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Disclaimers

This erotic story is strictly for adults aged 18 and over. It features graphic M/M sexual content, including:

	consensual group encounters

	significant age-gap relationships

	breeding/impregnation fantasy

	detailed descriptions of cum, overflow, and internal marking

	dominant/submissive dynamics and power imbalances


All characters are consenting adults aged 18+. This is pure fantasy. Nothing in this book condones or depicts non-consensual acts in real life. Reader discretion is strongly advised. If you are offended by explicit gay erotica or any of the above themes, please do not read further.
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Chapter 1 – The Wet End of Lambing
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Rain came sideways across the Cheviots that afternoon, the kind that finds every gap in oilskin and every seam in a man’s patience. Finn pulled the hood of his borrowed Barbour lower and trudged back from the top field with the last of the orphan lambs slung across his shoulders in a sling made from an old feed sack. The ewes had mostly finished dropping; only the stubborn ones and the first-timers were still needing a hand. He’d spent the morning bottle-feeding triplets in the lambing shed, knees in wet straw, arms aching from holding the little black-faced things steady while they butted and sucked.

The farm sat tucked against the north slope of a low hill just outside Jedburgh. Whitewashed stone house, slate roof patched in places with newer tiles that never quite matched. Two long steadings flanked it, one for the Blackface flock, the other half machinery, half hay and feed. Behind the house a burn ran fast and brown after three days of this weather. Everything smelled of wet wool, silage turning in the clamp, and the faint diesel tang that clung to Calum’s overalls no matter how often he washed them.

Finn had come up in February. Seasonal work, cash in hand, no questions asked. He was twenty-three, slim through the shoulders, dark hair already curling damp under the hood, pale skin flushed from cold and effort, narrow hips and long legs that still looked more suited to city pavements than Border mud. City boy from Leeds originally, though he’d learned fast enough not to say it too loud. The first week he’d nearly lost a finger to a ewe protecting her lamb; Hamish had caught his wrist just in time, held it steady with a palm rough as bark, looked him square in the face and said, “Ye’ll live. But mind yerself next time.” That grip had stayed with him longer than the bruise.

He pushed through the gate into the yard. The collie, Bess, lifted her head from the kennel and gave one low woof before settling again. Finn unhooked the sling, set the lambs down in the pen nearest the shed door. They staggered, bleated thin and desperate. He checked the water trough, topped it up from the hose, then straightened and felt eyes on him.

Hamish stood in the open door of the byre, arms folded across the broad barrel of his chest. Fifty-eight years had thickened him without softening the edges: wide shoulders that still carried the memory of lifting feed sacks one-handed, thick neck rolling into a silver beard that reached the second button of his fleece, chest hair dense and grizzled spilling out where the zip gaped open. His forearms were corded under rolled sleeves, veins standing blue against tanned skin, hands large and scarred from decades of fence wire and lambing ropes. Oilskin jacket hung open over the faded green fleece; even in the rain he looked planted, immovable, the way an old oak looks planted against a gale. Widowed eight years, no children, the farm his only wife now. He watched Finn the way he watched a ewe about to lamb: calm, certain, waiting for the right moment.

“Ye’re soaked through,” Hamish said. Voice low, gravel rolled under boots. “Get inside before ye catch yer death.”

Finn wiped rain from his face with the back of a glove. “Just finishing up. The triplets are feeding fine.”

“Aye. I saw.” Hamish stepped aside, gestured with his chin toward the house. “Tea’s on. Rab and Calum are already in.”

Finn hesitated. The kitchen had become a place of small rituals over the last three months. Strong tea in chipped mugs, the Aga throwing heat, the smell of damp dogs and wet coats drying on hooks. The three older men filled the room without trying.

Rab leaned against the Rayburn, arms crossed, sixty-four and still wiry as fencing wire despite the years. Thinning salt-and-pepper hair cropped close, face weathered to the colour of old teak, deep lines carved around the eyes and mouth from squinting into wind and sun. His flannel shirt gaped at the collar, revealing a thick mat of dark-grey chest hair that ran in a narrowing trail down the slight swell of his belly. Two fingers missing from the left hand — ring and middle — the stumps smooth and shiny from old accident; he never hid them. Legs thin but strong under stained work trousers, boots scuffed to the steel toe-caps. He gave a short nod, lips curling just enough to show the gap where a tooth used to be.

Calum sprawled in the old armchair by the window, fifty-two and carrying a soft layer over the muscle he’d built wrenching tractors apart since he was sixteen. Broad through the middle now, thick forearms resting on his thighs, oil still black under the nails and in the creases of his knuckles. Dark hair gone mostly silver at the temples and sides, short beard trimmed but never neat, a few strands always escaping. His navy overalls were unzipped to the waist, revealing a faded T-shirt stretched across a solid chest dusted with more silver-threaded hair. When he moved the chair creaked under his weight; when he smiled it came slow and warm, eyes crinkling at the corners.

Finn took the empty chair. The table was scarred oak, older than any of them. Three mugs already waited. Hamish set a fourth down in front of him, poured tea the colour of peat, pushed the sugar bowl across without asking.

Finn wrapped his hands around the mug. Steam rose against his face. He felt the weight of three pairs of eyes and kept his own on the tea.

Rab spoke first, casual. “Lambing’s near done. Ye’ve been useful, I’ll give ye that.”

“Aye,” Hamish said. “More than useful.”

Calum leaned forward, elbows on knees. “Question is... what happens when the season ends?”

Finn swallowed once. The tea burned his tongue. He set the mug down carefully.

“I’ve not thought that far,” he said.

Hamish’s gaze stayed level. “Maybe ye should.”

Silence stretched. Rain tapped the window like fingers counting seconds.

Finn felt it then. The slow, inevitable turn. Not a threat. Not quite an invitation. Just the recognition that the farm had already decided something about him. That the yard, the shed, the kitchen table, the bothy cot he slept in every night—they had all begun to expect him to stay.

He lifted the mug again. Took another sip.

The tea tasted stronger than it should have.
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Chapter 2 – The Bothy Door
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Finn stayed in the kitchen longer than he meant to. The tea cooled in the mug. He drank it anyway, sip after sip, feeling the heat settle low in his gut like something heavier than liquid. The rain had eased to a steady patter against the panes. Bess scratched at the back door once, was let in, shook herself in the porch, then curled on the mat near the Aga with a sigh that sounded almost human.

Rab pushed off the Rayburn first. He stretched, joints cracking loud enough to carry across the room. The movement pulled the flannel tighter across his narrow chest; the dark-grey hair there shifted like wire under fabric. He glanced at Finn, then at the clock above the dresser. Half past five. Still light enough outside that the yard hadn’t gone fully grey.

“Need to check the ewes in the top pen before dark,” Rab said. Voice flat. “Finn, ye can come. See if any are close again.”

Finn set the mug down. Nodded once. He didn’t trust his own voice yet.

Hamish rose next. The chair scraped back. He moved to the coat hooks, took down a heavier waxed jacket, shrugged it on. The oilskin creaked. Calum stayed seated a moment longer, watching Finn with that slow, half-smile that never quite reached decision. Then he stood too. The armchair gave a small groan of relief.

Outside the air bit colder. Finn zipped the Barbour to his throat. The three men walked ahead in loose formation: Hamish leading, Rab a pace behind to the right, Calum bringing up the rear. No one spoke. Boots sucked at mud. The collie trotted between them, nose low.

They crossed the yard, passed the lambing shed where the triplets were now sleeping in a huddle, then took the track that climbed gently toward the top field. The hill rose ahead, sheep scattered like pale stones against the darkening green. A single gate waited halfway up. Hamish unlatched it without breaking stride. Finn passed through last. Calum’s hand brushed the small of his back as he did — brief, almost accidental. Finn’s skin tightened under the touch.

At the top the wind caught them properly. Finn turned his face into it, let it sting his cheeks. The ewes lifted heads, watched the men approach. Most were grazing again, lambs already steady on their feet. One ewe stood apart near the dry-stone dyke, head low, sides heaving in shallow rhythm.

Rab crouched beside her first. Ran a hand along her flank. “This one’s near. Feel the lamb drop. Won’t be long.”

Hamish knelt too. His thick fingers pressed gently under the ribs. The ewe shifted but didn’t bolt. Calum stayed standing, arms folded, watching Finn more than the sheep.

Finn moved closer. The ground was soft here, peat-black under the grass. He crouched between Rab and Hamish. The ewe’s breath came hot and quick against his wrist when he reached to steady her head
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