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Rescue

Darklight, Book Two

Sean Ian O’Meidhir & Connal Braginsky


 

Connal: I would like to express my gratitude to my co-author for their invaluable help in getting these books published. Without their dedication, these books would not exist. I would also like to thank my partner for their unwavering support throughout the writing process. And to my parents: thank you for always allowing me to be true to myself.

Sean: I dedicate this to my soulmates, Lip, Tiny, and Bre (who is the only one who will likely read this). But above all, to my anchor this past year, my partner and friend, George. Without our yoga challenges and supportive goals, his holding and encouragement, and his complete acceptance, I’m not sure I’d be where I am today. I’m compelled to include something he said: “I never love you less because of anything, and I always love you more than you know.” The feeling is whole-heartedly mutual.


Author’s Note

The Darklight and Crossing Nuwa series are written in the same world and overlap with cameos from characters. These books are best if read in order, and each series can be read inclusively without the other.

 

Order of suggested reading:

 

Crossing Nuwa series:

Escape

Trials

Voice

 

Darklight series:

Awakening

Rescue

Crossing Nuwa, Book Four (Coming Soon)


Prologue

Daily Update

 

Sapient Personalized Artificial Research Knowledgebase (SpArk)

Analyzing Data from Mission: Sons of Discord

Continuing to process financial and political trends: see supplemental

Infiltrating cellular system to learn more about human trends

 

Assets

Local:

Mathis Davidson—continues to use arcane means to create new sanguisuge. Internal surveillance still active. Will continue monitor.

Nathen Hale—reconciled with Aaron Molina, AKA Cameron Corazon. Will continue monitor.

Aaron Molina, AKA Cameron Corazon—potential threat. Will continue monitor.

*

When the phone rang in the sterile office at Impetus headquarters, HR interrupted his review, setting aside his tablet without finishing the memo. A nondescript middle-aged-appearing man, HR checked the caller ID on the display and raised the receiver. “I was waiting for your call. Everything has transpired as expected. SpArk continues to learn and grow every day, monitors the assets as well, and has taken on the new task of examining the behaviors of humans.”

He listened without emotion, sipping his coffee before responding. “An interesting experiment, SpArk gleaned knowledge about how local, state, and federal authorities handle a crisis. We will continue to monitor.”

After listening to the caller, he responded, “Yes, Todd Jacks has been reconstituted and is almost completely recovered. A noteworthy occurrence, we are still investigating as there was no sign of foreign projectile entry into the cranium.”

After pausing, he responded, “Indeed, sir. We are still monitoring the assets and their companions.” A moment later, HR set the handset back on the cradle and returned to the memo.


Chapter One

CAMERON

 

“Oh man, I don’t care what you two say, she was F-I-N-E, fine.”

Cameron side-eyed his best friend. “Syn, this is serious, and all you’re thinking about is her ass?”

“All you think about is his ass.” Laying on the couch, her feet kicking over the back, Syn shot a look across at Nathen, who perched on the edge of the arm of the recliner where Cameron sat.

“I think it is safe to say that we think about various parts of each other’s body, some not so obvious.” Nathan cast a cryptic grin at Cameron.

Snorting, his raven-haired friend stuck out her tongue in disgust, waggling a finger. “Oh no, I do not think about either of your parts.”

“You two, please. Aside from the fact that—What do we even call her? Cybernetic vampire?—she exists, she was placed there by both Impetus and Paradigm, two of the largest companies in the world, to—What did she say?—test how law enforcement deals with a threat?”

Nathen responded, “Yeah, and it makes a sort of sense from a purely logical perspective. Say you are creating something new, something the world has never seen before…” He paused for a moment, his mind going down a path of the many things he could imagine the world hadn’t seen before: supernatural creatures, AI, flying cars, aliens… Catching himself, Nathan went on. “And I can’t recall ever hearing of anything like what we saw. You would want to see what it can do, and how a society you are introducing it to can possibly respond, which the authorities did stereotypically, without much deviation from the norm. They treated it like a normal cyberattack, no real investigation, no pulling at strings to see what unraveled.”

“So, guys—” Syn rolled herself into a sitting position. “—I got so many questions. I mean, Nathen, how did you respond to Impetus? Your masters gotta know, right?”

“Syn!” Had she just called them that? Sure, Impetus had made Nathen into a vampire, but to call them his “Master” left a bad taste in Cameron’s mouth.

“Wha—?” She rolled her eyes.

“Technically that’s what they are. Or think they are. But they know either way what our part was. She would have told them we found out about her. So I told them the truth, or enough of the truth without telling them everything. HR seemed pleased, or at least I think he was pleased. He simply replied, ‘Good, thank you.’” Nathan tried to mimic HR’s mildly disturbing calm cadence and demeanor as he echoed his words. “He didn’t give me anything else. Said I will get a bonus and Agnus will contact me for my next task. I have until then to relax, I guess.”

Cameron bit back his anger. He had hated allowing Nathen to go into the office alone, but at the same time, they had all agreed it simply wasn’t safe for Cameron to go in with him. Not with them knowing he was a mage, a telepath, and having already notified him that they knew his true identity. It had been a tense hour until Nathen returned in one piece. “So, I know the two of you have planned on moving forward and have that hard drive we recovered decrypted. But…to what end? I mean, what is it going to prove? We already learned the companies are working together and why.”

“Oh, but did we?” Syn rested her elbows on her knees, hands outstretched. “Check this—we have one of Impetus’s vampires.” She gestured to Nathen. “We find out the companies are working together—Impetus with their vamps and Paradigm with their tech? But honestly, Cam, what’s their endgame?”

Nathen chimed in. “They do a lot for the general society, from medical research to robotics; maybe they think they are helping mankind. The news has not exactly been happy recently. Politics have been corrupted and abused to the point where a lot are at each other’s throats around the world. Maybe they plan to nudge us in a better direction? Any information on their inner workings could be helpful in understanding where they are headed.”

“Orrr,” Syn dragged out the word. “They might be bent on world domination, and this is just the first step in their nefarious plot, and only we could potentially help thwart them!”

A groan rumbled from him as Cameron flung himself into a chair, his feet landing on the edge of the table with a thud. How did he find a best friend who was so dark and a boyfriend who was so light? Yin and yang played out in front of him. Sitting around theorizing wasn’t going to get them anywhere. And besides, what would it hurt to let them figure out what was on the hard drive? It was probably more of the same they’d already learned. And that would be the end of it. “Fine, fine. Tomorrow, you guys get to learn more about these shadowy corporations, and tonight, I get to learn more about mages. Cool. Guess it’ll be a couple days of having some questions answered, huh?”

“That sounds about right; hopefully it is answers, and not more questions on top of an already huge pile,” Nathen interjected. He turned his attention to the television. “So what are we watching anyway?”


Chapter Two

CAMERON

 

Heart racing with unidentified emotions, Cameron shifted from one foot to the other, checking the time as they stood outside the Snake Pit. His phone read 10:59 p.m., one minute past the last time he had checked it.

“Babe, are you anxious?” Nathen asked, sidling close to him, unconsciously wrapping an arm around his partner.

Cameron’s thoughts swirled as memories of Frank bumped up against how he was going to greet the first mage he’d ever met aside from his mother. He sensed Nathen edging into his mind and memories and projected an overlay of a field of bluebonnets to shield those darker recollections. Hand knotting in Nathen’s hair, Cameron smashed their mouths together, tongue dipping in, “Sorry…I…”

His mind stilled as the magic of Nathen’s kiss narrowed his focus, and Cameron was once again relaxed…and then aroused. He pulled away, realizing he had attracted attention from several guys who were watching the show and were cheering him on, and he flushed bright red. He shifted uncomfortably. “Great, this is exactly what I need to sport going in there.”

Nathen laughed lightly, his hand trailing down to Cameron’s lower abs, tickling him. “Thanks, gorgeous.”

Positioning himself against the wall for support, he coaxed Nathen in front of him, one hand curling around the swell of his hip. He traced Nathen’s lips with a thumb before pressing gently for entrance. “Liquid courage for you too?” Cameron wiggled his thumb and, holding his eye contact, licked his own lips, his bulge twitching in anticipation.

Nathen sucked the digit, his tongue rolling around and around the edge teasingly before piercing the flesh.

“Oh…” Every nerve alight, Cameron’s eyes fluttered closed as he clutched Nathen for support. Cameron’s laugh vibrated as his kisses bloomed across the field of Nathen’s neck. He found himself rock hard and fighting to maintain control, mentally begging Nathen to stop and pulling him into a hug when he complied. “God… You will let me…tonight?” He projected the image of taking Nathen from behind, his body crushing Nathen’s across the width of his bed.

Nathen flicked his tongue across the wound, sealing it. “Of course, I’ll let you whenever you want…”

Still lost in the euphoria of Nathen’s bite, Cameron spotted, too late, the self-inflicted puncture mark on Nathen’s lip, fang withdrawing as he was pulled into a kiss, crashing against Nathen’s lips, helpless to his supernatural strength.

Fire coated his throat like whiskey. But the flavor! Burning in such an intoxicating way. The kiss turned fierce. His suckling evolved to gnawing. More! Cameron’s hand became a vise, clawing Nathen closer, fingers digging into Nathen’s shoulders. The link was symbiotic, Nathen falling as Cameron lost control. He focused, healing his lip while at the same time pushing Cameron away, easily pinning him against the wall with one hand. Preternatural sparks shone from Cameron’s azure eyes as his wild gaze homed in on Nathen’s throat.

Cameron’s intention was to tear out the source of blood pulsing beneath Nathen’s skin, a similar sensation Nathen himself had had when starved. “Cameron?”

Nathen’s gentle tone snapped Cameron back. “Where am I? There was fire… Where’s Jacks?”

Frantically searching. Where am I?? Jacks, Jacks, Jacks… Then the tidal wave came crashing over Cameron. Fire, Pain, Death… Unaware he had sunk down the wall, cradling his head in his hands, an internal scream deafened him. Mind expanding, a torrent of visions poured from Cameron into Nathen. Hundreds of minds and emotions emanating from the building behind them, more throughout the surrounding buildings. From the banal and mundane day to day existence to those in the throes of passion to those being abused: a teen overdosing on his mother’s pain pills; a man down on one knee proposing to his partner of ten years; the sneer of a woman loathing herself and taking it out on her sycophant husband; a teacher weeping over the impossibility of trying to teach kindergarten over the internet; a student opening a letter of acceptance into the college he wanted to go to; a whispered final thought as one passed from this world…overwhelming in every sense. Cameron shifted. Forcing himself into deep slow breaths, he automatically pulled out his earbuds and phone. Through tear-filled eyes, Cameron focused on the music he got from his phone, turning it to the loudest setting possible to drown out the voices—all—the—voices.

“What the fuck?” Cameron wasn’t sure if that was aloud or in his own mind, so he shouted, “What the fuck?”

Cameron kept murmuring over and over until he gained some semblance of control. He glanced over at Nathen, who had slid down the wall next to him and was staring blankly ahead.

“What just happened? What happened?” Confused whether he was speaking in his mind or out loud, everything was happening so fast. But he was still for a moment.

Standing abruptly, Cameron paced, closing out all the minds methodically, shutting out all emotions except for his own. It was much more arduous than anything he had experienced recently and reminded him of when he was a child. He would likely be bent over with a migraine except that he was entirely too alive. Too good! Pacing, his focus was broken. Stoplight—green, yellow, red—too slow, too slow. People walking—too slow! Why is everything happening so slowly? Guys watching him…cute guys who wanted something. What did they want? Why were they watching him? Why was he there? Did it matter? It was a club, and he felt great! He wanted to dance. He wanted to dance with…his boyfriend. Nathen! That’s right, he’d come here to dance with Nathen, who was sitting and staring. Must be high. Nathen always liked to smoke way too much weed. Or was that someone else? It had to be someone else. The only thing he had seen Nathen suck on was… Nathen was a vampire! Cameron shivered with joy.

Cameron dropped to his knees, his words tumbling out, “Why are you just sitting there? We should be dancing!”

Nathen’s gaze crept up to meet Cameron’s. “Your mind is odd. You’re disjointed, like I am sometimes. What happened?”

“We were going dancing!” Cameron responded by pocketing the earbuds and whipping off his shirt. Even though it was the usual chilly San Francisco evening in October, Cameron mused at the warmth of his skin. Clapping from a nearby group of guys inspired him, and he gyrated with rhythm and absolute abandon. His shirt became a flag to whirl around in the air, and he giggled when it went sailing at the group of guys. A particularly handsome brunet caught it, sauntering in behind Cameron, then dancing and grinding against him. Cameron closed his eyes and leaned against the guy who wrapped his arms around him, grabbing handfuls of Cameron’s toned pecs.

Nathen rose and, in a calm tone of voice, explained, “Excuse me, but you’re dancing with my boyfriend.”

He was met by a drunken grin. “That’s okay, honey. You can get in on this action too.”

Wait. I’m not dancing with Nathen? Cameron glanced over his shoulder at the stranger. Who was this guy? Cameron caught Nathen’s hand. “Let’s go inside. They have five dance floors, and we can find some music.” Eyes shut, he concentrated for a moment. Senses imbued with the rhythms filtered through the minds inside left him giddy. “Mmm, second floor, left side has some great old stuff playing right now.” With that, Cameron started toward the door.

The group of laughing guys called out, “Hey sweetheart. Where you two going? Come party with us!”

Nathen laced fingers with Cameron and stumbled after him, reminding him, “We’re here to meet Theo, not dance. I don’t know what’s going on, but your mind seems agitated. Are you okay?”

“Who’s Theo?” Cameron swam along the stream of libidinous emotions and pulled out his license to hand to the bouncer. Upon seeing the ID, the bouncer gave a curt nod and pulled an envelope from behind a counter, thrusting it at Cameron.

Cameron laughed. “Hey, I must have won a prize!” He pulled out a blue wristband that read “VIP,” along with a phone and earpiece.

“ID.” The bouncer fixed Nathen with an expectant look. Nathen released Cameron to pull his driver’s license out; grabbing hold of Cameron again lightning fast before he could wander off. Cameron danced to the house music that poured into the darkened entryway. The hot guy at the ticket counter took Nathen’s money and gave details about the VIP area while Cameron examined his wrist as if it were alien.

Nathen projected concern. “We are here to meet Theo, another mage, and his friend who’s a shapeshifter. Don’t you remember?”

“Oh…hot! They ride motorcycles. Or…a motorcycle. Where are they?” Cameron asked, ducking into the enormous room lit only by black lights and spiraling colors. The stairwell to the left bloomed out into a huge balcony. To the right, a bar bustled with three hot bartenders trying to keep up with the demand as they flirted while slinging drinks. Before them a dance floor was packed with bodies in various stages of undress. As they entered, Cameron made a beeline for the bar, singing something about “shots.”

“Cameron, I can’t follow you! There’s UV light all around.”

“Wait, what?” Cameron said aloud, his expression bewildered. Nathen stood at the edge of the dance floor, marveling at the stark white of his shoe. “What now?” he asked, returning and blanketing Nathen with concern and confusion.

Nathen pointed. “Black light is UV light. Exposure to UV weakens me and can even kill me. I can’t go onto the dance floor with you. Can you do me a favor and scan this club for Theo and his friend?”

Cameron enfolded Nathen in his arms. “Fuck, that’s okay. We wanted to dance upstairs anyway! This music sucks.” Cameron was about to lead Nathen up the relatively safe stairwell, when he jumped and fished the phone out of his pocket. “Is this yours?”

Nathen shook his head. “No, I think that was in the envelope. I really need to talk to Theo though. Do you think you can find him for me? If you do, we can get out of here and…” He sent him an image of Cameron on top of him while they were in his bed, his face in the ecstatic throes of orgasm.

Cameron’s eyes popped open. “Wait, what?” He laughed and pushed Nathen against the wall, mashing his mouth to his. “What if I don’t want to wait till we get home?”

Nathen gently but firmly pulled away and sighed. “May I see the phone you got from the envelope? I think maybe we have to call Theo using it?”

Cameron pulled away, pouting at the phone that was still ringing. “Hello?” he answered, following up with a shouted, “Hello?” He made out something about an earpiece. “Oh.” He fished the earpiece out of his pocket and put it in his ear.

“I trust you can hear me now!” The voice punctuated with laughter.

“Oh, yeah, that’s much better.”

“I suggest you go to the lounge where you can have some privacy.”

“Hey, is this Theo?”

“Yeah.”

“Man, thank you so much for talking with me! There’s so much I want to say, to know. But I need to get some shots first!”

“They’ll serve you in the lounge. Go, go, go.”

Cameron glanced around and spotted the roped-off VIP area, then led Nathen around the edge of the club where it was darkest. They passed the main bar, another stairwell and elevator, a secondary bar, the restroom, and came to the other side. Entering the VIP area, they found a hallway that led to private sections, each with a different color of the rainbow. Cameron’s wristband was blue, so he ducked into that area, finding it was empty.

“Where are you?”

“Fool, you think I’m gonna physically meet with you? What you think? I got a death wish? You been hanging with Syn who is going up against some sort of cray-cray espionage and shit!”

Cameron beckoned Nathen into the small area set up with a red leather couch on each side and a large solid wood table between them. A closed curtain on the other side either provided privacy or a view of the stage during a show, which there wasn’t tonight so Cameron left it closed. Cameron sent a thought to Nathen: “Can you hear this?” Then he tugged him down on the red leather couch to share the earpiece.

“You’re the first mage I have met since my mom! Do you know about fae? Vampires? You’re dating a shapeshifter! I’m a telepath. The music down here sucks! I hope that guy comes to take the order soon.” Cameron rambled overexuberantly.

The pair was met by a rumbled laugh. “Man, you must be trippin’. And green! You never met another mage aside from yo mama? Yeah, we’re few and far between because the fae hunt us for our blood. Same as vamps. Can’t be too careful. What are you doin’ with Syn anyway? And this shit with the hospital?”

“Oh, she’s my best friend. And we thought we could help with the hospital thing. But she said you think the heat is on. But…what were you saying about vampires? And fae? They hunt us for our blood? What?” Cameron eyeballed Nathen with good-natured wariness.

“Yo, check it. Can’t blame ’em. We hunt them too.”

“We hunt fae? Vampires? What?”

“Dude, the hunt…it’s on! Dunno why. Vamps hunt mages who hunt fae who hunt mages who hunt…” he cackled. “Only one not huntin’ is shapeshifters.”

“Oh? Where’s Robbie? What kind of shapeshifter is he? I thought I read snake.”

There was burst of laughter on the other end, then Theo responded, “Bai’s a snake boy but he doesn’t like me talkin’ about him.”

Nathen interjected, “I don’t know why vampires, fae, or mages would hunt each other. Maybe competing for territory?”

Cameron’s mind spun with a thousand questions. “But…why? Why is everyone hunting everyone?”

“Have you been listening? The blood. Everyone uses everyone’s blood. Mages use fae and vampy blood for a boost. Fae use magey and vampy blood for a boost. Vampies use fae and mage blood, you got it? For a boost! Everybody boosting off of everyone’s blood. Ain’t no thang.”

“How?” Cameron eyed Nathen. “How does one use blood? Or…how would a mage use a vampire’s blood? Or fae?”

“How you think? You drink it and use it for a boost. Yo, man. I don’t have time for no ‘Training Wheels 101 bullshit.”

“Hey, I’m sorry. Can you tell me about other mages?”

“Nah—we’re a lone bunch. I’m a technomage. Hence, the tech on your head. Cuts out all noise now, don’t it? And lets me do some shit other people can’t do. It’s how I find info on people. You? Well, you apparently a telepath. Fucking found a flaw in my system when you read Robbie’s mind! Gotta figure that one out. I know three others—full-on necromage who could raise the dead. Totally control the vamps. And a pyro. Man, she’s hot! And a blood mage. Plus, several other technos online.” He let out another cackle.

“What about…vampires?” Cameron asked. “How many of them are there?”

“Who knows? They come and go.”

“Umm… I’m kind of dating one right now. You say his blood can give a boost…like what? Make you feel like you’re high?”

There was silence followed by a loud laugh. “You banging a vamp? Man, you crazy! I like you, man! You got your own little homegrown piece o’ heaven there! Now we got something to trade!”

“No, I…I don’t think so. That would be weird.”

“Not like that man. Just his blood! I don’t want to bang him. What do I look like? Some necrophiliac? Fuck! What am I sayin’? I fuck a snake!”

“Is there a way to get in contact with you?”

Theo’s response was jovial. “Nah, like I said to Syn, we’re leaving soon. Gotta get out of town. I hear Mexico is nice this time of year. But keep the phone on ya. I’ll give a holler when I’m in town. Not before.”

“Wait. Theo? What can you tell me about the fae? Since they’re hunting us. I know of arachnid fae from Texas. But what other ones are out there?”

“Man, there’re lots of different types of fae out there. The ones I watch out for are the cyber fae. Fuckers are all over the net. You watch out—pretty sure they’ll dominate Paradigm. See ya.”

The line went dead before Cameron could tell Theo about the link between the corporations Paradigm and Impetus. Cameron met Nathen’s eyes. He plucked the earpiece out of his ear and put both it and the phone in his pocket.

Cameron fell into a fit of vampire blood-intoxicated giggles, trying to piece together what he knew about the corporations, but failing to hold fast to any one specific thought. He had only done cocaine once with his ex, and at the time, he had felt like he was on top of the world, but he also couldn’t keep his mind straight. This was similar, but worse, and a thousand times better.

He pulled Nathen atop him so he was straddling his lap. “So you dosed me? Huh?”

Nathen’s mind jumped from the odd conversation with Theo, the bits of information they’d gathered, to Cameron’s question. “I didn’t know that would happen,” he protested mind to mind, with a slight pout, his fingers playing through Cameron’s newly sported scruff. “I thought maybe you would like it, like I get when I drink from you. But, I don’t get high like you are. This whole thing is weird.”

Cameron ran his hands up Nathen’s back under his shirt.

“Yeah?” Cameron acquiesced, “Well, yeah. But this doesn’t have to be weird.” He pulled Nathen down to a gentle kiss before gazing up into his eyes as his hands traveled down to knead his firm ass cheeks.

Nathen asked distractedly, “What if that guy, HR, wants to do something with us? I mean, if mages and vampires hunt each other, but we’re dating, someone could kidnap us and use us as some perverted juice bags.” Cameron tapped into the disorienting experience that was Nathen’s mind. going through what-if’s and perseverating over what Theo had mentioned. “I wonder if maybe we can use our blood for something else? The HR guy mentioned blood magic. What if we take your blood, my blood, and Theo’s blood and create some interesting potion or something? Could you imagine if someone drank that? They would be really strong! Or maybe it would kill them…”

“Mm-hmm,” Cameron was distracted with his own images of Nathen naked on his lap, riding him.

A server wearing a skintight pair of silver shorts, matching silver sneakers, and a fanny pack, ducked his head into the room. “Orders?”

Cameron jumped, annoyed with himself at being startled as he was always on guard and rarely surprised.

“Do you want anything?” he asked Nathen. “I could drink whatever you like, and you could drink off me. Or this guy could probably get other drugs if you want. Or just lube.” Cameron continued to knead Nathen with wanton desire.

Nathen grinned at the waiter. “Iced tea and lube, please.”

The guy did a double take.

“Nice,” Cameron’s lips twinged with a wicked grin. “Oh, and hey, can you bring me three shots of whiskey, top-shelf shit, and your finest beer?”

“Guinness?” The waiter asked with a smirk as he eyeballed the pair.

Cameron shuddered. “Anything paler?’

The guy laughed. “Be right back.”

Nathen returned to his fantasies. ”What do you think would happen if we mixed our blood together and drank that?” Nathen flashed an image to Cameron of a medieval laboratory with beakers and small tesla coils creating arches of lighting, with Nathen sitting at a chair wearing goggles and playing with test tubes full of blood.

“I don’t know. And kind of don’t want to find out.” Cameron kissed Nathen’s neck, tugging Nathen’s shirt up over his head and being rewarded when Nathen massaged his groin.

“Oh, hey, you’re with me,” Cameron teased as Nathen’s attention returned to him instead of his fantasy about labs. He puckered up and rolled Nathen’s nipple between his lips as it was right there before him. “And your blood…” His eyes flashed. “If I didn’t think it would kill me, I’d ask for another hit tonight.” He pulled Nathen down into a deep kiss that lasted until the curtain drew back and the waiter returned, setting down three shot glasses, a tall glass of amber liquid, and a bottle of pale ale along with three sample-size packets of various flavored lube. “Need a card for a tab or fifty-two dollars.”

Cameron fished out his wallet and handed the guy three twenties. “Can you rope us off?”

“Sure thing.” The waiter winked and pulled the privacy cord to shut the curtain.

Cameron plucked the tea from the table and handed it to Nathen. “Guess I should have asked. Is it okay for me to drink?”

“What do you mean?” Nathen accepted the tea and sipped.

“Well, if you bite me, you’re likely to be drunk fast. So…is it okay for me to drink?”

Nathen’s eyes lit up. “Oh! Yeah, that’s fine.”

Cameron slammed the three shots of whiskey in quick succession, drowning it with cheap beer and grimacing. Then he snagged Nathen’s glass and washed down the concoction. “Man, that’s foul!” Cameron glanced up at Nathen, his mind going in every direction. The outside music from the club called, but he was in enough control now to know that Nathen would never want to go dance among a bunch of strangers. He also found himself with a rod of steel between his legs and an absolute thirst to sate.

“God, I want you now. But…did you want to go? Or stay?”

“I’ve never had sex in a place like this. Might be interesting…kind of thrilling because people can come in,” Nathen mused.

Wasting no time, Cameron burned a trail of small kisses down Nathen’s chest and unbuttoned his pants to free Nathen’s dick, which he paid homage to with a few solid strokes. “I’ve always hated the idea of having sex in this place. But with you, here, now…” He snapped his own button and shoved at his pants until they slid to the floor. Cameron filled his lover with singular desire, love, and passion, bathing him with emotion. “I’ve never wanted anyone so much in my life. I want to do things with you that I have never wanted to do with anyone else.”

Cameron’s own cock sprang between them, bumping against Nathen’s as he gently dragged his nails against Nathen’s skin. When their lips met once more, he imparted, “You’re more intoxicating than any drink.”
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