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ONE
Wyatt
I was sitting at my desk in the reception area of the veterinary practice, organising the rotas for the coming week, when Matty popped his head out of the exam room door.
“Want to go out sometime soon?” he asked.
“Yeah, where to?”
“I don’t know. Drinks somewhere? I feel like I haven’t hung out with you outside of work in years.”
“Okay, that would be awesome.” I smiled, and he went back into his office.
It was kind of true. Matty was my best friend, and since he’d moved in with his boyfriends, we hadn’t been making as much time for each other as we normally would.
I didn’t blame him in the slightest though. If I had two drop-dead gorgeous men waiting at home for me every night, I wouldn’t want to be anywhere but at home either. I didn’t have anyone waiting at home for me though. Just me and my lonely existence in a silent house where I would likely die alone. I was probably going to end up one of those sad people who dies in their house and it takes weeks, if not months, for anyone to even notice.
Dramatic? Yes.
An actual possibility? Also, yes.
I was beyond happy for Matty. He’d found the two loves of his life, and he deserved to be as happy as he was. But I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t a teensy bit jealous every time I saw him with Caleb and Elliott. I couldn’t help wishing I had someone to love me like they loved him.
Matty reminded me all the time that my perfect man was out there just waiting to bump into me somewhere, but I wasn’t so sure. I lived in a tiny village in the middle of fucking nowhere, and every queer man in town was practically family to me.
Who the fuck was I just going to spontaneously bump into here in Wiltonham?
The answer to that was no one.
I was just getting my focus back on the work I needed to get done when the front door of the practice swung open, and Ethan—Matty’s cousin—rushed inside and made a beeline straight to the big glass window that looked out onto the high street.
“No joke,” he said, glancing over his shoulder in my direction. “There is a guy out there shouting ‘come in me’ over and over at the top of his lungs.” A playful smirk spread across his face. “I may just take him up on his offer. He’s fucking gorgeous.”
My interest was piqued. I shot out of my chair and scurried over to the window to join him.
As I followed Ethan’s line of sight, my eyes landed on the most beautiful man I’d ever seen in my life.
It wasn’t the first time I’d seen the man. I had no idea who he was, which was odd because I knew literally everyone in Wiltonham, but I’d seen him walk by the window a couple of times that week. One time I’d been about to head home when we’d locked eyes from across the road. He’d smiled at me, I’d smiled back, and then I’d trapped my finger in the door as it was closing. I’d screamed like a banshee as I turned to make sure my finger was still intact—it was fine, just a bit bruised—and by the time I turned back to him, all I saw was his back as he was walking away.
Every time I saw him, I was tempted to run outside and introduce myself, but he always seemed to walk by just as I needed to do something… or when I was almost cutting off my finger in a door.
I watched him run his hand through his golden hair as he leaned into the bushes lining the pavement. He looked to be in his early thirties—a few years older than me—wearing blue jeans and a thin black jumper. He had several days’ worth of stubble covering his perfectly square jaw, the same golden shade as his hair. He was gorgeous.
“Dibs,” I joked, and Ethan chuckled.
“No fair,” he pouted. “I saw him first.”
Before he could say anything else, I dashed to the door and stuck my tongue out at him as I sauntered out onto the pavement.
It was only once I was standing outside, staring at Ethan through the window where he was now watching me expectantly, that I realised I hadn’t actually thought through a plan.
I couldn’t exactly walk up to a complete stranger and say, ‘Hi, I’ve been creepily staring at you though that window over there. I think you’re hot. Want to go on a date?’
Chances were, he wasn’t even gay.
What were the odds that a gorgeous stranger would turn up in town and be both gay and single?
Probably a million to one. Not likely.
“Come in me,” he said again, still facing the bushes.
“You know,” I began. “You’ll get yourself into trouble shouting that. Say it a few more times while clicking your heels together and a swarm of my friends will appear.” He turned to face me as I spoke. “Although, if that’s your goal, Grindr’s probably your best bet.”
His expression contorted into one of confusion. “I’m sorry. What?” He paused for a moment before his entire face and neck turned the shade of a tomato. “I… um…”
I felt bad for the guy. He was clearly caught off guard and hadn’t realised whatever he was shouting had sounded the way it had. The embarrassment on his face was mixed with fear, and I felt instantly concerned for him.
“Are you okay?” I asked.
He shook his head as soon as my words were out. “No. I…” He looked around anxiously. “I can’t find my dog, Imogen… Immy.”
Wow. I felt like an arsehole. Here he was, searching for his missing pet—who, from how heartbroken he sounded, he cared about dearly—and I was over here making sex jokes.
Idiot.
I mentally rolled my eyes at myself.
I was obviously fucking fantastic at first impressions. Not.
“Shit,” I muttered awkwardly, no longer able to make eye contact with the man. “I’m so fucking sorry. I’m a dick. Ignore me. When did you last see her?”
He ran his hand through his hair again, tugging on the strands. “Um,” he murmured, and looked down at his watch. “A couple of hours ago, maybe three. I don’t know. I let her out into the garden and when I went out to check on her, I saw a hole in the fence panels at the back of garden that I hadn’t noticed before. That was a couple of hours ago, but I don’t know exactly how long she was in the garden for before I noticed she was missing.” He sighed and rubbed his hands over his face. “Shit. I shouldn’t have let her out. It was stupid. Now she’s God knows where, and she’ll have no idea how to get home. We haven’t had time to walk around and get her used to the area yet. Shit, shit, shit.”
“It’s okay,” I soothed, tentatively reaching out to place a comforting hand on his arm. “I’ll help you look for her. Let me just run back inside and let my friend know I won’t be back for a bit, okay?”
He nodded meekly. “Okay.”
I rushed back inside as fast as I could, feeling bad for leaving… whatever his name was outside by himself.
“Matty?” I called out as I walked inside.
Matty’s exam room door opened, and he leaned out. “Yeah?”
“There’s this guy outside,” I said quickly.
“A really hot guy,” Ethan teased and shot me a wink before turning back to my computer. Since I’d gone outside, he’d made himself comfortable at my desk.
“What are you doing?” I asked Ethan.
He shrugged. “Just checking my email.”
Whatever. I didn’t have time to remind him not to fuck up anything on my computer.
“Anyway, there’s this guy outside,” I said again. “He’s lost his dog, and I told him I’d help him look for her. I don’t know how long I’ll be, but you’re okay to cover the desk, right?”
“Of course,” Matty nodded and made a shooing motion at me. “Go, go. We’ll be fine here.”
“Okay, thank you.”
The mystery man was still standing exactly where I’d left him when I walked back outside.
“You work there?” he asked.
I nodded. We were a tiny practice and weren’t strict on uniform. I wore whatever I wanted to work, so I probably didn’t look like I was at work in my grey jeans and white t-shirt. “Yeah, I’m the receptionist.”
He smiled, but there was so much sadness in his eyes it nearly broke my heart.
“What’s your name?” I asked.
“Adam. You?”
“Wyatt.”
“It’s nice to meet you, Wyatt. Are your fingers okay?”
I was confused for a moment before I remembered he’d witnessed me getting them stuck in the door. I looked down at my bruised fingers and chuckled. “Yeah, they’re fine. Just a little bruised.”
I had been hoping he would’ve forgotten about that embarrassing display, but no such luck.
“Good.” He grinned.
“Okay, let’s get looking.”
He nodded and followed me as I made my way down the high street.
“What breed is she?” I hadn’t seen him with a dog before, so I wasn’t sure what kind of dog we were searching for.
“Golden Retriever, although she’s more cream than she is golden.”
“Have you searched the fields yet? Or the forest areas?”
He shook his head and ran his hand over the back of his neck. “Not yet. I was going to, but as soon as I walked out into the fields behind my house, I felt like I was going to get lost too. The trees are like a maze.”
“Right, we’ll start there, in the trees behind your house. If she turns up on the high street, the person who finds her is likely to take her straight to Matty, anyway.”
“Matty?”
“Oh, Matty’s the vet where I work.”
Adam led me to his house, which was an adorable old property on the outskirts of the village. Secluded from the main roads and surrounded by trees.
“So, I take it you’re new to the village?” I asked as we walked through the fields behind his house. “I haven’t seen you around until recently, and I know everyone here.”
“Yeah, I moved here last week. I haven’t had a chance to do much yet or meet anyone, but I like it here so far.”
“What made you move here?” New people rarely moved to Wiltonham, and I was always intrigued to know why people decided to move here. It wasn’t like there was much to see or do, and the closest town was miles away.
“It wasn’t so much the place as it was the house.” He smiled. “I wanted a change of pace. To live somewhere quiet where Imogen would have lots of outside space. I saw the house online and knew I needed to see it in person. Once I did, there was no going back. I work from home doing software coding, so it doesn’t really matter where I’m located.”
“Cool. Well, welcome to the village.”
“Thanks.”
We walked together through the fields for a while, chatting a little between shouting for Imogen, until I suggested we split up to cover more ground.
I told him to continue through the open fields where he couldn’t get lost, and I’d take the forest because I knew my way around. I’d known enough people, who were far more familiar with the place than Adam, to get lost while walking around in the maze of trees.
I walked around for hours, and every time I called for Imogen, I was met with nothing but the echoes of my own voice followed by deafening silence.
As the sun started to set and the paths through the trees were swallowed by shadows, I decided it was time to call it a day. It fucking sucked because when I met back up with Adam neither of us had found her, and I knew Adam must have hated the idea of Imogen spending the night outside all alone.
I walked back towards his house with him as the sky darkened even further.
“Thank you for your help today,” he said as we reached his doorstep.
“No need to thank me. I’m happy to help. I’m sorry we didn’t find her, but I’m sure we’ll have better luck tomorrow when it’s light again.”
“Tomorrow?” he asked.
“Of course. I’m not giving up until we find her. I’ll meet you here at seven o’clock tomorrow morning, and I’ll ring around tonight and gather a search party to help us.”
“That would be amazing. Thank you so much.” He smiled, and it was the brightest smile I’d seen cross his face all day.
“It’s no problem. I hate the idea of you out looking alone, and everyone will be more than happy to help. I’m sure of it. I’ll see you in the morning.” I waved to him as I walked backwards down his driveway.
“See you in the morning.”
TWO
Adam
I barely slept a wink, tossing and turning all night, imagining my poor baby somewhere out there all alone. She must have been so scared, and hungry, and lonely. It made me feel physically sick when I pictured all the terrible things that could have happened to her.
Thank God it was summer because it would have been awful for her if it had been a freezing, winter night.
I finally got out of bed at six o’clock, got dressed, and had a cup of coffee while I waited for Wyatt to arrive at seven. I couldn’t stomach eating anything, so the coffee would have to do for breakfast.
When a knock sounded on my front door, I rushed to open it and was shocked to see a group of almost twenty people standing huddled together on my driveway.
“I brought some friends,” Wyatt said with a smile. His grin was beautiful, and it was impossible not to smile back at him. “There are more of us, but I’ve already sent a few groups of people out in different directions throughout the village.”
Wow. I didn’t know what to say. When he’d said he was going to organise a search party, I hadn’t imagined nearly this many people.
Why would a bunch of strangers take time out of their days to help me? They didn’t know me or Imogen.
“You ready to head out?” Wyatt asked.
“Yeah.” I stepped out of my house and locked up before joining the group of strangers.
“Okay,” Wyatt said loudly, grabbing everyone’s attention. “We need to split into smaller groups. You lot go that way.” He pointed to a group and then to the left of my house. “And the rest of us will go this way. If you find her, send a text in the group chat.”
Everyone followed his instructions and went where he’d told them to.
I was in the group with Wyatt, but I was pulled into a conversation with a woman named Ness, who I learned was one of Matty’s aunts—even though I still didn’t know which one, if any, of these people were Wyatt’s friend, Matty.
As we walked into the trees a little farther down from where Wyatt had gone the day before, I heard a small voice shout, “Wait for me,” and turned to see a teenage girl jogging towards our group.
Wyatt was standing with a few guys whose names I didn’t know, but they weren’t too far behind me, and I was able to eavesdrop on their conversation as the girl caught up to them.
“Where have you been?” one of the men with Wyatt asked the girl.
“I slept in,” she panted. “I didn’t even read all the messages in the group chat, just saw an address and a time. Whose dog are we looking for?”
“Wyatt’s new boyfriend.”
“He is not my boyfriend. I only met him yesterday,” Wyatt told the man.
“I give it two weeks before Wyatt’s fucked him.”
“Have you seen him?” another man asked. “I give it two days.”
I peeked over my shoulder and saw Wyatt flash the men a middle finger. “Would you lot behave? We have a dog to find.”
“Seems pretty defensive to me,” the girl said with a laugh.
“Fuck you all.” Wyatt chuckled and separated from the group.
My stomach fluttered a little at hearing someone refer to Wyatt as my boyfriend. He was fun, and adorable, and kind, and absolutely gorgeous, and if I had the first clue how to go about asking him out on a date, I would.
I’d never asked a guy out before. I knew I was gay—had known for a long time—but I hadn’t ever acted on it. It was one of the reasons I’d moved to a new place for a fresh start. I wanted a new life for myself where I could be me without any of the toxic people I’d had in my old life.
When I’d told my parents I was splitting up my now ex-wife, Lauren, because I was gay, they hadn’t taken it well. My so-called friends hadn’t taken my coming out well either. Lauren was actually the one who encouraged me to start fresh.
Our split was amicable, and she was still my best friend, so I’d listened when she’d told me it would be good to move somewhere new. We both knew I hated the town I’d grown up in anyway, so it made sense to go. I had nothing holding me there anymore.
So, I’d packed up everything I owned, and Imogen and I had gone looking for something new.
I hadn’t picked Wiltonham for the town itself, but I’d fallen in love with my house. It was an adorable two-bedroom, hidden away from the world but not far enough that I couldn’t easily walk to the few shops in the centre of the village. It also had a big garden that was perfect for Imogen to play in and was surrounded by fields where we could go on endless walks.
Thinking about Imogen made my chest hurt.
She must have been so scared.
My sadness was squashed a little when I looked back at Wyatt and saw him smiling in my direction. He was a few inches shorter than me, slimmer than me, and maybe a few years younger than me. His dark brown hair was messy because he constantly ran his hands through it, and he had the kindest hazel eyes I’d ever seen.
Maybe when this was over and I had Imogen back home safe and sound, I would be able to work up the courage to ask him out on a date.
For now, though, my focus was on searching for Imogen.
After another full day of searching for Imogen with no luck, I dragged myself up to my front door and unlocked it. Wyatt had walked me home again after we separated from the rest of the group when the sun started to set, and he followed me up the steps to my door.
The day, while unsuccessful in our efforts to find Imogen, had shown me what a great decision I’d made moving to Wiltonham. Everyone I’d met was kind and helpful and welcoming. They truly rallied together to help me, even though I was a complete stranger.
When I pushed open my front door, Wyatt gently reached out a hand and placed it on my bicep. “When was the last time you ate anything?” he asked.
I racked my brain for the answer, but I had only a vague recollection of eating yesterday morning. I shrugged.
“Want me to come in and cook you something?”
“You don’t have to,” I assured him.
“Please. You look half-asleep, and I’m really concerned you’re going to run yourself into the ground if you don’t eat and sleep.”
I really appreciated how much he seemed to care about my wellbeing. It made my chest feel tight as he gently squeezed my arm and smiled up at me.
I nodded and motioned for him to come inside. “Thank you. I appreciate it.”
Wyatt quickly got to work in my kitchen, riffling through my cupboards to see what food I had.
“Want anything specific?” he asked, glancing at me over his shoulder as he opened my fridge.
“Anything is great.”
He shot me a smile and started pulling different ingredients out and piling them on the sides. I sat at my kitchen table and watched him throw random things into a saucepan as the delicious aroma of whatever he was making floated through the room.
Probably the only benefit of spending the last two days out searching for Imogen was getting to know Wyatt. The occasional glances I got to sneak of him when he wasn’t looking my way were an added bonus.
I would have much preferred having Imogen back over getting to ogle a man I barely knew, but Wyatt was a decent consolation prize to brighten my otherwise devastating life right now.
“Here you go,” Wyatt said softly. “I hope it’s okay.”
I must have zoned out because last I knew Wyatt was in the middle of cooking, but when I looked up from my lap, he was standing next to me, placing a full plate on the table in front of me.
I looked over at the kitchen and was surprised to see that all the things he’d been using to cook had been tidied away.
How long had I been out for?
Had I fallen asleep?
I looked up at him and saw a shy smile ghosting his lips. I must have been staring aimlessly at him because he chuckled and nodded down at my plate. “Eat up before it gets cold.”
I did as instructed and picked up the fork he’d placed beside my plate while he sat opposite me with his own plate.
I wasn’t sure whether it was the fact that my taste buds hadn’t experienced anything besides coffee for two days or whether Wyatt was a culinary mastermind, but I moaned as I swallowed the first mouthful.
He’d made a medley of random vegetables in a tomato sauce, and while it didn’t sound like the greatest meal that had ever been cooked, it tasted incredible.
“Okay?” he asked tentatively, his lips tipping up into a nervous smile.
“Amazing,” I answered around another huge mouthful. “Thank you.”
We ate and chatted a little more, although I was getting more tired by the second, and I was sure I was moments away from falling asleep in my food, so I probably wasn’t being the greatest conversationalist. He didn’t seem to mind though.
After we were done with our food, Wyatt hastily cleared our plates away, and I walked him to my front door.
I didn’t want him to leave. I was enjoying his company too much. But I was exhausted, and I couldn’t think of a valid reason to get him to stay any longer.
“I’ll see you in the morning?” he asked with a smile.
I had been hoping he’d say that. “Yeah, see you in the morning. Thank you again for dinner.”
“My pleasure. Night, Adam.”
I watched him walk down my driveway, and butterflies fluttered around in my stomach when he turned and smiled at me one last time before disappearing down the road.
Wyatt might be the best thing to come out of being separated from Imogen.
I just needed to figure out how to ask him out or something because when we eventually found Imogen—there was no convincing me we wouldn’t—I knew I wasn’t going to be ready to stop spending time with him.
THREE
Wyatt
I was eating dinner with Adam for the second night in a row. After cooking for him the night before, this time after another long day of searching for his lost dog, he’d offered to return the favour and had invited me in to have dinner with him.
I had learned a lot about Adam over the past few days. I knew a lot about his job; Imogen; his food and drink preferences; his favourite movies, TV shows, and music; and even random things like what part he’d played in his Year Five nativity play—a wise man—but I had yet to learn a single thing that confirmed, or even hinted at, his sexuality.
From what I’d learned, he was divorced—and was married to a woman before—but that didn’t mean he was straight. He could be bi or pan… I hoped, anyway.
There were several times I could have sworn I caught him checking me out or thought he might have been trying to flirt with me. I couldn’t be sure though. And I wasn’t sure how to bring it up.
What if he freaked out?
I didn’t want to fuck up the friendship we were forming if I was wrong.
I looked up from the pasta dish he’d for cooked me, and my eyes locked onto his gorgeous lips as his tongue darted out to collect some stray sauce.
I wanted to jump across the table and taste his lips so badly.
I couldn’t help it. This dinner felt oddly like a date.
And if it were a date, it would have been one of the best I’d ever been on. Our conversation was effortless. We joked and laughed, we shared things about ourselves, and we discovered we had a lot in common.
By the time we’d finished up dinner and I was getting ready to head home, I was trying to think of a reason to stay. I didn’t want to go home yet. I wanted to keep talking all night long.
I would see him first thing in the morning to go out searching again, so it wasn’t like I was going to have to spend too much time away from him.
We stood silently in his doorway, about to say goodnight like we had the previous few nights, when I noticed his eyes lingering on my mouth. Without thinking, I leaned in and pressed my lips to his. I did it on impulse, despite my brain screaming at me to stop and talk to him about it first.
It was too late now though. I’d done it, and there was no going back.
The second our lips made contact, I felt his entire body tense up. His muscles went rigid, and his lips were unmoving under mine. It was like kissing a corpse. A motionless, lifeless corpse that was in no way kissing me back.
Shit.
This had been a terrible mistake. I had totally fucked this whole thing up.
He hadn’t wanted to kiss me. He probably hadn’t even been looking at my lips.
Shit, shit, shit.
I quickly drew back, my face flaming hot as I struggled to make eye contact with him.
“Sorry,” I muttered and made a mad dash to escape.
I made it as far as the bottom of his drive before I heard him call out my name. I didn’t turn back though. I just kept walking away, too mortified to face the awkward conversation that was bound to occur if I turned around.
The walk from Adam’s house to mine was too far, but I made it there in record time. My feet carrying me away from the awkward situation as quickly as they could.
Once inside my house, I flopped down onto my sofa with an audible sigh and immediately reached into my pocket for my phone.
I pressed Matty’s name in my contacts and waited for him to answer.
“Hey, Wy.” His chipper voice greeted me through the phone. “What’s up? Did you find Adam’s dog?”
Hearing Adam’s name was like a punch to the gut.
“No.” That was all I said. I had called him because I needed advice and reassurance from my best friend, but now that I was on the phone with him, I didn’t really want to relive the whole situation over again.
“You okay?”
“Yes,” I lied. “Why?”
“You’re being oddly quiet. You’re never quiet.”
I sighed again, throwing my forearm over my face as if to hide my embarrassment even though he couldn’t see me.
“You obviously wanted to talk about whatever is going on or you wouldn’t have rung me.”
“I hate you.”
“Nope. You don’t. Now spill.”
“Fine,” I huffed. “I fucked everything up with Adam.”
“What happened?”
“I kissed him, and he was just frozen in place like a fucking statue. No, it was worse than if he’d been a statue. At least I wouldn’t have been able to feel how physically uncomfortable a statue was. It was mortifying. The worst thing that’s ever happened to me.” I didn’t care that I was being melodramatic. “We had dinner again, it felt very ‘datey’ and when we said goodnight, I thought he was looking at me like he wanted to kiss me. Clearly, he wasn’t. Anyway, I kissed him, and it was terrible. Ugh. Just kill me. Put me out of my misery.”
“Okay,” Matty said, his voice calm and level.
“Okay, what? You’ll kill me?”
He scoffed. “There’s no way I’m capable of committing murder.”
“Don’t think of it as murder. Think of it as putting me down. Just like you would a terminally sick animal. Is that better?”
It hadn’t been that long since I’d been the one giving Matty advice about what to do with Caleb and Elliott, and it felt weird being on the other side of the conversation. Not that this was in any way the same. All parties involved in that situation had wanted the same thing. Matty had just needed a little reassurance that pursuing a relationship with two men was okay. Adam and I were in the exact opposite situation. He didn’t want a relationship with me, and now I’d be lucky if he even wanted a friendship with me.
“How did you leave things?” Matty asked.
“I fled. Ran from his doorstep like I was on fire and didn’t look back.”
“Okay,” he said again.
“Stop saying okay.”
“Sorry, I’m thinking.” He laughed. “I’m useless at this shit. I’m trying to work out what advice would be helpful, like you would for me, but I’m fucking clueless when it comes to relationship shit.”
“You bagged yourself two gorgeous men who worship the ground you walk on. I’d say you’re doing okay.”
“And I am still confused about how I managed that.” He laughed again. “Maybe you should give him the night to cool off and process things. The same goes for you. And then go over and apologise in the morning. Tell him you want to forget it ever happened and go back to being friends. Or… you know, you could talk to him about it properly. Maybe he is interested but is a terrible kisser?”
I highly doubted Adam could be that bad of a kisser.
“I’ll ask him to forget about it,” I told him. “I’ll apologise and promise never to cross that line again.”
“I’m sure he won’t be a prick about it, and you two will be back to being besties in no time.”
“You’ll always be my number one bestie.”
“Good to know.” I heard the smile in his voice.
“Thank you.”
“Any time.”
FOUR
Adam
I shouldn’t have frozen.
That was what I’d been saying over and over to myself all night.
I’d fucked up the exact thing I’d wanted.
I wished I could go back in time and redo the whole thing. I’d do it so differently if given the chance.
As we’d shared another meal together, then said goodnight on my doorstep, I’d wanted nothing more than to pluck up the courage to make a move. I’d spent most of the evening staring at his lips, imagining what they’d feel like, what they’d taste like. And when I’d gotten the opportunity to find out, I’d panicked and stood there frozen like a fucking idiot.
I’d been so caught up in my own head about it being my first time kissing a man I’d completely forgotten to kiss him back. He ran away too fast for me to explain myself and reassure him I was interested in him, despite how terribly I’d reacted to his kiss.
Ugh.
I needed to track him down and apologise.
After another night of little sleep, I was out of bed and ready to find Wyatt as soon as the sun was up. I didn’t actually know where he lived, but he’d given me a rough location, and I was sure someone would be able to point me in the right direction. Worst-case scenario, if I didn’t find his house, I knew where he worked.
I grabbed my phone and keys and made my way to my front door.
I really wished we’d exchanged numbers at some point over the past few days. It would have made hunting him down a lot easier if I could have called or texted him.
As I pulled the door open, I was greeted by the beautiful man himself.
Wyatt was standing outside my door, arm raised like he was about to knock.
“Hi,” I greeted tentatively.
“Hi.”
“I didn’t think I’d see you this morning.”
“I’m so sorry about last night.” His voice was strained, and he looked so… not himself as he looked around at anything other than me.
I opened my mouth to offer my own apology, but he stopped me.
“Please, can we just forget last night ever happened? Start again. It was a mistake, and it won’t happen again.”
But I want it to happen again.
Before I could say anything, Wyatt continued. “I regret doing it. It was stupid, and I didn’t mean it. Please, please, please, can we pretend it never happened?”
The pained expression on his face and the sadness in his voice had me nodding my head.
I didn’t want to pretend it never happened. That was the opposite of what I wanted. But, if that’s what he wanted, and he truly hadn’t meant to do it, then I respected that, and I wasn’t going to force the issue. Maybe he was just as exhausted as I was from all the searching and he had done it by accident?
“Want to head out? Today’s the day we find her. I can feel it.” He smiled. It looked a little forced, but it was an improvement over how he’d looked a moment ago, so I’d take it.
“Let’s go.”
I may not get another shot at kissing Wyatt, but at least I hadn’t lost him completely. I could still be his friend, and that was going to have to be enough.
Some of him was better than none of him, I supposed.
Wyatt and I were walking the endless trails that wound through the trees surrounding the village. We’d been walking for hours, and things were starting feel a little less awkward between us. Still, it wasn’t quite the same as it had been between us before the kiss happened.
“Wait.” Wyatt stopped me midsentence.
“What?”
“Shh,” he hushed me, his index finger pressed to his lips.
I heard it.
A barely there rustling sound coming from somewhere.
“Immy?” I called out.
The rustling sounded again, and I rushed in the direction where I’d heard it, running through the trees, shoving branches out of the way.
When my eyes landed on a muddy Imogen, I almost fell to my knees.
I’d never felt that level of relief in my life.
She was drinking out of a puddle, and she was covered in mud from nose to tail. Her fur was a mess, but other than that, she looked like she always did.
When she noticed me, she ran towards me, nearly knocking me over when I crouched down to her level. She licked my face and barked excitedly, her tail wagging rapidly.
“Oh my God,” I sobbed as I buried my face in her neck, not caring in the slightest that I was probably getting mud all over myself. I wrapped my arms around her as she continued to pepper me with sloppy kisses. “I missed you so much. I am never letting you out of my sight ever again.”
After what could have been minutes or hours, I released my hold on Imogen and looked up to see Wyatt standing a few feet away from us. His eyes were glassy, and his lips were tipped up in the sweetest smile.
Wyatt walked over to us and crouched down so he was at our level. He held his hand out for Imogen to sniff, and she quickly licked his hand a few times before rubbing her head against it in an attempt to get more attention.
He ran his hand over her messy fur and smiled brightly at her. “Nice to meet you, Imogen. We’ve been worried sick about you.”
To hear that he’d been as worried about her as I’d been meant everything to me and made me fall for him even more than I already had.
Then I remembered that he’d called kissing me a mistake, and it felt like my heart was being ripped out of my chest.
He had to see how great we’d be together. Didn’t he?
“You should take her home,” Wyatt said. “Get her cleaned up. I’m sure your sweet girl is hungry and in desperate need of some warm snuggles with her dad.”
Wyatt stood and offered his hand to me. He pulled me up and walked Imogen and me out of the forest. Once we’d made our way back to roads I recognised, he smiled at me, but there was a sadness to it. “I’m so glad you got her back. I’m assuming Immy will need to be registered with a vet at some point, and since we’re the only practice for miles, I’m sure I’ll see you around.”
“Wait,” I called out as he started to walk away. I wasn’t letting him leave it at that. No fucking way.
Before I could go after him, Imogen barked and stole my attention. She was circling my legs, and I knew I needed to get her home and fed as soon as I could. I would have to wait until I’d sorted Imogen out before I went to fix things with Wyatt.
I was going to do whatever it took to convince him that kissing me hadn’t been a mistake.
I walked home with Imogen practically glued to the side of my leg like she was never going to leave my side again—I was more than okay with that.
“You need to help me come up with a plan, Immy.” She strolled inside the house happily. “I need him to know that I want to be more than just his friend,” I said quietly.
If he still thought it was a mistake, then fine.
At least I would know I had done everything I could.
FIVE
Wyatt
“It was fucking awful,” I whined to Matty.
I was sitting at my desk… well, I was slumped over my desk, head buried in my folded arms.
“I’m sure it wasn’t that bad,” Matty replied.
“It was. Believe me. We had just about managed to get back to acting kind of normal around each other, then we found Imogen… and I realised he didn’t need me anymore. So, I basically said ‘okay, see ya round’ and walked off.” I sighed.
Matty coughed. Not a real cough, but a fake one to get my attention.
I lifted my heavy head off my arms and looked over at him. I followed his gaze to the door and sprang out of my seat when I saw Adam walking in with Imogen on a lead ahead of him.
Matty ducked back into the exam room, leaving Adam, Imogen, and me alone.
“Hi,” I said awkwardly.
“Hi.” Adam smiled widely.
I came around my desk and kneeled to pet Imogen where she stood close to Adam’s feet. She looked so much better than yesterday. Her cream fur was now clean and shiny, and her mouth was hanging open, panting in excitement as she pulled a little on her lead to get closer to me.
“Hi, sweet girl,” I cooed. “You’re looking a lot better.” I tilted my head up to look at Adam, who was watching my interaction with Imogen. “Here to register her?”
“I guess I should, yeah. But I actually came to see you.”
“You did?” I hadn’t expected him to want to see me again, not after I’d basically run away from him… again.
“I wanted to see if you wanted to have dinner with me tonight.” He looked down at Immy. “Well, with us.”
“Sure,” I agreed immediately, so happy that he still wanted to hang out with me, even though he didn’t need my help searching for Imogen anymore. I straightened up and took a few steps back from them.
“Perfect. Come to mine around seven?”
“Okay.”
I walked back over to my desk, and they followed me. They stood on the opposite side as I sat down in my chair.
“I want to make it clear so there are no more crossed wires,” he said, “I’m asking you on a date.”
“What?” I blurted, sure I’d misheard him.
“This dinner. It’s a date.”
The man who’d freaked out when I’d kissed him… was asking me out?
What?
I sat there, motionless and speechless, for several minutes until I managed to bob my head a few times. “Okay.”
“Great.” He grinned. “Now, about registering Immy…”
I wasn’t able to concentrate after Adam left.
We’d gone through all the necessary paperwork, and I’d booked Imogen in for an initial check-up appointment with Matty for the following week, and then he’d left.
Which left me with way too many hours to think over the exchange. And to get worked up about the ‘date’. I was excited, but I was also more than a little confused. I’d have bet money that Adam wasn’t interested in dating me, so I wasn’t sure what to think now.
I checked the time on my phone as I stood on his doorstep.
A little early, but not so much that I would seem overly eager, so I knocked on the door.
My heart skipped a beat—or five—when Adam opened the door.
He was smiling wider than I’d ever seen before, and he looked so beautiful in the light of the summer evening. His blond hair was styled perfectly, and he was dressed in jeans and a burgundy dress shirt that looked incredible on him.
“Hi.” He beamed at me. “I’m glad you came.”
Did he think I wouldn’t?
I followed him inside to his kitchen where the table was set with two glasses of wine and a lit candle sat in the middle. My face split into a smile so wide my cheeks hurt.
“Sit.” He ushered me to the table and pulled out my chair so I could take a seat—my heart literally melted. “Dinner’s almost done.”
He went about finishing the food while I sat and enjoyed the wine. I was so distracted watching what Adam was doing, I hadn’t noticed Imogen had come into the room until something nudged my leg under the table.
I put my wine down and hunched over in my chair to see an excited dog staring back at me from under the table.
“Hi, sweet girl.” I smiled at her and scratched behind her ears. She pushed herself as close as she could to my legs, leaving so much of her cream fur on my trousers that I was sure I had now had more fur than she did. I chuckled as she walked around in circles between my legs before carefully sitting down and staring up at me with a look I could only interpret as ‘more pets please’. I obliged, obviously.
She was just as cute as her dad, and I was just as smitten with her as I was with him.
She seemed to be enjoying my attention as much as I was enjoying hers, and I swear she huffed in annoyance when Adam told her to go lie in her bed once dinner was ready.
“She’s adorable,” I told Adam.
He smiled down at me as he placed a plate on the table in front of me. “She is.”
Dinner was incredible, and Adam and I chatted like we always did. It was almost exactly like every dinner we’d shared, except now I didn’t have to spend the entire time wondering if there was a chance he was interested in me. I knew he was.
After both of our plates were cleaned of the delicious chicken and vegetables he’d cooked, Adam started to look a little nervous. He’d relaxed while we’d chatted, but now his shoulders were tense, and he was nervously tapping the side of his wineglass. I reached over and covered his hand with mine.
“Sorry.” He chuckled and took his hand off the glass but didn’t let go of my hand.
“Don’t apologise,” I told him, giving him a reassuring smile. “Talk to me about what’s making you nervous.”
He hesitated, running his teeth thoughtfully over his bottom lip.
“I haven’t exactly done this before…”
“What haven’t you done? Gone on a date?”
He quickly shook his head and laughed. “No, I’ve been on dates before.”
“So, you’re not new to dating…”
“No and yes. I’ve never dated a guy before. I’ve known I’m gay for a long time, but I only recently came out. I haven’t even kissed a guy before, I mean, until you, and I fucked that up because I was caught off guard.”
The way he’d tensed up made a lot more sense now.
I was a little pissed off at myself for not making his first kiss with a man a better one. I was going to need to make that up to him… and I had plenty of ideas about how to do that.
“You didn’t fuck it up. I shouldn’t have kissed you without making sure you wanted it.”
“I wanted it. Still do.” He smiled. “If you fancy trying that kiss again, I promise I’ll react better this time.”
Without missing a beat, I was out of my chair. I didn’t overthink it when I placed myself down in his lap—I was smaller than him, so it wasn’t like I was going to squash him.
I wrapped my arms around his neck, my body slotting perfectly against his as he pulled me against him.
My lips slanted over his, taking them in a passionate kiss, and he immediately kissed me back with absolutely no hesitation this time—so much better than the first time.
His lips were soft against mine and tasted a little of wine. I teased my tongue across his bottom lip, seeking entrance, and he eagerly opened for me, swiping his tongue hungrily across mine.
My body felt like it was on fire.
I was panting by the time I pulled back, and the erection I was now sporting was pressing uncomfortably against the fly of my jeans. I wasn’t sure how far he wanted tonight to go, so I tried my best to get myself, and my cock, under control.
“I wanted to kiss you the first night we had dinner together,” he admitted. “I just wasn’t sure how to initiate it.”
“Well, for future reference”—I smiled down at him—“grabbing me and kissing me works just fine.”
“Good to know.” He placed a hand on the back of my neck and pulled me down for another kiss. His other hand dipped under the hem of my shirt and slowly made its way up my back. Having his hands on me felt amazing, and I couldn’t wait to have him touch every single millimetre of my skin—I wasn’t sure when that would happen, but I knew when it did, it was going to be fucking incredible.
Like he’d read my thoughts, his hands slowly explored my body as we kissed.
“For someone who, for all intents and purposes, just had their first kiss, you’re being awfully handsy.” I giggled against his lips as his fingers dipped into the waistband of my jeans.
“Just because I’m a little nervous, doesn’t mean I don’t know exactly what I want.”
“And what’s that?”
“You.”
SIX
Adam
My heart was beating a million times a second as I pealed Wyatt out of his obscenely tight trousers.
“You’re sure?” he asked me for the fifth time as he stepped out of the jeans.
“I’m sure.” I chuckled and wrapped my arms around his waist.
“I don’t want to rush you.”
“You’re not. I promise.”
He nodded, but he still didn’t look one hundred percent sure.
Wyatt and I had officially been dating for a few weeks now, and after our first date, we’d fooled around a little, but he’d insisted on taking things slow. I knew he was worried I was going to freak out and freeze up again, but I wasn’t going to. Not a chance.
“I want this, Wyatt. I want you.”
We’d talked a lot about having sex in the past few weeks. Well, mostly it had been me trying to convince Wyatt that this wasn’t going to be a repeat of the kiss and that he wasn’t rushing me into anything. I wasn’t exactly a virgin, not in my head anyway, but to Wyatt I basically was.
Wyatt wrapped his arms around my neck and kissed me. His tongue brushed across mine as I wrapped my arms around his waist and pulled his naked body flush against mine.
He felt so perfect against me, and I never wanted to let him go.
I had to, though, if I wanted this to go any further… and I did.
One of Wyatt’s hands made its way between our bodies and gave my achingly hard cock a few strokes before backing away from me and lying in the centre of my bed.
I walked around the bed to my bedside table, grabbed a condom and a bottle of lube, and crawled onto the bed next to him—it was probably more of a sprint than a walk, but it couldn’t be helped when I had someone as perfect as Wyatt spread out on my bed, waiting for me.
I always assumed I’d feel more nervous about my first time sleeping with a man… but Wyatt made me feel safe, and I barely felt any nerves at all.
I lowered my body on top of his and kissed him, pouring every ounce of my desire for him into the kiss.
I reached between us and took both of our erections in hand, stroking us slowly.
“Yes,” he hissed, placing his hands on either side of my face to pull me down for another kiss.
I continued to stroke us until he stilled my movements. “If you keep that up, I’m going to come.”
I didn’t want him to come until I was inside him, so I released us and quickly sought out the bottle of lube I’d dropped somewhere on the bed.
I found it and poured a generous amount onto my fingers. I kissed him again as I teased the rim of his hole with a lubed finger.
“This okay?” I asked.
He nodded and breathlessly answered, “Yes.”
I slowly slipped my index finger inside his body, and his inner walls clenched at the intrusion. He felt impossibly tight, and I couldn’t wait until it was my cock inside him.
“Fuck,” he moaned and sank down farther on my digit. I crooked my finger and brushed against his prostate. I may not have done this before, but I had done extensive research. Wyatt’s back arched off the bed, and he cried out. “Again,” he pleaded. “Another finger. More. Please.”
I did as he asked, adding another finger and returning my attention to his prostate. Every time my fingers brushed the sensitive bundle of nerves, his body tensed underneath me, and he made the most beautiful noises of pleasure.
I pulled my fingers out slowly before pushing them back in. His channel was slowly relaxing, and it wasn’t long before he demanded, “Enough. Cock in me. Now.”
I chuckled at his eagerness but didn’t waste time as I positioned myself between his spread legs, opened the condom, and rolled it down my length. I lined the head of my erection up with his hole and slowly pushed into him, my cock enveloped in gloriously tight heat.
“Yes,” Wyatt hissed. He wrapped his arms around my shoulders to pull me down on top of him. “Fuck me.”
I pushed in and out slowly a few times before my thrusts picked up speed. “Oh, fucking hell. You feel incredible,” I praised.
“So do you,” he panted.
He reached between our bodies and wrapped his fist around his cock, which was hard and leaking precum onto his stomach. His hand slid up and down his length in time with my thrusts.
Watching him writhe underneath me, while I was buried deep inside him, was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.
“You’re so beautiful,” I whispered, cupping his cheek in my hand.
“Ungh,” he moaned. “I’m comin—”
His erection pulsed in his hand, splattering cum across his stomach and chest, and his legs tightened around my waist, pulling me deeper inside him.
My balls drew up tight to my body, and I groaned loudly as my orgasm crashed into me. Wave after wave of ecstasy rolling over me as I emptied into the condom inside him.
Hands down it was the greatest orgasm I’d ever had in my life.
I carefully pulled out of his hole and flopped down onto the bed beside him. His sweat-slicked skin was flushed, and he was smiling at me with the most stunning smile I’d ever seen.
I brushed a few errant strands of his hair off his forehead and he rolled over onto his side and kissed me. He nestled into my chest, and I could have stayed in that spot for the rest of my life and never moved ever again. But, unfortunately, we needed to get cleaned up.
I got up to dump the condom in the bathroom bin and grabbed a cloth to clean Wyatt up.
When I got back to the bedroom, he was lying exactly where he had been before, his eyes closed and a sated smile on his lips. My heart fluttered, and I just stood there and watched him for a moment before one of his eyes opened and he glared at me.
“Just going to stand there and perv on me?” he teased.
“Maybe.” I smiled.
The last few weeks had been the best of my entire life—minus the few days when Imogen had been missing—and it was still early days with Wyatt, but I was pretty sure I’d found something really special with him.
I got onto the bed and lay beside him as I wiped down his chest and stomach with the cloth. Once I’d cleaned him up a bit, I threw the cloth somewhere on the floor, and he cuddled against my side. I wrapped my arm around him to pull him tighter to me and covered us both with the duvet.
“How was that?” he asked, his breath still coming out a little rushed.
“Everything I knew it would be.” I pressed a tender kiss to his lips. “It was perfect. You’re perfect.”
“One day, I’m going to take you up on that offer from the first day we met,” he said with a smirk.
It took me a minute to remember what he was talking about, but when I did, the same sense of embarrassment washed over me as it had the first time. Though, it was quickly overtaken by lust and my face began to heat. “I look forward to it.”
I heard claws scratching on the bedroom door seconds before it opened and Imogen came bounding in. She jumped up on the bed and bounced excitedly before lying down directly between Wyatt and I, pulling the duvet half-off me. I moved over to accommodate her size and looked over her at Wyatt. “Sorry.”
“Don’t be.” He smiled and cuddled Imogen. “She’s nicer to cuddle, anyway.”
I gasped and clutched invisible pearls. “Cuddle-blocked by my own dog. I see how it is,” I said to Imogen. “Trying to steal my man? Am I going to have to fight you for his attention?”
“Yes.” Wyatt giggled. “And so far, she’s winning.” He pressed a kiss to the top of her head.
I wrapped my arm around both of them and leaned over Imogen to kiss Wyatt before the three of us fell asleep snuggled together.
EPILOGUE
Adam
Six months later.
There was no sign of Imogen or Wyatt when I pried my eyes open and scanned our bedroom.
I got out of bed and threw on some clothes before going to search for my family.
As I opened the bedroom door, Imogen came running towards me. I bent down to stroke the sides of her face, and her tongue darted out to cover my cheek in kisses. “Morning,” I said with a chuckle as I wiped her kisses off my face. “Where’s your other daddy?” She ran off in the direction of the living room where I assumed I would find Wyatt.
“You’re up.” Wyatt smiled from his spot on the sofa. “Thank God. We thought you were going to sleep forever. Didn’t we, Immy?”
Wyatt stood from the sofa, and Imogen walked over to him and rubbed the side of her body against his leg.
“We want to go for a walk. Go put some shoes on.”
I did as he asked and went to the front door to put on a pair of shoes. As I was tying my shoes, I looked over to see Wyatt putting Imogen’s harness on and sneaking her a treat before putting his index finger to his lips as if to tell her not to tell me she was getting secret treats.
I chuckled, and my heart felt so full, I thought it might explode.
Wyatt had moved in with me not long after we started dating, and sometimes I wondered if he only moved in with me to be closer to Imogen. Those two were thick as thieves and completely inseparable.
I loved how much he loved her.
“Ready?” Wyatt said excitedly as they joined me by the door, and Wyatt handed me Imogen’s lead.
“Yeah.”
“Okay, let’s go!”
I pulled him against my side and pressed a kiss to his lips.
“I love you,” I told him.
He smiled sweetly, like he always did when I told him I loved him. “I love you too.”
Imogen tugged on the lead and wagged her tail excitedly as she paced in circles by the door.
This was exactly what I’d wanted out of a fresh start—a place that felt like home, a place where I could be me and build a new life for myself.
As I walked with Imogen’s lead in one hand and Wyatt’s hand holding my other, I smiled knowing I’d found everything I’d been searching for.
The End
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