ghostly scene. Still in the heart of the night, the moon shines bright and clear over a monochrome landscape. Wraiths of mist kiss the surface of almost still waters and the trees, black and silver in the moonlight, reach upwards, silhouetted against a velvet sky.

Warm under the blankets, Brin’s arm curls around me, the heat of his body comforting against the coolth. I inhale sharp clean air, breathe out steam, then drift back to sleep.

I wake again to bright sunshine, a clattering noise and something delicious in the air.

Never had a man cooked for me before I met Brin, but now it has become his habit. I sit up, blinking against brilliant light and a blue vaulted sky.

“What is that wonderful smell?” 

Brin looks up from where he is poking something around in a frying pan. It sits atop the fire, revived from the night before.

“Morning,” he smiles. “Bacon and mushrooms. Eggs too in a minute.”

Lining up my brain cells. “But I hate mushrooms.”

“Didn’t you just say they smelled wonderful?”

It is hard to argue with the logic of this, so I settle for gathering up the blankets around my skin, naked to the cold air and peering over at what is cooking.

Crisp, pink and brown bacon competes for space with mushrooms sizzling in the pan.

A thought occurs. “Where did you get mushrooms? There weren’t any in the groceries.”

Brin head-points to a dry-stone wall a few hundred yards away. “Yon meadow has horses. There’s always a good chance of field mushrooms in an unspoiled spot like this. No fertilizers or pesticides.”

Wild mushrooms?

“Are you sure they’re safe?”

Brin, head tilted, gives me an old look, then spears one at random from the pan, blows on it for a moment, and shoves it, whole, into his mouth.

“I’d not be here now if I couldn’t tell an edible mushroom from the risky kind.”

He divvies up two tin plates of food, cracks eggs one-handedly into the pan and less than a minute later serves me breakfast, not exactly in bed, but a passable stand-in.

I detest mushrooms. Tentatively I bite into one.

It is a taste from Heaven. Greedily I stuff myself with the rest before starting on my eggs and bacon. Brin watches me with some amusement.

“So, you don't like mushrooms, d'you not?”

A bit embarrassed by my own performance, I blush and say nothing, concentrating on my food.

"Don’t worry about it," he says. "I was just the same as a kid. I always thought I didn't like 'em until my Dad took me on a camping trip when I was about eight. He did the same thing, fried eggs, bacon and mushrooms on an open fire in the fresh air. I’ve loved ‘em ever since."

He sniffs, reflectively. "Anyway, it’s a good job you’ve decided you like ‘em. There’s plenty more back there and some of them are the size of pizzas."

Wrapped in my blanket, I eat one of the best meals of my life, sitting in chill air and warm sunshine, revelling in the company of this man who has rescued me from myself. I do not realise that I have lapsed into silence until Brin once more breaks into my thoughts.

“So what would you like to do today?”

What do you do out in the wilds like this?

“Um..." I look around. "What could we do? There’s nothing here.”

Brin raises eyebrows at this. “Nothing here? In one of the most beautiful places you could visit?”

Feeling a fool. “What would you suggest?”

He waves an arm expansively around the lake. “There’s a walk that-a-way that’ll take you over and around that end of the lake,” He waves at the be-lilied shallows a mile or so to our right. “And then along the far shore for, well as far as you want to go. But about seven or eight miles along there’s a pub and a ferry stop. We could take the walk, stop at the pub for lunch and hop on the ferry for the trip back. How’s that sound?”

Amazing...

“It sounds wonderful Brin. Yes, I’d love to do that.”

The walk is everything I could have hoped. Dragonflies skim bright water, birds dip for fish and everywhere there is the sweet-scented breeze. The path is winding and rough over broken turf, rocky outcrops and sandy mini-beaches. I almost turn an ankle a couple of times, so when we return, Brin insists that we call by the local small town to pick up a pair of quality walking boots for me. I feel a clown in the large stumpy boots, but Brin insists I look fine.

“There is a time and a place for fashion shoes and kitten heels. Walking on the fells isn’t it.”

“Are we walking on the fells?”

“We are tomorrow.”

The following day we do indeed walk a fell. Brin insists that it is not a rigorous walk on the scale of things, the fell being a mere midget of only a little over a thousand feet, but I am unused to this kind of activity. Purple-faced and huffing, I scramble the final steep pull to the peak, almost on all fours on the slippery turf. Brin is ahead of me, striding out with a swing in his step.

“Catch your breath,” he says. “Let’s sit and have a coffee.”

Still wheezing for lack of breath, bending to grab the stitch in my side, I let Brin pour the coffee before I stand up straight and look around. The view is astounding.

The mountains stretch as far as the eye can see in all directions, fading to a smoky blue in the far distance. Bright lakes nestle in the valleys, glinting in the sun. The day is one of sun and cloud, dappled light and shade.

“Wow!”

Brin, the corners of his eyes crinkling, “Worth the climb?”

“Oh, yes.”

That evening, I’m as stiff as a board. I would love to soak in a hot bath, but of course, this is impossible in the camper van.

“Here, lie down,” says Brin. “Let me work those muscles for you.”

I flop, face down onto the bed.

“Aw, c’mon,” he says. “I can’t massage you through jeans and boots. Get your clothes off.”

Awkwardly I strip off and lie down. My muscles just don’t want to move the way they should. Brin starts at my feet, massaging the soles with his thumbs, working the individual toes.

As he makes his way up my calves, kneading and pushing, a warmth creeps through me, seeping through. From my thighs, the warm wends inwardly.

Brin knows exactly what he is doing. Teeth glinting white against his tanned skin, he hops onto the bed, straddling me across the legs. His hands glide north, kneading my lower back. Then, the fabric of his shirt straining as he stretches to caress my shoulders and arms, he kneels upright for a moment to strip off the shirt. I try to watch, awkwardly from my face-down position, in the small wardrobe mirror to one side, as with an economical movement, he lifts it over his head and off.

Fascinated by his naked chest, I watch Brin in the mirror, examining the subtle shadows of his tight stomach muscles, the line of hair tracing the path from his navel downwards beyond his belt, the sheen of perspiration over his shoulders.

He returns his attentions to my body. The massage is working wonderfully well and my previously stiff muscles are limbering and warming.

It is not only my muscles that are warming. A familiar glow suffuses my loins and thighs. Restless, I adjust the position of my hips to allow my knees to part a little. Brin glances back for a moment to see what I am doing then smiles down at me.

“Don’t be in such a hurry. We’ve got all night.”

His voice is soft, his hands warm and hard as he smooths over my skin, fingers probing at tight-knotted muscles.

“You should take more exercise,” he comments.

“Oh yes. I shall,” I promise. If this is the reward for exercise, I’ll be happy to.

Brin’s hands are working my upper spine and neck, heel of the palm pushing down into my shoulders as muscles crack and jump.

He lifts his weight from me and gets off the bed. “Turn over,” he says.

I roll onto my back to see him, eyes fixed on mine, unbuckling his belt. As he shrugs off his jeans, his erection, freed from captivity, stands tall and hard, twitching slightly in a pulse-beat vibration.

Now he straddles me again, across the hips. He resumes his massage, but now it is less than medical. Fingers spread wide, he strokes and caresses the soft skin of my stomach. Hands questing north, he fondles my breasts, squeezing softly before teasing at my puckering nipples with two fingers. Bending forward he nuzzles at me before gently taking a nipple between his teeth, biting gently and sucking, before trying almost to engulf me with his mouth.

So close now, Brin’s heady fragrance swims over me, his mix of spice and musk overlaying the clean sharp scent of a well-exercised man. Inhaling deeply, I close my eyes as I kiss the top of his head. His hair, still damp from the day, brushes my face, tickling my nose and making me giggle.

Brin looks up, a twinkle in his eyes. “It’s not kind to laugh at a man who is making love to you.”

I try to reply but sneeze instead. “Your hair.... ah.... ah.... ah....”

“Ah don’t tell me you’re allergic to me,” he complains. “How can I fuck a woman who’s going to break out in a rash when I shove my cock inside her?”

This reduces me to helpless laughter. As I giggle insanely, Brin backs off to settle between my legs, nudging my knees apart to gain entry.

“Ah, will you be quiet, woman. How’s a man expected to concentrate?”

With difficulty, I curb my giggling as Brin slides down my body. Realising his intentions, I rock my hips upwards, shoving a cushion underneath to support myself. 

“Now there’s a good girl,” he mutters
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