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Chapter One

My father was a soldier, and his father before him. That’s all I know about my family history, or all I am allowed to know. Since my mother and I returned to Gordon Hall a year ago, I have grown used to evasions, silences and lies on the subject.

For many years, since my late childhood, we lived out on the island of Rum, remote from the storms and alarms of the Jacobite uprising, protected by a few miles of water from the dangers of the mainland. My father, who I last saw when I was twelve, stayed at Gordon Hall, the family seat on the east bank of Loch Linnhe, where I believe he distinguished himself in the service of the Stuart cause. More than that I have been unable to discover. I know, from my mother’s tearful silence on the subject, that my father is dead and that I will soon inherit Gordon Hall as head of the family. I am eighteen now, three years from my majority. Three years before I, Charles Edward Gordon, named after the rightful king now in exile, can take charge of family affairs and demand the truth.

We returned to the mainland in 1750, four years after the Battle of Culloden when my mother judged it safe to re-establish the family in its rightful home. Here we are comfortable and quiet, respected if distant members of the community, coming into contact with our neighbours at the weekly visit to the church at  Portnacroish, three miles from Gordon Hall. My only companions are my mother, my nurse Ethel-a grim-faced but good-hearted Highland woman who still treats me like a child and a succession of female tutors, employed by my mother but regularly dismissed when, as inevitably happens, she suspects them of moral laxity. My mother fears that contact with these ‘Hanoverian trollops’ will corrupt me, and is constantly on the lookout for any sign of intimacy between us. I can assure her with a clear conscience that I have little interest in these girls beyond their slender grasp of Latin, algebra and, particularly, history. What I want more than anything is the company of men, but this is forbidden; my mother won’t have my ‘head filled with idle dreams of glory’. In this I have little choice but to obey her.

I am less able to obey my mother in other areas, however. Try as she might to stifle my curiosity, I am determined to know more about my father and his role in the glorious Revolution of 1745. I know that we were on the ‘right’ side, the Jacobite side, although you’d scarcely guess it from the house or its inhabitants. All trace of our historic allegiance to the Church of Rome has been purged from Gordon Hall - the exquisite little Lady Chapel gutted and converted into a grain barn, the ancestral portraits removed from the dining hall. We can’t conceal our identity absolutely, and the locals know who we are - but, as my mother is at pains to point out, people forget the past quickly enough if nobody reminds them. She has even encouraged me to use my second name, Edward, in preference to the ‘more inflammatory’ Charles - the name my father gave me in recognition of his lord and master, Charles Edward Stuart. But even she is unsuccessful in effecting this ridiculous transformation.

Starved as I am of male company, I take pains to keep myself in readiness should the Glorious Cause claim my services. I ride daily, I run twice round the perimeter of the estate, I swim in the cold waters of Loch Linnhe, I practise my swordsmanship. This latter, I  must admit, is a doomed enterprise without a proper fencing master, but my mother will allow no one even faintly resembling a soldier into the house. And so I stand before the great mirror in the hall attempting thrusts and parries with none to correct my flailings.

Fortunately I am strong by nature, happiest when outdoors, blessed with sturdy limbs and a healthy constitution. I inherited my father’s looks and colouring: I have short, sandy-red hair, close-set blue eyes, a straight, rather leonine nose and a pale complexion that is prone to freckles, especially in the summer. Ethel says I still look like a schoolboy, but I am conscious of growing into manhood: my shoulders and chest are broad, my waist and hips still narrow. My backside, as I survey it in the mirror during my lonely fencing sessions, juts out like a shelf and forms a perfect hemisphere in profile.

I have said that I am surrounded entirely by women, but this is not strictly true. My sole contact with my own sex is Alexander, our groom, the only man I know who knew my father. Alexander kept the horses at Gordon Hall after Culloden, and remained in the family service ever since, tending the stables until our return from Rum. He’s a quiet individual, maybe six years my senior — he must have been little more than a boy when he entered my father’s service during the Uprising. Alexander greets me every morning when, shortly after dawn, I arrive at the stables to help him exercise the horses; our conversation is limited to curt exchanges on equestrian matters. I wonder sometimes whether Alexander is simple, so taciturn is he; but he alone holds a key to my past - and so I live in hope that one day he’ll drop his guard. I can only assume that he’s kept on at Gordon Hall under strict instructions from my mother to say nothing to me. With two ailing parents of his own, and any number of brothers and sisters to support, he’s in no hurry to lose his position.

Like many of the local people, Alexander is tall and dark,  almost a different race from me. His thick black hair is cropped close to the skull; his skin is olive in colour, compared to the milky whiteness of my own. He has high cheekbones, deeply hooded eyes and a large, full mouth which, sadly for me, he keeps closed most of the time. But when he does choose to speak, he reveals a mouthful of extraordinarily white, regular teeth-a rarity in these parts, where most of the young men have lost theirs either in fights or under the tender ministrations of the dentist. Or lack thereof. His smile is as rare as sunshine on these misty lands, and just as welcome when it comes.

I have learned a good deal from Alexander. He’s immensely strong, can spring on to a horse in a second, and can hold Starlight, our biggest stallion, at a rope’s end. Occasionally, after a hard gallop and a quick wash at the horse trough, we’ve wrestled in the exercise yard; Alexander’s not heavy, but he can pin me to the ground every time. The first time this happened I was fascinated by the black hair under his armpits, just inches from my face, and the patch of soft black fur on his stomach leading down into his coarse wool trousers. What little hair I have on my body - and it’s all grown in the last six months - is just a shade redder than the golden hair on my head. Try as I might to initiate these enjoyable matches, Alexander usually shrugs me off with a quick twist of the arm and returns to rubbing down the sweating horses.

One morning in May, however, Alexander was in a fresh, mischievous mood - and this is where my story begins. It was a beautiful day, the mist hanging over the loch when I left the sleeping house in my suede riding breeches and white cotton shirt. The dew soaked my boots as I strode through the grass whisking the heads off a few early dandelions with my crop. I arrived at the stables just as the first shaft of lemon-yellow sunshine was breaking through, sparkling dimly on the waters and catching the steam as it spurted from the horses’ nostrils. Alexander, as ever, was hard at work cleaning out the stables, humming to himself and talking to  the animals as I crept silently up behind him.

‘There’s spring in the air, boys, and I should be out there running with you instead of shovelling shit for her ladyship,’ he muttered, as I crept up the ladder that gave external access to the hayloft. Perched above the stable I watched Alexander from a new angle, occasionally seeing straight down the neck of his shirt to the firm, brown torso beneath, sometimes as far as the patch of black fur that so intrigued me. ‘Where’s Master Charlie?’ he murmured in Starlight’s ear, leaning himself against the stallion’s thick grey neck. ‘Still abed, the lazy little fucker, where I should like to be myself right now.’ I wasn’t offended; Alexander called me worse to my face when I made a blunder with the horses. But what did he mean about being in bed? Not in his own bed, surely; I knew that he shared that with two of his younger brothers. In mine, perhaps, enjoying the luxury of the big house. ‘Wouldn’t we have some fun, Starlight?’ he said, leaning for a moment on his shovel. ‘Me and Master Charlie...’ He rubbed the stallion’s spine where I had ridden bareback often enough. ‘He’s a fit little jockey, ain’t he? Fit for service.’

It was the longest speech I’d ever heard Alexander utter, and I was so struck by the incongruity of the situation that, rather than betray my eavesdropping by laughter, I chose to launch myself with as much noise as possible from the loft door straight down into the soft, golden pile of hay beneath. Alexander should think I had simply run up the ladder for a prank, without knowing I had been spying before my sudden aerial entrance.

He yelled when I landed, then laughed, grabbed me by the ears and pulled me upright, hoiked me over his shoulder and ran out into the yard where he made to fling me into the trough. I could see the green, foamy water approaching at a frightening speed, and was just screwing up my eyes and mouth to endure the dunking when suddenly we stopped in our tracks. Alexander held me over his shoulder for a while then dropped me lightly on to my feet. We  stood facing each other, both breathing hard. Somewhere overhead a lark was singing; the horses, excited by the burst of action and noise, were stamping in the stables. I braced myself for wrestling and made to grab Alexander by the waist, but he extended one lazy arm and kept me at bay while I swung and lunged impotently towards him. Finally he pushed a little harder and I landed hard on my arse on the damp earth, my legs splayed out straight in front of me. The shock of the landing took my breath away, and I sat for a moment gasping as Alexander stared down at me, smiling his rare, enigmatic smile.

‘You’re a cheeky wee fucker,’ he said, his gaze boring down from beneath his heavy lids.

‘And you’re an insolent groom,’ I said, returning the gaze and the smile. He extended a hand and pulled me to my feet. I watched the thick, corded muscles working in his forearm.

‘Oh Charlie, look at the state of you. You’re covered in filth.’

He was right; I’d landed straight in the mud that surrounded the horsetrough where the thirsty beasts were wont to shit and piss while they slaked their thirst. I tried to rub some of the muck off my backside, but this just made matters worse.

‘Get the bloody things off, boy,’ muttered Alexander. ‘We’ll hang them up to dry and brush them down later. I’ve an old pair of the master’s you can borrow.’

Leaning on his strong, sinewy arm, I struggled out of my boots then, trying to avoid the stinking mud that coated the seat, primly pulled down the riding breeches until they bagged around my ankles. I must have looked ridiculous - my boots held up in one hand as I bent over, wriggling and squirming to protect myself from further soiling. From this ludicrous position I looked up to see Alexander laughing his head off. I was about to remonstrate with him (I could be a bossy little lord when I put my mind to it) when he charged me once again, threw an arm round my waist and heaved me into the air. There was little I could do; my breeches effectively bound my legs at the ankle, and my shirt had ridden up  over my ears. I was conscious only of the fresh air on my bare bum, and of the heat from Alexander’s arm where it encircled me.

He trotted me into the stable and dumped me face down over a bale of straw. ‘Stay there, you dirty little bugger, and I’ll get you cleaned up.’ I freed my head from my shirt, and looked round over my shoulder. Thanks to my clumsy attempts to undress, I had smeared mud all over my buttocks and the back of my thighs. Alexander pulled off his own shirt, which I’d also managed to ruin in the process, and pulled a handful of clean, golden straw from the bale. ‘Now then,’ he said, ‘let’s see what we can do.’ He started dabbing at my backside with the coarse straw; it tickled, and I squirmed. ‘Stay still, will you? I can’t send you back to your ma with a dirty arse.’ He rubbed harder this time, removed the worst of the mud and discarded the dirty straw under the horses’ feet.

‘That’s better. Now, let’s try again.’ He took a fresh handful and continued his job, rubbing my arse until it glowed with the scratching. ‘Charlie, however did you get yourself into such a state?’ he said. ‘Look at yourself!’ With one huge, calloused hand he spread my buttocks; the mud had worked its way down into the crevice between them. ‘Get these off,’ he said, pulling on the breeches that still constricted my ankles, ‘and let the dog see the rabbit.’ Between us we managed to divest me of the filthy garment; I remained kneeling over the straw bale. Alexander kicked my feet apart, spreading my legs as wide as they would go. Picking up his discarded shirt, he dunked it in a pail of water, wrung it out and dumped it on my arse. The shock of the cold water made me yell. ‘Sorry, Charlie, but we’ll soon have you cleaned up now.’ He dabbed and scrubbed and rubbed with his soaking shirt, working it right down between my buttocks; the water ran down my thighs, over my balls and off the tip of my cock, which was pushed back between my legs and pressing against the straw. Goosepimples spread all across my arse and my legs; I felt my balls pulling up to escape another sluicing.

‘Just rinse you off now, Charlie. Brace yourself.’ I barely had time to look round before a pail full of cold water hit me full on. It went in my face, soaked my hair, my shirt, everything. ‘There, that’s better,’ said Alexander as I spluttered in surprise. ‘Now let’s get you dry.’ I was going to complain, but held my noise as he started to rub me down with a thin woollen blanket. He dried my eyes and my ears with the patience and tenderness I’d seen him lavish on the horses; he rubbed my hair a little more forcefully, pulled the soaking shirt off over my head and dried my neck, my back, my legs. Soon, thanks to the friction of the wool, I was as warm as I could wish.

Alexander seemed in no hurry to stop, and I had no desire to prevent him. His movements with the towel became slower, firmer as he dried my buttocks with extravagant care and attention. I have said that my arse formed a perfect hemisphere in profile; now, jutting up into the air with my legs spread a yard apart, it exerted some kind of fascination over Alexander. Every so often I felt the contact of his fingers as the blanket slipped aside, then, more and more, the full touch of his palm against my arse. I heard him hissing quietly, the way ostlers do when they groom a horse. Aside from that, the stable was quiet. Occasionally one of the horses stamped or snorted, a bird sang overhead. I could hear the blood thumping in my ears.

The warmth that Alexander’s rubbing had imparted to my backside soon spread to my balls, which had come out of hiding and were now flopping down in their pouch. My cock, still pressed back between my legs, was responding to his ministrations by doubling in size and getting hard; pressing against the straw, I was now in a certain amount of discomfort, which I could only alleviate by pushing my backside further into the air. This freed my cock, which sprang up against my belly, making a slapping noise as it did so.

Alexander took this as a sign of encouragement, I suspect, and  grabbed a buttock in each hand, kneading them roughly. New as I was to this kind of experience, I realised that a boundary had been crossed; we could no longer pretend that he was simply cleaning me up after a riding accident. Something altogether different was going on. Alexander stopped his mauling and stood bare chested, sweating slightly, rubbing a bulge in his coarse wool trousers, staring down at me with a dazed look in his eyes. I had no idea what to do, under the circumstances; half of me wanted to get up, laugh and wrestle him to the ground, to turn it all into a game. But I stayed where I was. I knew that there was further to go. My penis was throbbing so hard now that it was beating a tattoo against my stomach. Still looking at Alexander, I pushed it back between my legs so he could see that I was as hard as I could get.

‘My God, Charlie, you’re a big boy now,’ said Alexander. I knew that my cock had grown considerably in the last few years; having nothing to compare it with, I thought little of it. So I just smiled over my shoulder and waved my hard cock around, slapping it against each thigh as I did so. My own solitary experiments in front of the mirror during fencing ‘lessons’ had taught me what happened if I played with my cock for long enough; now, however, I felt a new intensity as I displayed myself for Alexander’s appreciative stare.

The feelings, in fact, were so powerful that I went into a kind of reverie, closing my eyes and resting my head on my left forearm, with the other hand continuing my exhibition. The smell of straw, the warmth of the sunshine that had just penetrated the stable’s high ceiling and was belting down on to me, Alexander’s heavy breathing and occasional muttered words, sent me into a dream.

I was awakened very suddenly by a new and totally unexpected sensation - something hot, wet and firm had made contact with my exposed arsehole. My body jerked as if a bolt of lightning had passed through it, and I whipped my head round to see Alexander’s  face disappearing between my parted buttocks. His tongue pressed and probed against my hole, now licking, now pushing, as his great hands pulled my cheeks farther apart. I could feel his stubble, as rough as the straw, as his chin butted against my balls. I let out one great, noisy sigh as Alexander burrowed into my arse like a starving man, coating me with his spit and rubbing his face into me. My arsehole, to which I had never paid the remotest attention before, seemed to be melting or burning, I didn’t know which. Alexander pulled back only to renew his assault, this time pushing his firm tongue right into the centre of my arse, which yielded slightly and allowed half an inch of him inside me. I yelped - ‘Oh my God!’—but that only encouraged him. Squirming up in my hole, he reached round with one hand and found my right nipple, pinching and pulling on it gently.

I was so overwhelmed by this barrage of new sensations that I had no real idea of what was happening to me, only that I was approaching something at breakneck speed. When Alexander rubbed his hand down my sweating stomach, through my wiry, golden pubic hair, and finally grasped my cock, my head stopped spinning and I had a moment of total clarity in which I seemed to see in sharp focus for the first time exactly what was happening to me. Then all hell broke loose. His tongue working up inside me, his hand gripping and rubbing my hard, swollen shaft - everything seemed to happen at once. My back arched up; I cried out and emptied myself in burst after burst. Alexander disengaged himself from my bum and watched me. When the feelings receded, and I lay spent and panting over the straw bale, he rubbed my back and arse with one hand, gently squeezing the last few tremors of sensation through my cock with the other.

‘Charlie,’ he whispered. I looked round.

His brow was furrowed; he looked worried. ‘Are you... all right, boy?’

I turned over; he never let go of my cock. I sat in front of him  as he squatted at my feet, and smiled. I couldn’t find any words, but felt a great need to reassure him. He hung his head - at first in shame, I thought, until I realised that one hand had returned to the mighty bulge at the front of his trousers. His face was flushed, his lips swollen. He looked up at me. ‘Please, let me...’

For answer, I knelt beside him, put an arm round his shoulder and eased him back until he was lying across my lap. I undid the tie at the top of his trousers and eased them down. His cock, now that he was lying back, extended as far as his belly button. Where mine was pale and thick, with a bright pink head when exposed, his was long and dark, lying on a bed of thick, soft black hair, the same as the fur on his stomach. I took it in my hand; it kicked appreciatively, and Alexander growled. ‘Now, Charlie, wank me off,’ he said, looking up into my eyes. I did as I was told. Slowly at first - my hand could barely encircle its girth - but then, as I got the feel of another man’s cock in my grasp, I increased the speed of my strokes. Before long Alexander’s narrow brown hips were bucking up and down as jets of white, sticky sperm splashed across his hard belly, matting the hair there, reaching as far as his neck and shoulders.

We lay for a while in silence as I weighed the softening cock in my hand. Alexander lay with his eyes closed, breathing regularly, the sun shining down on us both. I could have stayed there all day.

Suddenly we both leapt to our feet; a horn had sounded nearby. The mail coach was approaching. How long had we lain there? It must be nearly nine o’clock. I was due back at the house for breakfast, and Alexander was behindhand with his duties. Barely looking at each other, we struggled into our clothes; I brushed the now-dry mud from my breeches and ran out of the stable. I stopped, looked back, hoping to exchange one final smile with the groom, but he was bent over the saddle rack, furiously rearranging the bridles and bits that hung there in sorry neglect.

I ran back across the field and reached the house just as the wheels of the mail coach crunched across the courtyard. I hurried up to my room, planning a quick change of clothes and then to breeze down to breakfast as if I had been studying quietly upstairs, should anyone comment on my absence. I stripped and stood for a moment naked in front of the mirror. My buttocks were still pink from Alexander’s ministrations, and there was a splash of dried sperm on my stomach. I picked at it idly, and my cock, although so recently drained, started stirring into life again. I felt the phantom of Alexander’s hot, insistent tongue at my arsehole. No, there was no time for this. I struggled into my clothes, hoping that my erection would subside by the time I got downstairs.

When I descended into the hall with my excuses at the ready, I found that my absence had not even been noticed. My mother greeted me with a distracted frown and a dismissive gesture, and returned to reading the letter in front of her on the table. I enquired after her health, as was our morning custom, and she replied with an inarticulate ‘Oh...’. After repeated attempts to get marmalade, butter or cream passed to me, I served myself. I had never seen her like this: dark-browed, troubled, almost tearful. But, selfish and hungry youth as I was, I soon forgot my mother’s worries and concentrated on consuming a hearty breakfast, my appetite sharper than ever after the morning’s exercise.

The rest of the day passed in an atmosphere of silence and melancholy. Mother closed herself away in her study; passing the window, I occasionally saw her pacing, praying and writing at her desk. Ethel shooed me out of the house, and I wandered around the grounds, enjoying the sunshine, dwelling, I’m afraid, more on my recent experiences with Alexander than on the troubles looming over the family. My lessons were suspended; the last of the Hanoverian trollops had been despatched to Edinburgh the previous week, and I was left to ‘independent study’ of my Latin and Greek texts. An eighteen-year-old boy, on a sunny day, his cock  and arse still tingling from a thorough working-over by the groom, could not find it in his heart to return to the parsing of Menander. I roamed down by the lake, hoping to see Alexander exercising Starlight, as he sometimes did. I took a diversion from my afternoon run around the estate to drop in unexpectedly at the stables; there was no one there. I swam in the freezing waters of the loch, wishing it was Alexander’s tongue, rather than the icy waves, lapping at my naked arse. Finally, after such a day of exercise, I retired to bed a little after ten and went straight into a deep sleep.

The last thing I heard was the sound of my mother’s voice raised in anger somewhere in the lower part of the house far, far beneath me.






Chapter Two

The next day was Sunday, and so riding, alongside other frivolous pastimes, was forbidden. The stables were out of bounds, and besides I knew that Alexander would spend the day with his family in religious observance, leaving the feeding of the horses to MacFarlane, an elderly local busybody who had helped out on the estate since before I was born. I sat in church, the stiff collar chafing against my neck, my mind a million miles from the sing-song responses and the priest’s uninspired homily. I greeted our neighbours, I shook hands with the fathers, bowed to the mothers and was agreeable to their daughters. In the carriage home my mother and I did not exchange a word, absorbed in our own meditations. My mother did not comment on my uncharacteristic silence. I imagine she welcomed it. Scowling out of the window, she fretted the fingers of one glove until they split at the seam. She tutted, suppressed a curse and shoved the offending article into her bag.

On Monday morning I awoke before dawn after a disturbed night in which I could think only of Alexander and the hours that would pass before I could see him again. I had rehearsed in my mind every detail of our last time together, had summoned up memories of each sensation - his hands on my buttocks, his tongue on my arse, the pinching of my nipples and the firm grasp as he milked the juice out of me. And I saw again and again Alexander’s big, dark  cock jumping and jerking in my hand. I suppose I should have felt shame or guilt - I’d been brought up strictly enough - but all I could feel was anticipation. I knew dimly that there was a great deal more that Alexander and I could do together. My cock was stiff all night. I woke up several times from dreams that, unchecked, would have ended with me spewing all over the sheets - an experience with which I was quite familiar. I resisted the temptation to take care of myself. I wanted to save it, to share it.

The moment the sky lightened over the woods at the east end of the estate, I was out of bed. I poured a little cold water from the jug and washed myself quickly, splashing face and neck to wake myself up. Not that I needed much rousing: my heart was beating so hard that I could barely keep still. I crept down the stairs to avoid waking the household, out of the double doors at the end of the great hall and into the grey morning. Where Saturday had been glorious and blue, Monday dawned dark and damp, the ‘dreck’ hanging thick over the loch, the kind of fog that wouldn’t clear all day. I felt a chill in my bones, and ran across the fields to warm myself. Now that the moment was drawing near, I had misgivings. Would Alexander be there? Was this all wrong, dangerous even? I stopped short for a moment, thought of turning back. But where my mind misgave me, my loins forced me onwards. I felt again the heat, the squirming of his tongue inside me, and I picked up my pace.

When I reached the stables, Alexander was there as usual, measuring out the feed. He grunted a short greeting, turned his back and carried on working. The wind went out of my sails; I’d assumed that within seconds of meeting we’d be tearing each other’s clothes off.

‘How are you today, Alexander? I asked, trying to catch his eye and smile.

‘Ah, well,’ he muttered, picking up a shovel and getting to work on the weekend’s dirty straw.

‘Did you have a pleasant Sunday?’ This was ridiculous: I was trying to make small talk with a man who, only two days ago, had come in my hand.

‘I’m busy, master,’ he replied, turning to frown at me. I could think of nothing to say in reply. He carried on with his shovelling. I leaned against the saddle rack and watched his broad shoulders, the muscles of his neck and sides working inside his coarse linen shirt. Each time he bent over to take up a spadeful, I examined the curve of his arse. Each time he stood up to fling the dirt into the barrow, I caught the shape of his cock and balls outlined against the wool of his trousers. If he refused to catch my eye, he could surely feel my gaze burning into him. Within five minutes, I was stiff inside my breeches, a fact which the fine suede of the garment did little to conceal. A small dark patch appeared where the tip of my cock, impatient for release, was dribbling.

Still Alexander worked, ignoring my presence, scowling at the floor. Another five minutes passed; impatience made me bold.

‘Look at me, Alexander,’ I said, thrusting my hips forward.

He leaned for a moment on his shovel, wiped away the sweat from his brow and looked me up and down. I saw his eyes widen just for a second when he saw the obscene outline in my breeches, before his face stiffened once more into a mask.

‘Yes, sir.’

‘Don’t you want...’

‘Sir?’

‘Don’t call me sir.’

‘No, sir. Is that all, sir?’ Frowning again, he returned to his work. His buttocks rippled as he bent, his cock strained as he stood, and yet he would not relent. What prevented him? What had happened between Saturday and Monday to change him from lust-crazed hound to sullen, scowling servant? Ah, of course - Sunday. The low chapel at which many of the local estate workers worshipped was notorious for the extreme hell-fire severity of  its sermons. Where we were gently admonished to support the king and give more money to the church, Alexander and his like were shown the pit of hell, and returned to their cottages with the whiff of sulphur in their nostrils, determined to renounce sin henceforth. It was one of my mother’s standing jokes that, if you wanted a job done properly, you should get it started on Monday. By Wednesday, she said, the men were backsliding into drink and sloth; by Friday they were largely absent. Alexander was always the shining exception to this rule, a man of ‘singular energy’, as she said.

I should have respected his wishes now that I had divined them. I should have knuckled down, helped him with his work and removed from his reach the occasion of sin. I knew that perfectly well. But instead I thought only of my own pleasure. The state of Alexander’s immortal soul interested me a good deal less than the very mortal flesh beneath his garments. In pursuit of my appetites, I behaved like one of the sluts that my mother was always warning me about.

I moved round to the other side of the stable, to stand in Alexander’s line of vision, and pressed the heel of my palm against the base of my cock, making the head push even more blatantly against the fabric of my breeches. He saw it, I know; he looked up, his eyes widened, he turned his back on me. Undeterred, I moved around to face him again, then, when I knew he could see me, turned and wiggled my arse in his face. The breeches fit me like a second skin, and I wore no underwear; I looked naked. He coughed, turned and worked on.

By now the thrill of the chase was inflaming my blood, and I was more than ever determined to capture the game. Circling Alexander, I got him with his back to the corner of the stable and started to move in. He could not turn without sticking his head straight into the wooden wall; he had to face me. The distance between us closed. Still he stared at the ground, but now he was  at bay, the shovel hanging useless in his hand, his breathing hard. I could see quite clearly that his lower self wanted me as badly as I wanted him.

‘Alexander...’ I whispered, and he looked up. As soon as I had his attention, I caught up the tails of my shirt and whipped it over my head. I licked my lips and pinched both my nipples. Alexander coughed and blinked, but he did not look away. I turned my back on him and lowered my breeches slowly over my arse, pulling the white cheeks apart to expose the soft, pink hole that he’d been inside so recently. I could hear him breathing hard, almost groaning.

I turned to face him again, and rolled the breeches down over my hard, thick cock. Lingering for a moment with the head still caught inside the fabric, I traced a finger down the thick, blueish vein that ran its length. Then I inched my breeches down and my cock, free at last, sprang up against my curved belly. Alexander, who seemed to hold his breath throughout the foregoing, let out a great sigh. Then there was silence. My cock stood rigid between us, pulsing a little with each beat of my heart, the skin pulled back just halfway over the head, the ridge of the helmet clearly visible through its smooth covering. Alexander was sweating.

I stepped forward. I could smell him. I could feel the heat belting off his body. I reached down and took his hand; it hung, heavy and limp, in my grasp. I moved it on to my cock, tightened his fingers round my stiffness, and let it go. It stayed there, at first motionless, then responding to my throbbing with a tentative squeeze, then another, firmer. We looked at each other for two seconds, five, ten. Then Alexander’s countenance lifted, the furrows disappeared from his brow and he smiled.

‘Oh Charlie...’ he breathed, and passing a hand round the back of my head, drew me to him in a long kiss. His tongue, that dart of fire, parted my lips and slipped into my mouth as he gently rubbed my shaft and smeared the sticky fluid across the head.

I learned a good deal from Alexander that morning. After we’d kissed, he jumped across the stable and barred the door from the inside, bounded up the ladder in two leaps and locked the hayloft doors, and let down a rude sacking curtain across the window high in the wall. In the gloomy light, and the rising heat from the penned animals and our own bodies, we turned to face each other again. ‘I want no interruptions,’ he said.

Standing two yards away from me, Alexander stripped quickly, stepped out of his trousers and stretched his arms above his head. He smiled; his white, strong teeth flashed in the stable’s gloom. ‘It can’t be wrong, can it?’ he said, running one hand down his hard olive chest and scratching his pubic hair. ‘It can’t be wrong if we both want to do it.’

‘Of course it’s not wrong,’ I said. ‘Why did you think it was?’

‘Because I thought I’d taken advantage of you. Because I’m older than you. Because I’m just the groom and you -’ his cock jumped as he said this ‘—are the master.’

In answer to all of these points, to show my equal willingness and to remove any worries about our respective rank, I dropped to my knees and took his erection in my hand, holding it a few inches away from my face. At last, I had what I wanted. I played with it for a while, feeling its thickness, its heat, making the skin slide back and forth across his dark knob, watching his balls heaving inside him. Alexander stroked the back of my head, pulling me forward.

‘Come on, Charlie, get your mouth on it.’

I gingerly kissed the tip, tasted the saltiness. He pulled my head in, down. ‘Get your lips round it.’ I opened my mouth into a little ‘o’ and encircled the head, running my tongue along the damp slit. Alexander grunted and pulled harder on my head, at the same time thrusting forwards with his hips. Another inch of him slipped into my mouth, and another. I looked up at him; my eyes were watering. His head was thrown back, his hands on his hips, his  groin thrust forward. I took another inch; I wanted all of him inside me. But the contact of his cockhead with the back of my throat had an unexpected effect; I gagged and choked, my mouth filled with saliva. Immediately he pulled out.

‘Charlie, are you all right?’ I nodded, caught my breath, spat into the straw. ‘Just take it easy. There’s no need to rush. We’re not going to be interrupted. Will you try again?’

Would I? I felt that I would never be content without Alexander’s cock inside me. I spat into my hand, slicked up every side of his long, hard shaft before opening my mouth wider than before. This time his wet shaft slipped easier between my lips, and when I felt the familiar response as it hit my throat I stopped, breathed deeply through my nose and pulled back a little.

‘That’s it, Charlie.’

I went down again, back again. Alexander’s cock seemed, if possible, to be growing in my mouth. After a dozen such intrusions my jaw was aching, my lips were stretched - and I could not bear to release him. I saw him looking down at me as the brown shaft disappeared between my pink lips; he caressed my neck, played with my ears, talking to me in the same soft, soothing undertone that he used with the horses.

‘That’s the way, my boy, a little bit faster now, hold on...’ His hips were thrusting forward to meet my face with every downward stroke; his balls slapped against my chin. For balance I held on to his rock-hard buttocks, feeling them smooth and warm in my hands. My fingers crept into the crack, delving through soft black hair to find the tight nub of his hole. A louder grunt than usual told me that this was not unwelcome. As Alexander pulled back from my mouth, he seemed to be pushing against my fingers. Very slightly I increased the pressure on each thrust, remembering how good his tongue had felt inside me. As the pace quickened, his hole softened and opened to my finger and I was inside him to the first knuckle.

Now he was holding my head in place with both hands, fucking my mouth with rapid thrusts. I screwed my eyes tight shut, concentrated on loosening my throat and let him go, marvelling at the contrast between the hardness of the cock in my mouth and the silky softness that I was encountering at the back. Finally I felt his insides stir around my finger, he pushed himself all the way into my mouth and stayed there as my mouth filled with a hot, salty dose. I held on to him as long as I could, but finally had to pull back to breathe, and the volume of his come flooded my mouth, coating my tongue. I let the finger pop out of his arse, then let his cock flop out of my mouth. A string of sticky fluid connected the head to my lips as his shaft, still heavy, swung at half-mast before my face. At last I swallowed, unwilling to relinquish the taste of him.

Alexander stood, panting. I knelt before him, my hands resting behind me in the straw, my cock, straining for relief, jutting straight up at the gloomy rafters. He stared down at me for a while, gently tugging on his balls; his cock, after its first subsidence, seemed unready to go down just yet. I spread my knees apart and was about to take myself in hand, but Alexander prevented me, kicking my hand aside with his bare foot, and then pushing me backwards until I had no choice but to sprawl on the floor. He launched himself on top of me, stretching the full length of his body against mine, and gripped me in a powerful hug, the swell of his rock-hard biceps grinding into my chest and shoulders. All I wanted to do was come, and could have quite easily done so just by pressing myself against him, but he saw what I was about and pulled himself away.

‘Not yet, Charlie. I’ve got a lot to teach you first.’

I relaxed, and stretched out in front of him, eager to. He kissed me on the mouth, then worked down my chin, my neck, on to each nipple, gently sucking and biting them. Each time I thought I could stand no more, and made to grip my cock for the half-dozen strokes  it would take to bring me off, he intercepted me. His lips travelled down my stomach, nibbling the short, sandy hairs that grew there, traced the lines of my hips, skirted my groin and worked down to my legs. Lapping with his tongue he slicked up my thighs, then, with a hand under each knee, bent my legs up and over my body, lifting my bum from the floor. A few bits of straw and earth had stuck to my buttocks; he brushed them away with one hand, holding my crooked legs up with the other.

Then, with a wicked look in his eye, he spat on to his fingers and rubbed them against my hole. The familiar feeling of burning and melting started again as he pressed and probed, centring my whole being, all my sensations, around that tender little mound of flesh. Suddenly, to my dismay, he pulled away.

‘Wait a minute there, Charlie. Let’s make things a little easier for ourselves. Hold on.’

Grabbing me by the hips, he slid me over to the saddle rack, and placed each of my feet on the lower rung which stretched about a yard above the floor. I lay back with my head on a pillow of straw and relaxed; my legs, thus supported, could easily lift and part to display my hole to Alexander. He scooted around to the other side of the saddle rack and appeared beneath the cross bar. ‘That’s better, boy. Now, let me at it.’

I parted my legs as wide as I could and watched him at work. Spitting on his hand again he continued his teasing of my hole, which was now opening up and trying to kiss his fingertips, seemingly with a will of its own. He pushed a little harder against it, and one finger slid in - much further than I’d imagine it could, practically up to his third knuckle. I winced with pain and surprise at first, but then, after he’d kept it still inside me for a minute, relaxed around the sensation. Craning my neck, I could see to my delight that Alexander was once again as stiff as a pole.

Gently, slowly, he worked the finger around inside me, as if he was stirring a pot of porridge. Each new contact seemed to heat me  further, and soon I wanted more. Sensing from the brazen shoving of my hips that I was ready for it, Alexander spat on to my arsehole and introduced another finger. Again, the feeling of pain; again, the subsequent sensation of fullness and ecstasy. Now the gentle stirrings were replaced by a harder, cruder in-and-out thrusting as my arse became accustomed to his presence. A third finger joined the other two; I felt as if I must come soon or faint. My cock was spewing out its juice so much that I suspected, for a moment, that I had already come without knowing it; only the continued stiffness and eagerness persuaded me otherwise.

Carefully, one by one, Alexander removed his fingers and left my hole kissing the air. Then, prostrating himself between my legs, he grabbed my hips, pulled me towards him and buried his tongue inside me again. It was good, but it was not enough. ‘I want your fingers back,’ I said, sounding to my own ears like a spoilt brat. ‘Please, Alex, stick them back in me.’

‘No, Charlie, I’ve got something else to go in there,’ he said, wiping his mouth after eating my arse. ‘You’re ready for it now. Just getting you nice and wet down there...’ He returned to his job, pushing his spit inside me with his tongue.

‘Now jump up here.’ He motioned me to a saddle mounted on the end of a bench, an old, worn, glossy brown leather thing that we’d used dozens of times on Starlight. ‘Let me see your bare white bum in that, my lad.’ I was quick to obey, jumping up from the floor and leaping into position with indecent speed. I lay back, comfortably supported, and pulled my knees back to my chest, exposing my arsehole; I didn’t need to be told what to do.

‘That’s a good boy,’ he said, laughing at my eagerness. ‘Now I’m going to ride you home.’

Reaching over to his workbench, he dipped his fingers in a large tin of dubbin and pulled out a glob of the yellow, sticky goo about the size of a walnut. Without ceremony he wiped it on to my arsehole, rubbing it around and inside me until the scent of  warm flesh and warm dubbin filled the stable. He scooped up some of the excess, rubbed it between his palms and smeared it over his rock-hard cock until it glistened in the gloom. I knew what was coming. I feared it slightly, but I wanted it far more than I feared it. I spread my cheeks wider to signal my readiness.

He sat on the end of the bench, his cock directly in line with my hole, and pressed the head on its target. It was a familiar sensation; I’d grown accustomed to his tongue and his fingers inside me. Once I was open again he pushed harder, and the head was engulfed. I relaxed, breathed deeply, saw with joy the deep concentration on his face as he watched himself disappearing into me. Then, lifting himself slightly, keeping me glued to him, he pushed deeper. It hurt badly at first, as if I was being cut; this was not the gentle teasing of tongue and fingers. I bit my lip and tried not to cry out.
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