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Disclaimer
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This is a work of literary fiction. All characters, events, and settings are entirely fictional. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is coincidental. 

This story contains explicit sexual content between consenting adult men, themes of infidelity, and explorations of religious guilt, late-life awakening, and inherited silence. All sexual acts depicted are between adults and occur with enthusiastic, ongoing consent, even when expressed through hesitation, tears, or Highland restraint. 

Reader discretion is advised for those sensitive to: 

married characters engaging in extramarital intimacy 

depictions of religious upbringing and internalised shame 

intense emotional vulnerability and grief 

No minors are involved in any sexual context. 

No non-consensual acts are portrayed or endorsed. 

If these themes may cause distress, please set the book aside. 

If they speak to you, welcome. 

You are seen.
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Author’s Note
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The original version of this story was published as The Quiet Circle. This expanded edition includes additional chapters and the perspective from Paul, deepening the emotional and physical journey of all three men.
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The First Glance
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Months of watching had sharpened everything. Kevin first. Big Highland bear of a man, fifty-three, greying hair always a little tousled after a long shift, glasses that he adjusted with the same careful motion whether he was reading charts or laughing at some daft joke in the staff room. He moved with that quiet steadiness nurses develop after decades on the wards, never raising his voice, never rushing anyone. Yet every time our eyes met across the nurses’ station the look lingered half a second too long. His wedding ring caught the overhead lights when he reached for a pen. I noticed. He noticed me noticing.

Paul came into focus more slowly. Bearded, broad-shouldered, a couple of years younger than Kevin but carrying the same married weight in his shoulders. He spoke with the soft Perthshire accent, rolled his sleeves up in summer to show thick hairy forearms, and always checked on the junior staff before he thought of himself. Professional to the bone. But I had caught him watching me too, quick glances in the corridor, a hand that stayed on my shoulder a fraction longer than necessary when he passed behind me in the sluice room.

I tested the waters with Kevin first. We were restocking the treatment room one quiet Tuesday afternoon. The others had gone for break. I reached past him for a box of gloves on the high shelf. My chest brushed his back. Instead of stepping away I let the contact settle. My hand rested on his upper arm, firm muscle under the thin blue scrub top. I didn’t move it. He didn’t move either. Just kept sorting the packets, breathing a little deeper than before. No protest. No “oi, watch it.” Only the faint tremor under my palm and the way his ears went pink.

That was enough. From then on every shared shift became a private game. A palm on his lower back when I leaned in to check the drug chart. Fingers brushing his when I handed him a coffee. Each time he stayed put. Each time the silence between us grew thicker, heavier with everything neither of us named. Paul watched those moments from across the room. His jaw tightened, but he never looked away.

I grew confident. Not cocky. Just certain. These two married men, solid, decent, were already leaning toward whatever this was. Their bodies told me before their mouths ever would. Kevin’s ring glinted every time he reached for something; Paul’s did the same when he folded his arms and tried to look unbothered. Both of them carried homes and wives and children in their voices when they spoke on the phone in the corridor. Yet neither pulled away when I held on longer than I should.

The air in the office felt different now. Charged. Waiting. I knew it was only a matter of time before the testing stopped and the taking began.

Kevin would be first.
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The First Hold
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The twilight hour draped the Tay River in a soft lavender hue; the bridge’s silhouette a quiet witness to the end of another day at our office. I lingered. The air felt thicker now, charged after months of teasing glances and light-hearted jabs with Kevin. His greying hair glinted under the desk lamp as he leaned back, sturdy frame filling out the light shirt he wore today. Behind his glasses his eyes held that knowing look, silent acknowledgment of the game we had been playing.

He adjusted his glasses, that small habit I had come to adore, and mentioned his son’s latest antics with a warm chuckle; a reminder of the life he shared with his wife. Yet as he stretched an arm behind his head the casual gesture revealed a vulnerability that pulled me closer.

Our banter had always danced on the edge. Professional camaraderie laced with something deeper. Tonight the room grew quieter and his smile lingered longer. The space between us hummed.

Kevin was a big bear of a man, mischievous grin, sturdy frame, greying hair catching the dim office lights. Faint cologne mixed with the crisp evening air drifting through the window. Behind his glasses his playful nature still shone. I had wanted him for years. Broad shoulders, rugged lines of his face, that powerful build; the want sat heavy in my chest.

We had worked together long enough to talk about everything. Work, life, the small details that built trust. Until I knew the moment had arrived.

It didn’t take long.

That afternoon I needed to discuss files in his office. Normally two others shared the space; today he sat alone. Blue shirt slightly unbuttoned, revealing hints of hairy chest that prickled with warmth. The rustle of fabric as he shifted filled the silence. Perfect.

I tested the waters with light touches while we talked. Brushed his hand; felt rough skin and the slight tremor beneath. He didn’t object. My fingers moved to his arm, firm muscle under the sleeve, then shoulder, then back. His breathing grew unsteady. Shallow sounds escaped. Voice trembled behind the glasses while beads of nervous sweat gathered at his greying hairline.

One last test. I came behind him, leaned in to point at the screen, pressed close enough that my arousal sat evident against his back. The heat of his body, the faint salt of his skin, sent everything sharp. He stiffened. A reluctant murmur slipped out.

“This isnae... this isnae right,” he whispered. But he did not pull away.

Work talk finished. I asked if anything else needed discussing.

By then Kevin was visibly hard. Bulge strained against his trousers, a damp patch forming. The air carried his scent, thick now. He stared for a long moment before his voice came short and shaky.

“I’ve noticed you touching me... eyeing me for a while.”

I smiled, gentle, almost reverent.

“Longer than you think, Kevin. Much longer than these past months. I’ve carried the want of you like a secret I never dared name. The way you hold everything together for everyone else and still leave room for this... I’ve needed to be close to that for years.”

Kevin’s breath caught. He looked away, then back, eyes shining behind the glasses.

“Funny,” he murmured, barely audible. “I’ve been carrying the same secret. Only I never thought anyone would ever see it.”

With that I leaned in and kissed him. Kevin let out a soft moan, warm breath against my lips. His hands twitched as if to push me away. Yet after a single heartbeat he gave in, kissing back with sudden hunger. His tongue tasted of coffee and mint as it tangled with mine. We kissed deep, wet sounds and shaky breaths filling the small room, until I turned, locked the door with a metallic click, and switched off the lights.

Kevin’s face flushed hot. He whispered, voice husky, “Nobody can know. Swear it.”

I nodded once and kissed him again. The taste only sharpened everything.

I unbuttoned his shirt slowly. Thick greying hair met my fingers, each strand carrying rugged warmth. I loved the feel of it. Teased his nipples until they hardened under my touch. My other hand wandered lower through the hair, past his navel and the broad stomach that quivered, then unfastened his trousers.

Zipper open, his erection strained against the underwear, wet sheen already visible. I pulled the briefs down and exposed the thick, glistening shaft.

I leaned down and gave him my full attention. He groaned, fingers threading into my hair, tugging lightly. I took him deeper. He loved it, especially when I looked up and met those glazed eyes behind fogged glasses.

After some minutes his breathing turned rapid, a hoarse rasp filling the room. He warned me, voice breaking, “I’m... gonna finish.” I kept going until he trembled and cried out. The release came intense and heavy.

Kevin sank to the floor, exhausted, flushed, glasses askew, a faint creak beneath his weight. A single tear slipped from the corner of his eye and vanished into his beard.

His cock stayed firm. I licked gently until he groaned, “Please...” Then I gathered what remained and eased myself into him, gradual, careful. Tight heat enveloped me. His moans stayed low and trembling while I kissed him to muffle every sound, one hand teasing his nipples, the other roaming the hairy expanse of his chest.

Eventually he relaxed fully. I moved inside him. Our bodies pressed tight. The quiet rhythm of flesh and shaky breaths filled the office.

I pulled back to look at him — now mine in this moment, face contorted with pleasure, sweat beading on his brow — and asked, “How’s it feel?”

He panted, “It’s sore... but please... don’t stop.”

I smiled softly. “I’ll be gentle.” Then I began moving again, steady this time.

I raised his hands above his head and licked along his armpit. The pungent
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