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Disclaimers

This work is explicit erotic fiction written for consenting adults only.

It contains:

	graphic descriptions of consensual sexual acts between adult men

	significant age-gap relationships (gerontophilia)

	breeding kink, creampie, internal ejaculation, and themes of unclear paternity

	group sex / gangbang

	power dynamics, class play, and servant/master roleplay

	mild campy and absurd elements (including a cum-logged ledger and horses as background observers)


All characters are fictional and 18 years of age or older. All sexual activity depicted is consensual between adults.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Chapter 1: The Heir’s First Bloom 
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The rain hammered the slate roof like impatient fists. A relentless roar. It drowned everything except the low crackle of the library fire. James MacLeod, thirty-two, heir presumptive, stood at the tall mullioned window. Loose white linen shirt. Sleeves rolled to the elbows. Top three buttons undone. The fabric already clung damply to his chest from the humid night air. Family tartan kilt below, commando beneath. The wool scratched faintly against his thighs with every shift of weight. Outside the grounds had dissolved into silver-gray mist. The loch below a dark rippling mirror reflecting fractured lightning.

He was bored.

The boredom sat heavy in his gut. A dull throb. It matched the insistent pulse in his cock. London had been all polished marble floors and sterile hotel sheets. Here the estate smelled of wet peat, old oak, something primal he couldn’t name. Back for the summer to “manage” things (read: dodge his father’s pointed questions about heirs and legacies), James had discovered the real danger wasn’t the ledgers.

It was the staff.

Specifically, Hamish.

Hamish MacTavish, fifty-five, head gardener. Built like the ancient oaks that bordered the drive. Broad shoulders straining against gravity. Barrel chest rising and falling with every breath. A soft belly that spoke of good whisky and better living. A thick pelt of salt-and-pepper hair covered him from collarbone to the dark coarse thicket that vanished into the low-slung waistband of his dirt-streaked work trews. The beard was grizzled, wiry, smelling faintly of tobacco and woodsmoke even from ten feet away. His eyes were winter-sky blue. Sharp. Unblinking. Hands scarred. Knuckles thickened. Palms rough as bark from decades of thorns, shovels, and soil. Married thirty-two years. Two grown sons. Wife in the village cottage, hands dusted with flour, pretending she didn’t notice the late hours or the faint scent of greenhouse earth that clung to him when he finally came home.

James had been watching for weeks.  

The polite nods over morning tea carried the faint clink of porcelain and the warm malty steam of Assam. “Lovely roses, Hamish.”  

The stolen glances when Hamish stripped off his shirt in the greenhouse heat. Sweat beading on that thick chest fur. Trickling in slow rivulets down the soft belly. Catching in the navel before disappearing into the dark trail below. The scent hit James like a fist. Earthy musk. Fresh-cut green. Salt. Man.  

His kilt had tented so obviously he’d twice had to tug the shirt down. Fabric whispering against his hardening cock. Cheeks burning.

Tonight the restraint shattered like wet glass.

He slipped out the side door after midnight. Rain slapped cold against his face. Soaked the linen shirt in seconds so it clung transparently to his lean chest. Nipples pebbling from the chill. The kilt flapped heavy and wet against his thighs. Wool heavy with water. Boots crunched gravel. Then squelched mud as he crossed to the greenhouse. Inside: thick humid air like breathing soup. The sharp green perfume of wet leaves and compost. Rain drumming on the glass roof in a steady hypnotic tattoo. The single lantern cast warm amber light. Turned everything golden and shadowed.

Hamish stood with his back turned. Shirtless. Hauling a heavy sack of soil. Sweat gleamed on his broad back. Silver threads in the hair catching firelight. The scent rolled off him in waves. Fresh sweat. Peat. Loam. Faint motor oil from the toolshed. The underlying musk of an older man who worked hard and washed rarely.

James cleared his throat. Voice rougher than he intended.  

“Need a hand, Hamish?”

Hamish turned slowly. His eyes dropped to the soaked ridge tenting the tartan. Then dragged up to the drenched shirt plastered to James’s torso. A slow predatory grin cracked the grizzled beard. Revealed crooked teeth stained faintly with tobacco.

“Aye, lad. I think ye do.”

No more preamble.  

Hamish closed the distance in two heavy strides. Boots thudded on the dirt floor. One massive callused hand cupped the back of James’s neck. Rough palm scraping skin. Yanked him into a kiss. It tasted of whisky burn. Pipe tobacco. Salt sweat. The faint metallic tang of rain. Tongues slid hot and wet. Beards rasped like sandpaper. James groaned low into the older man’s mouth. The sound swallowed by the storm.

Hamish broke away with a wet smack. Spun James. Shoved him face-down over the potting bench. The wood was cool and gritty under his palms. Smelled of old soil and fertilizer. Hamish yanked the shirt up to James’s shoulders. Baring pale back and the dip of his spine. Then the kilt flipped high. Wet wool slapped against skin. Cool air kissed flushed arse.

“Been watchin’ ye watch me, heir,” Hamish growled. Voice gravel dragged over stone. He spat thickly into his palm. The wet sound obscene in the humid air. Slicked his thick veiny cock. Already leaking. The pre-cum glistening in the lantern light. “Thought ye were too posh for a gardener’s prick. Turns out ye’re just hungry.”

The blunt head pressed against James’s hole. Hot. Insistent. Slick only with spit and pre-cum. Slow relentless push. The stretch burned. Full. Overwhelming. James gasped. Fingers dug into dirt. Shirt bunched under his chin. The damp linen stuck to his face.  

“Please... Hamish... deeper...”

Hamish obliged.  

One brutal thrust buried him to the root. Hairy belly slapped wetly against James’s back. The coarse chest hair scraped like wire against sweat-slick skin. Thick arms caged him in. Heat radiated off the older body like a furnace. The bench creaked in protest. Wood groaned under the force.  

“Quiet now,” Hamish rumbled. Breath hot against James’s ear. Beard scraping neck. “Don’t want the whole house hearin’ the laird’s son gettin’ bred like a bitch in his own greenhouse.”

He fucked like he gardened. Deliberate. Deep. Relentless. Each stroke dragged heavy over James’s prostate. A slow grind that built pressure until his legs trembled. Thighs slick with sweat and pre-cum. The wet slap of skin on skin mixed with the rain’s drum. The scent of sex bloomed thick. Musk. Earth. Salt. The faint iron tang of arousal. Breeding talk spilled out in a filthy low growl.  

“Gonna flood this posh cunt with married seed, lad. Better than any hole my wife’s ever given me. Tighter. Hotter. And ye take it so fuckin’ pretty.”

James’s control frayed fast. Polite restraint melted into raw broken sound.  

“Yes... fuck... harder... don’t stop...”  

His voice cracked on a ragged moan as he came untouched. Body seizing. Cock pulsing. Thick spurts splattering the bench. The sharp scent of his own release cut through the greenhouse air.  

Hamish didn’t slow. Fucked through the spasms. Balls slapping wetly. Then pulled out with a slick pop. Spun James around. Jerked himself off over the heir’s face.

Thick ropes hit hot and heavy. Across cheeks. Lips. Tongue. Dripping down chin to soak the rumpled shirt collar. The linen turning translucent with cum and rain. Hamish milked the last drops onto James’s heaving chest. Then leaned down for one more sloppy cum-smeared kiss. Tongue pushing thick seed into James’s mouth. The taste salty-bitter. Warm. Overwhelming.

James swallowed. Dazed. Voice hoarse and wrecked.  

“More... please... Hamish...”

Hamish petted his sweat-damp hair. Rough fingers gentle for a moment. Smirked.  

“Keep that shirt on tomorrow. Let it dry inside ye. And dinnae think this is the end, lad.  

Next time... I bring friends.”

He left James slumped over the bench. Leaking. Glazed. Shirt and kilt sticky and heavy. The greenhouse air thick with musk. Rain. Sex. Wet earth.  

Outside the storm laughed. Low and satisfied.

Inside James touched the drying cum on his lips. Tasted salt on his tongue. Smiled into the lantern glow. And whispered to the empty greenhouse.

“Encore.”
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Chapter 2: The Quiet Bloom 

[image: ]


On the surface nothing changed.

The estate woke each morning to the same gray Highland light filtering through mullioned windows. The air sharp with wet peat and distant woodsmoke. Breakfast was served at eight sharp. Porridge steaming in porcelain bowls. The faint metallic clink of silver spoons against china. The rustle of the laird’s newspaper crisp as new linen. James appeared in the dining room in a fresh shirt and kilt. Hair neatly combed. Voice soft when he asked after the weather or the tenants.  

Hamish remained in his proper place. Out on the grounds. Pruning with the snip of secateurs. Planting with the wet thud of soil on roots. Hauling compost in heavy burlap sacks that left dark streaks on his forearms. His shirt off in the brief sunbreaks. Chest hair glistening with fresh sweat that carried the sharp scent of cut grass and sun-warmed earth. He touched his cap when the laird rode past on his morning inspection. Said “Morning, sir,” in that gravel rumble. Then went back to his work.  

No one would have guessed.

But under the surface the air had thickened like syrup. Heavy with unspoken heat.

Hamish had learned James’s rhythms like he knew the soil.  

A quiet corridor in the east wing. Mid-afternoon when the house was still. The faint echo of distant kitchen clatter. The smell of beeswax polish on oak floors. Hamish would back James against the cold stone wall. The chill seeping through linen into skin. Flip the
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A Taboo Breeding Tale I

One young heir. Three older married men. The estate will have its due.
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