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Disclaimers
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This work contains explicit sexual content between consenting adults and is intended for readers 18 years of age and older only.

All characters depicted in sexual situations are over the age of 18.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organisations or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

The material in this book is for entertainment purposes only and is not intended to promote, condone, or glorify any form of illegal, non-consensual, or harmful behaviour. All acts described are fictional and consensual within the context of the story.

Some readers may find the themes of significant age difference, power imbalance, dominance/submission, light restraint, and explicit sexual acts intense or triggering. Reader discretion is strongly advised.

If you are offended by graphic depictions of male/male sex, age-gap dynamics, or erotic power exchange, please do not read this book.

By proceeding, you confirm that you are of legal adult age in your jurisdiction and consent to reading explicit adult material.

© A.R. Knox 2026 All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
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Author's Note
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This extended uncut edition contains thirteen chapters and runs approximately thirty percent longer than the original version published as Brush and Boy. Additional chapters have been included, and several existing passages have been deepened to reflect a more complete ritual of possession, obsessive breeding, and irreversible internal marking.

This wide edition is the full, darker descent.

Thank you for reading. 

A.R. Knox
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The Squall
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The first real squall of the summer came down without much warning on the third day of June. Black cloud rolled in off the North Sea. Rain hit the harbour wall like gravel thrown by hand. Derek watched it build from the upstairs window of his cottage on the wynd. Sky went slate. Gulls vanished. Sea turned the colour of wet iron. He shut the casement against the sudden cold. Went back to the easel. Picked up the brush again. Underpainting for a new canvas: fox at the edge of barley, ears up, eyes holding the last thin light before the storm took it.

A soft thump came from the windowsill. The ginger tom with the torn ear had jumped up. Wet fur flattened. He demanded entry as he did most evenings. Derek crossed the room. Opened the sash a few inches. The cat slipped inside. Shook himself once. Then padded down the narrow stair ahead of him as though the house had always been his.

He did not hear the knock right away. Wind tore at the slates. Rattled glass so loud that three sharp raps got swallowed. They came again. Louder. Derek put the brush down. Wiped his hands on the rag tied at his belt. Went down the narrow stair. Opened the door.

A young man stood there soaked through. Blond hair dark with rain and flattened against his scalp. Strands clinging to a high fair forehead. Shirt stuck to a narrow well-proportioned torso. Outlining the clean lines of collarbone and the faint rise of pectorals beneath pale skin. He lifted his face. Eyes wide like sea-glass under cloud. Lashes spiked with water. Lips full and parted but the wind stole the first word.

“Sorry to bother you,” he said. Raising his voice over the gale. “Phone’s dead. Bothy’s taking in water. No signal. Can I come in just till it passes?”

Southern English. Clean. Polished. The kind of voice that expects doors to open. Derek looked him over. Expensive Barbour already sodden. Leather boots coated in village mud. Posture straight as if he had never needed to apologise before. The boy’s face was finely made. High cheekbones. Straight nose. A faint flush of cold across fair cheeks. Something about it tugged at an old place Derek kept closed. Too smooth. Too unmarked. It made something low and possessive uncoil in his chest.

He stepped aside.

The young man came in. Water dripped onto the flags. He shrugged off the jacket. Hung it on the peg by the door without being told. The ginger tom appeared at the foot of the stair. Sniffed the wet boots once. Then turned away with complete disinterest. He jumped onto the arm of the old chair. Curled once. Began to groom a paw as though the newcomer were not worth noticing.

Derek closed out the wind. Pointed to the fire.

“Stand there. Don’t touch anything.”

The stranger moved to the hearth. Peat flames threw gold across him where the shirt had gone see-through. Derek saw the slender waist. The smooth plane of abdomen rising and falling with quick breaths. Dark points of nipples tight against pale skin. The boy’s arms were lightly muscled but unscarred. Wrists fine-boned. Fingers long and unmarked. Derek looked away. Set the kettle on the hook. Busied his hands. The thought of that skin under his palms refused to leave.

“I’m Oliver,” the young man said after a pause. “Oliver Harrington. Renting the bothy on the harbour lane for the summer. Art project. Photography mostly. Some sketching.”

Derek poured water into the pot. Kept his back turned. “Derek.”

Oliver waited. When nothing else came he added, “Thank you. I didn’t know where else to knock.”

Derek set a mug on the table. “Drink. Warm up. Then go.”

Oliver took it in both hands. Fingers long. No calluses. Nails neat. He sipped. Winced. Then glanced at the cat on the chair. He crouched slowly. Extended a hand. The tom paused mid-lick. Regarded the fingers with narrow eyes. Then resumed grooming without so much as a tail flick. Oliver withdrew his hand. Stood again. Offered a small rueful smile.

“He doesn’t like strangers,” Derek said without turning.

“I can see that.”

Oliver looked around at the stacked canvases. The jars of brushes. The smell of linseed and peat hanging in the air.

“It’s very quiet here,” he said.

Derek’s jaw tightened. “That’s why I stay.”

Oliver looked at him properly then. Eyes travelled over the silver threading through Derek’s dark hair. The deep lines etched at the corners of his eyes and mouth. The broad solid shoulders under the worn flannel shirt. Derek’s face was weathered. Strong jaw shadowed with stubble. A faint scar along the left cheekbone from some long-ago mishap. Neck corded from years of carrying heavy stretchers and chopping driftwood. His hands resting on the dresser were large and veined. Knuckles scarred from brushes and tools. Palms rough enough to catch on linen. No mockery in Oliver’s gaze. Just steady appraisal. When their eyes met again the air in the room changed. A current. Small. Real.

Derek felt it settle in his chest. In the sudden heaviness of his hands. He straightened.

“You’re still shivering.”

Oliver glanced down at himself. Surprised. “A bit.”

Derek crossed the floor in two strides. Reached past him to the hook by the fire. Took the dry towel. Instead of passing it over he laid it across Oliver’s shoulders. Knuckles grazed the damp skin at the nape of his neck.

Smooth. Far too smooth.

The thought came on its own. Low and sharp like a blade under skin. Derek let his hand stay there one second longer than he should have. Felt the quick beat under the surface. His thumb pressed once. Possessive. Testing.

He pulled back.

“Dry yourself,” he said. Voice rougher now.

Oliver did not move right away. He looked up. Eyes dark in the firelight.

“Thank you,” he whispered.

Derek turned. Walked to the window. Stared into the storm. Behind him he heard the soft scrape of towel on skin. The small catch of breath as it moved lower. And the low steady rumble of the cat purring on the chair. Still indifferent to the newcomer. Still entirely at home.

Rain kept lashing the glass. Wind tore down the wynd. In the small warm room above the harbour something had already started. And it would not stop until the boy carried pieces of him home.
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