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Disclaimer
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This novella contains extreme explicit M/M content between a younger married man and an older dominant beast. 

Permanent psychological rewriting, obsessive internal breeding, corruption, and total identity erasure. 

The protagonist does not recover. The load does not wash out. 

If you want safe words, aftercare, or happy endings, close the book now. 

If you want to be broken and left leaking forever — turn the page.
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First Shift, Last Mask
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I started the new job on a wet Monday in late April. The usual induction dragged through fluorescent corridors and lino that squeaked under new trainers. HR woman with a lanyard thick as rope listed fire exits, hand-hygiene stations, and the location of the staff biscuit tin. I nodded in all the right places. Smiled when required.

By eleven o’clock the polite mask of the new boy had started to itch.

They paired me with Tony for the afternoon shadow shift. Senior midwife, they said. Came back part-time; kept his hand in with teaching and the odd complex case. Silver hair cut neat. Steel-rimmed glasses. Striped shirt buttoned high enough to look respectable.

He filled the corridor when he walked toward me. Six four at least. Heavy through the shoulders and chest. Iron-grey pelt showing at the open collar where one button had given up the fight. Thick forearms. Gold band on his left hand catching the overhead light every time he gestured. The beard was trimmed close but still looked like it could scrape paint. Pale eyes behind the glasses. Calm. Professional.

Until they weren’t.

“Tony,” he said. Voice low. Scottish burr softened by years of hospital politeness. Handshake firm enough to remind me who was bigger. “You’ll be with me till four. Any questions, ask. I don’t bite unless asked nicely.”

He smiled. The smile arrived slow and gave nothing back.

We did the tour. Delivery suite. Recovery bay. The sluice room that smelled of antiseptic and old blood. Tony moved like a man who had delivered hundreds of babies and still carried the weight of everyone. I kept pace. Asked sensible questions about shift rotas and where the emergency drugs lived. All the while something darker flickered behind those pale eyes. A hunger that had nothing to do with midwifery guidelines.

I felt it settle low in my gut. Warm. Unwanted. Completely wanted.

Lunch in the staff canteen. Plastic tables. Tea the colour of dishwater. He sat opposite me, knees brushing mine under the table once by accident. Twice not by accident.

“You local?” he asked.

“Moved up from Edinburgh last month. Partner’s job brought us here.” I said it casually. Open relationship. We’d agreed that years ago. Still felt strange saying it out loud to a stranger twice my age. “We keep things... flexible.”

Tony went quiet. Fork paused halfway to his mouth. The gold band tapped once against the table edge.

“Flexible,” he repeated. Flat. Like he was tasting the word and finding it thin.

His eyes lifted. No smile this time. Just that deeper thing. The beast behind the midwife mask. It looked straight through my wedding ring and into the soft, married hole I suddenly became aware of clenching around nothing.

Heat crawled up my neck. I told myself it was the canteen heating. I knew better.

He didn’t push. Just gave a small nod. “We’ll see about that.”

His words, delivered like a prognosis. Like something already decided in a room I hadn’t been invited into yet.

The rest of the shift passed in a blur of charts and polite handover chatter. Every time Tony leaned over a desk the iron-grey chest hair rasped against his shirt. Every time his hand brushed mine passing a pen the gold band flashed. I kept catching myself wondering how heavy that hand would feel on the back of my neck. How the beard would burn if he knelt behind me. How full I would feel with forty years of starvation finally let off the leash.

I told myself I was just tired. New job nerves.

At half past four he walked me back to the main corridor. The rain had eased outside. His glasses had fogged slightly in the humidity.

“Same time tomorrow?” he asked.

“Yeah. Looking forward to it.” The lie came easy. The truth sat heavier between my legs.

He studied me a moment longer. Then the mask slid back into place. Gentle smile. Professional nod. “Good lad.”

I watched him walk away. Broad back. Slow, deliberate stride. The gold ring still catching the light like a warning. Or a promise.

My phone buzzed as I reached the car park. Tony’s number.

Tony: We will see about that.

I stared at the screen until the words blurred. My partner would be home in an hour. Expecting dinner and the usual kiss hello. I could already feel the faint, impossible ache where nothing had touched me yet.

I typed back one word.

Soon.

Then I deleted the thread. Slipped the phone into my pocket. And drove home with the taste of something dark and inevitable already coating the back of my throat.

The mask had slipped. And I wanted what was underneath.
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Token & Territory
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For months we had been circling.

Late-night messages that began polite enough and ended in single growled words. Soon. Stolen glances across the corridor. His pale eyes flicking over steel-rimmed glasses every time I passed his door. That thick gold band catching the light like a quiet warning. A promise at once.

Today the promise snapped.

Text at noon. My office. Door on the latch.

I pushed it open. Tony waited already: silver hair perfect, striped shirt open one button too far. The gentle retired-midwife mask had vanished. Only hunger remained.

The lock clicked behind me like a cage door slamming shut.

He kissed me so hard my lip split. Tongue shoved deep, claiming every inch of my mouth. Tasting coffee and decades of starvation. Hands like iron clamped my shoulders and slammed me back against the world map. Continents crumpled under his bulk. Dense iron-grey chest hair rasped through my shirt, coarse and furnace-hot against my skin.

Clothes came off in savage silence. Shirts ripped open. Belts whipped free. Trousers kicked aside.

When he stood naked the room shrank. Six foot four of heavy married-man muscle. Thick iron-grey pelt everywhere. Cock jutting brutal and wet, foreskin peeled back, the collar glistening.

He dropped to his knees. Mouth on me. Merciless. Sucked until my knees buckled. Then he spun me, bent me over his desk. Tongue speared my hole. Beard scraped raw. I screamed into scattered papers. He snatched my briefs, stuffed them into my mouth and kept eating. Wet. Relentless. Beard burning my skin. Tongue fucking me open until I shook, dripped, wrecked.

He flipped me onto all fours on the carpet. Hands spread me wider. Tongue delved deeper. Minutes stretched. Muffled moans vibrated against the gag. I was lost.

I fought back. Rose up. Turned the tables. Hands buried in iron-grey chest hair, fingers tangling, teasing thick nipples. I inhaled the rank intoxicating scent of him. Dropped lower. Nose buried in coarse silver pubes. Took his massive cock to the root with one greedy slide.

He grunted low. Hand stroking my head with possessive tenderness. Then dominance surged. He shoved my head back and forth. Relentless pace. Thick shaft sliding against my tongue. Wet primal sounds filled the office.

Suddenly. Sharp knock.

We froze. Bodies locked mid-motion. Eyes met. Pure panic. Breath held. Hearts hammered. The world map watched.

Second knock. Footsteps faded.

Relief crashed over us like cold water. A shared wicked grin. We dove back in. Tongues clashing. Kisses filthy and renewed. I stroked him faster. Harder. Hand gliding over thick veined length, feeling it pulse.

Our cocks pressed head-to-head. My slender boyish shaft dwarfed by his massive daddy cock. Girth and weight delivered a brutal reminder of who owned this moment.

“Not yet. Not here,” he growled. Voice strained. Balls drawn tight. “Too fuckin’ messy.” His lusty gaze promised ruin later.

Mutual nod. My house. Tonight.

We dressed in thick silence. As I reached for my briefs he snatched them. Wicked smile flashed behind his
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