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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.

This book contains explicit sexual content intended for mature audiences only (18+). It is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. All sexual acts depicted are between consenting adults.

The themes and situations in this story, including infidelity, age-gap relationships, and power dynamics, are fictional and intended for entertainment purposes within the erotica genre. They do not reflect or endorse real-world behaviour or relationships.
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Prologue
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For months the young man had been present, always in the same rooms, always at the edges of Andrew's vision, always meeting his gaze for a heartbeat longer than necessary.

It began in the university library's rare books section. Andrew would look up from a manuscript and find the young man two aisles away, head tilted over a volume, but his eyes would lift and hold Andrew's: steady, curious, unflinching, before returning to the page. No approach. No words. Only that quiet, electric moment when their looks crossed, then broke, leaving a faint warmth in Andrew's chest.

Later, at the bookshop on Rose Lane during one of Andrew's smaller readings, the young man sat near the back. When Andrew read the passage about Columba's solitude on the white-sand beach, he felt the weight of that gaze again: warm, attentive, unwavering. The young man's lips curved faintly, as if the words had landed somewhere private. Andrew's voice caught for half a second. He covered it with a sip of water. No one else noticed. The young man did.

On the Kinnoull Hill trail one crisp afternoon, Andrew walked the path after a long faculty meeting. The young man appeared ahead, the same easy stride, the same hoodie, and slowed just enough that they passed shoulder to shoulder. Their arms brushed. A brief, accidental touch that sent a jolt through Andrew's skin. The young man glanced back once, eyes meeting Andrew's over his shoulder, then continued on. Andrew kept walking, pulse quickening, telling himself it was nothing.

The gym, late evenings. The young man would be in the free weights area, lifting quietly. When Andrew caught his reflection in the mirror, their eyes would meet: brief, deliberate, a shared secret in the glass, before each looked away. The concert hall balcony during Brahms: seats not far apart, glances exchanged over the swell of strings. The museum alcove: the young man standing near the Roman altar, turning just as Andrew passed, eyes locking for three slow seconds before the crowd shifted between them.

Each encounter was small. Fleeting. Mutual. No pursuit. No words. Only the slow burn of recognition: two men noticing each other across rooms, across paths, across silences, and letting the tension build without forcing it.

Andrew told himself it was imagination. He told himself the warmth in his gut when their eyes met was only fatigue. He told himself he was a married man with a respectable life.

Until the night of the Iona book reading, when the young man finally stayed after everyone else had left.
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Chapter 1
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The small bookshop on Iona had emptied slowly after the signing. The last lingering tourists drifted toward the door with signed copies of The White Sands of Iona: Pilgrimages in Shadow tucked under their arms. Late-afternoon light slanted through the salt-streaked windows, turning the room golden and warm. Dust motes drifted like tiny prayers above the display tables still cluttered with unsold copies, dreamcatchers, wool socks, and rainbow-haired plush saints.

Andrew Stirling, Professor Andrew Stirling, sat behind the makeshift signing table. Sleeves of his forest-green pullover were pushed up to his elbows, revealing forearms dusted with silver hair and the faint blue veins of a man who had spent decades handling books, maps, and the rough stone of island paths. His glasses were perched lower on his nose as he rubbed at one eye, tired but content, the quiet satisfaction that follows sharing stories carried for years.

The young man had not left.

He had sat through the entire reading, through the questions, through the line of handshakes and dedications, watching with the same steady gaze Andrew had felt across libraries, trails, and concert halls. When the last person left, he remained, alone with Andrew in the warm, cluttered room.

Andrew looked up, caught the young man’s eye across the empty space, and smiled. That wide, boyish grin appeared, lips parting just enough to show a hint of teeth, crow’s feet deepening.

“Still here?” His voice was soft, the Scottish burr thickened by the day’s talking. “Thought I’d scared everyone off with the bit about the pilgrim’s vigil on the white-sand beach.”

The young man shrugged and stepped closer. “I liked that part. The idea of atonement in the open. Nothing hidden.”

Andrew chuckled low, set the pen down, and leaned back in the wooden chair so his thighs spread a little wider in the khaki trousers. The fabric pulled taut over solid legs, the gentle swell of mature flesh beneath. “Most people prefer the miracles. The quieter bits, well, those are for the ones who stay after closing.”

The door was already locked. He had flipped the sign himself earlier. The room felt smaller now, intimate, the faint smell of old books and sea air mixing with something warmer, his cologne or the heat rising off his skin after hours under lights.

He pushed the chair back a fraction, gesturing to the low bench beside the table. “Sit, if you like. Or stand. I’m not fussy.”

The young man stayed standing, close enough that his knee brushed the edge of the table. Up close, Andrew’s silver hair looked softer than imagined, strands catching the light like frost. His belly rose and fell gently with each breath, the green pullover stretched smooth over it, the Celtic cross pendant resting right at the softest part. The young man could see the outline of his chest beneath, broad, padded with comfortable years, nipples faintly visible as peaks under the fabric when he shifted.

“You’ve read the book?” Andrew asked, tilting his head, studying the young man with those hazel eyes behind the lenses.

“Some,” the young man admitted. “Enough to wonder what the author does when the signing’s over and the island’s quiet.”

A slow smile spread. Andrew reached up, tugged the glasses off, folded them carefully and set them on the table. Without them, he looked younger somehow, more unguarded. “Usually I walk the sands. Think about the next story. Or...” He paused, gaze dropping deliberately to the young man’s mouth, then lower. “...find someone who wants to hear the parts that didn’t make it into print.”

The young man’s breath caught. Andrew did not rush. He watched, letting the silence thicken, his large hands resting open on his thighs now, palms up in quiet invitation. The young man could see the weight of him there, the heavy drape of his trousers over what lay beneath, the subtle thickening already starting as blood rushed south, fabric tenting just enough to hint at girth, at heat.

Andrew spoke again, voice dropping lower. “Come here.”

The young man stepped between his spread knees. Andrew’s hands found his hips, firm and warm, thumbs pressing into the hollows above his hipbones like he was mapping territory. He tugged him closer until their thighs brushed, until the young man could feel the solid heat of Andrew’s belly against him, the slow rise of his cock pressing up through wool and cotton, insistent but patient.

“Been a long day,” Andrew murmured, tilting his head to nuzzle the side of the young man’s neck, breath hot against skin. “All those polite handshakes. I’d rather this.”

His mouth found the young man’s, slow at first, exploratory, tongue sliding in with the same deliberate care he used when signing books. He tasted faintly of tea and shortbread, of the island itself. One hand slid up under the young man’s shirt, palm broad and callused against his back, pulling him down onto his lap so he straddled him, weight settling right over that thickening length.

Andrew groaned softly into the young man’s mouth when he rocked down, low and rumbling, the sound vibrating through his chest into the young man’s. His belly was soft under the young man’s hands when he pushed the pullover up, warm skin, silver-dusted treasure trail leading down into the waistband. The young man could feel him fully now: thick, heavy, pulsing against him through layers of cloth, the head already pushing insistently at the zipper.

“Easy,” Andrew whispered, though his hips lifted to chase the friction. “We’ve got time. The ferry’s not till morning.”

His fingers worked the young man’s jeans open with practiced ease, academic hands, author’s hands, steady even when trembling with want. When he finally freed himself, shoving trousers and boxers down just enough, he was gorgeous: uncut, flushed dark pink, foreskin already retracted halfway over a broad, glistening head, veins standing proud along a shaft that curved up toward his belly, thick enough that the young man’s fingers did not quite meet around it.

Andrew guided the young man’s hand down, wrapped it around him, showed him the rhythm he liked, slow, firm, twisting at the head until he hissed through his teeth. “Like that. God, yes.”

Then his mouth was on the young man’s neck again, sucking marks that would have to be hidden tomorrow, one hand cupping his arse to grind them together while the other stroked him in return, confident, unhurried, like he was savouring every gasp the young man made.

The bench creaked under them. Books slid sideways on the table. Outside, the wind off the Sound carried the faint cry of gulls.

And Andrew Stirling, pilgrim, penitent, storyteller, began the long, slow surrender that would last a lifetime. 
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