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Disclaimers

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

All characters depicted in this book are 18 years of age or older. This book contains explicit sexual content, including breeding, age-gap dynamics, power exchange, public risk, and consensual-non-consent fantasy. It is intended for mature audiences only.

The historical events and locations (including the Battle of Bannockburn) are used fictionally and are not intended as accurate historical representation.
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The Historian’s Mouth
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The Bannockburn Visitor Centre thrummed with raw Scottish pride. Banners cracked in the wind. Men in period kit roared about freedom. Faces everywhere wore bright saltire paint, blue and white smeared across cheeks and foreheads like war markings.

Dr Robert Fletcher, twenty-seven, notebook clutched to his narrow chest, beamed at the nearest group.

“Actually,” he announced in his crispest RP accent, utterly oblivious, “that particular speech is historically inaccurate. It comes from the film Braveheart. And Mel Gibson is not even Scottish. He’s American-Australian, you see—”

The cheerful roar around him died. One by one the painted faces turned. The silence spread like frost.

Rob kept going, cheeks pink, voice climbing even as warning bells finally began to ring. “And the real William Wallace was a lowland noble, not some Highland warrior, and the battle tactics were far more nuanced than the movie suggests. If you look at the primary sources—”

Dead air pressed in. A large man with saltire streaks across his temples stared without blinking. Someone muttered “English” like a curse. A woman in a Wallace T-shirt folded her arms. Rob’s mouth kept moving even as his brain caught up in a sickening lurch.

“I only mean— I’m a historian— I didn’t intend to offend anyone—”

His voice cracked. Panic flooded in hot and sudden. He could not stop talking. The more he tried to explain, the worse it became, words tumbling out in a posh, helpless stream.

A massive hand clamped around his upper arm and hauled him backwards through the crowd.

“Enough, laddie.”

The voice was deep, gravelled, warm with the local accent. Rob stumbled after the man until they reached the relative quiet behind a large reenactment tent. Only then did the iron grip ease.

He looked up. And up. The stranger filled the space, forty-eight if he was a day, broad as a barn door, salt-and-pepper beard framing a mouth that looked carved from granite. Blue eyes pinned him in place.

“I— I’m so sorry,” Rob blurted, still breathless. “I’m Robert. Dr Robert Fletcher. I’m here for research and I really didn’t mean—”

The big Scot’s eyebrows shot up. Then he barked a short, disbelieving laugh that rumbled straight through Rob’s ribs.

“Robert?” he repeated, scoffing. “You’re English, your name’s Robert, and you wandered in here on this exact day? Taking the piss, are you, laddie? Robert the Bruce himself could not have picked a worse moment.”

Rob’s face burned. He clutched the notebook tighter, suddenly aware of how small he felt next to the older man’s bulk. “It’s just a name. My parents chose it. I didn’t think—”

“Aye, you didn’t think. That much is clear.”

The man studied him for a long beat, eyes dragging over floppy chestnut hair, wide hazel eyes, the slender frame that suddenly felt far too delicate. One corner of that granite mouth twitched.

“Name’s William. But most folk call me Bill.”

He stepped closer. Heat rolled off him, peat and clean sweat and something darker. A rough, calloused hand came up and tilted Rob’s chin with surprising gentleness, forcing those wide eyes to meet steady blue. Bill studied the slender Englishman the way a farmer might size up a promising colt.

“Lucky for you, Robbie, I like pretty English mouths better when they’re full instead of flapping.”

His thumb dragged across Rob's lower lip, slow and deliberate, already claiming territory. Rob’s breath hitched. His cock gave a shameful twitch inside his tight chinos. He should pull away. He should apologise again and leave. Instead he stood frozen while the older man’s thumb brushed once across his lower lip, possessive already.

Bill’s voice dropped lower. “You need shutting up, English. Reckon I’m the man for it.”

Rob was supposed to be here for research only. He was not supposed to be this instantly, shamefully hard for the enemy. The thought alone made his hole clench around nothing.  
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First Pint and First Warning
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Evening had settled over Stirling like a heavy wool blanket. The pub sat tucked just off the main road, low-beamed and smelling of spilled ale, peat fire, and warm bodies. Bill steered Rob inside with one large hand at the small of his back. The touch looked casual to anyone watching. To Rob it felt like a brand.

They claimed a corner table. Bill ordered two pints without asking, voice steady as he told the barman what they wanted. When the glasses arrived, thick and frosted, he leaned back against the worn wooden bench and studied Rob openly, unhurried, like he had all the time in the world.

“So, Robert,” Bill said, calm and low. “What brings a pretty English historian all the way up here on the one day he should have stayed home?”

Rob wrapped both hands around his pint like it might anchor him. His cheeks were already warming. He could feel the flush spreading down his neck. “Research, really. I’m finishing a chapter on the Wars of Scottish Independence. Primary sources, logistics, that sort of thing. Wallace’s campaign is... more complicated than people think.” The words tumbled out faster than he wanted. He knew he was rambling again but stopping felt impossible. “I mean the film gets the spirit right but the tactics, the alliances, the way the terrain actually shaped everything—”

Bill’s mouth curved into a small, granite half-smile. He took a slow pull of his pint, eyes never leaving Rob’s face. Then they dropped lower, tracing the line of the younger man’s throat, the narrow shoulders under the button-down shirt, the way Rob’s fingers fidgeted nervously on the glass. Rob felt the inspection like hands already sliding over his skin. His pulse fluttered. He knew exactly how he looked: slender, pale, English, out of place. A prize to be weighed and measured.

“Lucky I found you when I did,” Bill said, voice low and steady. “Another minute and they’d have marched you out on a pole. How does a wee thing like you survive in academia with a mouth that runs straight into trouble?”

Rob laughed, nervous and breathy, the sound too high. “I don’t usually... I’m careful. Normally. I prepare notes. I rehearse. I just... today I forgot where I was.” He hated how small his voice sounded next to Bill’s calm rumble.

“Aye. Looks like it.”

Bill’s gaze drifted again, slower this time, taking in the full pink mouth, the flutter of nervous lashes, the slender waist visible where Rob’s shirt tucked in. Rob’s ears burned crimson. He could feel himself being catalogued, measured, claimed in silence. His cock stirred traitorously against the zip of his chinos. He crossed his legs under the table, mortified.

They talked — or rather Rob talked. About charters, about supply lines, about how the real Bruce had played both sides with careful political cunning. Every sentence came out a little too fast, a little too eager to prove he wasn’t just some airheaded tourist. Bill listened with that same stoic confidence, nodding now and then, offering the occasional low “Aye” or “Interesting.” His heavy thigh slid under the table and pressed firmly against Rob’s own. Solid muscle, warm through denim. Rob’s pulse jumped violently. He didn’t pull away. He couldn’t.

Every time Rob shifted, the contact dragged hotter. The contrast was dizzying: his own nervous energy, the constant fidgeting, the way his words tripped over themselves, against Bill’s quiet, unshakable presence. The older man didn’t ramble. He didn’t need to. He simply was.

After the second round Bill stood, calm as ever. “Come on, Robbie. Fresh air.”

The alley behind the pub was narrow, lit by one dirty bulb and smelling of damp stone and distant rain. The door had barely closed before Bill crowded him against the wall with that same effortless confidence. One big hand cupped the back of Rob’s neck, thumb pressing just under his jaw, tilting his face up.

“Been wanting to do this since I hauled you out of that crowd.”

The kiss was not gentle. Bill took his mouth like territory already won, tongue demanding entry, beard scraping Rob’s smooth chin. Rob melted instantly, a soft helpless sound escaping him as he opened without thinking. The older man tasted of beer and salt and certainty. His free hand slid down Rob’s side, over the curve of his
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