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The engine roared in Cam’s ears as he sped down the narrow forest road on his Matchless G50. It was the middle of the night. The white beam from his motorcycle was his singular point of focus as it cut through the darkness—as though nothing existed outside of its illuminated sliver of reality. The wind buffeting against his helmet added an extra layer of sensory numbness.

On high alert, he navigated the tight bends and blind summits with speed and precision. Trees loomed out of shadows around sharp corners. A broken rail suggested a steep drop off to one side where another vehicle hadn’t been so lucky. He had to get there in time. He had to reach Lachlan.

A brief glimmer ahead made his heart lift. Starlight rippled over Loch Ness. For a fleeting moment he glimpsed the clear expanse of twinkling water as he crested a hill, then it dipped out of view as the road sent him hurtling downwards again. He was so close. He was going to make it.

A shadow stepped into the beam of his headlight.

Cam yelped, jerking sharply to the left. His wheels squealed over rough tarmac, swinging in a wide arc. He felt the back wheel sink and realised it was tipping over the sheer edge of the road.

‘Shit, shit, shit!’ he screamed, furiously gunning the throttle.

By some miracle of luck the tyre bit into the ground and rolled back up onto the asphalt. The bike shot forward. In the process, Cam overbalanced. He threw his arms instinctively over his head as he toppled off while the bike careened away without him. It crashed into a rocky outcrop and smacked down onto its side.

Gasping for breath, Cam yanked off his helmet. Blood pumped loud and fast in his ears, adrenaline still hammering his heart at a thousand miles an hour. Blinking spots from his eyes, he followed the beam of his bike’s headlamp to the point in the middle of the road where the shadow had appeared. A large shape lurked on the edge of the light.

‘Are you—Are you all right—?’ Cam wheezed, stumbling closer. He couldn’t make out the figure clearly. Was it a person? A deer?

Then, as if only having just taken notice of him, the shadow unfolded. With a creaking, shuffling sound of joints and flesh, it stretched seven feet into the air and rolled massive shoulders back into a dominating posture.

Cam’s blood froze. At the same time, his veins filled with fire.

The creature sniffed the air; a wet, snuffling sound.

Cam bit down hard on his tongue as magic threatened to burst over his flesh. His Scorched arm twitched with the urge to bring it forth, to pull molten fire out of his soul and hurl it at the monster in front of him.

The shadow seemed to look straight at him and grunt. Then it hunched its shoulders and slipped away from the light. Cam heard scuffling footsteps retreating into the night air.

He forced his boiling insides to calm down. Lachlan’s face rose in his mind’s eye like a soothing balm. His sunny smile and bright, happy eyes. Slowly, the flaming heat in Cam’s core ebbed away.

He tasted blood in his mouth. That had been close.

What the fuck was that?

He tentatively stepped to the edge of the light. There was no sign left of the creature. Perhaps the thing had gone back into the trees. It was definitely not human. Cam hoped he wouldn’t run into it again—although, with a sinking feeling of inevitability, he knew he’d have to investigate it.

Tomorrow, he promised. Or the day after. Lachlan first.

Scrubbing both hands through his hair, he assessed the damage to his bike. He knew instantly that it was fucked. The force of the impact had driven a chunk of sharp stone into the front tyre and—yep, a test of the ignition confirmed with a loud misfire—something crucial in the engine had been knocked loose, likely connected to the spark plugs. Not to mention the way the previously sleek black chassis was all scratched up. He’d need daylight, tools, and patience to repair the damage.

Cam looked from the bike to the dark road ahead and let out a long, low groan. He guessed he was still around twelve miles from The Lucky Teapot. Only another thirty minutes or so to reach on his bike, but a gruelling trek over steep hills on foot. He probably had the best part of a night’s walk in front of him.

Hauling the bike upright, Cam began to wheel it by foot. Balancing it with one hand while fumbling his phone with the other, he dialled Lachlan. It only rang twice before Lachlan answered.

‘Hey, Cam! What’s up?’

Lachlan’s bubbly voice lifted Cam’s bruised spirits by a mile. ‘Hey. I’m afraid I… I’m afraid I’m not going to make it.’ He winced at the moment’s silence on the end of the line.

‘What happened?’ Lachlan asked, voice laced with both worry and—even worse—resignation.

‘Work got in the way again,’ Cam muttered, not proud of the lie. But there was no way he was going to mention the creepy maybe-monster he’d nearly run into, much less that he’d crashed his bike. Lachlan would freak. Cam knew he already worried far too much about him while he was away; no need to pile on even more anxiety.

‘It’s nearly midnight,’ Lachlan replied, a touch forlornly.

‘I know. I’m sorry…’ An idea struck Cam. ‘But I think I can make it to you before dawn. How’d you feel about watching the sunrise together?’

A brief pause, in which he felt he could hear Lachlan smile. ‘I’d like that.’

‘Then we can still see in the New Year together. From the hill.’

‘Yes. That sounds lovely. Will you want breakfast? Of course you’ll want breakfast. I’ll make up a picnic.’

‘I look forward to it,’ Cam said, meaning it with every ounce of his soul. ‘I’ll see you soon.’

‘I hope so. See you soon, Cam.’

Cam tucked the phone away with mixed feelings. On the one hand, he was so happy to be heading home to Lachlan. On the other, he was devastated to have let him down again.

Home, he thought softly. I’ve started calling it home.

Although Lachlan had gotten used to his coming and going at short notice, Cam couldn’t seem to keep a date however hard he tried. There was always some last-minute, urgent call from his aunt with the next supernatural problem that needed fixing—usually an errant fairy ring or a matter of lost livestock. Christmas had been the biggest let-down so far. Cam had looked forward to spending the holiday holed up in the rooms above Lachlan’s cottage café, just the two of them hiding from the world for a while.

Of course, it didn’t work out like that.

The breeze began to pick up, rustling through the ominous, dark shapes of the trees that crowded over Cam’s head. The bike weighed heavy on his arms as he pushed it along.

He felt very alone.

He hoped it stayed that way. It would be so much worse if the shadowy monster decided to make another appearance.

With leaden legs, he wearily pushed on through the darkness.

* * *

The windows of The Lucky Teapot glowed a soft yellow in the pre-dawn twilight when Cam finally reached the top of Lachlan’s hill. He tucked his motorbike against the wall and stretched, trying to work the stiff ache out of his arms and shoulders from hours of steady pushing.

The front doors opened before he could grasp the handle and he was met by Lachlan’s radiant, beaming smile, followed by both arms as they were flung eagerly round his neck. Cam tipped his head down to intercept Lachlan’s smiling lips. The kiss was warm and slow.

They rarely needed words during their greetings, now. Cam had to leave so often, and so randomly, that it always felt like the long-awaited end to an endurance test, the relief of a weight that hung over them like a stone. Cam snaked his arms around Lachlan’s waist and squeezed him tight against his body. Lachlan cupped the back of Cam’s neck with one hand and trailed through his windswept hair with the other.

Cam breathed him in. Lachlan’s hair was still damp and he smelled of soap. He’d likely just washed off after sleeping in the loch for a while. The early hours of the morning tended to be his favoured time of day to take his mandatory dip.

The low throb of arousal under Cam’s biking leathers made itself known. Lachlan’s tongue sought a deeper purchase within his mouth, his hips chafing achingly against Cam’s. His fingers clenched a little too hard in his hair and Cam knew Lachlan was fighting with his own self-restraint. With his deep want and need to pull their bodies together.

The palest traces of pink began to infuse the lightening grey sky. Cam pulled back an inch from Lachlan’s lips and cocked his head toward the grass. ‘Still want to watch the dawn?’

Lachlan’s eyes softened, the fiery lust in them falling momentarily quiet. ‘I do.’ He jumped out of Cam’s arms, dashing into the café. ‘Blankets! One minute!’

Cam chuckled, watching him return with an armful of soft fleeces and a picnic hamper slung over one shoulder. They picked a comfortable spot on the hillside facing the imminent sunrise and spread one large tartan blanket over the dewy ground.

Burrowing under the rest of the covers together, Cam nestled snugly into Lachlan’s side, feeling content in a cocoon of warmth and happiness. A faint tinge of true blue was visible on the horizon. The first suggestion of the sun’s rays peeked over the next hill.

Cam tangled his fingers in Lachlan’s.

‘I’m sorry I didn’t make it,’ he whispered.

Lachlan nudged his shoulder. ‘You did make it.’ He squeezed Cam’s hand. ‘You’re here now.’

Cam’s voice caught in his throat as he stared into Lachlan’s eyes. Such patient, forgiving eyes. You’re too good for me.

Instead of saying it, Cam leaned in and kissed him again. No pulling back this time. Lachlan let out a pleased squeak as Cam pushed him down, the nest of blankets enveloping them both nicely. Cam trailed hot kisses over his pale neck, worked his chilled fingers under Lachlan’s shirt to caress his abs. He followed the curve of his stomach to his navel, entertained a split-second’s indecision whether to go up or down, and chose down.

Lachlan groaned as Cam delved beneath the waistband of his trousers. Cam twisted his wrist to clasp Lachlan’s cock in a tight grip and enjoyed the feel of it pulsing against his fingers as the length filled up and thickened in his fist.

Lachlan’s hands clutched at him, roaming under his heavy leathers, seeking the heat of his skin. Cam unzipped the jacket with his free hand to give him more access.

‘Keep it on,’ Lachlan breathed against his cheek, before kissing him hard again.

Cam grinned and pushed him back onto the ground. It was his turn to groan when Lachlan’s legs wrapped around his hips, insistently forcing his ass down and his dick to crush against his own hand between Lachlan’s legs. With Lachlan’s hands keeping his head locked into the kiss, all he could do was squirm as Lachlan bucked a slow rhythm underneath him.

His Scorched hand was slick with precum around Lachlan’s cock, and the knowledge made him ache for the same slippery friction around his own. He tugged at Lachlan’s waistband with his free hand, fighting between slow, unrelenting thrusts while those strong, athletic thighs still confined him.

‘F-uck,’ he rumbled when Lachlan reached to help him, arching his ass off the ground to pull the fabric off. The movement sent agonising sparks of need shooting through Cam with the crushing contact.

He felt some relief when his wrist was freed from Lachlan’s underwear. Cam manoeuvred it into a more comfortable position where he could stroke Lachlan’s cock upright against his belly instead.

Lachlan’s legs finally released him then, only to frantically shuffle his trousers the rest of the way off. The kiss was just as frantic, with Lachlan’s breath trembling against Cam’s lips during the briefest of partings.

Cam took the opportunity to reach for his own flies, giving a sigh of relief as his dick popped free from behind the stiff leather. He pushed down the top of his thermal underwear and noted with glee the hungry way Lachlan’s eyes flared when his cock came into view.

Lachlan kept his feet planted on the ground, knees bent either side of Cam’s hips, allowing him freedom of movement for the time being. Cam took full advantage and brought his dick to rest against Lachlan’s. Lachlan’s cock was a little smaller than his, a similar length but slightly slimmer.

Every time Cam saw it, he remembered covetously the way Lachlan had pounded it into him, fucking him so hard he nearly fainted—just the once, and never again since. Lachlan was too anxious about his own strength to top again; the bruises he’d left on Cam’s flesh after the last time had spooked the hell out of him.

Cam wrapped his fist around them both. Lachlan groaned in unison with him as their cockheads met, gliding against each other in a slippery sheen of precum. Cam gave a needy squeeze. Lachlan thrust up into his fist with another groan. Soon they were both moving, both breathlessly fucking Cam’s palm while the sky lightened around them.

The sight of their cocks sliding together, dipping in and out of view from the cage of his hand, had Cam teetering on the edge of orgasm too quickly. Even worse was when he glanced up at Lachlan’s face and was met by his intense, half-lidded gaze. Startling blue eyes watched Cam with fervid concentration, lips pink while Lachlan panted little clouds of steam into the cold air. Wisps of blonde hair danced against his flushed cheeks, framing his face like a sultry goddamn halo. God, he was beautiful.

Feeling rawness creeping into the friction between them, Cam quickly released his hand and shuffled down to dip his head, sucking Lachlan smoothly into his mouth.

‘Ohhh, C-Cam…’

Lachlan’s shaky moan sent another thrill through him, and Cam responded by sucking hard and deep for a few moments. When he was satisfied he’d slicked Lachlan up nicely, he ended with a final swirl of saliva around his cockhead and sat up. He squeezed a little more precum from his own dick with a few desperate strokes, then wrapped it tight against Lachlan’s once again. Lachlan bucked under the renewed contact and started rutting urgently into his hand. Cam groaned and followed suit, barely keeping pace.

He didn’t want this moment to end. He never wanted these moments to end. But even as Cam neared the point of no return, his chest clenched with longing. With the suspicion that he was fucking it all up, somehow. That this perfect moment wasn’t permanent, couldn’t be contained or replicated. That at some point it would all fall to pieces.

While he continued to pump his fist over their aching cocks, Cam roughly kissed Lachlan again, trying to convey, with the press of his lips and urgent plunge of his tongue, how much Lachlan meant to him.

Lachlan gasped under the attack but leant into it eagerly. His right hand jerked down and joined Cam’s, slender fingers hugging the base of their cocks tight, nuts pressing deliciously hard against each other underneath. Cam bit out a guttural moan into Lachlan’s mouth, his hips bucking involuntarily under Lachlan’s unthinkingly too-tight grip.

Before he could gasp a warning, the orgasm shuddered through him. His cock kicked in their hands, shooting thick ropes of cum over Lachlan’s stomach. Lachlan shivered beneath him and began thrusting faster, more feverishly. The friction tormented the tip of Cam’s tender cock but he held on, still doing his best to kiss the life out of Lachlan, until he felt Lachlan’s cock jerk and a stream of hot fluid fountained over his knuckles.

Cam finally broke the kiss, panting raggedly and grinning as he looked down at his cum-covered hand. Lachlan’s legs fell open wider, his own hand dropping to his side, as he directed a lazy, spent smile up at Cam. ‘Happy New Year,’ Lachlan murmured, eyes twinkling.

He turned his face to greet the sun emerging over the craggy horizon. Cam lay gently on top of him and pressed his cheek to Lachlan’s, sharing the view. Their skin was clammy with sweat and steam rose from their bodies where the blankets had fallen away. Now that they were motionless, the cold began to creep in.

Cam sat up hurriedly and stripped off his jacket and the thermal top underneath, using the latter to clean himself and wipe down Lachlan’s stomach. The skin on his arms and chest tingled in the numbing cold, and it was with blatant relief that he sank back underneath the blankets, huddling against Lachlan’s back. Lachlan tipped his head up, nestling in the warm crook under his chin, while Cam wrapped an arm firmly around his waist.

Cam knew they couldn’t stay like this forever. The biting cold would eventually seep through the blankets, and the one beneath them was already getting damp with dew. But Cam would hold onto it for as long as he could. He’d hold onto Lachlan for as long as he could.

Basking in the heat of their entwined bodies and the cloak of an equally warm and companionable silence, together they watched the sun rise.








  
  
  Chapter Two

  
  




‘Has it been quiet since Christmas?’ Cam asked Lachlan after they’d gathered their things and decamped indoors. The contents of the picnic hamper were spread between them on a table in The Lucky Teapot, an assortment of sweet drop scones and a couple of giant scotch eggs nearly as big as Cam’s fist, along with various oatcakes, cheeses and chutneys.

Lachlan spread raspberry jam over a slice of toast. ‘Not terribly. The week between Christmas and New Year is actually quite lively. A lot of people come up here for their Boxing Day walk, and some of the older folks don’t have anyone to spend the time with, so they come here instead. They know I’ll be open, come rain or shine.’

‘Are you opening today?’

Mischief fluttered over Lachlan’s lips. ‘Closed, for a special occasion.’

‘And what occasion’s that?’ Cam grinned, watching the way Lachlan’s tongue flicked out to swipe raspberry jam from his lips.

‘I thought we’d spend the day in bed. Or out of it, if you prefer the rug.’

Cam’s grin widened. He reached across to clasp Lachlan’s free hand. ‘Love it. But how about we take a walk, too? Maybe through the woods.’

Lachlan paused, toast held midway to his mouth. ‘A walk?’ He seemed to be assessing the idea, for some reason unsure of it.

They didn’t usually have much free time to spend with each other doing normal ‘couple’ things. The Lucky











* * *
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