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    IT WAS THE HOTTEST DAY OF THE SUMMER OF 1925, with temperatures in the high 80s—not the ideal conditions for being indoors, in formal attire, squeezed into small, cramped spaces with other overheated, overdressed bodies. But, this being a country house weekend, and organized games being the order of the day, we had little choice, my fellow guests and I, but to play along with the whims of our hosts. And the whim of Sir James Eagle and his wife, Lady Caroline, was that we should play a game called Sardines.
  


  
    Where I come from, sardines are something eaten by those who can’t afford cod. But I was far from home in 1925. The north coast of Norfolk, England, where I was sweltering on that August afternoon, is a mighty long way from Boston, Massachusetts, and the large townhouse where I was born and whence I set out, a year ago to pursue postgraduate studies at Cambridge University.
  


  
    Forgive the tedious details; what you really want to know is that I was squeezed into a cupboard under the stairs, usually used for storing croquet mallets and raincoats, 
     with my best friend from Cambridge, Harry “Boy” Morgan—athlete, rowing blue, indifferent scholar, sweetheart of the daughter of the house—whose long, stiff cock was about to make its first-ever entrance into another man’s mouth, namely, mine. I had been pursuing “Boy” Morgan, so named for his absurdly fresh, outdoorsy looks, his rangy limbs, his high spirits, and tendency, despite dark coloring, to blush easily, ever since I first caught sight of him carrying an upended rowboat from the waters of the Isis. His arms, raised above his head, were all long curves and elegant lines; his armpits, sweaty from his waterborne efforts, were matted with damp hair. The vest and shorts that he wore for training were likewise damp, and he smelled of strenuous athletic endeavor. If that weren’t enough, he had smiled at me—a goofy, trusting smile of unquestioning welcome, which the new Yank in town had not always been given by the inward-looking burghers of Cambridge, who loved our new-world money but not our new-world manners.
  


  
    I swore to myself that day by the river that I would have Boy Morgan by hook or by crook, and no amount of innocence, incomprehension, or downright stupidity on his part was going to stand in my way. Nor was the fact that he was recently engaged to the lovely and popular Miss Belinda Eagle, the sister of a teammate. I launched a campaign of teas in my rooms, of little lunches in Cambridge pubs washed down with pints of warm, flat Cambridge beer, of jolly afternoons punting down the Cam, of long, studious evenings in my rooms when I would guide him through the studies, easy for me, that defeated him.
  


  
    Finally, during the long vacation, he’d taken pity on a lonely foreigner and secured me an invitation to beautiful Drekeham Hall, the Eagle family seat a stone’s throw from the crumbly cliffs of the north Norfolk coast, for my first experience of the English upper classes in full cry. And now, in the darkness of a musty cupboard off the main stairwell, 
     my campaign was about to be crowned with success. As I closed in on the prize, the musky smell of overheated athlete overpowered the ambient odor of Wellington boots and linseed oil. I could only imagine the burning blush on Morgan’s cheeks, the parted lips, the dark hair tumbling from its brilliantined neatness. I could only imagine the thick vein swelling on his pale, high forehead, just as it did when he exerted himself at the oars. And I could only imagine his cock, which I had seen so many times in changing rooms and during our skinny-dipping jaunts in the river (how many of those had I organized!), now almost entirely hard, about to be swallowed and tasted, every long, lean inch of it.
  


  
    And how, you may ask, had I engineered this situation? I had hardly done a thing; the manners and mores of the time did my work for me. We were sharing a room, of course—as two single male guests down from Cambridge, that was only to be expected, and such good pals as we were. I kept Morgan awake long into our first night, the Thursday, talking about his lovely soon-to-be fiancée, his future hopes, and present frustrations. Young gentlemen at that time did not talk openly about sex, not even to their bosom buddies and rowing pals, but Morgan came as close as he could without naming the parts—and it was enough for me to learn that he was as horny as a twenty-year-old athlete can be. At lunch that fateful (as it was to prove) Friday, I made sure that Morgan drank a little more Hock than he might have intended; he was thirsty, and I told him that there was nothing like a cold glass of white wine to set a chap up.
  


  
    And so we found ourselves in a stuffy cupboard, two slightly drink-fuddled young men, pressed against each other in an attempt to evade detection by the hunting team. To close the cupboard door, it had been necessary for Morgan to wrap his long legs around me in the most awkward (but, to me, delightful) posture. Once inside, we could maneuver a little, and somehow Morgan ended up straddling me as I 
     half-sat, half-lay, my back propped against a pile of picnic blankets. In this position it was easy for me to get my arm trapped—oh, how casually! How accidentally!—between his thigh and my waist. In working it free, with many a push, and a shove, and another push, and another, my hand came to rest over his groin. To Morgan’s surprise, but not to mine, the contact and pressure had brought him to near erection.
  


  
    “Hey, Boy,” I whispered, “there’s little enough room in here without you taking up space with that thing!” I gave his cock a squeeze through his blue flannels, just to make it clear what I was talking about. (Although he was a student of medicine, and thus of anatomy, Morgan was sometimes slow on the uptake in these matters.)
  


  
    “I don’t know what’s wrong with me,” he said—and I was delighted to hear that, though whispering, he was genuinely hoarse with embarrassment and desire.
  


  
    “It must be the heat,” I said.
  


  
    “That’s it. The heat...”
  


  
    “And maybe the wine?”
  


  
    “Oh, yes. Certainly the wine.”
  


  
    He shifted his hips around, but couldn’t get up or off me. Not that he wanted to, I think, for in moving his hips he pressed his lengthening prick harder into my hand, and moved everything forward a few inches in so doing. Now he was positioned on my rib cage; it’s a good thing I’m a strong, thickset Bostonian, or I’d have been crushed by those rower’s thighs.
  


  
    “Hell,” I said, “feels like you’ve got an iron bar down there.” I was taking a risk in referring so directly to his cock, but I counted on the Hock having done its work. And it had; Morgan was unused to wine, particularly at lunchtime, and seemed happy with the turn the conversation was taking. Even then, I dared not push my luck; one false move and my long-sought quarry would bolt, heedless of Sardine hunters.
  



  
    “It’s so uncomfortable in here,” he said, wriggling around even more. To an experienced hand like me, the bucking movement of his hips suggested an urgent need for sexual release. I, of course, was stiff as a pole myself, had been ever since we climbed into the cupboard. I tilted my pelvis upward a little.
  


  
    “Maybe if you leaned back a bit,” I whispered. It worked like a charm. In lowering himself, Morgan achieved two things. First, he brought his butt into contact with my groin, and by the muffled gasp I could only assume that he figured out what was grinding into his coccyx. Second, he pressed his own cock even more painfully against the restricting fabric of his trousers.
  


  
    “Oh, God...” It was half a whisper, half a moan.
  


  
    “Here,” I said, staking my all on this endgame, “let me make you a little more comfortable.” With my free hand, I started unbuttoning his fly; he did nothing to resist. When I finally fished him out into the open, he seemed to relax, sighing and sinking backward. I got the impression that he’d finally figured out what all those nights in the pub, those naked swimming sessions, had really been about. I raised my knees to provide him with the support of my thighs; again, I thanked all those hours of training in gyms and boats.
  


  
    As soon as his cock was out in the open, I knew he was mine for the taking. He wasn’t yet fully erect; that would come when I got to work. For now I just let his prick rest in the palm of my hand, and I blew gently on it. Feeling the cool movement of the air, it jumped like a freshly landed catfish. My mouth watered.
  


  
    “Shift your fat ass,” I said. (Morgan always found my Americanisms amusing, and repeated them when we dined.) His ass was far from fat—in fact it resembled nothing more than a brace of cantaloupe melons—but he did as he was told. He struggled upward and allowed me to scoot out from beneath him, creating a racket of banging and 
     bumping which should have alerted any sharp ears in the vicinity. Fortunately for us, there were none.
  


  
    Now I had him. He was kneeling, sitting back on his heels, his cock sticking straight up in the air. By dint of crushing myself painfully against a pile of croquet hoops, I managed to get my head down to the right level. His prick was three inches from my lips.... I inhaled deeply, savoring the last moment of the hunt, the last moments of Morgan’s innocence. Two inches... I opened my mouth, ready to receive him. One inch... I allowed my tongue to extend a little, tasting the first tentative contact with his glans.... And with that first, featherlight contact, an electric thrill passed through his body and into mine. He drew breath, fast and sharp. Had he sobered up too soon? And then, with one long exhalation, he sighed.
  


  
    “Oh, yes...” His hands, warm and damp, moved onto my head, caressing my short-cropped brown hair.
  


  
    And then, as I closed the gap between us and prepared to take Morgan’s cock places it had never been before (specifically the back of my throat), the air was rent by a bloodcurdling scream.
  


  
    We froze, the head of his cock resting on my lower lip, a drip of precum, unattended, gathering on my tongue.
  


  
    “What was...”
  


  
    He had no time to finish the question. Again, closer this time—a scream of horror and despair, the sound of feet running, heavy breathing, the panting of hysteria.
  


  
    Reluctantly I relinquished Morgan’s cock, stuffed him back into his pants and burst out of the cupboard, leaving him to fumble with his buttons in the gloom.
  


  
    And there, standing at the head of the stairs, her hands clutched in her blonde hair in an attitude of crazed terror, her eyes wide and wet and her mouth open to scream again, stood the young heiress, Boy Morgan’s fiancée, Belinda Eagle.
  



  
    My first thought, quickly dismissed, was that she had somehow witnessed my lips closing around the head of her boyfriend’s dick. That was impossible; there were no spy holes in English country houses, except in sensational novels, and besides, the initial scream had come from some yards away, possibly from a nearby landing.
  


  
    Confident that my misdeeds remained undiscovered, I slipped immediately into Gallant American mode.
  


  
    “Why, Miss Belinda,” I said, still tasting Boy Morgan’s salty precum where it had pooled on my tongue, “whatever is the matter?”
  


  
    She looked at me, her pale blue eyes vacant, the pupils tiny. Was she, I wondered for a moment, a secret society cocaine fiend, such as I had read about in station waiting rooms?
  


  
    Her mouth worked for a moment, but no sound came; I hoped, for the sake of my ears, that she wouldn’t scream again.
  


  
    “He’s...”
  


  
    “Yes?”
  


  
    “Oh, God, he’s...”
  


  
    What? Queer? About to get his dick sucked? Hung like a horse? Begging for it? “What, Belinda? He’s what?”
  


  
    “He’s...”
  


  
    By this time Morgan had rebuttoned his fly, done a decent (but far from perfect) job of concealing his engorgement, and staggered out of our cupboard.
  


  
    “Belinda! My darling!”
  


  
    At the sight of her sweetheart, Belinda’s terror melted into something much more manageable. “Oh, Harry!” She teetered toward him. “He’s...dead!” And with that she fainted into his arms in a tableau worthy of the London stage.
  


  
    Within moments, Drekeham Hall was in uproar. No sooner had Belinda made her swooning confession than the place was swarming with policemen, who poured into 
     the lobby from every direction. Now, I enjoyed plays in the West End during my occasional trips to the capital, particularly farces, and was always mightily amused by the speed with which the bobby appeared on the scene the moment the crime had been committed. I never imagined, however, that this was based on actual fact. But there before my very eyes was living, running proof of the uncanny efficiency of the British police force. Three came through the front door, two from the stairs that led to the kitchens, two from the direction of the park and garden. They converged on the decorative inlay that formed an intricate design of concentric circles and stars on the hall floor (all Italian marble; Sir James Eagle was a man of substance). Of all this I had a bird’s-eye view, poised on the landing and peering down through the railings.
  


  
    Sir James himself strode out of his study and straight up to what I took to be the senior cop.
  


  
    “Officer,” he said, in the same tones with which he regularly quelled an unruly House of Commons, “there has been an appalling accident.”
  


  
    “Sir?” The officer did not seem particularly surprised.
  


  
    “A young man has been found in the most distressing circumstances.”
  


  
    “Dead, Sir James?”
  


  
    “Dead, sergeant.”
  


  
    “His name, sir?”
  


  
    Sir James seemed to hesitate for a moment, and then: “Reginald Walworth. Known as Reg, I believe.”
  


  
    “A guest, Sir James?”
  


  
    “Yes. A guest in Drekeham Hall. It’s appalling. Really most appalling...” He shaded his eyes with a hand and turned his back on the Greek chorus of seven policemen. It looked, at first, like a well-rehearsed gesture of grief—and yet I could see, from my vantage point, that Sir James’s features were distorted in genuine distress. His eyes were 
     screwed up as if he was in pain; he grimaced as if he had just taken some very nasty medicine. He breathed deeply to compose himself, stared heavenward—and caught my gaze, looking straight down into his eyes. Sir James Eagle, MP, was in his forties—once himself a Cambridge Rowing Blue, and still, despite the lines etched deeply in his face by public office, a handsome man. Catching my puzzled expression, he turned on his heel and addressed the police.
  


  
    “The body is in my study, gentlemen, where it...he...was found. Would you follow me?”
  


  
    “Certainly, sir.”
  


  
    And with that, the entire squadron marched up the stairs with Sir James at the head, the sergeant at his heels, the rest in pairs behind. I backed up against the wall to let them pass, asking myself if all country-house murders went off with such precision drilling. (I was not so perplexed, however, that I did not notice that at least two of the policemen, including the sergeant, were good-looking, and that at least four of them gave me an appraising glance as they passed me on the landing. I must have still been bulging.)
  


  
    The procession disappeared down a corridor—in the direction, I guessed, from which we first heard Belinda scream. I longed to follow them, to penetrate this mystery, but decorum held me back. Even in America, we don’t barge in on personal tragedy, and I knew only too well that any display of inquisitiveness would be frostily repelled at Drekeham Hall.
  


  
    And yet my curiosity was piqued—so much that I had almost forgotten Boy Morgan, who had laid his beloved out on the carpet and was now hopping from one foot to the other, his cock giving him some discomfort. Youth and athleticism are a wonderful combination: not even a sudden murder can quell the storm in a young man’s flannels.
  


  
    Now, I was caught between a rock and, quite literally, a hard place. You will understand that part of me wanted 
     nothing more than to take advantage of the hubbub in the house, lure Morgan off to our bedroom, and spend the rest of the afternoon fucking his brains out. But there was another part of me that wanted to find out what was really going on in the dressing room of Sir James Eagle, MP—and to understand that, you must know a little more about me.
  


  
    As a child in Boston, growing up in comfortable affluence with my merchant father and heiress mother, I, Edward Mitchell, became addicted to detective fiction. It was my first love. At the age of seven, I read Conan Doyle’s A Study in Scarlet, and from there I devoured every Sherlock Holmes story in the bookstores. By scouring our public libraries, I discovered more: G. K. Chesterton, Wilkie Collins, and a new English writer of promise, Agatha Christie. Of course, I remained faithful to Doyle—but, as I grew to manhood and spent more time at my studies or sporting activities, I found that I could relax with anything that came to hand, no matter how trashy. Serial publications were readily available for a few cents—and, if it had a corpse and a cop, I was the first in line to buy the new number, which I would devour whole in my bed at night (unless I had company, when that was devoured whole instead).
  


  
    And so you will understand why little Teddy Mitchell grew up with a burning desire to be a private detective. Like Doyle, I was a student of medicine—and, I flattered myself, I had an eye for the telling forensic detail. I also had a nose for hypocrisy, and an instinct for divining the truths of human motivation. This, perhaps, I had acquired in my late teens, when I discovered that the offices, drawing rooms, public libraries, and sporting facilities of middle-class Boston were home to activities that would have made the Revolutionary Fathers blush. My first important lover was a prominent Boston businessman—he was twice my age, but that didn’t stop us from fucking each other silly at every opportunity for a period of nearly three years. And under his welcome 
     tutelage I discovered pleasure almost wherever I looked. I was shameless, and handsome, and well-endowed, and those three things in combination, I think, will never leave you high and dry.
  


  
    To cut a long story short, as a twenty-two-year-old postgraduate medical student, I was ruled by two passions: cock and crime. And here, at Drekeham Hall, both were being offered to me. Which would I choose?
  


  
    One I was fairly sure would keep for a while: Morgan was certainly going to get no satisfaction from the inert form of his sweetheart, and had sampled enough of what I had to offer to bring him back for more. As for the other—I knew from my extensive reading that the very worst mistake a sleuth can make is to let the trail go cold. Gather evidence while it’s fresh, and you stand a much better chance of finding the one clue that has evaded everyone else—and that will lead to your solution.
  


  
    With that in mind, I proceeded down the corridor, hell-bent on eavesdropping—but not before I had insured my later pleasure by marching over to Morgan, pushing him against the paneled wall of the landing, grabbing his still-surging groin, and kissing him full on the mouth. It was an act of bravado I would never have ventured under normal circumstances, but somehow the scent of murder had emboldened me. He neither recoiled nor struck me—he simply stood there, his mouth hanging open, a strand of saliva (his? mine?) hanging from his lower lip, a glazed look in his eye—confused, perhaps, by the taste of his own cock in my mouth.
  


  
    Yes, he would keep, all right.
  


  
    No sooner had I rounded the corner, still smiling after my successful assault on Boy Morgan, than I was accosted by a sinister presence that materialized, apparently, out of nowhere. I say “sinister” perhaps with the benefit of hindsight. But no, there really was something sinister about Leonard 
     Eagle, Sir James’s brother, the troublesome youngest of this brood of Eagles. He had the ravaged looks of a man twice his age; though only thirty-five, his face was lined with experience, and his eyes gave new meaning to the word knowing. He was exceptionally slender—one would have said skinny, were it not for the fact that he offset his thin frame with an extraordinary poise and elegance that rendered him curiously compelling to both men and women. He wore his hair longer than was the norm in those days, brushed back off his forehead and curling around the nape of his neck. His clothes were elegant—too elegant, some would say, for his tailor had tapered his waistline to emphasize Leonard’s epicene silhouette, and had satisfied his client’s taste for color in a lining of crimson figured silk. Add to that a pair of exquisitely manicured, bejeweled hands, a cloud of intoxicating scent, and you had Leonard Eagle—vampirelike, beautiful, just this side of effeminate. It was whispered that Leonard was an “embarrassment” to his upright older brother, from whom he sponged shamelessly and upon whose influence he relied to keep him out of trouble. His nephew Rex, Boy Morgan, and the rest of the “hearties” dismissed him as an awful aesthete and waster; I was both intrigued and repulsed.
  


  
    Leonard Eagle glided noiselessly on soft leather shoes, took me by the elbow with one soft hand, and guided me to the head of the stairs—in the opposite direction from my pursuit of the police.
  


  
    “Terrible business, we’re so sorry,” he whispered, his full red mouth a little too close to my ear. “We hope our guests won’t be too upset.” I tried to stop in my tracks, but he was surprisingly strong. “Mama suggested I take you round the gardens, show you the horses, that sort of thing.”
  


  
    “Well, if you don’t mind, I...”
  


  
    “So distressing for Lady Caroline, all of this.”
  


  
    “Yes...”
  


  
    What could I do? I could not distress Mother Eagle any 
     further. And so I allowed Leonard to steer me downstairs—but not before I had noticed, along the corridor where the police procession had trooped, an open cupboard door, just like the one behind which I had so recently tasted Boy Morgan’s juice. And from that open cupboard spilled an odd assortment of boots, newspapers, and tennis balls, as if something had been pulled hastily from within, bringing with it a random selection of contents.
  


  
    Something—or someone.
  


  
    I was still looking over my shoulder, trying to note any further clues, when Leonard Eagle commanded all my attention with a few simple words.
  


  
    “You seem to be getting on very nicely with Boy Morgan.”
  


  
    I’m not easily fazed, and kept my cool despite the note of insinuation in his voice. Had someone, after all, been watching us?
  


  
    “Yes,” I said, with exaggerated heartiness, “Morgan’s a good man. He’s been a great pal at Cambridge.”
  


  
    “I’m sure...” His voice was laden with insinuation, but I wasn’t going to rise to the bait. “I had great pals at Cambridge too....” I could play the bluff Yank as well as anyone—and, after all, Leonard had no reason to suspect my true nature, which expressed itself so differently from his. (So indiscreet had Leonard been with his “great pals” that, rumor had it, he’d been expelled.) To the casual observer, I was every inch the College Jock—a pose that got me far more cock than any obvious display of effeminacy. I wondered how it worked for Leonard, who had the feline contentment of a man well fucked.
  


  
    He whisked me down the stairs, across the hall, and into the small reception room that led to the garden. I had the distinct impression that I was being got out of the way.
  


  
    Then, for a moment, in this elegant little room with its painted panels and Turkish carpets, cool and shady despite 
     the heat of the day, we stopped. “But,” continued Leonard, “do you think Boy Morgan is really quite right for my niece?”
  


  
    Not if I have anything to do with it, I thought; by the end of the weekend I intended to get Boy Morgan hopelessly addicted to dick.
  


  
    “In what sense, exactly?”
  


  
    Leonard looked me up and down—I knew that kind of glance all too well from the back streets of Beacon Hill. He paused, took my elbow again, and led me through the French doors and onto the terrace. “I don’t know,” he said airily, guiding our steps toward the lawn, yet further from the house. “He strikes me as...well, you know.”
  


  
    “He strikes me as a thoroughly good chap.” This kind of meaningless Anglicism sounded even more hollow with a Boston twang.
  


  
    “Thoroughly good, of course,” drawled Leonard. “Solid, you might say.”
  


  
    What had he seen? Nothing, surely...
  


  
    “And yet...”
  


  
    “Yes?”
  


  
    We cleared the patio and strode across the lawn toward the woods; by now Leonard had slipped his arm through mine.
  


  
    “Yet I wonder if he’s not just a little...”
  


  
    “Mmmm?” I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction, even for a moment, of understanding his hints.
  


  
    “I don’t know. Just a little...dull. Belinda’s a lively girl.”
  


  
    “They seem very much in love.” Damn it all, they did.
  


  
    “Oh, yes, she’s in love with him. Who wouldn’t be? He’s absolutely charming...to look at.” Leonard glanced sideways to see how I responded.
  


  
    “Certainly, he’s a fine man.”
  


  
    “Ye-e-es...”
  


  
    “A good man.”
  



  
    “Is he indeed?”
  


  
    It was time to put an end to these insinuations. I stopped, disengaged my arm, and turned to face my unwanted companion. He was smiling—a vague, distant smile that he probably thought sphinxlike.
  


  
    “I would rather not discuss my friends with...comparative strangers,” I said. “Now, if you don’t mind, I shall go to my room.”
  


  
    Leonard laughed. “Come on, old chap, there’s no need to go all puritanical on me,” he said. “The house is in a miserable state, crawling with ghastly policemen, it’s a beautiful day, and I intend to show you the grounds. Now,” he said, taking my arm once again, “you wouldn’t deprive your host of the pleasure of showing a guest round his grounds, would you? Especially such delightful grounds as mine, and such a presentable guest as you.”
  


  
    He had me figured out all right—the only mystery was how. I allowed myself to be led; odious he may have been, but there was something hypnotic about Leonard Eagle.
  


  
    We walked through the formal gardens toward a rustic retaining wall, beyond which the garden turned into park, then woods, then cliff. “Beautiful, isn’t it?” sighed Leonard, holding tightly to my arm. “I only appreciate it when I see it through the eyes of a visitor. Otherwise I suppose I take it for granted.”
  


  
    “I imagine you spend a good deal of your time in town, Mr. Eagle.”
  


  
    “I do, Mr. Mitchell, but hang it, I shan’t call you that, nor shall you call me Mr. Eagle. It’s Leonard if you must, or Lennie to the family, and I shan’t tell you what my close friends call me, or at least not until I know you a good deal better. What shall I call you? Edward? Teddy? Edwina?”
  


  
    “Mitch will do.” This was what my Cambridge friends called me. (Only my mother was allowed to call me Teddy.)
  


  
    “I’m sure you’ve been called many other things....”
  



  
    “Meaning?”
  


  
    “Oh, terms of endearment by sweethearts, of which you must have swooning legions in Cambridge and—where is it? Baltimore?”
  


  
    “Boston, Mr. Eagle.”
  


  
    “Boston, of course. And do you?”
  


  
    “Do I what?”
  


  
    “Have sweethearts?”
  


  
    “I do not.”
  


  
    “Or...particular friendships?”
  


  
    “I have many friendships.”
  


  
    “Of that I am sure.”
  


  
    He caught my eye and we held each other’s gaze. There was little doubting his intentions. To my shame, I was flattered and aroused.
  


  
    “Now,” he said, switching to a tone of breezy camaraderie, “we can ride, or bathe, or play tennis, as you wish.”
  


  
    “It’s far too hot for tennis or riding.”
  


  
    “And bathing, Mitch?”
  


  
    “I wouldn’t object.”
  


  
    “Then follow me!”
  


  
    He took off with amazing speed across the park, leaping over hummocks like a prancing deer. He lingered at the entrance to the woods—waiting, not even beckoning. I followed—faster and more powerful than him, but less agile, tripping occasionally on an unexpected root. Just as I caught up with him he disappeared from view.
  


  
    I blundered into the woods, blinded by the change from sunshine to shadow, out of breath and horribly hot. The air in there was cool, and I had a terrible urge to shuck off my country-house clothes.
  


  
    “Mr. Eagle?” I called. “Leonard? Lennie?”
  


  
    No reply but the crack of a twig and the pale outline of a figure darting further into the woods. I followed, acutely conscious of the blood rushing in my ears.
  



  
    A circle of ancient rhododendrons, long past their prime, stood thick and funereal in what might otherwise have been a pleasant, airy clearing. How typical, I thought, of English gardeners to “improve” nature with their gruesome imports. And then, the last thing I expected to hear—the trickle of water. Somewhat behind me and to my right, a hesitant stream ran through the woods, straight into the heart of the dark clump of evergreens. I approached, expectant.
  


  
    The outer ring of rhododendrons was several feet thick, but, by stooping, I found a perfect tunnel, easily passable—and there, on the other side, surrounded by a mulch of fallen leaves, was a round, gleaming pool of water.
  


  
    And in its center was exactly what I expected to see—the naked floating form of Leonard Eagle.
  


  
    “Come and join me!” he said, splashing great ropes of diamonds loose through the sunny air. “Nobody else ever comes here. They’ve all forgotten about it apart from me.” I looked cautiously around, and saw his clothes hanging neatly on a branch—including his underwear. “I never bother with bathing togs. Don’t worry. We won’t be interrupted.”
  


  
    The heat of the day, the excitement of my interlude in the cupboard—not to mention the proximity of a real-life murder—predisposed me to bathing. But I must confess to a further inducement: Leonard Eagle’s pale, sculpted neck, shoulders, and chest, glistening with fresh, cold water, looked too good to ignore.
  


  
    I was out of my jacket, shirt, and tie in seconds. The air felt so good on my skin that all the hair on my chest, stomach, and arms stood on end for a moment. I glanced over to Leonard, whose eyes widened. I guessed that his languid London friends had neither the athletic build nor the dark pelt with which nature had endowed me. I stood for a moment and stretched my arms above my head; I knew, from the remarks of previous admirers and from my own evenings in front of the mirror, that this position showed 
     off my torso to good effect. To my delight, Leonard looked completely discountenanced; muscles such as mine were a rare sight in England in 1925, where “strong men” were confined to circus tents and music halls.
  


  
    I fixed his gaze for a moment, lifted an eyebrow, and proceeded to kick off my shoes, peel off my socks, and unbutton my trousers. Leonard had adopted a position floating on his back, in which it was quite easy to discern that he was completely naked, and considerably aroused. It has always been my experience that skinny men of wolfish appearance have huge pricks, and Leonard confirmed my findings.
  


  
    I took time with my trousers, folded them carefully, and added them to a little pile on a patch of dry leaves. Now I stood up in my underpants—and they weren’t doing a lot to disguise the fact that I was playing the same game as Leonard. I’m easily turned on, and, despite my reservations about Leonard’s motives in leading me down the garden path, I wasn’t going to turn down a chance to fuck a family member.
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Cross your classic British country manor mystery with the
sexual shenanigans of a houseful of queers, and more than just a dead
man’s body 1s sure to tumble out of the closet. Lear's lusty homage
to the classic whodunit format (sorry, Agatha) is wonderfully witty,

mordantly mysterious, and enthusiastically, unabashedly erotic!

—Richard Labonté, “Book Marks,” Q Syndicate
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