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Content Warning & Disclaimer

This novella contains fantasy elements of consensual adult role-play and obsession. Nothing herein should be taken as endorsement of non-consensual acts in real life.

This is a work of erotic fiction intended strictly for adults aged 21 and over. All characters depicted are consenting adults over the age of 21. Every sexual act is enthusiastically consensual, repeatedly affirmed, and occurs between fictional adults who are fully aware of and comfortable with the dynamics portrayed.

This book contains explicit M/M sexual content including:

	significant age-gap dynamics

	power-imbalance fantasy (superior/subordinate in a professional setting)

	breeding, impregnation fantasy, internal marking, and detailed depictions of cum, overflow, and aftermath leakage

	group/collective claiming elements

	possession and obsession themes


No minors, non-consent, coercion, rape, incest, bestiality, or real-world harm is depicted or condoned. The police setting and any authority dynamics are entirely fictional and not intended to reflect, endorse, or criticise real law enforcement practices or individuals.

This story explores intense, taboo fantasies between consenting adults. Reader discretion is strongly advised. If any of these elements may cause distress, please do not continue.

All events, characters, and institutions are products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or real events is entirely coincidental.
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Chapter 1 
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The briefing room smelled of burnt coffee and old wood. Fluorescent tubes buzzed overhead. One flickered every few seconds like it was trying to die but couldn’t quite manage it.

Inspector Mark Baxter stood at the front. Shirt sleeves rolled to the elbows. Forearms thick and hairy. Veins standing out under skin tanned from summer patrols and winter gym sessions. At fifty he carried the solid thickness of a man who had never starved himself: broad chest straining the buttons of his uniform shirt, dense silver-threaded hair visible at the open collar, slight swell of belly that spoke of too many late-night takeaways after long shifts. Broken nose from a nineties arrest gone sideways. Salt-and-pepper beard kept short but always a day or two past neat. Eyes hazel, steady. The kind that pinned you without effort. Trousers tight across powerful thighs. Bulge noticeable when he shifted weight.

He held a clipboard but did not look at it. His voice came low. Manchester accent thick enough to cut.

“Operation Nightshade. High-end private club in the city centre. Suspected blackmail. Trafficking. Gay orgy ring with some very connected names on the guest list.”

His gaze moved over the dozen or so officers seated in plastic chairs. Settled on PC Ethan Hale.

Twenty-four years old. Slim build. Five foot nine. Clean-shaven. Uniform still crisp at the edges. Dark hair cropped close. Hazel eyes wide when Mark looked at him. Chest rising a little faster. Smooth jaw. Narrow hips. Arse rounded under the trousers. Legs long and lean. Skin pale except for the flush creeping up his neck.

Mark’s eyes lingered a second longer than necessary.

“You and me, Hale. You’re young enough to pass for fresh meat. I’m old enough to look like I can afford it.”

A few low laughs. Ethan’s ears went pink.

Mark did not smile.

“Briefing at eighteen hundred tomorrow. Locker room. We kit up. Fake IDs. Profiles on the app. You’ll need to look the part.”

He paused. Let the words settle.

“Any questions?”

None.

Mark nodded once.

“Dismissed.”

The room emptied. Chairs scraped. Boots on carpet. Ethan stayed seated a second longer. Then stood.

Mark waited until the last officer left.

Closed the door.

Locked it.

“You all right with this, lad?”

Ethan swallowed. Nodded.

“Yes, sir.” He met Mark’s eyes. Steady. A spark of something eager cutting through the nerves.

Mark stepped closer. Close enough that Ethan could smell the faint coffee on his breath, the warmer scent of wool under the uniform shirt, the faint metallic bite of gun oil still on his fingers from the armoury earlier.

“It’s not just acting. We go in as a couple: touching, kissing, fucking if we have to, to sell it. You understand?”

Ethan’s throat worked.

“I understand, sir.” And I want it, he thought. The words stayed inside. But they hung there anyway. Like heat.

Mark studied him. Eyes steady.

“You ever been with a man?”

A beat.

“No, sir.” But I’ve thought about it. About you.

Mark’s mouth twitched. Not quite a smile.

“First time for everything.”

He reached out. Thumb brushed the edge of Ethan’s collar. Adjusted it. Let his fingers linger against the lad’s neck. Just long enough to feel the pulse jump. Ethan’s skin warm. Smooth. Pulse racing under the pad of Mark’s thumb.

A radiator hissed once in the corner. Faint. Pointless. Gone again.

“We start tomorrow. Locker room. Eighteen hundred. Strip down. See what we’re working with.”

Ethan’s breath hitched.

“Yes, sir.”

Mark stepped back. Unlocked the door.

“Go home. Get some rest. You’ll need it, lad.”

Ethan left. Legs unsteady. The corridor lights harsh after the dim briefing room.

Mark stayed behind. Alone.

He leaned against the desk. Hand dropped to his crotch. Adjusted himself. Thick outline already pressing against the fabric. Heavy balls shifting under the weight of his palm.

He exhaled once.

Tomorrow the lad would strip.

And Mark would see exactly how deep this cover was going to go.

The fluorescent tube flickered again.

Then steadied.
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The locker room smelled of damp towels and metal lockers. Steam drifted from the showers at the far end. Curled in lazy coils under the single bulb that hummed above the benches.

Inspector Mark Baxter arrived first. Stripped without hurry. Shirt unbuttoned. Shrugged off broad shoulders. Trousers dropped to ankles. Kicked aside with boots. Underwear slid after them in one smooth motion. Naked now. Broad back turned to the door. Hairy chest catching the dim light. Thick cock hung heavy between powerful thighs. Balls low and full. He did not cover himself. He did not need to.

The door opened. Ethan stepped in. Uniform still on. Eyes flicked to Mark’s body. Then away. Then back. Pulse visible at his throat.

Mark turned. Slow. Let the lad look.

“Strip.”

Ethan’s fingers moved to his tie. Pulled the knot loose. Shirt buttons parted one by one. Pale chest revealed itself. Smooth except for a faint trail below the navel. Trousers unbuckled. Pushed down over narrow hips. Underwear slid after them. Cock sprang free. Already half-hard. Smaller than Mark’s. Thinner. Head flushed pink.

Mark watched. Eyes steady.

“Turn around.”

Ethan obeyed. Back to Mark. Arse rounded. Smooth cheeks. Slight dimples at the base of the spine. Mark stepped closer. Close enough that Ethan felt heat radiating from the older man’s body.

“Hands on the bench.”

Ethan bent forward. Palms flat on wood. Arse presented. Mark circled him. Slow. Like inspecting equipment. Hand rested on Ethan’s hip. Firm. Thumb brushed the crease where thigh met arse. Ethan’s breath caught.

“Spread your legs.”

Ethan widened his stance. Hole exposed. Pink. Tight. Untouched. Mark’s thumb traced the cleft. Slow circle around the rim. No pressure. Just presence. Ethan’s hole twitched.

“You’ve never had anything in here.”

Not a question.

“No, sir.”

Mark’s thumb pressed. Just the pad. Gentle. Ethan hissed. Body tensing. Then relaxing. Mark circled again. Slower. Watching the way the lad’s hole fluttered.

A locker door creaked once in the far corner. Faint metallic groan. Pointless. Gone again.

“We’ll need to sell it. They’ll expect us to fuck. Properly. Not some quick pretend shag.”

Ethan nodded. Face flushed. Cock leaking now. Clear bead at the tip.

Mark’s other hand reached around. Wrapped around Ethan’s shaft. Firm grip. Slow stroke. Once. Twice. Ethan moaned low. Hips rocking forward into Mark’s fist.

“You like that.”

“Yes, sir.”

Mark released him. Stepped back.

“On your knees.”

Ethan dropped. Carpet rough under his knees. Face level with Mark’s cock. Thick. Veined. Head flushed dark. Foreskin retracted halfway. Ethan’s mouth watered.

“Open.”

Ethan opened. Mark fed him the head. Slow. Let the lad taste the salt and warmth. Ethan’s tongue swirled. Tentative at first. Then bolder. Mark groaned low. Hand in Ethan’s hair. Guiding. Not forcing. Yet.

“Take more.”

Ethan tried. Jaw aching. Throat relaxing. Took half. Then more. Mark’s hips rocked. Gentle. Letting the lad adjust. Ethan gagged once. Pulled back. Tears in his eyes. Mark waited.

“Again.”

Ethan took him deeper. Nose brushing pubes. Mark held him there. A moment. Then released. Ethan pulled off. Gasping. Spit string connecting lips to cock.

Mark hauled him up. Turned him. Bent him over the bench. Arse up. Hole exposed again. Mark spat on his fingers. Slicked them. Pressed one against the rim. Slow circle. Ethan whimpered.

“Relax.”

Ethan tried. Mark’s finger breached. Slow. Knuckle deep. Ethan’s hole clenched. Then eased. Mark added a second. Scissored. Stretched. Ethan moaned. Hips rocking back. Seeking more.

Mark withdrew. Spat again. Slicked his cock. Lined up. Head against the rim.

“Deep breath.”

Ethan inhaled. Mark pushed. Slow. Relentless. Head popped past the ring. Ethan cried out. Hands gripping the bench. Mark held still. Let him adjust. Then pushed deeper. Inch by inch. Until balls rested against Ethan’s arse.

Full. Stretched. Owned.

Mark stayed buried. Let Ethan feel the weight. The heat. The pulse inside him.

“You’re taking it well, lad.”

Ethan’s voice cracked.

“Yes, sir.”

Mark pulled back. Slow. Almost out. Then thrust forward. Deep. Ethan moaned. Body rocking forward. Mark set a rhythm. Steady. Deep. Each thrust forced a sound from Ethan’s throat. Wet slaps. Skin on skin. Ethan’s cock leaked steadily. Dripping onto the bench.

Mark leaned forward. Chest to back. Beard scraping Ethan’s neck. Tongue flicked out. Slow and wet. Traced the curve of Ethan’s ear. Dipped inside the shell. Hot breath following the lick. Ethan shuddered hard. Hole clenching around the thick shaft buried deep.

“Feel that?”

He rolled his hips. Grinding deep. Cock stirring the mess already inside.

“That’s me inside you. Marking you. You’ll feel this tomorrow. Every step. Every time you sit. Every time you hear my voice on the radio. Thick and sticky. Staying where I put it.”

Ethan whimpered. Body trembling. Mark turned the lad’s head with a firm hand on the jaw. Mouth crashing over Ethan’s in a deep filthy kiss. Tongue plunged in. Claiming every corner. Tasting the salt of sweat and the faint copper of bitten lip. Ethan moaned into it. Helpless. Tongue meeting Mark’s in frantic surrender. Mark’s beard scraped raw lines across Ethan’s chin and cheeks. He sucked the lower lip between his teeth. Bit down just enough to sting. Then soothed it with a slow drag of tongue while his hips kept rolling. Grinding the load deeper. Forcing Ethan to feel every pulse still leaking inside. The kiss never broke. Not when Ethan’s thighs shook. Not when his hole spasmed again. Not when the overflow gushed hotter down his crack. Mark swallowed every sound. Drank the whimpers. The gasps. The broken little pleas that vibrated against his lips.

He stayed buried. Grinding. Milking every drop.

Then pulled out. Slow. Watched the gape. The mess. Scooped some with two fingers. Pushed it back in.

Ethan collapsed forward. Breathing ragged. Hole twitching
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