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      Playing to Win: A Glasgow Lads Novel

      Colin MacDuff has nothing. Growing up in a Glasgow slum, he learned never to trust, never to cry—and never EVER be at the mercy of anyone, especially rich men. So how did he end up half-naked at a rave with Scotland’s hottest young aristocrat?

      Lord Andrew Sunderland has everything. From ancestral castle to posh prep school, he’s spent his life wrapping others around his wee finger. With a social circle full of celebrities and politicians, nothing can stop Andrew’s rise to the top. Nothing, that is, save his desire for a dirt-poor, wolf-eyed footballer whose scars and tattoos tell unbearable tales.

      Colin and Andrew come from different worlds, believe in different worlds, want different worlds. Yet every time they touch, all worlds fall away.

      Set amid the fiery Scottish-independence struggle, this searing gay romance tells the story of two men who must lose everything to win each other’s hearts.
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      Playing to Win takes place in 2014 and therefore reflects the language, technology, and attitudes of that time.
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      Colin MacDuff never said no to a challenge. That’s why he was currently standing on his head, sucking down a two-liter bottle of Irn-Bru through a jumbo pink curly straw.

      There were other motivations, of course.

      Truth, for instance—busting the myth that one could get hammered by guzzling “Scotland’s other national drink” whilst upside down.

      Or curiosity—how would it feel to consume such a massive amount of sugar, caffeine, and orange food coloring at once?

      Or even simple economics—hey, free Irn-Bru!

      But mostly he did it because his mates dared him. He had a reputation to uphold, after all.

      “Halfway there.” John Burns, one of the party’s hosts, was crouched next to him, timing the stunt. “Liam, move the bottle closer,” he told Colin’s football teammate, a central defender whose ginger hair nearly matched the drink itself.

      Colin ripped his eyes from Liam, knowing his friend would try to make him laugh, and stared straight ahead into the forest of partygoers’ feet. He tried to focus on the stereo’s blaring music and the TV’s bleeping Mario Kart, and ignore how fast his brain was spinning from the rush of blood.

      “You can do it! Wooooooo!” cried the Warriors left back, Katie Heath. She started singing the theme song from Rocky, then broke off mid-crescendo. “Oh my God, it’s Lord Andrew!”

      Colin choked. Bubbly liquid surged into his sinuses, searing the inside of his head.

      “Drew!” John leapt up and moved toward the front door.

      Spitting out the straw, Colin tumbled over, barely getting his feet beneath him in time to avoid slamming his injured knee against the hardwood floor.

      “All right, mate?” Liam thumped Colin on the back, which made his head throb harder. Colin nodded as coughs ripped his throat and panic splintered his mind.

      Behind him, he heard a crowd gathering around the newcomer. Colin had lost his audience—to that fucking guy, of all people.

      “Did it work? Are you drunk?” Katie peered at Colin. “You were supposed to give us the signal so we could help you down. You gotta watch your knee.”

      “Of course I’m not drunk, it’s Irn-Bru!” Colin said. “And my knee’s fine.”

      “It’ll get a lot less fine if you’re not careful.”

      He wiped his eyes and tried to grin at her. “When am I ever careful?”

      “Now would be an awesome time to start,” Katie said as she and Liam helped Colin to his feet. It had been nearly a month since the American lass’s sliding tackle during training session had torn Colin’s medial collateral ligament, and she’d yet to forgive herself. Seeing the constant regret in her eyes was sometimes more painful than the actual injury. “Hey, come meet Lord Andrew,” she said. “He’s smokin’ hot, and I say that as a totally impartial lesbian.”

      “Not now.” Colin tapped his chest with his fist. “I feel an Irn-Bru belch coming on, and I’d hate to rift in the face of an aristocrat.” Actually, he would love to rift in the face of an aristocrat—just not this particular one.

      “Okay, but soon!” Katie darted toward the door, her long dark ponytail swinging behind her.

      “Gonnae try again?” Liam asked, holding up the half-empty two-liter bottle.

      “Naw, I need to”—Crawl into a hole and hide. Better yet, crawl into a time machine, travel back six months to the end of January, and run far away from Lord Andrew Sunderland—“get a real drink.”

      Colin sidestepped through the party, keeping his back to the clump of admirers surrounding the magnetic son of the Marquess of Kirkross, and slipped unseen into the empty kitchen.

      He pulled a beer from the fridge and drank nearly half the bottle before pausing to examine the label. Another posh craft brew he’d never heard of.

      Colin took a slower sip. This dark ale was pure quality, tasting nothing like piss. He set the bottle on the polished black-marble worktop beside the fridge, then scowled as he realized he’d dribbled a few drops down his front. At least this old Bauhaus T-shirt was dark and grungy enough no one would notice the stain.

      Even luckier was the fact that thrift-shop clothing was all the rage just now, which meant Colin’s wardrobe didn’t trumpet the fact he couldn’t afford designer-wear like⁠—

      “Drew!” John’s voice rang out. “Gonnae fetch us two lagers while you’re in there.”

      No no no. Colin spun on his heel, tweaking his injured left knee, and hurried to the sink, putting his back to the kitchen door. Perhaps by doing the washing-up he could make himself invisible. People like Lord Andrew always ignored the “help.”

      The sink was empty, so he snatched two clean serving bowls from the chrome dish drainer, then turned on the hot water.

      High-pitched laughter greeted his ears as Andrew entered the kitchen. “No, you are too much!” he shouted to someone in the foyer.

      The refrigerator opened, and Colin heard the clink of beer bottles. Hands trembling, he focused on scrubbing nonexistent food off the bowl.

      Please don’t look over. Please don’t notice me.

      “Oh. Hello there.”

      Fuck.

      Andrew drifted into Colin’s peripheral vision, setting the beer bottles on the worktop. “I don’t believe we’ve met,” he said in his oil-smooth voice, devoid of a Scottish accent despite his family being one of the oldest in Scotland.

      “Why don’t you believe it?” Colin asked, rinsing the bowl so thoroughly, one would think the dish soap was toxic.

      “It’s just an expression.”

      Colin slammed the bowl onto the dish drainer, then turned to face him. “But do you believe it, Adam?”

      As their eyes locked, Colin felt the same head-to-toe, hot-cold rush that had gripped him the night they’d met six months ago, when Andrew had used a fake name and disguise. The next time Colin had seen that face was weeks later, in a TMZ post about Lord Andrew Sunderland’s grand coming-out announcement.

      Now that silver-blue gaze scrutinized Colin, evaluating, measuring…remembering?

      “Of course we’ve met,” Andrew said softly. “In a sense.” He swept one hand through his strategically tousled golden-brown hair and extended the other toward Colin. “My real name is Andrew Sunderland. Friends call me Drew.”

      “Then I’ll call you Andrew.”

      The toff’s polite smile widened into a radiant grin. “I’m glad we meet again. You were hard to forget.” He swept a glance down over Colin. “Especially with those tattoos.”

      Colin turned away to dry his hands on a tea towel, and to hide the effect Andrew was having on him—again. “Why are you here?”

      “John invited me. We’re mates at University of Glasgow. So, forgive me, your name again?” he asked, stepping forward to halve the distance between them.

      Colin wanted to back away, but that would look ridiculous. Andrew matched his own six-foot-one height, but he looked pure slim in that tan blazer. Not intimidating in the least. Just really fucking gorgeous.

      “This party,” Colin said, “is for people who helped John move into Fergus’s flat today. Lovely of you to show up after all the work’s done.”

      “I wanted to help, but unfortunately I’d an event to attend.”

      “The annual meeting of the Useless Friends Society?”

      Andrew shook his head sadly. “No, I canceled my membership after our last gala, when everyone ‘forgot’ to pay the serving staff.” He posed with finger quotes up, as if awaiting applause.

      “Colin MacDuff.” He bit down on the words. “Is my name.” It’s in your phone’s contacts, or at least it was.

      Andrew snapped his fingers. “Yes! Colin. You were on the tip of my tongue. Your name, I mean,” he added with a flirtatious flick of his brown lashes.

      I was on more than the tip, Colin thought, his mouth watering at the memory of a darkened warehouse corner. Of techno music pumping, warm hands roaming. Of a hotel-room key slipped into his pocket, a fragile promise breathed into his ear: “See you soon.”

      “I didn’t catch your surname, however,” Andrew continued. “I would’ve remembered that. The MacDuffs were once Earls of Fife, until the fourteenth century, when the male line failed and the title passed to a Stewart, I believe.”

      Colin felt his eyes glaze over. Not from boredom at the history lesson—in fact, he was relieved Andrew didn’t quote Macbeth to him, like most people did when they learned his surname. His focus was blurred instead by the scent of Andrew’s cologne and the memory of how it had lingered on Colin’s shirt collar.

      “Have you ever visited MacDuff Castle?” Andrew asked, running his fingers down, then up, the pearlesque buttons on his white dress shirt in what seemed a nervous gesture.

      “Doubt they’d let me in,” Colin said.

      “Oh, anyone can go. It’s in ruins. Completely fallen to pieces.”

      “In that case, it sounds like my sort of castle.”

      Andrew laughed, a loud and inelegant chortle for one so sophisticated. He turned and opened two of the three beers he’d fetched from the fridge, then handed one to Colin. “To falling castles.”

      “Aye.” Colin tapped his bottle against Andrew’s, then examined his face as they sipped. Apart from the lack of glasses and stubble, it was exactly how he’d remembered it. High, swooping cheekbones, razor-straight nose, and soft, firm lips. All perfectly proportioned and symmetrical, right down to the shape of his nostrils and earlobes. The sole flaw, a beauty mark in the center of that left dimple, only underscored his face’s perfection.

      “How’s your knee?” Andrew asked. “You’ll be back on the pitch soon, I hope?”

      Colin hesitated, reluctant to let down his guard by talking about the injury. “It’s much better. I’m able to run again, nearly every day. Lucky for me I got hurt in June, so I’ve not missed any league matches.” Just last week’s charity friendly match that turned the Warriors into international gay icons. “Our manager hopes I’ll be playing by the start of the season in September.”

      “I hope so too. Rehab is dreadfully dull, isn’t it?”

      “The worst.” Colin felt himself soften at the sympathy. “I wanted to set fire to that fucking exercise bike. Pedaling and pedaling for hours, going nowhere.”

      Andrew laughed again, making Colin’s stomach flip. He averted his eyes, glancing at a sunset-streaked Glasgow through the window over the sink. Keep the head, he told himself. Gonnae no look at the dimples.

      “I look forward to seeing you return,” Andrew said. “God knows the Warriors need some goal-scoring. They were playing on the back foot during that entire match with Morningside. It was painful.”

      Colin finally gave in to the instinct to step away. “I thought your sort preferred rugby or cricket to football.”

      “I’m a huge fan of le beau jeu. Infamously so, I’m afraid.” He gave a suggestive chuckle—no doubt referring to his rumored liaisons with several pro footballers—then sidled closer, nearly whispering. “And I think you’ll find I’m not any sort of person.”

      There, it was happening again—that velvet voice rippling under Colin’s skin, over his shoulders, down his back, and straight to his cock.

      Run, every instinct urged him. But Colin wasn’t a coward, despite his initial panic upon seeing Andrew again. Perhaps tonight would offer a chance to get even. He could have his revenge and maybe a little fun to boot. If he could just keep his cool.

      Colin held his ground and eased into small talk. “So you met John at uni. What do you study there?”

      “Economic and Social History. Like John, I plan on a life in politics, though obviously not in the same party. I’m a Tory, of course,” he said, as if that was a good thing, “and John is—well, I don’t know what he is this week. Labour, Scottish Nationalist Party, Green? I can’t keep up.”

      “National,” Colin said with emphasis. “It’s the Scottish National Party, not Nationalist.”

      “Right.” Andrew flipped his hand as if shooing away the pesky party who currently held power in Scotland—what little power the United Kingdom afforded them, that is. “Who knows, perhaps one day John and I will compete to be this country’s first gay Prime Minister.”

      John himself had just entered the kitchen, but Andrew kept his focus on Colin. Instead of joining them, John gave Colin an encouraging bob of the eyebrows, then left with a pair of beers from the fridge.

      Colin smirked at Andrew. “So you’re gonnae work for a living? What about your gentlemanly duties?”

      “You mean running the estate? No, I’m the second son, so when my father dies, I get nothing. Which means I’m free to do whatever I want with my life, as long as I don’t sully the family name.” A muscle beneath his eye twitched for a microsecond. “What about you, with university? Forgive me if you already told me—you know, before.”

      “I’m at Caley, studying business.”

      “Caley?” Andrew tilted his head sharply, like a puppy hearing a mobile phone ring for the first time. “What’s that?”

      “Glasgow Caledonian University.”

      “Ah yes! I’ve heard their radio adverts. Is that a real university, where you attend lectures and such, or is it all online?”

      Colin’s fist clamped on the bottle. Andrew couldn’t have lived in Glasgow for a year and not known GCU. He was clearly just being a dick. “Aye, it’s a real uni, whose graduates have one of the highest rates of employment in the UK.”

      “That’s fabulous,” Andrew replied, in a tone usually reserved for praising a four-year-old’s finger paintings. “I mean, if that’s what you’re looking for in higher education.”

      “What else would anyone look for?”

      “Oh, I don’t know, intellectual challenge? Growth as a human being? Contributing to the world’s body of knowledge?”

      The smug tone shattered Colin’s restraint. He slammed his beer bottle on the worktop. “How about finding a fucking job so I can feed my fucking family? So I don’t feel so fucking helpless the next time you fucking Tories cut fucking benefits in the name of fucking austerity?”

      Andrew looked unfazed. “Ah, see, this is a sign that we fucking Tories are getting it right. Our policies have made you resolve to be self-reliant.” He squeezed Colin’s forearm. “Now you’ll be a productive member of society, rather than continue your parents’ toxic welfare habits.”

      Colin felt his jaw drop and his eyes bulge like a wounded deer’s. He seized Andrew by the front of his shirt and shoved him against the worktop.

      “Don’t you dare talk about my parents,” he snarled. “You know nothing about me, and you sure as fuck know nothing about them.”
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        * * *

      

      Hands up in surrender, Andrew stared into Colin’s wolflike eyes, their pale-green irises ringed by a mesmerizing dark circle. He could hear beer fizzing up over the rim of Colin’s bottle where he’d slammed it down.

      “I’m sorry,” Andrew whispered, quite sincerely. The raw hurt in Colin’s curled, crooked lips said the insult had cut deep. “You’re right,” he added when Colin didn’t let go. “I shouldn’t have assumed. I don’t know you.”

      But he wanted to know Colin, despite—or perhaps because of—the fact the footballer had just manhandled him. Nobody touched someone of Andrew’s station uninvited. He rather fancied it.

      Besides, making things right with this lad was the primary reason he’d come to this party in the first place.

      “All right, mate?” Robert McKenzie, the Warriors’ tall, talented, and tragically heterosexual center-back, stood on the kitchen’s threshold. He directed his question to Colin, as though Andrew were the aggressor.

      “Aye, good.” Colin took a step back, letting go of Andrew and wiping his hands on his own faded-black vintage T-shirt. Andrew felt a bitter dismay at the loss of his touch.

      “Gonnae come back out,” Robert told Colin. “Danielle wants to see your Simon Cowell impersonation.”

      “In a minute.” Colin snatched a paper towel from the spindle over the sink. “I promised Fergus I’d do some washing up.”

      Robert looked confused but gave a quick nod, then disappeared.

      “Why didn’t you go with him?” Andrew asked, creeping closer despite the vehemence with which Colin was wiping up his spilled beer. “Perfect excuse to get away from me.”

      “And leave you here thinking I’m a lowlife thug?” Colin hurled the wet paper towel across the kitchen, where it landed bang-on in the open rubbish bin.

      “Why do you care what I think of you?”

      “I don’t care what you think of me. I care what you think of people like me.” He reached into the sink for the remaining serving bowl, which was a lovely green-and-black pattern—Fergus had excellent taste for someone of the middle classes. “You think the poor are a bunch of lazy skivers suckling from the taxpayers’ tits.”

      “And you think the rich are what? Industrious pillars of society who deserve everything we’ve got?”

      Colin flashed a glare that curled Andrew’s toes. “It’s not the same.”

      “I think it is.”

      “Okay, then, here’s my story.” Colin looked out the window as he spoke, the evening’s waning light accentuating the contrast between his fair skin and ink-black hair. “My mother was the family breadwinner, despite the fact she suffered from bipolar disorder her entire life. It was managed, we were happy, even though we lived in social housing because her wages couldn’t support two kids. Then her wee brother was sent to Iraq, where he was blown to bits. After that, Mum could barely get out of bed in the morning, much less work. Mostly now she lives at Stobhill Hospital to keep her from blowing her own self to bits, possibly us with her.” A muscle trembled in Colin’s strong, square jaw. “My family survives completely on benefits, which your party keep slashing. We do the best we can, but some weeks it’s either the food bank or starvation.”

      Colin looked down then, rinsing the bowl, though it was thoroughly free of soap. His lips parted as if to say something more, but then they pressed together into a tight, straight line.

      Andrew took another sip of lager to collect himself. No one had ever deposited their life story into his lap like that, not even people he’d known for years. This aggressive honesty…well, it just Wasn’t Done. He rubbed his thumb against his breastbone, where it felt like a chisel was trying to pry him open.

      “Where’s your father been during all this?” he asked. “Do you know?”

      Colin whirled on him, and Andrew was glad it was a bowl and not a knife in his hand. “Aye, I know where my fucking father’s been! At home, raising two children because it was ‘all too much’ for my mum. Not to mention looking after his ill wife and now his sixty-year-old mother-in-law.”

      Andrew raised his hands again. “Sorry! I didn’t know. That’s why I asked.”

      “Now you know.” Colin set the bowl in the drying rack, then moved past Andrew to grab a half-full bottle of IPA sitting beside the toaster. “Your turn.”

      Andrew hesitated, distracted by the thought of Colin drinking someone else’s abandoned beer. Was he so poor, his first instinct was to scavenge? “My turn for what?”

      “Tell me your story.” He put a hand on the faux-marble worktop beside Andrew, angling his shoulders in a posture that was both threatening and seductive. “Tell me all your wee rich-lad problems.”

      Staring at the soft indentation beneath Colin’s lower lip, a spot that begged to be touched and tongued, Andrew contemplated his own confession. In twenty years of life, he’d never felt truly known, not by his family, nor his mates, nor his dozens of lovers or hordes of social-media followers. His meticulously constructed persona kept his true self—if such a creature still existed—safe and secure.

      Being out in this world was dangerous enough. Being real was downright suicidal.

      “I’m afraid you’d find my problems shallow and inconsequential,” Andrew said.

      “Because they are shallow and inconsequential.” Colin slowly raised his hand, then swept the backs of his fingertips along Andrew’s jaw. “Just like yourself.”

      Andrew shivered inside, at the combination of harsh words and tender touch. Colin looked as though he couldn’t decide if he wanted to kiss him or bite him. Andrew would’ve welcomed either—both—but more than anything, he wanted Colin to understand him. He shouldn’t give a toss for anyone’s opinion, and yet…in this world of fakers and caricatures, perhaps he’d finally met someone utterly unpredictable, utterly raw.

      So he said what was in his heart, for once not calculating his words’ effect. “I’m sorry I never came to our room the night we met.”

      Colin’s brows spasmed, darting together and apart in an instant. He dropped his hand but didn’t move away. “I felt a fucking fool waiting all night alone in that posh hotel room, afraid to have so much as a glass of water in case I’d be arrested for stealing.”

      “You should have ordered room service. I would’ve been happy to pay for it.”

      “I didnae want food. I wanted—” Colin cut himself off and turned away, rubbing the back of his reddening neck, then sweeping his hand up to make the spiky black waves of hair stand even more on end. “What happened to you?”

      Out in the living room, the volume of voices swelled. Clearly something momentous was taking place. But Andrew kept his focus on Colin, hoping to make amends for his callous behavior in January—or at least explain it. “My bodyguard, Wallace, he wouldn’t let me go.”

      “Wouldn’t ‘let’ you? You’re an adult, right?”

      “Yes, but at the time I wasn’t insisting I be treated like one.”

      “I don’t follow.”

      “I wasn’t out yet. I needed help keeping my secret. Wallace didn’t think you could be trusted. I’d met you at a rave, after all.” Feeling the heat of the evening and Colin’s hostility, Andrew tugged the lapel of his blazer, wishing he’d removed it before coming to the party. “You weren’t the first lad I had to ditch like that, but you were the last. I sacked Wallace the following day, after he’d let slip one too many homophobic comments.”

      “I’m saving you from yourself, Lord Andrew,” Wallace had said. “Your appetite for peasant cock will be the death of you.”

      “You should’ve phoned me,” Colin said. “Instead of leaving me to think you’d found someone better, or that I’d been pranked.”

      “I wanted to explain, but how could I, without giving away my real identity?”

      “You were a fucking coward that night. I saw your big coming-out on your YouTube channel in February. Everyone said you were so brave, but I knew the truth. I knew you’d been slumming it in disguise.”

      “You’re right, I was a coward. It was dishonorable.” Andrew yearned to erase the hurt and anger from that face, but sensed that words would only make it worse. “I deeply regret my actions that night. All but one.”

      Colin bristled as though expecting an insult. “Which one?”

      “This.” Andrew stepped forward and kissed him. Not hard, not long, not demanding, and with no hands whatsoever. Just one mouth against one mouth, solid, soft, and sure.

      Applause erupted. Colin lurched away from Andrew and spun to face the kitchen door. But no one was there.

      “What’s going on?” Andrew took a step toward the living room, his heart pounding from their too-brief contact.

      A chorus of Awwwwws answered him, followed by catcalls and a woman shouting, “Kiss the bride, Fergus!”

      Andrew and Colin gaped at each other, then raced to the living room.

      The party was gathered around Fergus and John, who were draped in a large fleece football blanket. Colin nudged Liam and asked, “What happened? Are they engaged?”

      The big ginger shook his head. “Just a joke. Besides, it won’t be long before Fergus chucks John off the balcony for failing to use a coaster. Threatened to do that to me once, and I don’t even live here.”

      Andrew watched as Fergus and John kissed, holding each other so tight it seemed they’d never let go. The sight made him ache. What was it like to be truly known, as these two knew each other, and somehow still loved?

      He turned to speak to Colin, but he’d already left Andrew’s side. A quick search of the party, which was now breaking up due to lack of beer, revealed him near the television, chatting to Robert’s girlfriend. Danielle was letting him read something off her phone screen. Colin copied the information into his own phone, then looked straight at Andrew.

      The air between them snapped with tension. Colin ran his teeth slowly over his bottom lip, looking as though he were contemplating a monumental decision. Then he jerked his head to beckon Andrew over.

      Much as Andrew wanted to obey, to dash over and run his own teeth over that lip, the aristocrat in him saved his dignity. Oh no, little man, you do not summon me.

      Andrew lifted his chin and turned away, approaching Fergus and John to thank them for the party.

      “Cheers for the wine, Drew,” John said, still draped with Fergus in the fleece blanket. “We’ll save it for a special occasion.”

      “It’s your first night at home together. What occasion could be more special?” Andrew looked up at Fergus. “Carpe noctem.”

      “We will.” The tall, lean football captain gazed down at John. “Every night.”

      As they resumed snogging—right in front of him, my God—Andrew felt a light tap on his elbow. He turned to see Colin standing beside him, closer than he needed to, given the thinning crowd.

      “Do you still go to raves?” Colin asked in a low voice. “All the clubs are pure crammed out with Commonwealth Games tourists, so a few folk have put together a party over in—well, I cannae tell you where it is unless you’re coming.”

      Andrew hesitated. It was risky, going to an illegal dance party without his bodyguard, Reggie. But he couldn’t bring himself to walk away from Colin again.

      “If I say yes, will it make you smile?”

      Colin blinked. “No.”

      “What would it take to get a smile out of you?”

      “Hm.” Colin scanned the ceiling, considering. “Ten quid. But a fiver’ll get you a smirk.”

      “Let me see.” Andrew opened his wallet and withdrew the only sort of note he had. “Can you change a hundred?”

      Colin broke into a beaming grin that lit up Andrew’s entire spine. He took the note and pocketed it. “No.” Then he turned away, back to his mates.

      Andrew watched him, his nerves still glowing from the memory of that smile.

      Worth every penny.
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      “Does he fancy himself Clark Kent?” Danielle asked Colin as their group waited in John and Fergus’s car park for Andrew to put on his disguise. “Is he turning into Super Raver?”

      “Lord Andrew’s too famous to go out as himself,” Katie said.

      “Unless he’s got at least four bodyguards,” added her girlfriend, Siobhan. “I read it on Buzzfeed.”

      “Why are we bringing him?” Liam asked Colin. “I thought you hated poncey toffs like Andrew.”

      “I do.” Colin stared at the bright red Tesla. Through the roadster’s rolled-up tinted windows, he could barely make out Andrew changing clothes. “But there’s something about this one.”

      “‘Something’?” Siobhan laughed. “You say it like it’s a mystery. He’s gorgeous and minted and dresses like a catwalk model.”

      Danielle nodded. “He doesn’t have a je ne sais quoi. More like a je sais exactement quoi.”

      Scowling at his girlfriend’s admiration, Robert said, “Colin, you just met him. I know he’s mates with John, but⁠—”

      “I didnae just meet him.” Colin crossed his arms, his gaze still fixed on the Tesla. “Remember that rave we went to last January in Tollcross? I met Andrew there. He looked completely different. He had glasses and facial hair and regular street clothes. Said his name was Adam Smith.”

      Robert squinted at him. “Adam Smith? As in the father of capitalism? That didnae seem suspicious?”

      “It seemed funny, but I thought, who would choose that as a fake name? Besides, ‘Adam’ and ‘Smith’ are pure common.”

      “Did youse two hook up at that rave?” Siobhan asked. “Or after?”

      “A wee snog, nothing more.” Colin was ashamed to admit how that night had ended. When Andrew had shown up at a Warriors training session a few weeks ago, Colin couldn’t even meet his eyes.

      Here was the chance to turn the tables, make the powerful feel powerless. The moment Andrew had kissed him in the kitchen, Colin knew the trap was set.

      “Be careful,” Liam said. “If you’re still mad about a guy you met six months ago, he’s one you need to stay away from. You’ll lose your mind.”

      “Nah.” Colin licked his lips in anticipation. “I can handle this yin.”

      The Tesla’s low, sleek door swung open. Colin felt his jaw and arms go slack.

      Andrew had traded the fine linen trousers, dress shirt, and blazer for a pair of torn black skinny jeans and a tight, dark-gray T-shirt. His hair was now tamed straight, the gel muting the highlights, with a long fringe angling over his forehead. And perched upon his perfect nose were the same black-framed, rectangular glasses he’d worn in January.

      He’d turned into Clark Kent, and the sight made Colin’s head swim.

      “It’s a bird! It’s a plane!” Katie said. “No, it’s Super Hipster!” She examined Andrew’s T-shirt as he approached. Across the front, the words I Pity the Fool had been written in bleach with what looked like a finger. “Did you make that yourself?” she asked Andrew.

      “Of course.”

      Katie turned to Colin and whispered, “I like his style.”

      Me too. Fuck. It was easier to hate Andrew when he was all toffed up. Now he looked downright human, yet still heart-wrenchingly beautiful.

      “All right, then.” Andrew stepped close to Colin, nearly touching him but not quite. “Shall we away?”

      Colin pulled in a breath, intending to beg off from the rave, to claim he was feeling ill and had to go home. But as he did, he inhaled that scent again. Andrew’s smooth, warm cologne made Colin’s every nerve stand on end, while at the same time soothing him. It was a scent that whispered, You’re safe with me.

      He wondered if spiders gave off the same aroma to the moths caught in their webs. If not, the frantic flapping of wings would tear the strands apart. At some point, every moth surrenders.

      But not Colin. He would wait until the last moment, then break free.
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        * * *

      

      “Let me get this straight,” Colin said as he led Andrew down a bewildering series of North Glasgow streets and alleyways. “Your dad’s got millions of pounds, right?”

      “Right.” Andrew craned his neck to catch sight of a street sign or a familiar landmark. He’d be lost if left alone in this dodgy, desolate area right now. It was rather exciting.

      “So why can’t he leave you some of that money? Why does it all go to your brother?”

      “The money is part of the estate, which can’t be divided.”

      “Why not?”

      “Because it can’t,” Andrew said. “The law of primogeniture, which says it all goes to the eldest son⁠—”

      “I know what fucking primogeniture is.”

      “—was established to keep estates whole and undivided. It’s based on an incontrovertible principle—namely, who was born first. Not the most intelligent offspring, which would be my sister, or the parents’ favorite, which would be me.”

      “If you inherit nothing,” Colin said, “why are you driving a Tesla and wearing expensive cologne?”

      Andrew smiled inside at the fact Colin had noticed his scent. He’d chosen it because he’d worn it that night in January, when Colin had seemed absolutely ravenous for him. “Every penny I spend is my father’s. Theoretically, if I displease him, I could end up destitute.”

      “That’s not fair.”

      “No, but it is right. Anyway, life’s not fair, as the cliché goes.”

      “That’s why we’ve got laws to make it more fair.” Colin quickened his pace as if to rid himself of Andrew. “Like calling fouls in football.”

      “But sometimes blatant fouls aren’t called, even when it could change the course of the game. The teams who waste energy screaming at the refs usually end up losing. Obsessing over fairness turns us into weak, whingeing children when we should be taking responsibility for ourselves.”

      Colin stopped and turned to him. “You are the worst person I’ve ever met.”

      “I doubt that.” Andrew walked on, catching up to Katie and Siobhan. “Do you know where we are?”

      “Not exactly.” Katie looked up and down the dismal street with its shuttered pawn shops, newsagents, and Chinese takeaways. “But I think we’re almost there. By the way, don’t you dare tweet about this to your million followers. You’ll get us busted.”

      Andrew smiled. This was only his twenty-fifth or twenty-sixth rave. “May I tweet about it tomorrow? Pretty please?”

      “Hell yeah! And you better mention me.”

      They laughed together, then fell silent as they approached a young beggar sprawled against the side of a city rubbish bin. His head rested next to the words of an advert for home refinancing. Though his cup was set out next to a sign reading Please Help, he didn’t accost them or ask for money, only stared into the night with empty eyes.

      Andrew couldn’t understand how someone could end up like that in the UK, which seemed to overflow with government-provided housing. Perhaps that bloke had run away from home, seeking adventure in the city.

      Glasgow was an adventure, for certain. Its citizens’ brash humor and fearless banter had felt like a scalding shower when Andrew first moved here a year ago for university. But bit by bit, it was changing him. He saw himself growing less civil, less tolerant of formalities. The city was prying open his heart and soul, begging to peer inside. Ye show me yours, I’ll show ye mine, it seemed to say.

      Thinking of Glaswegians, Andrew turned to look for Colin, the epitome of this city’s aggressive openness.

      He was gone.

      Andrew stopped and scanned his surroundings, worrying his would-be companion had got himself mugged. Did the police even venture into these parts?

      Then he spied Colin by the rubbish bins, bending over to talk to the homeless man.

      Not just talking—giving him something.

      Oh no, you’re not. As Andrew neared them, he caught sight of the pink-hued Royal Bank of Scotland note Colin was extending.

      “Is this thing real, mate?” asked the beggar.

      “Aye, and there’s nae more where that come fae, so gonnae no get any ideas.” Colin saw Andrew and promptly stood up. Then he stalked forward, brushing past him. “You either. Not a word.”

      Andrew increased his pace to catch up—not quite hurrying, as that would be undignified. “You did not just hand over my hundred pounds.”

      “It was my hundred. Now it’s his hundred.”

      “It was meant for you.”

      “I don’t want your money, pal.”

      “But you need it,” Andrew said.

      “If I kept it, then that’s my fourth tattoo sorted. I’ll just have ‘rent boy’ inked across my forehead.”

      Andrew grabbed his arm. “Is that how you think I see you? As a rent boy?”

      Colin stopped and studied him, pale eyes glinting in the streetlight. “Maybe.” He looked down at Andrew’s hand. “Gonnae let go of me now?”

      Andrew did, but slowly, letting his fingers drift over Colin’s skin as he released him. “You said ‘fourth tattoo.’” He pointed to Colin’s arms. “I see only two there. Where’s the third?”

      Colin smiled, this time for free. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”
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        * * *

      

      Colin surveyed the street for signs of police as he queued up with his mates outside the Possilpark warehouse. On the whole, North Glasgow seemed quiet, what with the Commonwealth Games excitement centered in the East End. Men and women from all corners of the current and former British Empire had come to Glasgow to compete in what Katie had dubbed “The Queen’s Olympics.” The athletes and their drunken fans would keep Police Scotland well occupied tonight. Colin said a silent thank-you in particular to the scores of unruly Australians already nicked for drunken disorderly.

      “What do you use in your hair?”

      Colin jumped at the sound of Andrew’s voice close to his ear. “Sorry?”

      “To make it all spiky in the back. Which styling product?”

      Embarrassed to admit he used cheap crap from the supermarket, Colin said, “I don’t remember the brand. Why?”

      “I want my hair to do that.” Andrew ruffled the back of his own head. “When it was very short, I could spike it like mad, but now it lies flat no matter what. Our hair’s about the same length, but yours goes out in all directions. It’s cool.”

      Colin felt his entire head warm under Andrew’s gaze. “That’s how it grows, out instead of down. The hair follicles, I mean.”

      “What, like cowlicks? Let me see.” Andrew moved to stand behind him. Then he ran his hand up through Colin’s hair, nails gliding along his scalp. Chills shot down Colin’s spine, awakening his cock again. “Ah, yes.” Andrew’s fingers drifted over Colin’s nape, tracing the patterns. “Here as well. It swirls all over the place. Makes you look as though you just hopped out of bed.”

      “Aye…” Colin cleared his throat, dislodging the great lump of longing. “I cannae cut it too short, or it looks like someone’s taken a hatchet to me.”

      Andrew chuckled. “Now who would want to do that?” After a quick squeeze, he let go and stepped away. Colin swayed a bit—he’d been unconsciously leaning into Andrew’s caresses, like a dog against its master’s hand.

      Another group of ravers passed by, shuffling toward the back of the queue. They greeted Colin with smiles, back-pats, and hand-grasps, inquiring after his injured knee. He gave vague answers, hoping they wouldn’t mention the reason they were asking. He wanted Andrew to be…surprised.

      “That’s the fourth bunch who’s recognized you,” Andrew said. “You’re dead popular.”

      “Colin has loads of fans.” Danielle beamed at him. “He’s universally adored.”

      “Not universally,” Robert said. “He’s got a few haters as well.”

      Andrew’s lips tightened. “We’ve all got those.”

      “Aye, but sooner or later, this bam’s gonnae kill someone.” Robert shook his finger at Colin. “Most likely his own eejit self.”

      “Oh look, the door’s open.” Glad for the diversion, Colin pointed to the head of the queue, which was finally beginning to move. A muted cheer of relief rose from the crowd.

      Andrew stepped in front of him as they approached the door. “Let me pay your cover.”

      “What if they cannae change a hundred?”

      “It’s okay, I found this in my trouser pocket.” With a wink, he displayed a tightly folded English twenty-pound note.

      On their way inside, Colin tried to psych himself up, get into the spirit of the evening. After all, he was at a rave put on by one of the UK’s foremost underground DJs. He was with his best mates amidst a friendly crowd. Best of all, he was with a delicious lad who wanted to dance with him and possibly get naked with him.

      But Colin’s fingertips still itched for the cash he’d given to the homeless man. He’d pretended it was easy, but Andrew was right—Colin did need the money. His father and gran needed it. So did his wee sister, Emma. A hundred quid could buy a week of groceries, even if they needed expensive items like toilet tissue or washing powder.

      But to that homeless man, a hundred quid could mean the difference between life and death, or at least hope and despair. Though Colin was often submerged in a pool of self-pity, he occasionally remembered that others had it worse.

      And Andrew? He’d flicked that hundred-pound banknote out of his wallet like it was nothing. There’d been several more just like it inside. The injustice made Colin want to cry, or break things, or both.

      Och… He dragged his hands over his face. This wasn’t like him. He wasn’t a brooder. He was the life of the fucking party!

      As if on cue, the music began. The bass shook the warehouse’s dark, dusty floor, sending quakes up Colin’s body. The treble laced down his spine, out his limbs, all the way to his fingernails. Even his left knee, confined to the supportive brace he wore under his jeans, seemed to pulse with longing, saying GONNAE GET ME ON THAT FLOOR NOW.

      Aye, he had missed this. Five weeks of rehab, including eight days hobbling about on crutches, had filled him with so much pent-up energy, he thought he’d explode.

      The moment they reached an open space, he grabbed Siobhan’s and Katie’s hands. “C’mon, wee lassies, let’s show ’em how it’s done!”

      “No way!” Katie yanked on his arm. “What about your knee?”

      “My physio said bouncing and flexing is fine,” he shouted as he demonstrated. “Just no twisting.”

      She pointed two fingers at her eyes, then at him. “I’ll be watching.”

      Colin closed his eyes and let the music take control. Soon sweat poured in rivers down his neck and back, but the heat only amplified his euphoria. Besides, everyone else was just as soaked as he was, and no one cared.

      The only thing that mattered was This. Fucking. Moment. For one night, Glasgow’s youth was taking back this city from the invading tourists, making it theirs again. For one night, there was no tomorrow.

      When Colin opened his eyes, he found Andrew dancing beside him, eyes closed, arms raised, mouth slack in a smug-free smile. He was…so fucking beautiful.

      As if hearing Colin’s thoughts, Andrew opened his eyes and looked straight at him. They stopped dancing and just stared at each other, panting. Colin reached out and pushed Andrew’s black-framed glasses back up his nose. Andrew’s smile was so sweet and genuine, it almost made Colin feel they were the same.

      Almost.

      Colin swept a hand through his own sweaty hair and glanced past Andrew, up at the dancers atop a row of ten-foot-high storage containers. “Wow, check them.”

      Andrew turned to look, then kept turning until he spotted a second container stacked atop the row, twenty feet tall and currently empty. “Let’s go up there!”

      Colin grinned inside but shook his head. “It’s pretty high. Could be dangerous.”

      “No, it’ll be brilliant!” Andrew took his hand. “This floor’s suffocating. We’ll have loads of room up there.” He laced his fingers with Colin’s. “I promise I’ll keep you safe.”

      Colin took what he hoped seemed a reluctant breath, then tightened his grip. Got you, my wee butterfly. “Let’s do it.”

      As they made their way over, he thought about how most lads he dated tried to rein in his madness. This lad stoked it. Andrew would come to regret it one day soon—or rather, one minute soon.

      Colin scaled the lower container, aided by the dancers atop it, then turned to help Andrew. As he pulled him up, Colin saw the crowd on the floor start to point and cheer.

      Youse are about to get the best show yet. With a running start, Colin vaulted up to the higher container and grasped the top edge. His feet scrabbled against the side, using the metal contours to push him up. Thanks to the extra upper-body exercises he’d been doing during his knee rehab, he hoisted himself to the top in a flash.

      More cheers. The dancers on the level below helped Andrew scale the side of Colin’s container, then Colin pulled him all the way up.

      Andrew straightened to stand before Colin, and for a moment, it seemed they were alone in the crowd—alone in all the world.

      Then the music swelled, and Andrew began to dance with a sinuous grace the crowded dance floor hadn’t allowed. Colin joined in, mirroring Andrew’s motions. Though they didn’t touch, their hips moved in perfect sync.

      The chant began, with just a few people at first, but quickly spreading. Glow sticks of all colors waved in time to the single-word call, creating a dazzling, urgent rainbow.

      Andrew squinted at the crowd. “Are they telling us to die?” he asked Colin.

      “They’re saying ‘Dive.’” He put his hands together and swooped them down like a swimmer. “Dive.”

      Colin wished he’d had his phone ready to capture Andrew’s face as the horror took hold. But he’d remember that look for the rest of his life.

      “Crowd dive?” Andrew shrieked. “At a rave? From up here? Are you insane?”

      “Aye!” Before Andrew could stop him, Colin stepped to the edge, checking that the people below were ready. “See you in hell, mate!” Then he pulled his hands to his chest, bent his knees, and leapt.

      For one glorious moment, he was flying, arms and legs spread. Lights streaked past his eyes, and air seemed to rush through every cell of his body. A split second before he hit, he pulled his tongue back into his mouth so he wouldn’t bite it off.

      A mass of arms caught him, slippery with sweat. He thought they might drop him, but then they rebounded like a human trampoline, tossing him up into another weightless moment.

      “Turn me over!” he shouted. “On my back!”

      They managed it without dropping him, hands grasping, poking, wrenching his limbs. He looked up to see Andrew gaping down at him, hands to his mouth, eyes wide as vinyl LPs.

      “Dive!” he called up, knowing Andrew would never dare. “Dive! Dive!”

      The crowd took up the chant again, raising fists. A girl near Colin’s head asked, “Does that guy up there know what he’s doing?”

      Her friend gave a hooting laugh. “Who’s daft enough to crowd dive at a rave, other than Colin?”

      Nobody, he thought. I’m the bam. Nobody out-bams me.

      Andrew crouched near the edge of the container, probably looking for an easy way down. But there was none, save the awkward way he got up there. He’d have to admit defeat.

      The crowd’s excitement suddenly crested, and Colin was jostled so hard he couldn’t see.

      “The fuck’s that guy doing?” asked the lad supporting his shoulder. “He’ll get himself killed.”

      “Put me down!” Colin shouted. He was immediately dumped, and nearly fell on his arse, but managed to find his footing and stand straight.

      What he saw atop the container confused him at first. Why was Andrew’s head down but his legs…up?

      Oh no.

      Katie appeared at Colin’s side. “He’s doing a goddamn handstand dive. Make him stop!”

      He cupped his hands to his mouth and screamed, “Andrew, no! Gonnae no do that!” But his words were swamped by the crowd’s cheers and chants.

      Andrew’s legs were nearly vertical now, his back to the dance floor, the spotlight catching the white outsoles of his black high-top trainers.

      Oh fuck no.

      “I can’t watch.” Siobhan covered her eyes. “He’s gonnae die.”

      No no no no no NO.

      Frozen with terror, Colin could only stare. He is gonnae die, he thought, and it’ll be my fucking fault. His next thought, though, was My God, Andrew must have the most amazing abs.

      “Guess what, mate?” said the lad beside Colin, his phone raised to capture Andrew’s stunt. “You’ve just met your match.”
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      I should be facing the other way, Andrew thought as he straightened his legs to a perfect vertical. Then I could see if anyone plans to catch me.

      He considered putting his feet down so he could turn around, but that would ruin the effect. The crowd had caught Colin, and they would catch Andrew. He had to believe that.

      He held the handstand for two seconds…three…four…five…hearing the screams and music rise in volume. Then he flexed his arms and pushed.

      The world went suddenly silent.

      As he tipped over, Andrew snapped his body to bring himself into a flip. The warehouse spun around him, disorienting in its darkness. Against all his diving instincts, he spread his arms and legs, letting himself go limp. Now it was up to the masses—either they would catch him, or he would die.

      The landing was softer than water, yet still the air rushed from his lungs. His glasses flew from his nose and disappeared into the sea of bodies.

      Sound crashed into his ears all at once—cheers, music, laughter. As the arms lifted him high in a flying position once again, Andrew felt connected to everything and everybody.

      He had lived. He had won.

      As his feet were lowered to the floor, a familiar voice shrieked his name. Then Colin was there, grabbing his shoulders, face white with fear.

      “Andrew, you did it! You did it!” He shook him hard. “Why did you do it?”

      “I had to. Why did you do it?”

      “I’ve done it a million times. But never again, I swear.” Colin pulled him into a desperate hug. “God, I thought you were gonnae die. I’m so sorry. I didnae think you’d actually jump.”

      “Of course I jumped. I was captain of the diving squad at Fettes.” But you didn’t know that when you left me up there, you mad bastard.

      He wanted to kill Colin for making him risk his life, but also thank him for making him feel more alive than ever. Lacking the strength to do either, Andrew simply clutched him, feeling their chests heave together.

      As they let go, they were mobbed by the crowd, patting their backs and taking their picture. Andrew put a hand to his face, remembering what was missing. “My glasses.”

      “Gonnae no worry,” Colin said, leaning close. “You look nothing like a lord just now.”

      Andrew tried to say, “I’m not a real lord, it’s just a courtesy title,” but the words were lost in a wave of maniacal laughter. Colin started cackling too, a high-pitched hysteria that fed Andrew’s own.

      “All right, mates, show’s over.” The DJ’s voice crackled from the speakers. “Youse are here to dance, right? This is a rave, not Cirque du Fuckin’ Soleil.”

      The song’s melody shifted then, distracting the crowd, who finally parted for Colin and Andrew.

      After two steps toward the makeshift bar at the side of the warehouse,  Andrew’s legs turned to water. He stumbled into Colin, who looped a supportive arm around his waist.

      “All right?” he asked Andrew.

      “I’ll be fine. If we could possibly sit.”

      “There’s nae seats here.”

      “Floor will do nicely.”

      Colin helped him stumble to an empty space not far from the bar, where they sank down against another dusty storage container. Andrew’s brain swooped as though he were still airborne.

      “That was amazing!” Katie said as she and Danielle rushed toward them. The two girls dropped to their knees before Andrew and began mock-bowing.

      “You could’ve both died,” boomed Liam’s voice. The strapping ginger towered over them, arms crossed. Beside him, Robert matched his disapproving pose. Siobhan lurked in the background, pale and frightened, looking even more faint than Andrew felt.

      “What if you’d hurt your knee?” Robert asked Colin. “When Charlotte finds out, you’ll be off the team.”

      Andrew felt a pinch of regret. Though he’d never met the Warriors manager, he’d heard stories of Charlotte Atchison’s ruthless demand for player discipline.

      “How will she find out?” Colin lifted his arms. “Naebody uploads pictures at raves. It’s a rule. It’s how we stay secret.”

      “They’ll make an exception for Tom Daley here.” Liam pointed to Andrew, who felt amused at the comparison to the champion British diver. He’d have to ring Tom tomorrow and tell him. “Everybody was taking pictures and videos. By now they’re probably all up on Twitter and Instagram, conveniently geotagged so the police can find us.”

      “No, Colin’s right,” Danielle said. “People know to wait until they’re home to upload rave pics. They’re not stupid.”

      Liam sighed. “More than I can say for these two.”

      “Aw, get tae fuck,” Colin said, “and gonnae gies a drink while you’re at it?”

      “Get it yourself!”

      “I would, but I cannae walk the now.” Colin elbowed Andrew. “How about you, mate?”

      Andrew gazed at him. “I may never walk again.”

      This started them laughing like hyenas. Andrew’s adrenaline was beginning to ebb, leaving behind a delirium higher than any he’d ever felt from drink or drugs.

      When he could finally open his teary eyes, he saw the others had headed to the bar, all but Katie and Siobhan, who were standing several feet away. Katie was hugging her girlfriend, rubbing soothing circles on her back.

      “I don’t think Siobhan enjoyed our dives,” Colin said. “Heard she’s got a massive fear of heights.” He pressed his thigh against Andrew’s, aligning the rips in their jeans. “You completely outdid me, but I don’t care. That was amazing.”

      The hunger in his gaze stoked Andrew’s own. He started to reach for Colin, then realized his own hands were shaking. “My God, look at that.”

      Colin took one of Andrew’s hands and rubbed it between his own. “Your skin’s fucking Baltic, mate.”

      Andrew started shivering, despite the warehouse’s oppressive heat. “This happened after I bungee-jumped in New Zealand. The drop was something like”—he swallowed, his throat going dry—“I don’t know, five hundred meters.”

      “You fell half a kilometer? Off what?”

      “A bridge. It was…” He gazed at the edge of the storage container from which they’d just plummeted. “Not as thrilling as this.”

      Colin began to laugh again, this time a deep, burbling delight. He tugged Andrew’s hand to press it against his chest. It was still heaving, and so, so warm.

      God, I need you, Andrew thought. I need you now, while we’re still insane. He tucked his fingertips inside the collar of Colin’s ragged black T-shirt. “Come home with me.”

      Colin’s head jerked back, and his eyes turned guarded again. “I cannae leave my mates. We come together, we leave together. That’s how we all stay safe.”

      “You think I’ll hurt you?”

      “No,” Colin said, too quickly to be believable. “But you’ll keep me up late. I’ve my first full training session tomorrow with the Warriors.” He started rubbing his left arm, over the unicorn tattoo. “If I’m not at my best, Charlotte’ll think my knee’s worse than it is, and then it’ll set everything back, and I might not start the first match. I need to start, I need⁠—”

      “Okay. Okay.” Andrew pressed a finger to Colin’s lips. “We don’t have to go back to my flat.” It was a foolish idea, anyway, bringing home someone he barely knew. Too bad the hotels were chockablock with Commonwealth Games fans. “Perhaps we can find a place here to be alone.” He edged closer and put his mouth to Colin’s ear. “Long enough for me to suck you until you come down my throat.”

      “Och.” Colin leapt to his feet. Andrew watched him stride up to Katie and take her aside for a quick conference. She laughed at first, but then her face turned aghast. Then she shook her head, backing away. Colin pressed forward, cajoling.

      When he pointed to his knee, her shoulders finally slumped in defeat. With a quick word to Siobhan, Katie and Colin beckoned Andrew to follow.

      The three of them left the dance floor area and hurried toward the back of the warehouse, using their phones to light the way. Rows of storage containers formed narrow streets and narrower alleys, like a dystopian abandoned city. Passing small culs-de-sac, Andrew could hear noises of substance abuse and sex. One unfortunate couple was far too quiet, discovered only when he shone his light down the slim passage.

      “Fuck off!” the guy yelled, squinting into the beam, holding his bleary-eyed date’s skirt above her waist.

      “Dreadfully sorry.” Andrew moved on, continuing the search.

      Finally near the back entrance to the warehouse, they found a suitable alcove, between two towering metal storage containers emblazoned in Cyrillic with the name of a Russian company. Deliciously sordid, just the way Andrew liked it.

      “I’ll keep watch over there, and I’ll yell if someone’s coming.” Katie scowled. “If someone else is coming.” As she walked away, she said over her shoulder, “I like you, Lord Andrew, but you are not good for him.”

      I’m not good for anybody, he thought as he turned to Colin, who smirked and stepped back into the darkness.

      They found each other there, and clung, mouths locked in ferocious, famished kisses that sent earthquakes through Andrew’s body. As the techno music pounded around them, Colin’s strong hands crawled over Andrew’s back, then descended to cup his arse. Andrew ground against him, finding a long, thick hardness that matched his own.

      “I want to fuck you.” Colin gripped Andrew harder, lifting him onto his toes. “I won’t, but I want to.”

      “Me too. Maybe next time.”

      Colin let go of him with a scoff. “Aye, right, next time. I’ll never see you again after tonight.”

      Andrew wanted to protest, but it was true. On the whole, Colin’s friends weren’t fans of Andrew, and he hated to think what his own mates would say about a lad who lived on benefits and studied at GCU. Commoners were acceptable only if they were rich or famous—if they gave to food banks, not took from them.

      This was their last moment, and Andrew intended to make the most of it.

      He dropped to his knees and undid Colin’s belt, button, and zip, using only his hands to see in the pitch blackness. What they found made his mouth water.

      “Och…” Colin pushed his jeans and underwear over his hips. With one hand, Andrew pulled them down to his ankles, past the knee brace’s coarse material. His other hand stayed where it was, beginning with slow, confident strokes.

      He wanted to tease, wanted to bring Colin to the edge a thousand times so that his eventual orgasm would leave him a gibbering fool who would forever measure every blowjob against this one. But there was no time for teasing. It had to be quick.

      That didn’t mean it couldn’t be good.

      Steadying Colin’s cock with one hand, Andrew wrapped his lips around the base of the shaft and used his other hand to cup Colin’s balls. When Colin sighed in appreciation, Andrew moved down instead of up, dancing the tip of his tongue across the rough surface, finally drawing one thick sac into his mouth.

      “Fuck.” Colin shifted his weight, and there was the sound of nails scrabbling against metal as he searched for something to grasp. “That’s…oh God.”

      Andrew moaned, sending vibrations against Colin’s most sensitive territory. There was an answering whimper from above.

      Yes, you’re mine now. He was taking back the power Colin had stolen when he’d leapt off the edge of that storage container. The power that rightfully belonged to Andrew.

      As he savored the delicacy in his mouth, giving it every edge of his tongue, he continued to stroke Colin’s cock, slowly shifting its sheath up and down, feeling it stiffen further in his grasp. He ran his other hand over Colin’s taut, muscular thigh, imagining how it would feel between his own legs, nudging them apart, how it would strain and flex with each deep, quick thrust.

      Andrew’s own prick rebelled at the confines of his jeans, and though he usually showed more restraint in this situation, he couldn’t help reaching down to stroke himself. The slightest touch was torture, so he quickly undid his jeans to reach his throbbing erection.

      “Yeah,” Colin whispered at the sound of Andrew’s belt. “Touch yourself. I want to feel your mouth on me when you come. I want to feel it get as tight and hot as your arse.”

      My God, this lad…How could one encounter ever be enough?

      Releasing Colin’s ball with a soft pop, Andrew straightened up and angled the head of Colin’s cock against his mouth. Then he swept his tongue over his lips, making them soaking wet before moving forward to slide Colin inside.

      “Christ…” Colin slapped his hand against the storage container to Andrew’s left, making a hollow clang.

      Andrew put his tongue to work, sliding side to side over the ridge of Colin’s head. Both hands continued their steady stroking, one on Colin and one on himself.

      Colin’s hips began to rock, easing his cock in and out of Andrew’s mouth. Andrew imagined it stroking him inside, the bulging head passing over the nub of his prostate again and again. He imagined those pale-green eyes skewering his own, those tattooed arms lifting his legs up and apart, so high and so far that he’d be left helpless, with nothing to do but soar over the edge.

      Feeling pressure build at the base of his own shaft, Andrew pumped harder and faster. His mouth moved quicker too, gulping every inch. He drew in air around his tongue to make it wrap and vibrate around Colin’s cock.

      “Aye,” Colin cried, “just like that. More. Oh God…” He doubled over, and his whole body began to tremble as his knees buckled.

      Andrew groaned as he felt himself near the point of no return. So close, so close. He had to win this race. So close, so⁠—

      A metallic bang sounded behind him. Andrew froze, hoping something had fallen, that the noise had not been that of the warehouse’s back door slamming open.

      “Shit!” Katie’s strident American voice rang out. “Police! It’s a raid!”

      A bright white light shone into their tiny corridor. Colin jerked back as if to turn and run. From here on his knees, Andrew could see there was no way out but the way they’d entered.

      “Oh, lads,” said a gruff voice behind
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