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This is a work of fiction. All characters are consenting adults over 18.

Contains:  

- explicit consensual gay sex  

- psychological breeding fantasy (no literal anatomy or reproduction)  

- joyful infidelity with zero guilt or moralising  

- enthusiastic destruction of marital furniture  

- loud, happy Doric swearing  

- one fist through an oak headboard  

- one tear of pure, daft gratitude

If the idea of a 56-year-old married joiner laughing his head off while his old life becomes kindling makes you uncomfortable, close this now.

If it makes you grin like an idiot... turn the page.

You’ve been warned.  

And thanked.
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The First Dent  
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I never thought a rainy lunch-break swipe in Dundee would land me the hungriest bastard in Angus.

Gordon’s profile pic: big white-haired joiner in a hi-vis vest, wedding ring glinting like it was daring me, grin wide as a scratchcard winner. No posh nonsense, just proper working-class solid. I swiped right because he looked like the kind of man who fixes things for a living and never talks about it.

We met at the café on Reform Street. Rain hammered the windows like it wanted in on the secret. The place smelled of wet dog, burnt toast, and cheap instant coffee.  

He was already there, fleece zipped to the chin, deer badge pinned crooked, cheeks pink from the cold.  

First thing he says, thick Kirriemuir accent cutting through the steam:

“Thought you’d be another time-waster. You’re no’.”

We sat at the tiny table, knees knocking under it like teenagers. I could feel the heat off him even through the fleece. He ordered tea, black, no sugar. I did the same. We talked shite—weather, the new bypass, Rangers’ latest disaster—both trying not to laugh too loud at how ordinary it all sounded.  

By the time the cups were empty he was flushed scarlet, eyes flicking to my mouth every few seconds, muttering under his breath:

“Fuckin’ hell, I’m fifty-six, no’ sixteen.”

I leaned in just enough to brush his hand with mine.  

He didn’t pull away.

Few days of filthy texts after that. Nothing poetic—just raw, hungry messages at odd hours.  

“Still thinkin about ye.”  

“Can’t get the taste of that kiss out ma mouth.”  

“House empty Friday. Susan’s at her sister’s. Come up if you’re no’ feart.”

Friday night. Tyres hissing on wet roads, over the Tay Bridge, past Broughty Ferry lights, into the Angus dark.  

The red sandstone house sat quiet under a streetlamp. Garden hedge dripping. Tartan curtains half-drawn.

He opened the door still in his work fleece, hair damp from the rain, eyes massive, pupils blown wide.

Shuts the door, turns both locks, then stands there rubbing the back of his thick white neck, giggling like a daft schoolboy.

“Thirty-seven years since Lamont bent me over a mail trolley in the Royal Mail cage and I’m greetin’ like a fuckin’ virgin again.”

I don’t let him finish.  

Mouth on his, hands in that thick white hair, shoving him back against the hallway wall.  

He tasted of Tennent’s and pure bottled-up want. Big joiner paws grabbed my arse like he was frightened I’d vanish if he let go.

We stumbled up the stairs, tripping over each other’s feet, laughing into kisses.  

Wedding photo on the landing grinned down like Susan was in on the joke.

Bedroom smelled of his woody roll-on and clean sheets.  

He flicked the bedside lamp, stood there heaving, fleece half-zipped, looking like he was about to apologise for existing.

“Fuckin’ hell, I cannae believe I’m doin’ this in my own house.”

I peeled the fleece off him slow. Blue work shirt underneath, couple buttons already gone from the day.  

Thick salt-and-pepper chest hair sprang free like it had been waiting decades for fresh air.  

I dragged my tongue through it, bit a nipple hard enough to make him yelp.  

He laughed—deep belly laugh that shook the bed when I shoved him down.

Trousers round his ankles in one yank.  

Thick pale cock slapped up against his belly, already leaking at the tip.  

I dropped to my knees, swallowed him to the root.  

He made a sound like a broken set of bagpipes, hips jerking, hands flapping like he didn’t know where to put them.

I spun him, pushed him face-down over Susan’s side of the bed—hospital corners still perfect.  

Spread those thick joiner thighs.  

One long lick up his crack and he was shaking like a compressor on idle.

“Wait—wait—” he gasped, but his arse was already chasing my tongue, hips rocking back greedy.

I lined up, gripped his hips, and sank in slow and steady till my balls were flush against him.

“Fuckin’ hell—”  

His right fist slammed the solid-oak headboard, THUD, proper accidental stage-one pound, whole bed jumped.

He froze, clenching round me like he was trying to work out if this was really happening.

Then the laugh started—huge, filthy Kirriemuir belly laugh, face buried in Susan’s pillow.

“Thirty-seven years waitin’ and the headboard’s already got a new dent. Susan’ll think I’ve taken up DIY in the dark.”

I pulled back and hammered home again.  

The laugh turned into one long, greedy groan.  

He was loud, shameless, thirty-seven years of stored-up filth exploding out of him in one go.  

Every thrust he shoved back harder, roaring:

“More—harder—give me everything I missed, ya bastard!”

Bed rocking, headboard battering the wall like it was trying to wake the neighbours.  

He came untouched, cock trapped against the duvet, whole body locking, fist pounding the headboard again—thud-thud-thud in time with every thick spurt soaking Susan’s side.

I bred him deep, grinding in till I was empty.

We collapsed sideways, still joined, both laughing like lunatics.

He twisted round, face red, eyes wet, massive daft grin.

“Best Friday night this bed’s ever seen. And I’ve been sleepin’ in it thirty year.”

I kissed the back of his sweaty neck.

“Welcome to the rest of your life, ya big daft cunt.”

He snorted, reached back, squeezed my arse.

“Aye. Took ye long enough to find me.”

We lay there another half-hour, breathing hard, laughing at nothing, tracing scars on each other’s skin.  

He kept clenching around me like he didn’t want to let go.  

I stayed inside him until I softened, until the mess started to leak out slow and warm between us.

He finally rolled off, lay on his back staring at the ceiling, one arm behind his head, the other resting on his belly like he was feeling for something new inside.

“Never knew it could feel like that.”  

Quiet, almost reverent.  

“Thought it was just a quick fumble back in ’88. Thought that was all there was.”

I propped myself on one elbow, looked down at him.

“That was just the warm-up.”

He laughed again, soft this time, almost shy.

“Then what’s the main event?”

I leaned in, kissed the corner of his mouth.

“Everything after this.”

He turned his head, met my eyes, and for the first time that night the grin softened into something else—something grateful, something relieved, something like coming home.

“Good. Because I’ve got thirty-seven years to make up for.”

We fell asleep tangled, sticky, laughing in our sleep, the headboard still creaking faintly like it knew what was coming next.
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Six Weeks of Blue Balls
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Six weeks.

Six weeks of Gordon turning my phone into a private torture device.  

Late-night voice notes from site portaloos: his breath ragged, accent thick, whispering my name like a prayer he’s finally allowed to say out loud.  

Grainy dick pics snapped on scaffolding, hi-vis vest half-unzipped, the Dundee skyline behind him blurred.  

One photo of his right hand, knuckles still purple from the first dent, captioned in all caps:  

“STILL GOT YER DENT IN THE HEADBOARD. STILL GOT YER HEAT INSIDE ME EVERY MORNIN. FIX THIS.”

I stared at that photo longer than I’d admit.  

The bruising looked like war paint.  

The ring on his finger caught the flash like it was winking at me.

We meet at the same café on Reform Street.  

Rain lashes the windows so hard the glass vibrates.  

The place smells of wet wool, burnt toast, and the faint chemical sweetness of cheap air freshener.

He barrels in soaked, white hair plastered to his skull, fleece zipped to the chin, eyes feral under the dripping hood.  

Water streams off him in rivulets, pooling on the lino.  

He spots me and the grin splits wide: daft, desperate, delighted.

“Six weeks? Six fuckin’ weeks? I’ve been climbin’ ladders with a permanent ache, ya torturin’ bastard.”

We cram into the corner booth.  

Thighs lock together before the tea even arrives.  

The table is sticky with old sugar and the ghost of someone else’s fry-up.  

His fleece is damp against my arm; I can
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