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Disclaimers

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

For adult readers only (18+) This book contains extremely explicit sexual content, including consensual male/male encounters, significant age-gap dynamics, power imbalances, public and semi-public risk, group use, breeding, and permanent psychological and physical marking. It is intended strictly for mature audiences. If you are under 18 or find such material offensive, close the book now.

Content warnings This story explores forbidden desire, obsessive age-gap attraction, public-risk situations, multiple partners, intense submission, and the irreversible internal claiming of one young man by a pack of older men. It includes graphic depictions of consensual adult sex acts, emotional fixation, bodily fluids, and the permanent rewriting of the protagonist’s body and mind. There is no non-consensual activity, underage content, or illegal behaviour.

No endorsement of real-world actions The events and relationships depicted are pure fantasy. The author does not condone or encourage any behaviour that violates real-world consent, safety, trust, or legal boundaries. All characters are consenting adults over 18.

Reader discretion strongly advised If you are sensitive to themes of obsession, risk-taking, age-gap power exchange, or the slow, irreversible corruption of body and desire, this book will mark you. Proceed only if you want to carry the warmth long after the final page.

Copyright © 2026 A.R. Knox All rights reserved.
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Author’s Note
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Welcome to the Uncut Extended Edition of Delayed Claim.

This version is significantly darker, longer, and filthier than the original. It contains five brand-new chapters and expanded scenes that push the obsession, the group claiming, and the permanent internal marking even deeper. I’ve added more rituals of breeding and ownership, more psychological descent, and more of the slow, irreversible corruption you crave.

If you read the Amazon version and felt it stopped just when things were getting good... this is the full, no-limits journey.

The cleaner, shorter original edition is still available on Amazon for those who prefer a milder ride.

This uncut extended edition is for the readers who want to feel every single load, every delay, and every irreversible change.

Thank you for riding the long way with me.

Enjoy the warmth.

— A. R. Knox
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The Late-Night Departure 
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The platform at Euston was sodden at half past eleven. Rain hammered the canopy, dripping through gaps onto the concrete. The tannoy crackled apologies in that flat, defeated British way: “The Caledonian Sleeper to Inverness and Fort William is delayed by approximately forty minutes due to earlier signalling issues north of Crewe. We apologise for the inconvenience.”

Riley didn’t just not care. He throbbed with it. He clutched his small duffel, hood up against the wet, and felt the familiar low thrum in his belly that had started hours earlier in the station toilets. He had locked himself in a cubicle, jeans round his ankles, scrolling through the quiet corner of Grindr where older men posted rail-trip fantasies. One profile had simply said “Caledonian Sleeper regular – like filling boys who can’t wait.” Riley had come hard into a wad of toilet paper, whispering “please” to no one, then deleted the chat like a coward. Now the fantasy was real metal and diesel and delay.

He wasn’t running to Scotland for a job or a fresh start. Not really. He was running toward the possibility of being caught, held, ruined by someone who wouldn’t ask questions. Someone older. Someone who knew exactly what to do with a boy like him on a train that never seemed to hurry.

The sleeper carriage smelled of warm metal, damp wool, and cheap air freshener. He found his compartment. Tiny twin-berth, upper and lower, barely wider than the bunk itself. The lower one was already claimed. A man sat on the edge, elbows on knees, staring at the rain-streaked window like he owned the view.

Callum Fraser. That was the name on the reservation slip taped to the door. Sixty if he was a day. Thick silver beard shot through with darker streaks, heavy shoulders under a faded navy thermal, forearms corded and scarred from years of hard work. When he turned his head, his eyes were pale blue and steady, the kind that saw everything and gave nothing away until they wanted to.

“Evening, lad,” Cal said, voice low and rough like gravel under tyres. Highland accent, thick enough to chew. “You’re late.”

“Train’s late,” Riley muttered, shoving his bag onto the tiny luggage rack. “Not me.”

Cal gave a small huff that might have been a laugh. “Fair enough. These things are always late. Thirty-five years on the rails, I’ve learned to expect it.”

Riley climbed the ladder to the upper bunk feeling the weight of that stare on his arse the whole way up. He stripped down to boxers. Quick, efficient. Then slid under the thin duvet. The mattress was narrow, the space already thick with the older man’s scent – stale wool, faint engine oil, something deeper that made Riley’s hole twitch. The train gave a sluggish lurch as it finally pulled away, metal groaning, then settled into a slow, uneven chug.

He tried to sleep. Couldn’t. His body stirred, mind looping on the man below him: the size of those hands, the weight of that stare. After twenty minutes of restless shifting he gave up. He slipped a hand under the waistband, wrapped fingers around himself, started slow. The first stroke was quiet. The second drew a soft exhale. By the fifth he was rocking his hips a little, the bunk creaking faintly. He didn’t try to hide the sounds anymore. Small, needy breaths, voice hitching. He whispered to himself, barely audible over the train’s rumble.

“Need someone older... need him to take me... fill me so deep I can’t walk straight...”

The bunk below creaked again. Cal hadn’t moved in ages, but now he had. Riley froze, hand still on himself, heart slamming.

A low rumble drifted up. “You’re not as quiet as you think, lad.”

Riley swallowed. “Sorry.”

“Don’t be.” Cal’s voice was darker now, closer. “Keep going if you want. Or...” A pause, heavy. “Ask for what you really need.”

Riley’s pulse roared in his ears. He sat up, swung his legs over the edge of the upper bunk, looked down. Cal was standing now, head level with Riley’s waist, eyes locked on the obvious tension in Riley’s boxers. The older man’s presence filled the tiny space like heat from an open furnace.

Riley’s voice came out small. “I want you to take me.”

Cal didn’t smile. He simply reached up, hooked two fingers in the waistband of Riley’s boxers, and tugged them down in one firm pull. Riley’s arousal sprang free, already slick at the tip. Cal wrapped one big hand around the base, gave a slow, testing stroke.

“Good boy,” he murmured. “Now come down here.”

Riley half-climbed, half-fell into the lower bunk. Cal caught him, manhandled him face-down across the mattress with easy strength. The space was so tight their bodies pressed together everywhere. Cal’s chest to Riley’s back, thighs bracketing his, beard scraping the nape of Riley’s neck. The older man’s weight pinned him perfectly. No escape even if he had wanted one.

Cal didn’t rush. He spread Riley’s cheeks with both hands, thumbs pulling him open. Then his tongue. Hot, wet, insistent. Dragged a slow line from base to entrance. Riley bucked, moaned into the pillow. Cal explored him like he was claiming territory already paid for, beard rasping sensitive skin, tongue pushing inside, thorough and unhurried. Every lick synced with the train’s low rumble, as if the rails themselves were pushing Cal’s tongue deeper.

“Such a tight wee hole,” Cal growled against his ear after long minutes. “Been waiting for a proper man to claim it, haven’t you?”

“Yes—please—yes—”

Cal shifted, shoved his jeans down just enough. Thick, veined arousal slapped against Riley’s skin. He pressed the head to the spit-slick rim, pushed in slow. Inch by inch, relentless. Riley gasped, clenching. Cal didn’t stop. “Take it, boy. Daddy’s gonna fill you proper.”

The train jolted over a set of points, slamming Cal deeper in one sudden thrust. Riley cried out, muffled by the pillow. Cal started moving in earnest. Slow, deep rolls of his hips, every forward motion timed to the low rumble vibrating through the carriage. Each clack of the wheels drove him in a little harder, a little deeper, like the train itself was helping daddy breed his new boy.

“Feel that?” Cal rasped. “Every clack of the rails pushing me deeper. Gonna keep you full so my claim stays right where it belongs.”

Riley clawed at the sheet, arousal leaking steadily onto the mattress. “Please—daddy—fill me—”

Cal’s rhythm faltered for the first time. Hips snapping harder, grip bruising on Riley’s waist. “That’s it. Beg for it. Beg for daddy’s warmth.”

Riley did. Broken, desperate words spilling out as the train swayed and clacked beneath them. He felt himself changing already – the stretch, the heat, the way his body started to open and accept like it had been waiting years for this exact cock on this exact delayed train.

Cal buried himself to the root, groaned low and long. Heat bloomed inside Riley. Thick, pulsing surges, flooding him deep. Cal stayed seated, grinding in small circles, making sure every trace stayed buried, pushing it against Riley’s walls until it felt like it was soaking in, becoming part of him.

When he finally pulled
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