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​​​Disclaimers 

This is a work of erotic fiction intended for adult readers only (18+). It contains explicit sexual content, including:

	extreme age-gap relationships

	power imbalance and dominance/submission dynamics

	group sexual acts

	breeding/impregnation kink

	permanent psychological and physical marking themes

	graphic descriptions of bodily fluids and internal claiming


All sexual acts depicted are between fictional consenting adults. This book explores intense, taboo, and psychologically invasive fantasies. It is not intended to represent safe, realistic, or healthy relationship dynamics.

If any of the above themes are triggering or unwanted, please do not read further. This story is pure fantasy and does not condone or reflect real-world behaviour.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Every sexual encounter includes explicit verbal consent from the protagonist at key escalation points. The narrative tone remains dark, obsessive, and unapologetic — as intended.

This book contains material that may be considered offensive or disturbing to some readers. 

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Mist hung low over the Speyside hills that October morning, thick enough to swallow the sound of tyres on the estate track. Finlay Gordon’s rented Audi crept the last half-mile between drystone walls, headlights slicing pale paths through the grey. He killed the engine outside the distillery gates. The sign above them — Gordon & Sons, Est. 1847 — was black iron, letters picked out in faded gold. Rain had run the paint into streaks. The gates stood open. No one came to meet him. 

He stepped out. Cold pushed through the thin cashmere of his coat. The air carried wet barley, peat smoke, and something sharper — the faint alcoholic breath of casks breathing out their angel’s share from the bonded warehouses. Finlay adjusted his collar, squared his shoulders, walked through. 

The yard lay quiet. A forklift sat idle beside a pallet of empty bottles. Two men in navy overalls stood near the mash tun door, talking low. They glanced up as he passed. Neither spoke. One tilted his head toward the stillhouse. That was enough. 

Inside the stillhouse copper gleamed under low bulbs. Steam rose from the washbacks. The air hung warm, sweet, thick with fermenting wash. A man waited at the far end, back turned, checking a spirit safe. Broad shoulders. Thick forearms resting on the brass fittings. When he straightened and turned Finlay saw the rest. 

Dougal Strachan. Fifty-nine. Head stillman. Beard full and grizzled, dark at the edges, silver spreading inward like frost on a window. Hair cropped close, more grey than black now. Navy overalls worn to a soft shine at the elbows and knees. Hands large, knuckles scarred, nails short and permanently stained with spirit and oil. Eyes hazel-grey, small, steady. He did not smile. 

Another city boy come to play owner. We’ll see how long that lasts. 

“Mr Gordon,” he said. Voice low, carrying the burr of the strath. Not a question. 

Finlay extended a hand. “Finlay. Just Finlay is fine.” 

Dougal took it. Grip firm. Brief. Calloused palm pressed against smooth skin. Soft. Too soft. Hasn’t held anything heavier than a pen in his life. He let go. The boy pulled back first. 

“Follow me.” 

They walked the length of the stillhouse. Dougal named things without flourish. Washbacks. Spirit safe. Lyne arms. Low wines receiver. Finlay nodded at each one. He had read the briefing notes on the plane. He knew the terms. He did not know the smell, the heat, the way the copper gleamed wet under the lights. 

They passed through a low doorway into the bonded warehouse. Casks stacked three high in long rows. Black mould bloomed on the stone walls. The air was cooler here, heavy with sherry oak and old spirit. Dougal stopped beside a butt that stood alone under a single bulb. 

“Your father’s last fill,” he said. “Sherry. Oloroso. Second year in cask.” 

Finlay reached out. Touched the oak. It was cool, slightly damp. 

Dougal watched him. Look at him. Thinks he can feel the whisky through the wood. He’ll learn soon enough it’s the other way round. 

“Ye own it now,” Dougal said. “All of it.” 

Finlay turned. Their eyes met. Dougal’s gaze did not waver. Finlay felt it settle low in his gut, heavy and warm. 

“I’ll need to learn the operation,” he said. Voice steadier than he felt. 

Dougal’s mouth twitched. Not quite a smile. Learn. Aye. You’ll learn. 

He stepped closer. Close enough that Finlay smelled peat smoke on the overalls, faint sweat, the warm alcoholic undercurrent that clung to the man’s skin. Dougal’s hand rose — slow — and rested on Finlay’s shoulder. Not gripping. Just there. Heavy. 

“First lesson,” Dougal said. “Everything here takes time. And pressure.” 

Finlay swallowed. Voice barely above a whisper. 

“I... I want to learn. Whatever it takes.” 

His eyes flicked up. Met Dougal’s. Held there. No flinch. 

“Even if it hurts. Even if it changes me.” 

Dougal’s thumb pressed once more. Harder. 

“Ye’re sure, lad?” 

“Yes.” Breath shaky. Cock already thickening against his trousers. 

“Then say it proper.” 

Finlay’s throat worked. “I want you to teach me. I want... everything you’ve got.”

Dougal’s thumb brushed the collarbone through cashmere. Once. Then withdrew. 

“Come,” he said. “I’ll show ye the house.” 

They walked back through the yard. The two men by the mash tun door watched them go. Neither spoke. 

The manager’s house stood at the edge of the site. Stone-built, slate roof, windows small and deep-set. Dougal opened the door with a key from his pocket. Handed it to Finlay without comment. 

“Everything’s as your father left it,” he said. “If ye need anything, ye know where I am.” 

Finlay took the key. Fingers brushed Dougal’s palm. Rough. Warm. The contact lasted a second too long. 

Dougal turned to leave. 

“Dougal,” Finlay said. 

The older man paused in the doorway. Looked back. 

Finlay’s throat worked. “Thank you. For... showing me round.” 

Dougal studied him. Pretty mouth. Soft hands. Already trembling. This one won’t last a month. Then he gave a single nod. 

“Get some rest, lad,” he said. “Tomorrow’s a long day.” 

The door closed. 

Finlay stood alone in the hallway. The house smelled of old wood, peat ash, and faint whisky. He set his bag down. Walked to the window. Looked out at the warehouses. The mist had thickened. Lights glowed faintly in the stillhouse. 

He felt the ghost of Dougal’s hand on his shoulder. The weight of that gaze. The slow pressure of a thumb on his collarbone. 

His cock stirred. 

He pressed a palm to the window glass. It was cold. 

He exhaled once. Fog bloomed and faded. 

Tomorrow was a long day. 

And something inside him already knew it would be longer than that. 
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Rain kept falling the next morning. Steady. Soft enough to soak without drama. Finlay woke to it drumming the slates. The spare room felt colder than he remembered. Sheets twisted around his legs. He lay there a minute. Stared at the ceiling beams. The weight of yesterday sat in his gut. Not regret. Not exactly. Something heavier.

He pulled on yesterday’s shirt. Trousers. Socks still damp at the toes. Downstairs the kitchen smelled of coffee and bacon. A pot stood on the range. Two mugs waited on the table. One already poured. Black. No sugar. Finlay sat. Drank. The coffee was strong. Bitter. It stayed on his tongue long after the mug was empty.

He walked the yard. Rain beaded on his coat. The two men by the mash tun door nodded when he passed. Polite. Faces blank. Eyes slid away the moment his back turned. He felt the silence more than the rain.

The stillhouse was warm. Steam rose from the washbacks. Copper gleamed under low bulbs. Dougal stood at the spirit safe. Checking hydrometer readings. He did not turn when Finlay entered.

“I thought I’d spend today looking over the books,” Finlay said. “Production logs. See where we stand.”

Dougal lifted the glass. Checked the reading. Set it down.  

“Do what ye like.”

Finlay waited. No more came.  

“I’ve seen how they run things in Speyside. Overseas too. The Japanese have some clever efficiencies. We could modernise the mash tun cycle. Cut turnaround by twenty percent.”

Dougal glanced at him. Long. Steady.  

“Aye. You do that.”

Finlay’s jaw tightened. He left the stillhouse. The two men outside were gone. Rain kept falling.

The week passed in fragments. Finlay sat in the manager’s office. Old ledgers open. Laptop glowing. He built spreadsheets. Charts. Projections. He spoke at the morning meeting about yield improvements. Staff nodded. Polite. No questions. No pushback. Nothing changed. Dougal ignored him except when necessary. A curt word about cask rotation. A nod in the yard. That was all.

Finlay ate alone. Slept alone. The house stayed quiet. He thought of his father. The man who had run this place for forty years and never once asked for help. The man who had died alone in this office chair. Finlay sat in that same chair now. Felt small in it. Out of his depth. The spreadsheets stared back at him. Numbers that meant nothing here.

One evening in mid-November he wandered into the stillhouse after hours. Lights low. Washbacks silent. Rain tapping the roof. He walked between the vessels. Fingers trailing copper. Stopped beside one that still steamed faintly. The air was thick. Warm. Sweet with fermenting wash.

Footsteps behind him. Slow. Heavy.

Dougal.

Finlay turned.  

Dougal stood at the doorway. Overalls unbuttoned at the chest. Shirt underneath open enough to show silver hair matted with sweat. He carried a small torch. Beam low.  

“Ye shouldn’t be here after dark,” he said.

Finlay’s throat worked.  

“I couldn’t sleep.”
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