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Chapter One

ONE LOOK WAS ALL IT TOOK TO KNOW THAT MORGAN was in serious trouble. He stood at the door of his family home in Wimbledon, his face haggard, his eyes bloodshot, his clothes, usually immaculate, crumpled. He’d sounded fine on the phone, a little hurried, perhaps—but I put that down to his eagerness to get me over to the house now that the coast was clear, so that I could fuck him.

He’d been keeping me at arm’s length ever since I arrived in London, which I understood—he was a married man, a father of two small children, and it was not always convenient to entertain your old college pal, especially when the entertainment involved cock, rather than cocktails. Now, however, his wife had taken the children to stay with friends, he was a bachelor again—and he wanted good old Mitch to come around and give him what his wife never could. I was ready for him; it had been over a year since I last had my dick in Morgan’s tight ass, and by the time the train had rattled its way from Waterloo down to Wimbledon, I had a healthy hard-on in my pants. I’d take him straight up to  the bathroom, I thought, as I walked through the leafy suburban streets, bend him over the sink, grease him up with a blob of Brylcreem, and fuck him good and hard before we even said hello.

But the moment I saw Morgan, my dearest friend, standing distraught and disheveled on the doorstep, the blood rushed from my cock to my brain. Something was wrong—and I wanted to know what. I’m ashamed to say that I felt a shiver of excitement; here was some mystery I would get to the bottom of. Not the bottom I’d been hoping for, but not a bad alternative.

“Morgan! What is the matter? You look like death.”

He drew breath to say something, but nothing came out. He turned the color of porridge and swayed a little, catching hold of the column that held up the porch to prevent himself from pitching headlong down the steps. I grabbed his arm and guided him indoors. He walked unsteadily, as if drunk. So much for chasing him up to the bathroom, ripping his pants down, and parting his cheeks; it was the most I could do to drop him on a chair in the dining room, where he sat gasping, staring into space. I poured him a brandy.

“Drink this, come on.”

He looked at me, and looked at the brandy glass, as if he had never seen such things before. I took his hand—it was as cold as ice—and carefully put the glass between his fingers. Gradually, we got it to his lips, and tipped a little of the golden spirit between them. It seemed to break the spell; Morgan swallowed, gasped, and started to breathe again.

“My God, Mitch,” he said, as if he had only just noticed I was there.

“What the hell is going on, Boy?” I’ve never been able to break the habit of using the nickname he earned at Cambridge for his fresh looks and high spirits—but at that moment he looked anything but boyish. Dorian Gray had changed places with his picture. His eyes were bloodshot,  sunken in rings of shadow, his lips, usually so full and laughing, were thin and bloodless.

“Dead,” he said. The word came out in a ghastly croak, and he started coughing. Now his face turned an awful, livid purple, as if he were being gassed. A thick vein stood out in his forehead, framed on either side by Morgan’s dark hair, falling almost into his eyes. I held him until the fit had passed, and then pushed his hair back, an action I had performed so many times before in more pleasant circumstances. His forehead was burning hot.

So that was it—he was running a fever. That would explain the grim looks, the bloodshot eyes, the distracted manner. It was a relief—for a moment I thought something was badly wrong. Now I realized he was just ill. Perhaps he hadn’t said “dead” but “bed”—which is exactly where he needed to be.

“You’re sick, Morgan. Why on earth didn’t you tell me?”

He was shivering now; yes, this was a real lulu of a fever, and he needed to be looked after. Lucky for him that his best friend, Edward Mitchell, was a doctor. I had planned to get him into bed for different reasons, but at least he was in good hands. I hoped it was not influenza; I had no desire to ruin my longed-for vacation by catching that. If I was going to be ill, I wanted to do it on company time. I spend all my working hours caring for the sick in the hospital in Edinburgh where I work; it seemed unfair that I should have to play nurse on my vacation.

“He’s dead.”

The voice was clearer now, the word unambiguous. I snapped out of my selfish reflections.

“Dead? Who’s dead?”

He said nothing, just stared gloomily at the brandy glass on the table in front of him.

“Morgan, for God’s sake! What are you saying? Who is dead?”

His eyes moved slowly, horribly slowly, to meet mine, and I saw in their depths a misery and desperation that I hoped never to see there.

“Who, Morgan?”

“Bartlett.” His voice caught, and I thought he would start coughing again, but he swallowed and cleared his throat. “Frank Bartlett.”

“Who is Frank Bartlett, Boy?” I realized I was speaking as I would to a child.

“My…my friend…” His eyes were darting from side to side now, unable to hold my gaze.

“You’ve had some bad news, Morgan. I’m so sorry. If it would help to tell me about it…”

He looked puzzled, as if I were speaking a foreign language.

“Did someone call you on the telephone? Did you have a telegram?” He shook his head, said nothing. “Was this after you spoke to me? Morgan? Come on, please, tell me what’s going on!”

“I think I’m going to—” He leaned over the side of the chair and retched; nothing came up but gas. When he sat up again, I noticed that he was blue around the lips. I grabbed his wrist and felt for his pulse; it was fast and weak. He was exhibiting all the symptoms of shock.

The doctor in me sprang into action. I got him into the lounge, laid him down on the couch, and put two cushions under his feet; that would get the blood flowing back to his heart. There was a thick woolen blanket over the back of the couch, which I tucked around his body, and placed a rug on top of it. Morgan was shivering violently now, his teeth chattering so much that he could not speak. I took off my jacket, unbuttoned the front of my shirt, pulled back his covers, and lay down beside him, pressing my body against his, trying to warm him. We lay like that for ten, maybe 15 minutes until, gradually, the shivering subsided and he began to  breathe more regularly. I took his pulse again; it was stronger and slower this time. The crisis was past. I stood up, buttoned my shirt, and tucked it back into my pants, taking the opportunity to rearrange the completely inappropriate erection that had been straining painfully down there ever since lying beside him. I’m not above taking advantage of a man when he’s down, but there are some depths to which even I won’t sink.

I sat on the edge of the couch, smoothing his hair, holding his hand. He kept his eyes tight shut, like a child pretending to sleep. Whatever had happened, he couldn’t yet face it. I would have to wait.

I have lived in Britain for long enough to know that what was needed at this point was tea—hot, strong tea with plenty of sugar. I rang the bell for the maid.

There was no reply.

“There’s no one here,” said Morgan, in a weirdly normal, controlled voice. “I gave the servants the weekend off.”

“I see.” Was this part of his plan—to have the house to himself so that we could fuck uninterrupted? If so, why the hell hadn’t he called me yesterday? We’d wasted a whole day and a night. As usual, I was letting my dick do the thinking. I found my way to the kitchen—this was my first visit to Morgan’s new family home, but it was modeled on traditional lines—filled the kettle, and lit the gas. The kitchen was scrupulously clean, the floor scrubbed and shining, the grate clean, the pots and pans neatly ranged on shelves and hooks. There was a vase of lilacs on the windowsill, and the fresh, sweet perfume filled the room. Nothing here was out of place. It was exactly what I expected. Boy’s wife, Belinda, would know just how to run an orderly, pleasant house. A cook and a maid were all she would need; she would take care of everything else, looking after her husband and two small children as if it were the easiest thing in the world. I admired Belinda tremendously, despite the fact that she was  married to my dearest friend, the man who, of all the men in the world, I most enjoyed fucking. More than Vince—my own husband, or wife, or whatever the world would call him. My own beloved Vince, with whom I shared my life and my home. Who was now in Paris, on publishing business, negotiating British rights for American books, and wanted me to go with him, but I had invented some nonexistent medical conference as an excuse to get down to London and see Boy Morgan.

The kettle boiled, and I made the tea to the best of my ability; Vince said that no American would ever make a really good cup of tea, but grudgingly admitted I had just about risen above the dishwater level. Vince again. I hadn’t done anything with Morgan, and already I was feeling guilty. I shouldn’t have come. I should leave.

And perhaps I would have left—turned on my heel and left Wimbledon without a word to Morgan, taken the boat train over to Paris and surprised Vince…

But then I saw the blood in the hallway.

I hadn’t noticed it before. How could I miss it? A dark red smear on the black-and-white tiles, about two feet from the door, drying now to brown but still unmistakably blood. I’ve seen enough of the stuff in operating theaters to know what it looks like.

There was a fair-sized patch of it, perhaps four inches long, roughly the shape of an elongated leaf, with a few sprayed droplets at the end. From this angle, it was as clear as day. I must have overlooked it before. Yes, from the other side the light from the fanlight above the door fell strangely, and it looked no more sinister than the scuff mark from a rubber-soled shoe.

I bent down for a closer look. It was still tacky. This blood had been spilled within the last few hours.

I set the tea tray down on the living room table. Morgan was sitting up a little, and the color had returned to his cheeks.

“Tea.”

“Thanks, Mitch.”

I poured, added milk and sugar, stirred, and handed him a cup.

“That’s better.” He sighed. “I’m sorry about that little performance. Don’t know what came over me.”

“Morgan,” I said, “there’s blood in the hall.”

“Blood?”

“Blood. A great big puddle of the stuff.” I needed to know what was going on, and saw no harm in exaggerating, if it would prevent Morgan’s upper lip from restiffening.

“Ah.”

“I think you’d better tell me what’s going on.”

He sat with the teacup poised between saucer and mouth. “Yes,” he said at length, replacing it in the saucer with a dainty tinkle, “I suppose I’d better.”

We sat in silence for a while, sipping our tea, for all the world like two old maids whiling away the hours before death. The clock ticked, somewhere a bird sang, and we listened to horses’ hooves approaching and then departing along the street outside.

“Mitch?” He put his teacup down and stood up, brushing some creases from his trousers. I thought he was going to ask me to leave. “Would you mind awfully,” he said, “if we went to bed? I think I might start crying, and I would feel a lot better if I was in your arms.”

It wasn’t long before we were lying in his bed—his and Belinda’s bed, a large, comfortable piece of furniture with a handsome Turkish rug thrown over it. The curtains in the bedroom were closed, shutting out the light and sounds of the day. We had undressed to our shirts and underpants. Morgan lay on his side, and I lay behind him, holding him the way I’d held him so many times before under happier, hornier circumstances. Of course he felt my hard cock pressing against his ass, and he even backed up against it,  wriggling those firm, rubber buttocks the way he always did—but we did these things without thinking. Perhaps, later, we would fuck. But right now, he had to talk, and I had to listen.

“I found him in the bathroom,” he said, and let out a great sigh; I felt his rib cage rise and fall, and his heart pound. “He had cut his wrists. There was blood everywhere—all over the bath, the sink, up the walls. It must have taken him a long time to die.” His voice broke again, and I held him tight, waiting for the crisis to subside, gently kissing his neck.

“Oh Mitch, I can’t bear it. Everything is wrong. What am I going to tell…” He couldn’t go on, but I knew what he was going to say.

What am I going to tell Belinda?

“It’s okay, Morgan. There’s nothing that we can’t sort out together. You and me. The old team. Come on. Tell me everything.”

“I suppose I must.”

“I think you’d better.”

He took a deep breath, and began.

“The door was locked. I’d gone to bed, oh, hours before. Bartlett was staying for the weekend—he’s an important business associate, and he’s become a good friend. Of both of us,” he added, hurriedly. “Belinda’s gone to stay with his wife, Vivie. They’ve been awfully good to us. They don’t have children of their own, and I think they’ve rather taken a shine to Margaret and Teddy… Oh God…” He was weeping now, as silently as he could, ashamed of his tears, but I could feel the shaking of his body. I held on tight, soothing him, kissing him.

“I woke up at about three o’clock, and he… I realized something was wrong. I got up. The bathroom door was locked, and the light was on inside. I knocked, I called him, but there was no reply. I thought at first that he might have  fallen asleep in there—like we used to do at Cambridge sometimes, remember? When we’d had too much to drink?”

“I remember.”

“But I kept knocking and calling, then banging on the door, shouting out—and still there was nothing. And so I… I broke a pane of glass in the door and unlocked it and… Oh God, Mitch, it was horrible. He was lying on the floor, half propped up against the side of the bath. There was an open razor lying beside him. The blood… God, there was so much blood. And his eyes…”

“I know. I know. It’s dreadful when you’re not used to it.” I’ve seen many dead people, but I will never really become accustomed to that eerie stare.

“I tried to do something—to save him. But there was nothing I could do. He was…gone.”

“Did you touch the body?”

“What? Of course I touched the body. I thought I might be able to…to help him.”

I wanted to say “You should have left him alone”—but I didn’t think that was what Morgan needed to hear at that moment. “So what did you do?”

“I called the police. They were very good, I must say. They came round right away.”

“And what did they say?”

“Well, it was pretty obvious, I suppose. Poor Frank had committed suicide. It’s awful, Mitch. It’s so awful. How am I going to tell his wife?”

I thought about the scene that presented itself to the police officers who arrived on the scene—a dead man in the bathroom, another man in his pajamas, presumably covered in the dead man’s blood. They would not be quite as eager to write it off as suicide as Morgan might believe.

“Are they coming back?”

“Yes. They said that someone would be here later this morning to ask a few routine questions.”

“And the bathroom?”

“They put a padlock on it.”

“What about the body?”

“They took him away on a stretcher. He was still bleeding, Mitch. Oh God.” That explained the stain in the hallway.

“What else did they take?”

“Stuff from the bathroom, from the guest room. Stuff he’d brought with him. I don’t know. I wasn’t really paying much attention. They were looking for a note, I suppose.”

“Did they find one?”

“Not as far as I know.”

“So—this Bartlett. What’s the story? He turns up at your house to discuss business, locks himself in the bathroom, and slashes his wrists. Why?”

“I… I don’t…”

“Who was he, Boy? What’s this all about?”

His breathing became heavy again, and he whimpered. I felt powerless. I wanted to make things better for him, to make the pain go away, to break through to the real Boy Morgan. I wanted to kiss him on the mouth, to pull his shirt over his head and see his fine, pale, athletic torso, to run my hand over his muscular stomach and inside the waistband of his shorts. But I could not do that. I felt paralyzed.

“Frank Bartlett and I met about a year ago,” he said, when he’d finally gained control of his voice. “He’s a partner in a City law firm, Bartlett and Ross—he and Walter Ross built it up after the War, and they’ve been very successful. International shipping, mostly. Complicated stuff. Pots of money. Anyway, they brought their business to the bank, wanting help with investments, and so on—all the stuff that I do every day of the week, although not usually with quite so many noughts at the end. I was assigned to manage the Bartlett and Ross account, and over the course of a few meetings I got to know Frank Bartlett pretty well.  We hit it off. He’s a nice chap. Was. Was a nice chap.”

I didn’t want him to start crying again, or the police would be here before I’d had a chance to get the full story. I felt sure that, if I were going to help Morgan out of this jam, I needed to know as much as possible—things, perhaps, that he would only tell me, from whom he had nothing to hide.

“What did he look like? I mean, what sort of age, build, coloring?”

“He was in his mid-forties. Average height, a bit shorter than me, but then I’m such a beanpole. Bit taller than you, shortarse.” This was better; Morgan was more like his old, bantering self. “Dark hair, what was left of it; he told me he started losing his hair when he was an officer in France. He saw some terrible things over there, Mitch. He was a hero, you know. Distinguished war record. Decorated, and everything. He wasn’t one of those awful old men who try to hide it by brushing their hair over the top; he wore it cut short on the back and sides, with a good pair of side-whiskers that he always kept very neatly trimmed. I remember thinking, when I first met him, what a neat, clean man he was. He always looked freshly barbered, freshly shaved…”

A shudder went through Morgan’s body—and through mine. We were both thinking of the razor. I squeezed him tight, and he continued.

“Anyway…” He cleared his throat. “He was in very good shape for a man of his years. Most of the chaps in the City get very flabby once they’re over thirty, but not Bartlett. He played a lot of sport, trained with weights at his club, had a lot of massages and steam, and so on. His gut was as hard as mine; harder, actually. He was strong and wiry, with a lot of dark hair on his chest and stomach and arms and legs. To look at him, you’d have taken him for ten years younger, at least.”

“So you got to see quite a lot of him?” I couldn’t keep a suggestive tone out of my voice.

“Yes, well… I mean, like I said, we got on terribly well. He invited me to his club. You know, the Parthenon, in Saint James’s.”

I whistled.

“Oh yes, he had everything of the best. Very nice, the Parthenon. Excellent food, and excellent facilities. They have a Turkish bath in the basement. You can exercise down there on all sorts of pulleys and contraptions, then you can get a jolly good rubdown and a steam bath.”

“I see.”

“And… Well, Mitch, you know what I’m like.” He sounded ashamed, as if he’d been caught with his hand in the cookie jar.

“I do.”

“We were there one evening after work. It had been a long day; Bartlett was preparing a report for his shareholders, and we’d spent hours going over and over a load of figures until my eyes were rolling around in my head. So he suggested we go for a massage and a spot of steam. And it jolly well did the trick. Those Turkish chaps, they can really work the knots out of you. Have you ever tried it?”

“No. Go on.”

“Well, afterwards we were relaxing in the steamroom. It’s marvelous, all done out in oriental tiles, and so on, with little cabins that you can rest in, get a bit of shut-eye.”

“I see.”

“And so we were lolling around in one of these, just with towels wrapped round our waists, and I got…you know. A stiffy.”

“You would.”

“I didn’t really notice particularly, I just felt so relaxed and good after the massage, until I noticed that Bartlett was staring rather hard at the front of my towel. So I shifted my leg to try and, you know, hide it a bit, but that didn’t work, because the towel started to come undone, and the  old feller was about to pop out, so instead I rolled over on my front.”

“And what did he do?”

“Blow me if he didn’t start stroking my backside.”

“Through the towel?”

“At first. Then his hand went up my leg. He had big, strong hands, and he was grabbing me—not roughly, but very firmly. Like he was playing with a football.”

I knew exactly what he meant; I have done the same to Morgan’s ass myself a hundred times. It’s one of the most grabbable asses I have ever seen. I couldn’t fault Bartlett’s taste, even though I found myself hating him for touching something that, in some way, I thought of as “mine.”

“So what did you do? Tell him to get off?”

“I suppose I should have done. Business and pleasure, and all that. But—well, it felt good, and you know what I’m like when things feel good, Mitch. I find it very hard to say no.”

That’s one of the reasons I love you, I wanted to say.

“Then he pulled the towel off me completely, and got both his hands on my bum, kneading it like dough. God, that made me so hard. It had been ages since anyone had touched me there. Not since you and I… When was that?”

“A while ago,” I said, not wanting to remember the strained atmosphere at our last parting.

“And then I felt his face pressing between my buttocks, kissing, his tongue pushing between them. I said he was always clean shaven, but by now it was early evening, and there was a bit of stubble on his chin. It scratched and scraped; I love that feeling, and my legs just opened up. His tongue was straight in there, and it hit my you-know-what. It was incredible, Mitch. His tongue was so firm—it felt like… Like a cock.”

I was hard myself, and pressed against him. He moaned softly, and wriggled back into me.

“I had my forehead resting on one forearm, but with the other hand I reached round and found his cock. It was like an iron bar, Mitch. It was so big and hard. When I grabbed it, he groaned like a soul in torment. I looked up, and there was the most extraordinary expression on his face—I couldn’t decide if he was sad, or happy, or angry. We looked at each other for a while, and then… And then… He kissed me.”

“I see.”

“God, it was wonderful, Mitch. Not like you—with you I always feel good, and happy, and alive. But this was something different—something serious, and intense, and dangerous. He kissed me like it was the only thing that mattered in the world. It wasn’t a bit of fun between two chaps who happen to like each other a lot—this was like…like it meant everything to him. Life and death.”

I felt that stupid stab of jealousy—I, who was betraying Vince just by being here. “And then he fucked you, I suppose.” I couldn’t keep the bitterness out of my voice, but I don’t think Morgan even heard me.

“There wasn’t much we could do, right there and then; someone could have walked in. I suppose things go on in those steamrooms all the time, don’t they? But it wouldn’t do to be caught with one’s legs in the air, not in the Parthenon Club, not with an important client like Frank Bartlett. But we carried on kissing as if we couldn’t stop, my hand on his cock, his hand on mine, sitting side by side, kissing and wanking each other until suddenly we were both coming at the same time, breathing in each other’s mouths, sharing the same feelings, as if we were one body. It took both of us a while to come round. Anyone could have stumbled in and found us; we were awfully lucky. Afterwards, we just got dressed. We had a quick drink at the bar, but we didn’t have supper or anything. We both suddenly remembered that we had important reasons for getting home. It had taken us by surprise, rather.”

“I imagine it had.”

“But we both knew that we were going to do something again. There was no going back. I don’t know how other chaps feel after things like that—I suppose for some people, that sort of business doesn’t mean a lot, just a quick fiddle with another fellow and that’s it, full stop. But it wasn’t like that for me. I couldn’t stop thinking about him. I was all keyed up for days. Even Belinda noticed. I didn’t hear from Bartlett for a while, but there was no reason for him to speak to me. We’d done all we needed to do.”

“And then?”

“He just turned up at the bank one afternoon. He told my boss that he needed to consult me urgently on a business matter. There was a taxi waiting outside, and we drove out to a hotel near Euston. We didn’t say anything. We were both looking out the window, pretending that nothing was happening, but I was as stiff as a pole and I’m sure he was too. He had a copy of the Times with him, and he lay it on the seat between us, and took off his glove. Our hands met underneath the newspaper, and we held on tight to each other. The driver didn’t suspect a thing.”

“And what happened when you got to Euston?”

“I…” His voice was low and gravelly. “Mitch, will you do something for me?”

“Anything, Morgan. You know that.”

“I know this sounds completely insane, under the circumstances, but will you…”

“Yes?”

“Will you fuck me?”

“Now?”

“Yes, please. Now. Fuck me. As hard as you can.”






Chapter Two

I GAVE HIM WHAT HE WANTED, AND THEN SOME. I KNOW Morgan well enough to anticipate his needs, to deliver a fuck that will satisfy him on all levels. I started with a finger, warming him up, and when his hole seemed to be sucking my finger in, I judged that the time was right for the main event. There was no time to run around the house looking for lubricants, and unlike my own bedroom, there was no handy little jar of Vaseline on the nightstand, so he would have to do with spit. I knew he could take it. We’d done it this way often enough before.

So I hawked into my hand and rubbed it all over my stiff dick; there was enough of my own slick precum there to make me nice and slippery. Still lying on my side, I pulled down Morgan’s pants, lifted one of his legs, and positioned the head of my cock at the target. One firm push, and I was in. Morgan gasped, and I forged ahead, encountering very little resistance. Usually, when fucking Morgan, the  first assault is a tactical matter of advance and retreat; now he yielded completely and immediately. Obviously the late Frank Bartlett had been giving him a lot more than furtive hand jobs in the Parthenon steamroom.

I started fucking him slowly, checking that he was enjoying himself by grabbing his cock and stroking it gently; he was fully hard, as I knew he would be. Morgan loved to be fucked—it was the one thing that prevented him from being the hundred-percent-hearty family man who, in every other respect, he was meant to be. Soon he was pushing back against me, hungry for more; the time was right to change position. I pulled out, grabbed his calves, and rolled him onto his back, pushing his thighs against his stomach. He reached down and pulled his ass open, impatient for me to get back inside. I didn’t keep him waiting.

This way I could fuck him with all my body weight pressing into him, and I could watch his face for clues and cues as to where to go next. At first he kept his eyes shut tight, his mouth set in a grim line, as if this were a punishment that he had to endure, that he deserved. But then I kissed him, fucking his mouth with my tongue as I was fucking his ass with my cock, and he came back to me. His eyes opened and looked into mine, and we spent the next few minutes searching the depths of each other’s soul. At least, that’s how it felt at the time. These moments of profound communication sound ridiculous in the cold light of day. But as I fucked him, and looked into those big, dark, troubled, honest eyes, I felt that I would never know or love anyone as deeply as I knew and loved Boy Morgan.

It couldn’t last for long; we both needed release. He bucked his hips, and I picked up the rate of my pounding, and soon I was burying my face in his neck and emptying my balls into his guts. He wrapped his legs around me, and with one fist on his cock he pumped himself to a climax just as I thrust the last, longest time into him. We lay like that  for a while, my cock buried deep in him, our stomachs glued together with spunk, until finally I withdrew with a plop and a squelch, rolled off him, and held him in my arms.

We must have slept for an hour.

I woke with a start. What were we doing? The police would be back any moment, and I still didn’t have a clue what had happened. Morgan was still lying beside me, but he wasn’t sleeping. His eyes were open, staring up at the ceiling.

“Christ, Boy, we need to get up! Come on!”

“No… I want to stay here.”

I pulled the covers off him; his naked body was beautiful, the hair on his stomach and chest still matted with cum.

“You’re in a big heap of trouble, Boy. You can’t just stay in bed and pretend you’re not.”

“I can.”

He sounded pathetic and petulant, and I told him so. He scowled at me, and very grudgingly got out of bed. The bathroom was out of bounds, but there was a jug of water and a basin in the bedroom; we freshened up as best we could with that, and got dressed. We must have stunk of sex; anyone with a nose for these things would know exactly what we had been doing.

“When are the cops coming?” I asked.

“I don’t know. They don’t give exact appointments.”

It was well after ten o’clock. “They could be here any minute. What are you going to tell them?”

“The truth.”

“The whole truth?”

“Well…”

That, of course, he could not do. To admit to any kind of improper relationship with Frank Bartlett would have landed Morgan himself in the dock, possibly in prison, certainly out of a job and out of a marriage. I hoped to God that there was a damn good solid reason for Bartlett’s  suicide—something that didn’t suggest to the police that there were other, unmentionable motives at play.

“So why’d he do it?”

That took him by surprise. “What?”

“Your pal Bartlett. Why did a successful lawyer come around to your house for the weekend and cut his wrists in your bathroom?”

“I… I don’t know…”

“You better have some idea, Morgan, when the police arrive.”

“Oh God.”

“Because if they think for one moment that there was some kind of lovers’ tiff—”

“Don’t be disgusting.”

“You were lovers, weren’t you? You and Bartlett.”

“I didn’t mean to—”

“Weren’t you?” It was obvious from the deep blush on Morgan’s face, and from the ease with which I had penetrated him, that I was right. This had gone a lot further than a bit of slap and tickle between two married men, the sort of thing that happens every day in every town. Morgan was keeping something from me.

“Yes.”

“Tell me why he did it, Morgan. Please tell me that he was in trouble at work—that he’d been caught with his hand in the till, that he’d forged a document or given false evidence. Tell me that this was a decent, honorable suicide.”

“I don’t know.”

“You must.”

And to underline my words, the doorbell rang. Morgan jumped, then froze.

“Answer it,” he said.

“That’s going to look suspicious. You answer it.” Already, I realized, I was acting as if something had to be covered up. Could it possibly be that Morgan was—what? Guilty? In the  wrong? Hiding something? There was no time to think. The bell rang again, and Morgan marched out, looking every inch the successful young City banker enjoying a bachelor weekend in his comfortable suburban family home.

“Ah, hello again, sergeant,” I heard him say from the hall.

“This is Constable Knight,” said a stern, deep voice.

“Constable. Come in, both of you. My friend Edward Mitchell is here.”

Morgan showed the two cops in, and for a crazy moment I hoped that I might be in for a repeat of some of my earlier, friendlier relations with the British police force. These two certainly looked appetizing enough in their uniforms. The sergeant was tall, with dark-brown hair and a strong jaw and chin; his constable was somewhat shorter, fairer, and younger. They both carried their helmets under their arms.

“Mr. Mitchell,” said the sergeant. He did not offer to shake my hand. I nodded coolly.

“Mitch, this is Sergeant Godley. And Constable… Sorry, I’ve forgotten already.”

“Knight,” said the younger man, who stood at the door—as if to prevent any escape bids.

“Please, sit down,” said Morgan. Godley obliged, his constable did not. “What can I do for you, sergeant?”

“Just a few routine questions, sir.” He took out a notebook. Morgan sat, his hands pressed between his knees; he looked anxious.

“You don’t mind if Mitch sits in, do you? I’m afraid I’m in a bit of a state. Mitch is a doctor, he’s good in a crisis.”

“That’s quite all right, sir,” said Godley, eyeing me coolly. Did he guess, or suspect, the nature of our friendship? If he had seen what we’d been doing just a couple of hours ago, would he have busted us? Or would he have laid his helmet to one side and joined in? And what about the little blond? Would he—

“How did you know Mr. Bartlett, sir?” asked Godley.

“He is a client. I work at the London Imperial Bank. I manage Mr. Bartlett’s business affairs.”

“And how long have you known him?”

“Let me see… A year? No, it was before Teddy was born, before we moved here. Eighteen months, I suppose. Yes, that sounds about right. It was autumn, I think, when he first came in. I seem to remember the conkers were on the trees.”

He was babbling. Godley watched him, and waited for him to stop.

“And why was Mr. Bartlett staying here?”

“What, Frank?” Morgan’s mouth hung open, as if he could not think of an answer. “Well, he was… I mean…”

“He was here to discuss business,” I said. Godley scowled; obviously I was not expected to speak.

“That’s it,” said Morgan. “His firm was about to acquire a new building in Chancery Lane, huge great place, brand-new. Costs a fortune. I advised against it on the ground that it would overextend their credit. Not what the bank ought to tell a customer, that, eh? But he wanted to go over all the pros and cons because I think he’d rather set his heart on it. So we packed the ladies off to his place in Teddington and we were planning to spend the weekend plowing through the figures.”

“Do you have the paperwork to hand, sir?”

“What?”

“The figures that you and Mr. Bartlett were going to, er…” Godley referred to his notebook. “Plow through.”

“No. He brought it with him, I suppose, in his briefcase. We were meant to be starting this morning. Oh God…” Morgan went very pale, and put a hand to his brow. I suppose anyone would do the same under the circumstances, but my heart pounded; I wanted him above all to remain calm and businesslike.

“Was there anything else that you and Mr. Bartlett had planned for the weekend?”

“No… I mean, we had a walk on the Common to clear our heads, but there was a lot of work to…”

“Plow through,” supplied Sergeant Godley. I was starting to hate Sergeant Godley. I wanted to interrupt, ask him what the hell he was driving at when he could see my friend was distressed, but I didn’t think that would help.

“Were you aware of any irregularities in Mr. Bartlett’s financial affairs?”

“Good Lord, no. Bartlett and Ross is one of the most highly respected law firms in the City.”

“I didn’t quite mean that, sir. I was thinking more of his personal financial affairs.”

Morgan caught the meaning, and responded perfectly. “Oh, no, sergeant, you’ve misunderstood. I was not Frank Bartlett’s personal bank manager. I handled business matters for him, that’s all. I believe his personal account was with Lloyds. Yes, I’m fairly certain. Couldn’t tell you the exact branch. Obviously I’ll have a record of that somewhere.”

“So your dealings with Mr. Bartlett were strictly professional?”

“No.”

“Ah?”

“We became jolly good friends. It was through the girls, really—I mean my wife, Belinda, and his wife, Vivien. They hit it off from the start. Vivie rather took Billie under her wing, helping out with the children, and so on. They don’t have any of their own, you see—not quite sure why, that’s just the way it goes sometimes.”

“How many children do you have, Mr. Morgan?”

“Two, sergeant. My daughter, Margaret, is nearly two and a half now. The boy, Edward, is coming up to one.”

“They must be a handful.”

“They are,” said Morgan, beaming—it was like someone  had turned on a light—“but I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

“Thank you, sir. That’s all for now.” Godley got up, and Knight opened the door. “Will we be able to find you here for the rest of the day, sir?”

“Yes, if you want me. I’m not going anywhere.”

“Is Mr. Mitchell staying with you?”

That’s none of your damn business, you arrogant prick, I wanted to say.

“Yes, I hope so. Don’t much like the idea of being alone.”

“Has anyone told Mrs. Bartlett?” I asked.

“Oh God, Vivie! I hadn’t even thought… How awful. She must be in bits.”

“Yes, she has been informed. I believe your wife is staying with her for the time being. Perhaps,” said Godley, “you should telephone her.”

He raised an eyebrow, maybe surprised that Morgan hadn’t thought of doing it already. I was surprised too. Morgan had been so determined to get fucked, he’d forgotten to call his wife.

“I’m all at sixes and sevens,” said Morgan. “It’s the shock of all that…blood. I’m sorry.” He coughed, pulled himself together. “I’ll get on the blower right away. Good morning, gentlemen.”

“Oh, just one more thing,” said Godley. “Don’t go into the bathroom under any circumstances. It’s a crime scene now. Good morning.”

We listened to the heavy tread of their feet until they disappeared. Morgan put his head in his hands.

“Oh God, Mitch, this is a ghastly business.”

“It would help if you told me all about it.”

He looked up with hope in his eyes. “Really? You won’t be…angry?”

“Morgan, the only thing that is making me angry is the  horrible feeling that you’re holding out on me.”

“Then I suppose I have to tell you everything, don’t I?”

“You sure do,” I said, putting a hand on his shoulder and squeezing. “But first of all…” I picked up the telephone and handed him the receiver. “Your wife.”

I left him to it. Apart from not wishing to eavesdrop on what was bound to be a painful conversation, I had some thinking to do.

Morgan was in trouble, that much was clear. But how much trouble? What did he know of the reasons for Bartlett’s suicide? Was he himself one of the reasons? How could he explain that to the police? And if, as I guessed from Sergeant Godley’s questions, there was some suggestion of financial wrongdoing, was Morgan implicated in that as well? I did not for one moment entertain the idea that Morgan had deliberately, knowingly involved himself in any shady business—but I could not rid myself of the suspicion that, somehow, he had got himself tangled up in another man’s crime, and now he had blood on his hands. Or at least on his pajamas.

He came out of the drawing room, pale but calm.

“She’s staying with Vivie for a while,” he said. “Jolly good of her. Poor thing is in a terrible state, apparently.”

“She’s just lost her husband.”

“Quite so, quite so…” He seemed distracted, unable to grasp the reality of Vivie Bartlett’s bereavement.

“Morgan…”

“Hmmm?”

“Penny for your thoughts.”

He’d started to put on his coat and was stepping into his outdoor shoes. “I thought we might get some fresh air.”

“The police told you to stay put.”

“I don’t think they meant that I couldn’t take a walk on the Common, old chap. Come on. I’ve got to get out of here. You’ll make sure I don’t do anything silly, I’m sure.”

“Like what? Run away? Is that what you were thinking of doing?”

“Don’t be daft,” said Morgan, and knelt down to tie his laces.

Wimbledon Common started just two streets away; the solid suburban houses stopped suddenly, and nature, or some well-managed version thereof, took over. It was a pleasant enough day, and it felt good to be out of a house where death had come so recently, so violently. Away from that locked bathroom, and the horrible imagining of red blood on white tiles. Morgan took huge strides with his great long rower’s legs; I almost had to trot to keep up with him.

“There’s a pleasant spot just up here,” he said, after we’d walked for ten minutes in silence. “Nice view, and a bench to admire it from. Come on.”

The bench was on top of a little hill, well away from paths. We could see anyone approaching from some distance. I assumed this was not accidental. I lit cigarettes for both of us, and we looked out over the golf course and the horse rides. I could see from the expression on Morgan’s face that he was working up to a confession.

“That first night in the hotel,” he said at last, “I knew that this was going to be a serious business. You know me, Mitch. I take life pretty much as it comes. I’m not a deep thinker. Things usually work out for me—I mean, look at you, and Belinda, and the little ones. My job, my new house—it’s all fallen into place, hasn’t it? You and I have been in some funny old scrapes”—I thought that was a strange way to refer to two murder investigations in which we’d nearly lost our lives—“but things have always turned up trumps. You and I have a bit of fun, and that’s nobody else’s business but ours. It’s not as if it matters to anyone.”

Keep saying that, I thought, and maybe one day you’ll convince yourself.

“But this was different. There was something about  Frank Bartlett—I knew it from the very first moment that I met him, to tell you the truth—something deep and…well, serious.”

“I see.”

“I don’t mean that we were ever real friends, not in the way that you and I are, Mitch. You’re like a brother to me.”

A brother who fucks you.

“But he was something else. At first he was a sort of father figure, I suppose. He was so much older and wiser and more successful than me, but he took an interest in me and seemed to want to help me.”

He wanted to get into your pants.

“But after that first night…”

“Wow,” I said, trying to keep the tone light, “he must have been one hell of a fuck.”

“Yes,” said Morgan, “he was.”

That took the wind out of my sails; I was hoping to hear that Bartlett couldn’t hold a candle to me. Then I realized that I was feeling jealous of a man who was lying in the morgue, minus several pints of blood.

“That hotel that he took me to wasn’t the nicest of settings, to be honest—but I didn’t notice. It could have been the Taj Mahal or a Whitechapel slum as far as I was concerned. Mitch—I’ve never felt such power coming from another man. It was as if he’d hypnotized me. He just drew me in, and when he shut the bedroom door, we were in another world. He took my clothes off—I stood there like a stuffed dummy—and when I was completely naked, he kissed me all over. I was trembling, and he took me to bed, stripped, and—”

“Pounced?”

“I suppose so. But it didn’t feel like that. I knew what to expect, of course—I mean, we’ve done it often enough, and I’ve always had a jolly good time—but he took me by storm.  It was as if I was drunk, or flying, or falling, or something. I’ve never experienced anything like it.”

“What, then,” I said, sounding like a bitter old maid. “He fucked you, did he?”

“Yes. And then I fucked him. And then he fucked me again. And then, afterwards, we took a bath. It was a dreadful old rustbucket of a bath, all the enamel chipped off, great brown water stains under the taps, and to be honest the water was none too hot when it came, but it didn’t matter. We could have been floating in the Pacific Ocean. He washed me, so gently and tenderly, like you’d wash a child. And then, when it was really too cold, he dried me. And then—”

He stopped, swallowed hard, and stared out over the Common.

“What, Morgan?”

“He shaved me.”

“He shaved you?”

“Yes. He stood behind me at the sink, his cock was hard again, pressing into my arse, mine was hard, resting on the edge of the sink. He ran a little more hot water, he lathered up my face, and he shaved me. It was the best, closest shave I’ve ever had. Better than you get at the barber. Much better than I can do myself. He took his time, stroking the blade over every part of my face, so softly, like I was being tickled by a feather. Afterwards, my skin felt like silk. I don’t think I’ve ever done anything so exciting.”

“Wow.” I was hard again too; why hadn’t I thought of shaving Morgan, damn it?

“Afterwards, he rinsed off the razor and put it very carefully back in its case.” Morgan shuddered, thinking, I suppose, about the razor’s ultimate use. “And then, with what was left of the lather, he soaped me up and fucked me again.

“My God. The man was an animal.”

“It was like he was making up for lost time, Mitch. He told me afterwards that he and Vivie no longer had relations. I’m not sure if they ever really had. I think it had been a long time since he’d been really satisfied. I had trouble keeping up with him.”

“What was he like when you finally finished?”

“I don’t know. Quiet, I suppose. I tidied myself up and got dressed in the bedroom. He stayed in the bathroom for a while, cleaning his teeth, gargling with mouthwash. He was always very particular like that, especially after…you know. He spent ages brushing and slooshing and spitting. I suppose it made him feel clean again. That’s why last night, when he didn’t come to bed…”
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