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To my lustful fans, whose hunger has carried me further than I ever imagined.
This book is yours as much as it is mine.
Thank you for every whisper, every cheer, every indulgent moment you’ve given me along the way.

Enjoy what follows.
I love you all.
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Introduction


Desire is not tidy. It does not sit still. It rushes, it burns, it coils around the body until it spills into words. For as long as I have been writing, I have been following that rush. What you hold in your hands now is the first season of Thirst, thirteen long stories bound by nothing except hunger, gaze, and the dangerous way two or more people collide when there is no room left for restraint.

I write these stories as if each one were a confession. They are not polite. They are not asking for permission. They are written to be devoured. Every scene begins with a glance, or a hand, or the tremor of silence before a mouth opens. What follows is not simply sex but the theatre of it, the ritual of bodies discovering what they can endure and what they can become when touched in the right light.

The men who live in these pages are not heroes in shining armour. They are strangers on rooftops, racers in the pit heat of the track, captains at sea, drifters who lean too close, artists who pose too long, lovers who let themselves be watched when they should have walked away. They are flawed, aching, often desperate, but never without the spark of beauty that desire gives them. To want is to be alive. To give in is to be changed.


Thirst is not a collection of neat encounters. It is a season of longing. Every story asks the same question in a different voice: what happens when we allow ourselves to be caught? Sometimes the answer is ruin. Sometimes it is tenderness. More often it is both, layered together until it is impossible to tell which is which. That edge is where I write best.


These stories were written to be read in the dark, with the door shut and the body restless. They were written to remind you that heat can be beautiful, that surrender can be art, that shame can be repurposed into something almost holy. They are long enough to let you linger, short enough to leave you hungry for the next.

So take them. Take them slowly if you must, or all at once if you cannot resist. Let them press into you, whisper into you, carve their lines along your ribs. Let them remind you that thirst is not a weakness. It is proof of your body’s insistence on living.

This is only the beginning.

Rowan Thornwell


Salt on His Skin


The sea was a breathless blue. Wide as silence, ancient as want. Cassian stood at the edge of his deck barefoot, one hand curled around a tumbler of water left to sweat in the heat. The yacht drifted slow, the engine quieted to a lull, rocking gently on the swell like something half-asleep. He hadn’t spoken aloud in days. Not since docking off Mykonos, letting the crew disembark for the week. Just him now, the sea, the endless lapping hush against the hull.

It was the way he liked it. No noise. No eyes. Just sun on his shoulders and the kind of stillness you could vanish into.

Until the sound.

Soft, nearly nothing, like breath where no breath should be. A shift of shadow near the helm stairs. Cassian turned his head slowly, one foot pressing against the teak to steady himself. Silence again.

His thumb slid along the rim of the glass. A bird circled overhead, dipping once before disappearing behind a salt-bitten sail.

He moved. Not rushed, not loud. Just deliberate. Down into the cool of the lower deck, where food and towels were stored, where the boards still smelled like the last storm. One hand brushed along the wall as his eyes adjusted.

There. A tarp curled up in the corner like something slept under it.

His body went still. That former military tension reawakened, spine pulling taut, every inch of him alert and hard with focus.

He stepped closer. No weapon. No alarm. Just instinct and the sharp ache of curiosity.

He drew back the canvas slowly.

And found him.

A young man. Maybe twenty. Bronze as the deck, chest rising fast, lips parted around shallow breaths. Naked, limbs long and coiled, curls damp and matted to his forehead. His eyes opened the moment the light touched his face.

And Cassian froze.

Not because of the audacity. Not even the danger.

But because the boy didn’t look afraid. He looked... relieved.

Like he'd finally been seen.

Salt shimmered on his skin. His legs glistened like they’d just risen from the sea. And he lay there, completely bared, as if being discovered had been the goal all along.

Cassian said nothing.

He just watched as the boy slowly sat up, stretching as though waking in his own bed. Their gazes locked. A slow, feline smirk curled across those sun-chapped lips.

“Hello, Captain.”

Cassian’s mouth went dry. The sea outside kept breathing, but something inside him had stopped.


The word Captain hung in the air like a hook.


Cassian’s jaw stayed tight, his body unmoving, even as his eyes swept over the trespasser. The boy sat with one knee bent, the other draped carelessly aside, utterly unashamed. His skin was slick with salt, flecked with sand, gleaming in the low gold light that filtered through the porthole. Muscles lean, cut like something chiselled, but soft where it mattered.

His gaze was worse. That gaze was steady, bold, unflinching. He looked up like he’d already won, and Cassian hated how it twisted something low in his belly.

“How long have you been aboard?” Cassian’s voice came low, cold, cut from years of command.

The boy tilted his head, curls falling across one brow. “Since Rhodes.”

That was two nights ago. Cassian hadn’t even heard him. No footsteps. No creak in the night. Just this... silence made flesh.


He stepped back half a pace, trying to summon the part of him that should be angry, should be outraged, should be calling for port authority. Instead, he found himself memorizing the way the boy’s chest rose with each breath, how his fingers dragged across the teak as if savouring the texture.


“You’re trespassing,” Cassian said, finally.

The boy shrugged. “I knocked. No one answered.”

That smirk again. It should have been intolerable. Instead, it was magnetic.


Cassian’s eyes fell for a moment, to the hips, the relaxed swing of his legs, the audacious throb of his cock resting against one thigh. The boy didn’t shift to cover himself. Didn’t flinch. He wanted to be seen.


Cassian’s throat tightened. Heat climbed under his collarbone, pricking at the back of his neck like sunstroke.

He forced himself to look back at the boy’s face. “You’re either incredibly stupid or very sure of yourself.”

“Not stupid,” the boy said, stretching lazily. “And sure enough to know you wouldn’t throw me overboard. Not yet.”

Cassian stepped forward, just once. Closing the space between them. Close enough now to smell him, salt and skin and something almost sweet.

“Name,” Cassian demanded.

“Luca.”

That same look. Daring. Drenched in it.


Cassian studied him. There was no tremble, no panic, not even the flicker of a lie in those sea-glass eyes. Just presence. As if Luca had chosen this moment long before it arrived.



His hands twitched. Not to strike. To touch.


“I should restrain you. Turn you in at the next port.”

“You could,” Luca murmured. “Or you could ask me why I’m here.”

Cassian stared. The silence grew heavy.

Then Luca added, “You don’t really want to be alone, do you?”

The words hit like a wave. Sharp. Salty. True.

Cassian turned without another word and climbed the stairs back into the light. He didn’t slam the hatch behind him. Didn’t lock it. Just left it open.

An invitation.

The sun was beginning to fall, slow and syrupy, thickening the light across the deck.

Cassian leaned against the railing, arms folded, watching the horizon blur into something molten. The glass in his hand had gone warm, forgotten. Somewhere beneath the teak and brass, he could still feel that pulse. That gaze. Luca’s breath, still echoing in his body like the aftermath of a wave crashing.

He hadn’t locked the hatch. He hadn’t given an order. He hadn’t turned the boy in.

And that, he knew, meant something.

Footsteps behind him, barefoot, light, deliberate.

He didn’t turn.

“You’re not wearing the towel I left.”

“I don’t like hiding.”

Cassian exhaled through his nose, slow, measured. The sun caught on the glass, painting amber onto his wrist. He could feel Luca’s presence just to his left now, heat humming off that bronze skin, bare feet padding closer.

“You’re taking a risk.”

Luca stopped beside him, close enough that their arms nearly touched.

“So are you.”

Cassian finally turned his head. Luca’s face was turned toward the sea, the corners of his mouth kissed by some secret only he knew. His lashes caught the light. His chest moved in easy rhythm. But his fingers gripped the railing tight.

He was calmer than Cassian felt. Or at least he pretended to be.

Cassian stared, letting his eyes trace the arc of collarbone, the faint freckles dotting his shoulder. “You’re not the first to try to use me.”

Luca met his eyes then, slowly. “I’m not using you.”

“Then what do you want?”

The boy didn’t answer right away. The wind played with the curls at his temple.

“I wanted to feel what it’s like,” he said eventually.

Cassian narrowed his eyes. “What what’s like?”

“Being caught.”

Cassian’s pulse throbbed in his throat. It shouldn’t have aroused him. Should have chilled him. But instead, it curled around his spine like fire.

“I could still turn this boat around.”

“You could,” Luca murmured. “But you haven’t.”

They stood in silence. The sky burned orange behind them. A gull cried somewhere overhead.

Then, soft as a confession, Luca added, “I don’t think you want to be captain tonight.”

Cassian’s hand flexed on the railing. The words hung there. Heavy. Unbearable. True.

He turned fully now, facing the boy. Luca looked up at him, chin lifted just enough to challenge.

“Then what do you want me to be?” Cassian asked, low and dark.

Luca didn’t flinch. “The reason I beg.”

Cassian exhaled. Ragged. And the wind off the sea was no longer cool.

He stepped in. One breath closer. One inch too close. Their chests didn’t touch, but the tension thrummed between them like rigging before a storm.

Cassian reached for the towel he’d left draped on the railing. He lifted it. And instead of wrapping it around the boy, he threw it into the sea.

Luca smiled.

The towel drifted, white and weightless, on the swell. Cassian didn’t watch it sink.

He was watching Luca instead.

The boy was still smiling, but quieter now. Like a flame tested by wind. His body was radiant in the dying sun, shoulders burnished gold, hipbones sharp as the line of the horizon. That damnable confidence had softened, just a touch, into something more dangerous. Want.

Cassian’s hand lifted. Not to touch, not yet. Just to hover. Fingers a breath from Luca’s chest, feeling the radiant heat between them like a shared secret.

“You could have come dressed,” he said, voice velveted with warning.

Luca’s breath caught. “Would that have worked?”

Cassian didn’t answer. He was tracing, invisibly, the path between collarbone and sternum, a map of salt-slick skin he hadn’t yet claimed. He could see every rise of Luca’s breath, every shift of the throat beneath that bronzed neck. The boy stood still for once, no teasing, no performance. Just waiting.

And that made it worse.

Cassian leaned in, just enough to feel the whisper of heat between their mouths. His hand finally landed, palm flat against the boy’s chest, steady, anchoring.


Luca gasped softly. Not from shock, but from approval.


Cassian felt the echo of that gasp in his own ribs.

“You’re not afraid of me,” he murmured.

Luca’s eyes fluttered. “Not yet.”

Cassian’s hand slipped down, dragging slowly across the chest, the ribs, the low edge of belly where tension bloomed like fire. His thumb brushed the line of Luca’s hip, bare, sun-warmed, velveted in fine hair and the sheen of salt.

Still, Luca didn’t move.

But his mouth had parted.

Cassian stepped around him, deliberately slow, his palm grazing along the curve of Luca’s back as he passed. His fingers splayed at the boy’s waist, steadying him. Luca’s head tilted, lashes lowered.

“You haven’t earned softness,” Cassian whispered against his ear.

Luca shivered.

Cassian walked away, just enough to keep space between them. The last sliver of sun dipped beneath the sea, painting the deck in rose and blood.

“Come inside,” Cassian said.

It wasn’t a question.

Luca followed without hesitation.

They moved below deck, into that cool, dim world of teak and glass, the scent of citrus polish and sea. Cassian didn’t turn on the lights. He didn’t need to.

He poured two fingers of scotch into a tumbler, slid it onto the table. Luca approached it like it was a test. The amber caught on his lips as he drank, fire and honey slipping down his throat.

Cassian watched every swallow.

Then, slowly, he moved behind him. One hand rose to the nape of Luca’s neck, fingers threading into salt-stiff curls.

“You’re still here,” he said.

Luca nodded once.

“I don’t offer warmth. Or kindness.”

The boy’s voice was a hush. “I didn’t come for warmth.”


Cassian’s thumb traced the edge of his jaw. Skin flushed. Breathing fast. The boy wasn’t trembling, but he was ready.


The first brush of Cassian’s mouth against Luca’s neck wasn’t a kiss.

It was a claim.

Luca didn’t move, but the breath that escaped him was a surrender.


Cassian’s mouth lingered at his throat, not soft, not cruel—just there. The press of his lips a question written in salt and control. His hand slid up from the nape of Luca’s neck to his jaw, tilting his head further, exposing the slender line of his throat like an offering.


The boy exhaled again, shakier now.


Cassian’s other hand settled at Luca’s hip, possessive without pressure. Just enough to say mine without needing to speak it.


“You came to be caught,” Cassian whispered against the skin. “But you didn’t ask what happens once I do.”

Luca’s throat worked around a swallow.

“I don’t need to ask,” he said.

Cassian’s teeth grazed lightly over the curve where shoulder met neck. Not a bite. A threat. And Luca moaned—low, involuntary, like a sound dragged from deep within.

The tension between them spiked, electric. It crackled in the air, thick with sweat and salt and something unnameable.

Cassian pulled back just enough to meet Luca’s eyes. He was searching, measuring, testing the edges of permission.

Luca nodded once, slow. Breathless.

“Yes.”

That word was everything.

Cassian moved with sudden purpose, guiding Luca back until his thighs brushed the edge of the bed built into the hull. He pressed gently until the boy sat, legs spread just enough to speak fluency in hunger.

The dim light kissed every inch of him, skin flushed, chest rising fast, lips parted and wet. His hands fisted in the soft throw at his sides, like he didn’t trust them not to reach for more.

Cassian stood over him, unhurried. Unbuttoning his shirt one click at a time. The shadows played along his chest, catching in the dark dusting of hair, the flex of muscle, the faint silver of an old scar.

Luca watched like he was starving. Every inch of Cassian revealed seemed to feed him.

“You want this?” Cassian asked again, voice low as the hull creak beneath them.


“I want you,” Luca said.



The answer wasn’t just bold. It was honest.


Cassian’s hands moved to the boy’s knees, thumbs circling slow. He pressed them apart. Not much. Just enough. The cool air kissed between Luca’s thighs, and he shivered, not from cold, but anticipation.

Cassian leaned down, so close his breath fanned across Luca’s lips.

“I’ll ask once more,” he murmured. “Because once I start—”

Luca’s voice broke through the silence, desperate now. “Please.”

Cassian smiled. Sharp. Hungry.

He knelt.

Cassian took his time.

He knelt like a storm receding, all that power quieted into reverence. His hands traced along Luca’s knees first, thumbs pressing soft circles into salt-slick skin. Then up, slow, insistent, following the inner thighs, coaxing them open with nothing but touch.

Luca shivered. His breath hitched as Cassian leaned in, mouth brushing the tender skin near the crease of his hip. Not the centre. Not yet. Just the edge. A kiss, then a tongue, then teeth… A series of small devastations.

Cassian's voice was gravel, a whisper against skin. “You taste like sun.”

Luca moaned, head falling back, one hand fisting in the sheets. Cassian watched him from below, eyes dark, lips parting over skin like a man starved.

He moved slowly, deliberately. His tongue traced the line where thigh met pelvis, licking up the salt left from Luca’s hours in hiding. Then across the belly, dipping into the hollow where breath trembled. He pressed a kiss just above the base of Luca’s cock, watching it twitch with need.

Still, he did not take him in.

Instead, he mouthed lower, nuzzling the heavy weight of him, tongue flicking beneath, slow and sure. Luca gasped, hips bucking, but Cassian held him down with one strong arm, palm pressing into his stomach, anchoring him.

Then, lower still.

Cassian lifted Luca’s legs, guiding them over his shoulders with unspoken authority. Luca’s breath stuttered, a flush blooming across his chest, his thighs. Vulnerable now. Spread open and waiting.

Cassian kissed the inside of one thigh. Then the other. Then, slowly, luxuriously, he lowered his mouth to the place no one had ever worshipped quite like this.

Luca’s cry was soft, incredulous.

Cassian's tongue was firm and wet and devastating. He licked slowly at first, teasing around the edge, tasting. Then deeper, delving with increasing rhythm, steady and unrelenting. He gripped Luca’s thighs to hold him still, his own moans muffled in the mess of it.

The sounds were slick, soaked, indecent.

Luca writhed, panting, whimpering, biting his fist to muffle the broken pleas falling from his lips.

Cassian didn’t stop.

He devoured him.


Not just with mouth, but intention, with every flick of his tongue, every slow grind of his face against that soft, secret place. As if this boy had broken into his yacht for this, to be undone, to be eaten in the most carnal sense. To be worshipped until he came apart.


And Luca was coming undone.

Faster now. Fragile. Fingernails scraping at the wall. A desperate, beautiful mess.

Cassian growled into him, holding tight.

He was going to finish him without a single touch to his cock.

Luca lay back, flushed and ruined, but still watching.

Cassian stood over him, broad and bronzed in the low cabin light. Shirtless, his chest was carved, firm, furred, glinting with sweat. Scars crossed the planes of his body like stories untold. There was something brutal in his stillness. The discipline of a man who had commanded ships, storms, men. And now, him.

Luca’s eyes drank him in, shoulders like stone, arms thick with the kind of strength that came from years of holding steady against chaos. His chest rose slow, powerful, each breath a pulse of tension.

But it was his cock that held Luca’s gaze.

Thick. Veined. Wet at the tip. He'd tasted nothing yet, but already it felt familiar. Like something he'd dreamed about, every night he slept stowed in shadows beneath the deck.

Cassian saw the hunger in his eyes and stepped forward, guiding himself with one hand.

“You took me into your mouth in your mind first, didn’t you?”

Luca nodded.

“Then earn it.”

Luca rose to his knees on the bed. His hands cupped the weight of Cassian’s cock, reverent, awed. He looked up once, those sea-glass eyes wide, pupils blown—then opened his mouth and took him in.

Cassian hissed.

Luca was greedy.

He took him deep from the start, lips tight, tongue working the underside as if he could taste everything Cassian had ever done, every order given, every war waged, every lonely night at sea. His hands gripped Cassian’s thighs, trying to hold steady as his mouth worked faster, filthier.

Cassian looked down, jaw tight, watching himself disappear into the boy’s mouth over and over. His hand threaded into Luca’s curls, tightening as the pace quickened. But he didn’t thrust. Not yet.

“Good,” he growled. “Show me what you begged for.”


Luca moaned around him, hollowing his cheeks, choking just a little on the next thrust. He didn’t pull away. He dived.


Cassian’s head tipped back, muscles flaring across his abdomen as he finally gave a slow roll of his hips into that welcoming heat.

“Fuck... you were made for this.”

Luca looked up, eyes glassy, spit slicking his lips and chin.

He didn’t stop.

He swallowed him whole.

Cassian’s hand twisted tight in Luca’s hair as he pulled free with a gasp, spit dripping from Luca’s chin to his chest. They were both heaving, one with restraint, the other with desperate need.

Cassian yanked him up with a single motion, bodies colliding, mouths crashing together for the first time. It wasn’t sweet. It wasn’t tender.

It was a claim.

Luca opened for him with a shuddering breath, tasting himself on Cassian’s tongue, clutching at his shoulders as the bigger man pushed him back down against the bed. The sheets were warm, soaked with sweat and want, and Luca’s legs spread on instinct, guided apart by hands that knew how to break men open.


Cassian didn't fumble. He moved with the certainty of a man who knew what a body could take. He slicked his fingers in the mess Luca had left across his own stomach and reached down, pressing one finger inside without hesitation.


Luca arched, breath caught.

"Already soft," Cassian growled. "Already begging."

A second finger followed, scissoring, stretching. Luca whimpered, clawing at the bedding, the stretch perfect, the burn addictive.

“You’re going to take all of me,” Cassian murmured. “Every inch. No running.”


“God, please,” Luca sobbed.


Cassian lined himself up.

And pressed in.

It was slow. Deliberate. Ruinous.

Luca cried out, body trembling as that thick cock filled him inch by inch, until he was shaking, until his voice broke on Cassian’s name.


Cassian leaned over him, hand at his throat, not choking, just holding. Just owning.


“You feel that?” he whispered.

Luca nodded, tears caught in his lashes. “So deep...”

Cassian began to move.

Long, hard strokes, dragging out before slamming back in. The bed groaned beneath them. Luca moaned louder, broken, fucked into the mattress like he was being unmade.

Cassian didn’t slow. He grunted with effort, hips snapping harder now, sweat dripping from his temple to Luca’s chest.

“You wanted to be caught?” he panted. “This is what that costs.”


Luca cried out again, arms flung above his head, fingers clutching at the wall. His body was trembling, opening, offering.


Cassian reached down, gripped Luca’s jaw, kissed him again, hard and wet and claiming, then fucked him deeper, harder, until Luca screamed into his mouth.

It wasn’t enough.

Cassian pulled out.

“On the deck,” he growled. “Now.”

Luca stumbled onto the deck, legs shaking, still glistening from the heat of the cabin. The air outside slapped his skin, cooler now, dusk bleeding across the sky, painting the world in indigo and fire. His breath came in ragged pulls. His thighs slick. His body open.

Cassian followed, cock in hand, eyes molten with hunger. He crossed the deck with the grace of a predator, the yacht rocking gently beneath them as if the sea itself was holding its breath.

“Hands on the rail,” he ordered.

Luca obeyed without a word.

The metal was cold under his palms, the edge of the yacht biting into his hips. His back arched, offering himself again, wind curling through his damp hair. He looked over one shoulder, and what he saw stole the breath from his lungs.


Cassian in the dusk light, naked, proud, cock hard and gleaming with slick, was devastation.


He stepped behind Luca, one hand gripping the boy’s hip, the other sliding down to stroke his entrance with practiced care. The stretch was nothing now. Just a kiss. Just a memory.

Cassian slid back in with a groan.

Luca’s eyes rolled back.

The ocean spread around them, limitless, salt in the wind and blood in his ears. Cassian fucked him slowly at first, deep strokes that knocked the breath from his lungs, each thrust pressing him against the rail, metal bruising his thighs.

Then faster.

Harder.

Relentless.

Luca cried out with every impact, the sound swallowed by the sea. Waves slapped the hull. The yacht rocked harder beneath them. His cock bounced against the rail, untouched, leaking.

Cassian’s grip tightened. One hand at Luca’s chest now, the other slipping around to stroke him in rhythm.

“You feel that?” Cassian panted. “The sea watching. The sky burning. You’re mine out here. No one to stop me.”

Luca gasped, nodding, trying to hold on.

“I want you to come,” Cassian growled. “I want you to come on my cock while the whole fucking world watches.”

Luca shattered.

He came hard, moaning into the wind, his cum streaking across the teak. His knees buckled, but Cassian held him up, still thrusting, using him, chasing his own edge.

Moments later, with a ragged cry, Cassian came deep, body locking, cock pulsing inside him.

They stayed like that, fused at the hip, breath mingling, dusk curling around them like a blanket.

Cassian didn’t pull out.

Not yet.

The sea was near black now, stars beginning to pierce through the veil above.

Cassian stayed inside him for long minutes, not moving, just breathing. His hands, once harsh, commanding, now traced soft, absent lines along Luca’s stomach, his ribs, the sharp angle of his hips. He didn’t speak. Didn’t need to.

Luca leaned back against his chest, spent and trembling, lips parted to the air. The breeze licked sweat from his skin. His body felt hollowed out, filled up, remade.

Cassian finally slipped free, and they both inhaled.

Luca turned in his arms slowly, unsure if the permission held. But Cassian let him. Guided him. Drew him close again, bare chest to bare chest, resting his forehead against Luca’s.


“You still haven’t told me why,” he murmured. His voice was quieter now. Not soft. But stripped.


Luca’s eyes stayed closed. “Because no one ever looked at me like you might break me.”

Cassian exhaled, jaw tensing.

“You wanted to be broken?”


“No.” A pause. “I wanted to be held after.”


Cassian didn’t respond. But his hand moved—curling around the back of Luca’s neck, steady, anchoring.

And then they stood there together, nude and silent, nothing but ocean around them. The rail gleamed slick with sweat and salt. The yacht creaked beneath their feet like it, too, was trying to catch its breath.

“I should take you back,” Cassian said at last.

Luca didn’t open his eyes. “But you won’t.”

Cassian kissed him then. Not to claim. Not to conquer.


But to stay.


Morning shimmered like silk over the water.

The yacht floated quiet, sun caught in the gentle ripple of the sea. Cassian stood at the bow, a mug of bitter coffee in hand, the breeze tugging at the loose drawstring of his pants. His body ached, not with strain, but satisfaction. The kind that rewrites how silence feels.

Behind him, footsteps. Bare. Careful.

Luca emerged shirtless, skin flushed gold from sex and sleep, curls still damp from the quick rinse below deck. He didn’t speak. Just padded across the deck and took the mug from Cassian’s hand, sipping it as if it had always been his.

Cassian didn’t stop him.

Luca leaned against the rail, eyes scanning the endless blue. “Where are we?”

“Somewhere off the Peloponnese.”

“Far from shore?”

Cassian nodded.

Luca’s gaze cut to him, sly. “So if I asked you to keep going...”

Cassian tilted his head.

“Past Greece. Into open water. Toward nothing.”

“And what would you give me for that?”

Luca grinned, stepping close, placing the mug back in Cassian’s hand.

“Everything.”

Cassian studied him.

Then reached for the throttle.

The yacht rumbled to life beneath them, turning its silver bow eastward, toward open water.

Luca laughed, low and breathless, wrapping his arms around Cassian from behind.

“Next time,” he whispered, “I want to be tied.”

Cassian didn’t smile.

But his grip on the wheel tightened.
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Only the Sky Watched


The city was cooling beneath him. Eli leaned against the chipped ledge, his camera bag forgotten at his feet, the sun melting down behind brutalist rooftops. Copper and bruised lavender streaked across the sky, and every chimney, every antenna, every window seemed to hold its breath.


He’d come up here for the view. The guidebook had said secret roof, and he’d followed the spiralling stairwell past a rusted maintenance sign, pushed a door that clicked shut behind him... and didn’t open again.


Locked.

But it didn’t scare him. Not really. The air was warm on his skin. The stone still held the day's heat. And the thrill of being suspended above the city with no clear way down was more delicious than dangerous.

He hadn’t even noticed the other presence at first.

Not until the cigarette sparked in the shadows.

Not until that deep voice said, “You like to be above it all.”

Eli turned.

The man stood half in shadow, bare-chested beneath an unfastened shirt, loose pants slung low on his hips. His jaw was dusted with stubble. His hair wild like it had been raked back by impatient hands. Or wind. Or both.

“I didn’t hear you come up,” Eli said. His voice sounded smaller than usual. Breathy.

The man stepped closer, just enough for the light to kiss the edge of his collarbone.
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