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Disclaimers

This is a work of explicit gay erotic fiction intended for adult readers only (18+).

It contains graphic sexual content between two consenting adult men, including significant age-gap themes (42 and 19 at the start), power imbalance, breeding/creampie elements, mild D/s dynamics, and intense emotional and physical claiming.

All characters are fictional and above the age of consent. This story explores fantasy and desire; it does not reflect real-world relationships or endorse any illegal activity.

Reader discretion is strongly advised. If any of the above themes are likely to distress you, please do not continue.
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Chapter 1: The Call of Duty 
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Sir Aldric rode ahead on the narrow forest track. Forty-two summers behind him. Lean power in his shoulders. Dark beard trimmed close, silver just beginning to show at the jaw-line and temples. Thick dark hair on his chest visible whenever his tunic shifted open at the throat. Voice low and warm like gravel smoothed by a river.

His squire Leofric followed close. Nineteen. Lithe from years of riding and sparring. Smooth olive skin. Dark curls matted with sweat under his cap. Eyes hazel and bright, always watching the knight’s back with that quiet, unshakable devotion.

They were three days out from the castle, hunting a rumoured relic said to lie in the old grove beyond the Black Mire. The king had asked. Aldric had accepted. Leofric had not been asked; he simply went where his knight went.

Dusk came early under the trees. They made camp beside a small stream. Aldric dismounted first. Swung down with easy grace. Leofric followed, taking the reins of both horses. Their fingers brushed when he handed the leather back. A small thing. A nothing. But Leofric felt the warmth of Aldric’s palm linger on his skin like a brand.

Aldric knelt to build the fire. Sleeves rolled to the elbows. Forearms corded, dusted with dark hair that caught the last light. Leofric watched the way the knight’s shoulders moved, the steady rhythm of his hands stacking kindling. He should have been gathering more wood. Instead he stood there, useless, staring.

This boy has been mine to shape since he was barely old enough to lift a sword. Every callus on his palms, every bruise on his knees, every flush on his cheeks when I correct his stance — all of it is my handiwork. And now he looks at me with eyes that no longer belong to a child. I could stop this before it begins. I should. But the thought of never seeing that look again feels like a wound I cannot bear.

Aldric glanced up. Caught him. “Something on your mind, Leo?”

Leofric flushed. Dropped his eyes to the ground. “No, my lord. Just... watching how you do it.”

Aldric’s mouth curved. Small. Private. “Come here then. Learn.”

Leofric obeyed. Knelt beside him. Their shoulders brushed again. This time Aldric did not move away. Leofric felt the heat of the man’s body, the faint scent of leather, horse, clean sweat, pine resin. Aldric’s hand closed over his, guiding it to place a twig just so. Fingers rough. Warm. Lingering.

Leofric’s breath hitched. Aldric’s voice dropped lower. “You’ve got steady hands when you want to. Use them.”

They finished the fire in silence. Flames caught. Crackled. Cast shadows across Aldric’s face, picking out the silver in his beard, the lines at the corners of his eyes. Leofric could not look away.

Later they sat on opposite sides of the flames. Shared bread and hard cheese. Passed a flask of watered wine. Aldric spoke of the relic. Of old oaths. Of the king’s moods. Leofric listened. Nodded. Said little.

When the fire had burned low, Aldric stretched. Rose. “Sleep, lad. Long road tomorrow.”

Leofric nodded. But when Aldric turned toward his bedroll, Leofric’s voice came soft. Almost lost in the crackle of embers.

“I’d follow you anywhere, my lord.”

Aldric paused. Back to the fire. Shoulders still. Then he looked over his shoulder. Eyes catching light like pale flint.

“I know,” he said quietly.

A beat. Another.

Then he turned fully. Stepped closer. Stopped just outside arm’s reach.

Leofric’s heart slammed against his ribs. Aldric looked down at him. Something moved in his face — not hunger, not yet. Recognition. A decision held back.

I should walk away now. Turn my back, lie down, let the night bury whatever this is. But his voice shook when he said it. That single sentence cost him something. And I find I cannot bear the thought of leaving him to carry that cost alone.

“Sleep,” he said again. Softer this time. He reached out. Ruffled Leofric’s hair — fingers rough but gentle, calluses scraping lightly across scalp. Then he walked to his bedroll.

Leofric stayed by the fire a long time. Hard. Aching. Staring into the flames. Feeling the ghost of Aldric’s hand in his hair. The warmth of that single touch already sinking deeper than any wound.

He crawled into his own furs eventually. Lay on his side facing the knight’s sleeping shape. Listened to the slow, even breathing.

And whispered — so quiet even the fire barely heard it — “Ric...”

The word tasted dangerous. Sweet. Like something he was not yet allowed to have.
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Chapter 2: The Mending Touch 
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Bandits struck at midday on the narrow track beside the Black Mire. Six of them, ragged and desperate, blades already bloodied from some earlier kill. Aldric met them with the calm economy of a man who had faced worse odds and still walked away. His sword sang once, twice; three men dropped before they could close. The rest scattered like crows from a corpse.

But not before a dagger found the gap under his left arm. A shallow cut, deep enough to sting, not deep enough to kill. Aldric finished the last man with a single thrust, then pressed his palm to the wound. Blood welled between his fingers. He did not curse. He simply turned to Leofric.

“Camp. Now.”

They rode hard for another hour until the trees thickened and the ground rose. A small clearing opened beside a stream. Aldric dismounted first. Leofric followed, heart hammering louder than the horses’ hooves.

Aldric leaned against a fallen log. Untied his cloak. Let it fall. Then, without ceremony, unlaced the side of his tunic and pulled it open. The gash ran along his ribs: red mouth in dark hair, blood already clotting at the edges. Leofric stared. The knight’s chest rose and fell steadily. Silver threaded the dark curls across his pectorals; a thin scar curved under one nipple from some older fight. The sight was not new. Leofric had helped him bathe, change bandages, dress wounds before. But today it felt different. The air between them felt different.

Aldric’s voice came low. “Water. Cloth. The small pouch of yarrow.”

Leofric moved quickly. Filled a bowl from the stream. Soaked a clean linen strip. Ground yarrow leaves between two stones until the green paste stained his fingers. When he returned Aldric had stripped the tunic completely. Sat bare-chested on the log, legs spread, forearms resting on his thighs. The silver in his beard caught the slanting light. His eyes followed Leofric the entire way back.

Leofric knelt between Aldric’s knees. Close enough to feel the heat radiating off the knight’s skin. Close enough to smell leather, sweat, iron, the faint green bite of crushed yarrow. He dipped the cloth. Pressed it to the wound.

Aldric hissed through his teeth. “Harder.”

Leofric pressed harder. The cloth soaked red instantly. He wiped, rinsed, wiped again. Each pass dragged the wet linen across dark curls, over the flat plane of muscle, across a nipple that tightened under the cold touch. Aldric’s breath caught once: small, almost inaudible. Leofric’s own breathing grew shallow. His free hand rested on Aldric’s thigh for balance; the muscle flexed under his palm, hard and warm through the breeches.

Every time he tends me like this I feel the years peel away. He was fourteen the first time he stitched me up, hands shaking, voice cracking on my name. Now those same hands are steady. Stronger. And they linger. Not long. Not enough to name. But they linger. And I find I
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