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Author's Note
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Drew is an author staying on an island trying to write. He meets Mordy, who is back after spending twenty years on the road living life as a nomad, traveling around in his camper van. Mordy has found a wreck which together they salvage but they open a whole can of worms, and a mystery to unravel which stretches back through Mordy's family to the Middle Ages. Their relationship is beset by the trials and tribulations as the ghosts of Mordy’s past come to pay a visit. Then it becomes a matter of life or death because someone wants the treasure back!

Love is ... maybe all you can rely on in the end.

Alp Mortal
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Chapter One - Chance encounter
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As he drove along the southern shore of the island, he noticed that the beach was getting closer as the road headed towards the fishing village. Up ahead there was a car park with access to the cove; he pulled in.

It was early July, hot and airless, even here at the water‘s edge. The plague of tourists was a month behind him so the cove was deserted and there was just a beaten up old camper van in the car park and no other visible signs of life. Perfect for a swim and a lay on the beach to catch the rays before consigning himself to an evening in front of the laptop in an attempt to unblock the “block”.

The trip was his last ditched attempt to recapture the enthusiasm and motivation of barely six months ago. Two thirds of the second novel written and then the curtain had come down. The publisher was being sympathetic, for now; the first novel was selling well. That was building expectations of the second and perhaps it was that alone which was hamstringing him; fear that the second would not be as good.

He grabbed a towel and trunks and locked the door and headed to the cove. He had to walk past the camper to find the path which led down onto the beach. The doors of the camper were closed and the curtains were drawn but as he passed he heard a cough, a man’s cough; signs of life after all. He jogged to the beach, shed the author’s skin of black jeans and tee shirt, pulled on the trunks and ran into the shallow water, diving when he felt the edge of the shelf and kicked powerfully to drive himself down a few meters.

The water was cold here despite the thirty degrees of the air above and he turned to surface almost immediately. He broke through and gasped; the cold water was making his lungs tight but it felt good and refreshing. He swam a few more metres out and then returned to lie down on his towel and warm himself up. It didn’t take long for the cool droplets to be replaced by beads of sweat. He heard the same cough and the occupant of the camper appeared, already dressed for bathing. The man headed past him, crossing the beach some forty feet away. Without a look, he too plunged himself into the cool waters. He didn’t surface for a considerably longer time and when he did he was much farther out and nearer the eastern point of the cove where a finger of rock jutted out into the channel. The western point was formed by the wall of the harbour of the fishing village. The man dived and resurfaced endlessly as if he was searching for something.

The author turned onto his front to let the sun melt the tension in his shoulders before he subjected them to their nightly torture. He was lying with his head on one side, facing the eastern point, largely to maintain his view of the camper van owner and his aquatic foraging.

He drifted in and out of sun-induced sleep, not real sleep but a deep reverie. He didn’t want to move even though he knew his shoulders were probably burning because he had forgotten to bring his sunscreen. He opened one eye and the camper van owner was out of the water, sitting on his towel, forty or so feet away, roughly in line with his own, knees drawn to his chest; the man was gazing out to sea, which was perfectly empty and like a millpond. It was heading towards four o’clock and the warmth of the sun lessened a degree or two, but still it was too hot to move.

He continued to lie with his head on one side, watching the man through almost closed eyes. At one point the man turned briefly, and even though his eyes were almost shut he felt the piercing gaze of the other’s. A gaze that said, at once “what are you looking at?”, “do I know you?”, “be sure you want what you’re asking for ...”

Shortly afterwards, the man got up and went back to the camper van. A stone under his thigh began to make its presence felt and that awakened the rest of his body and he sat up. It was perceptibly cooler and he dragged on the jeans and the tee shirt readying himself to return to the car and the drive back to the cottage he had rented for the month. As he got dressed he noticed that the side door of the camper van was open. His curiosity prickled.

Without putting on his shoes he wandered back to the car park, wondering how rude it would appear if he looked in the camper as he passed. His worries over car park etiquette were groundless as the man was sitting in the door way of the van, sipping a cup of tea, watching him.

Some kind of acknowledgement was obligatory; he’d pass by him within a distance of less than ten feet, and in any event the man was watching him advance. There were the obvious things he could say but again his worries over the right form of address were nipped in their bud because the man spoke first.

“There’s a drop left in the pot if you want one ...”

The words registered; an unplaceable accent, a mix of clipped city and provincial drawl.

“Uhm, cheers, that would be great actually ...”

The man disappeared and reappeared a few seconds later with a mug, three quarters full of strong tea, a hint of milk and no sugar; exactly the way he hated it.

“Thank you. I’m Drew,” he said, thrusting out a hand into which the man put the mug.

“Mordy, as in Mordred. Don’t even ask ...”

“Are you from the island?” Drew ventured.

“Originally; back after a long spell on the road ... you?”

“London; staying for a month, trying to write ...”

“Author?”

“Yes, and you ...?”

“Travelling.”

The word descended like a blanket and instead of answering the question simply posed a host more, but Drew quickly concluded that Mordy didn’t seem in the mood to answer any.

“Thanks for the tea, I’m parched actually ...”

“You’re welcome ...”

Silence descended and became a little awkward. Drew felt the need to puncture it.

“Are you working whilst you’re back?”

“If anyone will have me; not fussy or fussed ... wouldn’t mind a few weeks to pay for the tax and insurance and get this heap of crap through the MOT ...”

“What do you live on when you’re travelling?” asked Drew, instantly aware that the question was pretty personal and probably a little rude.

“I think they used to say hunter-gatherer. I forage, picking up bits and pieces, exchanging for things I need ...”

“You obviously enjoy it.”

“It suits ...”

The silence returned. Drew finished the tea, despite the foul taste and the scolding effect on his throat. He handed the cup back.

“Thanks. Probably see you around ...”

“Pretty certain. I’m pitching here until the Council tells me I can’t then I’ll move on to the next one ...”

“Take it easy.”

The man said nothing and Drew moved on to the car, throwing the wet things in the back. He started the engine and backed up to turn around. Mordy was still sitting in the doorway of the camper, nursing the cup, but he was looking out to sea and oblivious to everything else.

Drew drove back to the cottage to get started on dinner and the nightmare of writing. He thought about Mordy the whole time; the strange, enigmatic, open yet closed book of a traveller who foraged for a living. He was roughly the same age as himself he surmised, early forties, leaner - presumably that was an occupational hazard - already very tanned, his hair a mop of black curls, no grey, unlike his, leonine but streaked with tell-tale silver.

For the first time in weeks he sat down at the keyboard and actually rattled off a chapter or two. The surge of inspiration carried him into the small hours as he finished an important section of dialogue, finding himself using the stress and intonation patterns of his strange beach companion. He slumped at around two a.m, exhausted but happy, and his shoulders didn’t ache at all, but they were sun-burnt!
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Chapter Two - A further encounter
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A week passed. The weather was the same hot and airless solar powered furnace. Drew had barely left the cottage, the frenzy of writing had overtaken him and he was within sight of the end but he needed a break. The obvious choice was to go back to the car park at the cove to see if Mordy was still there.

He grabbed his swimming things and a bottle of wine and headed off. As he approached he could see the camper, shut up. “Perhaps he’s working,” Drew thought as he pulled in and parked in the self-same spot as before. His arrival brought forth no signs of life and as before the curtains were drawn and as he passed on his way to the beach, he sensed that the van was empty. The beach was too.

He laid his towel out, got changed and headed into the water, reminding himself how cold the water was beyond the narrow shelf. He dived and felt it sting; it only powered him to dive deeper and farther out. When he did surface he felt exhilarated, liberated even. His back was to the shore as he trod water for a minute and when he turned he saw Mordy standing in the surf. Drew raised his hand automatically and the returned salute was carefree rather than begrudged. He swam back and got out.

“Hi!”

“Hi,” Mordy replied, “haven’t seen you for a week.”

“Writing. Finally unblocked the blockage!”

“What kind of stuff do you write?”

“Crime thrillers. Well, I’ve only written one novel and that was a crime thriller; this one is a love story ...”

“Been published then?” It was a statement of fact rather than a question.

“Yes, last year, “The Virtue of Dishonesty” ...”

“Don’t read much ...”

“Have you been working?”

“A little foraging, yeah, clearing some rough land at the back of the campsite on West Beach, the nudist one; don’t bother me, the place is empty until August.”

“I didn’t realise there was a nudist beach here.”

“Been here years and years. Us kids used to go down and hide and watch ‘um ...”

“Would you like a drink? I’ve got a bottle of wine in the car.”

“Sure,” Mordy said and he was already heading back to the camper. Drew quickly picked up his things and just wrapped the towel around himself. He plucked the keys out of his jeans pocket and grabbed the wine.

“Here,” said Drew as he handed over the bottle.

Mordy scrutinised at the label. It was a Provençal Rosé.

“Worked there one time ...”

“Really? Then you’ll know the wine, I hope you like it.”

“Quaffable.”

A strange choice of word thought Drew; so sophisticated for the moment.

Mordy withdrew and returned with two clean glasses and a corkscrew which he used expertly. He poured wine into both glasses and handed one to Drew.

“Cheers,” he said, without raising his glass, which he simply put it to his lips and drank deeply, “Just as I remember ...”

“Cheers,” replied Drew, unsure of the mood.

“Wanna go to the beach?”

“Which one?” asked Drew, confused as they were standing not fifteen feet from it.

“The nudist beach; it’s empty and a long trek from the road; no fear of being spied upon ...”

“Except by the kids hiding.”

“No kids down there now; all left for jobs on the mainland ...”

“Uhm, sure, why not? I’ll drive if you like ...”

They finished the wine and Mordy grabbed his stuff and they headed off. He was dressed in shorts and a loose fitting tee shirt with flip flops on his feet, which were surprisingly well cared for thought Drew.

“Take the left turn at the end and park by the Church and then we’ll hike it ...” was all Mordy said during the fifteen minute journey.

They parked up and with their towels under their arms they headed off to the cove which for years had been the unofficial nudist beach. It was a hike of two miles and by the time they reached the perfect little cove and golden sandy beach both were very hot and sweating profusely.

They took the little path down between the dunes and onto the beach. It was small, crescent shaped and sheltered at the back by the dunes and on either side by a coppice.

Mordy shed his shorts, tee shirt and flip flops within seconds and ran straight into the water to cool off. Drew followed at a slower pace, a little shy of showing his body to a nearly complete stranger on a deserted beach.

“C’mon!” shouted Mordy.

Drew shrugged off his shorts and tee shirt and AT’s and followed suit by running into the surf, launching himself at the first opportunity to get submerged as quickly as possible.

“Great, uh?”

“Fantastic!” Drew replied, shaking water from his hair and squinting it out of his eyes.

Mordy came closer and dived under him, between his legs. Drew felt the other man’s body fleetingly; the sensation was like a fish’s tail whipping at his knees. Mordy surfaced the other side of him, laughing childishly.

He dived again for the return but instead of passing through Drew’s legs he surfaced just in front of him, the water boiling up between them. Before Drew could say or do anything, Mordy had his hands around his waist which was just below the surface and he pulled up and flung himself back, carrying Drew with him, both crashing into the water.

Both surfaced, Mordy first, Drew was spluttering.

“Bastard!” he yelled but laughing too.

“Catch me if you can!” yelled back Mordy and he dived again, kicking furiously.

Drew was not going to be outdone and caught an outstretched leg and pulled back.

Mordy reappeared, laughing heartily.

The antics stopped as both needed a second to catch their breath.

“See you on the beach,” said Drew, “I need to warm up.”

Mordy didn’t reply and just kicked off.

Drew headed back to the pile of towels and clothes. He smoothed out his and lay down to contemplate the episode which was both bizarre and yet so innocent, so much so that he could almost imagine being twelve again on holiday at Great Yarmouth.

He lay on his back and folded his arms under his head.

Mordy came back not long afterwards and flung himself down, also on his back, arms stretched out behind his head.

“Fucking great!”

They lay side by side; the sun was beating down and their bodies dried rapidly and they were soon covered in sweat which ran down their sides. It made Drew shiver. His spasm caught Mordy’s attention and he turned and lay on his side, head propped up on his arm. Drew was unaware of that for the moment until he felt a hand on his thigh, midpoint. He didn’t move and the hand ascended until the tips of the fingers were ever so lightly touching his testicle. There was no caress, just the feather-light touch. Drew shifted slightly and the fingers moved, up and across to touch his penis, which swelled under the heat of the sun and the influence of the touch, which was no heavier than a silk scarf.

His penis bucked slightly and the fingers grasped it firmly, kneading it rather than wanking him off. He withdrew a hand from behind his head and ran it down his body to join Mordy’s hand on his manhood. He felt the thick mop of hair instead and as his hand made contact, his penis was enveloped in the warmth and confinement of Mordy’s mouth. Drew wound his fingers into the curls and slightly raised his hips. His penis slipped into the stranger’s throat effortlessly and he forced his hips higher and pushed the head down. He fucked the hungry throat until he felt the surge of his orgasm.

“I’m cumming,” he strained.

There was no reply but the sucking became more intense and he literally couldn’t help himself. He came into the willing mouth in shuddering waves. Finally, flopping back, releasing Mordy’s head from his grip, eyes closed, he breathed deeply.

“Turn over,” Mordy demanded quietly.

Drew opened his eyes to see Mordy over him, smouldering.

“Turn over,” he repeated.

Drew began to turn and as he did Mordy lowered his weight onto him, pinning him to the ground. He felt his legs being nudged apart.

“What about ...”

Before he’d finished his question, he felt the coolness of Mordy’s spittle run down into his crack and as it reached the entrance to his hole he felt the man’s cock press in firmly.

“Jesus! Slowly ...” he gasped.

Mordy said nothing but ploughed him hard and fast and long. Initially the pain was excruciating; Mordy was big and the little bit of lubrication had lasted one stroke. Slowly Drew’s muscles relaxed and he opened up; the thrusting became tolerable then the pleasure mounted. Mordy thrust deep and hard and his lean body slapped against Drew’s each time; building to a crescendo he thrust harder and deeper and he began to cry out, at first agonisingly then ecstatically; he was howling by the time he came.

He thrust five or six times very deeply until he’d finished pumping.

He pulled himself out and flung himself on the adjacent towel, panting.

“Been a while,” were his first words.

“So I gather ...”

“C’mon, let’s get cleaned up and I’ll show you something ...”

Mordy was up and back in the sea like a dart. Drew eased himself up and he walked slowly to the edge of the water and then advanced just far enough to squat down and wash his arse and cock without getting himself wet above the waist.

Mordy was submerged and it was several minutes before he surfaced. Drew was still in shock in truth; the man had him spellbound, fucked for the first time in ten years and he’d found no power in himself to resist. Mordy looked over at him and was smiling, childlike almost. He swam over.

“In an hour the tide will be low enough to show you the wreck.”

“Here?”

“No, back at the cove.”

“Was that what you were diving for that day I saw you for the first time?”

“Yeah, it’s special. C’mon! Your arse and cock are clean enough for round two ...”

“Round two?”

“At the camper. I fancy getting ploughed myself ...”

“Christ!” thought Drew, “did I wake up on a different planet this morning?”

He mustered himself and got ready for the two mile hike back to the car; a prospect that didn’t really please him because, feeling fresh now, he knew he’d be hot and sweaty by the time they got back. Still, there was the promise of another swim at the end and something special, in and out of the water!

They hiked back and it didn’t seem so bad. Neither got dressed for the short journey to the other cove, merely wrapping towels around themselves to spare the seats. Mordy was sitting with his feet on the dashboard, eyes closed, singing something unfamiliar. His towel had slipped back to the top of his thighs exposing his package. It was magnificent, like a prize bull’s. Drew drove and let waves of thoughts and feelings wash over him. They arrived back.

“I’ll get the kettle on!” announced Mordy, bounding out and straight over to the camper.

Drew fished in the boot and found a pair of shorts that were dry and a packet of biscuits. He left the car open to air; it was baking inside.

Mordy had opened the camper up and was busying himself with the brewing and the general palaver that went with living in a space smaller than a double bed. There was a single bed, neatly made, running down one side of the van, which Drew just thought summed him up. He wandered over to offer the biscuits and ask for a sugar in his tea.

“It’s like the Tardis in there ... and so clean!”

“Hate living in a mess and it’s easy to let this go. The outside is shit but that stops the kids from vandalising it or stealing it for a joy ride. Come in, it’s cooler in here in the shade.”

Drew ventured in and found the only real place to sit comfortably was on the bed. He hesitated.

“Help yourself; I know you’re clean,” Mordy said, chuckling.

Drew sat down and Mordy handed him a cuppa, with more milk and two sugars as requested.

“It’s certainly compact!”

Mordy didn’t respond; he sat down in the only available seat, opposite and to one side, nursing his own cup, perhaps a little awkward now that they were so close and alone in the camper, after rampant sex on the beach, animalistic sex if Drew was honest, there had been no foreplay and the pounding had been painful, intense and highly pleasurable. Drew was unused to being taken so savagely, being controlled. He’d enjoyed it.

“So what have you found?”

“A wreck; one that ain’t on the charts. She’s old. Buried deep ...”

“What was she carrying most likely?”

“Not much; haven’t seen any glint of gold ...”

“Still, could be worth something ... to you I mean ...”

“Hopefully; if it remains a secret until I’ve checked it out; but without the equipment I can’t spend more than a minute or two down there ...”

“Couldn’t you hire the stuff?”

“Yeah, but it’s expensive ...”

“I could help, and share in the spoils ...”

“Would you?”

“Sure, it’ll make for a great novel someday ...”

“Let’s see, once you’ve had a butchers, then we’ll talk profit-sharing.”

There he went again; the strange combination of words and phrases.

The silence descended again but there was none of the awkwardness of the first encounter, least, not that kind, it was only awkward because Drew knew that Mordy wanted it and he was seldom called upon to perform on cue; his encounters were much more laissez faire and usually after extended courtship and foreplay, lubricated with better wines, soft music and candle light.

Mordy sensed it too but had none of the inhibitions. He shut the door but left the vent open and raised the roof to allow for more headroom. He let the towel slip to the floor. His body was smooth, hairless, and muscular but not muscle bound and he moved quickly and silently, gracefully you’d have said. He wasn’t looking in Drew’s direction who he knew was eyeing him up, but he didn’t play to the crowd. He found some lube and handed it to Drew.

“I’m a bit tight, always have been, and you’re a big fella so we’ll ease him in-”

“Unlike you,” said Drew with an ounce of sarcasm in the tone.

“You looked like you needed it and I didn’t hear any real complaints,” came the deadpan retort.

“You want it now?” asked Drew, almost at a loss in this script.

“Yeah, move off and I’ll lay down. I prefer to see what’s going on ...”

He lay down on his back and raised his legs to present his arse to Drew who thought twice but then slipped out of his shorts and lubed up. The atmosphere was intense and he was already throbbing hard at the prospect. He eased himself on the bed and positioned himself, cock thrust out and glistening, waiting to be guided in. Mordy offered and gripped the shaft and brought it to the hole, which was winking eagerly.

“Go in slow and when I say, pump like a whore,” were his instructions.

Drew pushed gently and waited for the muscle to relax and he slipped in, it was tight but smooth.

“Pump a couple of times real slow then let rip.”

He pumped a few times, it was heaven to be gripped so tight and he wasn’t sure how long he’d last. He thrust deeper and harder and the sensation merely intensified.

“Fuck me!” Mordy grumbled, his eyes closed.

Drew pumped as hard as he could and sure enough he felt the tell-tale signs that his orgasm was less than a minute away.

“I’m gonna cum!”

“Pump harder then!”

He did.

He pumped out his load and screamed “Jesus fucking Christ!” at the same time.

Mordy grabbed his shoulders and pulled him down and kissed his mouth, sucking his tongue and forcing his own in. Drew collapsed.

“You needed that ...”

“It’s been a while ...”

“Right, get your arse in gear and come and see that wreck ...”

Unceremonious, that was the word, not rude or pushy, but unceremonious. Was he that unself-aware or maybe just self-aware, had travelling freed him from the usual constraints and customs? Similar thoughts ran through Drew’s head as he got up and found an ounce of strength to stumble out of the camper and follow Mordy, already in the surf, washing himself.

The water revived him and he washed his dick and splashed his face.

Mordy was launching himself off.

“C’mon, it’s fantastic!”

Drew followed; his legs a bit wobbly and his head was fluffy. Mordy had stopped, obviously checking some lines of sight to make sure he was directly above the wreck before he plunged down. He flipped and dived. Within a minute he was back up.

“Follow me down, you’ll see a dark shape, it’s the prow, just above the sand ...”

He dived again and Drew took a deep breath and plunged in, kicking strongly, well, as strongly as he could manage. His eyes were stinging without goggles but he could see the prow, just showing above the sandy surface of the sea bed. Nothing else was visible. He turned and kicked himself back up and broke the surface. Mordy just behind.

“Told ya! What a beauty and so well preserved ...”

“She’s buried deep; how the hell are we going to shift that lot to get to the hull?”

“Don’t worry about that; the tides are getting stronger with the full moon; most of that will be washed away, at least for a few days ...”

“How much to hire the equipment?”

“Two hundred quid ...”

“Not much ... I’m in. How do we play this, fifty-fifty?”

“Well, I found her and unless you got your permit, you can’t dive so I reckon a little more like seventy-thirty, but all expenses paid before we divvy up ...”

Dew couldn’t argue, thirty percent was more than enough in reality and he couldn’t dive, so his only real contribution was the two hundred pounds to hire the equipment that Mordy needed. But without that, Mordy couldn’t stay down long enough to do anything useful so it was a vital contribution.

“What’s her name?”

“I’ve got her name plate back in the camper; my insurance in case someone else stumbles on her ... c’mon I’ll show ya ...”

They headed back to the camper, talking very animatedly, like the best of buddies, aged fourteen. Both were very excited at the prospect of getting into the hull to see what was worth salvaging.

Back in the camper Drew parked himself on the bed as before and Mordy found the plate, tucked away in a cubby, wrapped in heavy wax paper. He unwrapped it and held it up to show Drew the name of the ship.

“The Granite Pearl.”

“The Granite Pearl ... well, she sank like a bit of granite didn’t she?” said Mordy.

“Have you checked on the internet to see if you can find her manifest?”

Mordy hesitated and looked awkward, a little embarrassed actually, and Drew was unsure why he hadn’t answered.

“I’m gonna tell you something but only if you promise not to tell a soul ...”

“I promise, what’s wrong?”

“I don’t know what the internet is; sure I hear people talk about it all the time but I’ve never seen it ... you see, the thing is, I can’t read or write ...”

“Oh! Why?” This seemed to Drew to be the most obvious question to ask, albeit a little blunt.

“I was mute until I was eight; it kind of kept me back and no one really tried, so I bunked most of school and then the kind of jobs I got it didn’t really matter, I just picked up what I heard along the way ...”

“Didn’t your parents try to do something?”

He’d hit a nerve with that one and Mordy was silent for a minute, clearly debating with himself if he should say anything more.

“My dad fucked me when I was a nipper; I was probably no older than four the first time. He made me suck his dick and then he would fuck me good and proper. He said if I told anyone he’d kill me.”

“So you didn’t say anything ...”

“No, it seemed the safest course of action.”

“What happened when you were eight?”

Again the silence for a minute.

“He came home very drunk and I knew he wanted to have his way but he fell down with his trousers around his knees and he hit his head. I thought it was then or never so I sat down on his face and I didn’t get up until after the struggling had stopped. I went to find my mother and told her that dad was laying down in the kitchen. She went to see what the matter was and found him dead ...”

Drew scrambled up and threw himself out of the door of the camper just in time to throw up on the sandy verge in front of the van. He stood bent over with his hands on his knees trying to regain his breath and composure. Mordy hadn’t moved. Drew stood up and returned to the camper but hesitated at the door.

“I guess that’ll be that then ...”

“What do you mean?” asked Drew, the acid burning his throat and nose.

“You’ll want out now ...”

Drew looked shocked, “why would he?” he thought and then realised that the story probably hadn’t been received very well in the past.

“I don’t want out; just get me a drink of water could you?”

Mordy got a glass and filled it from a bottle he took out of the little fridge. He handed Drew the glass and waited for the man to drain the contents.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to throw up; it just caught me off balance ...”

“Yeah, it usually does ...” Mordy replied in a tired sounding tone.

“I don’t want out, really, I’m sorry ...”

“It’s okay; you’re not the first ...”

They sat for a few minutes in silence, contemplating the original chessboard vinyl of the camper floor.

“Strange thing is, I liked it, being fucked and sucking cock, not his, but I liked it.”

“Did you tell your mother?”

“No, never, she was just too relieved that he’d gone. He’d beaten her into submission years before. She escaped after that, ran away, like a bird finding the door of the cage open. I never saw her again.”

“Who looked after you?”

“Anyone and everyone. They all knew the score and didn’t ask. I never went hungry and slept in a bed most nights. At seventeen, I left. This is the first time I’ve been back since.”

“Jesus! How old are you now?” asked Drew.

“Thirty-seven this year ...”

“Twenty years on the road?”

“Pretty much ...”

Silence returned but Drew was thinking hard.

“Why don’t you come back to the cottage and I’ll show you the internet and we’ll find the ship and hopefully a record of what she was carrying. Then we’ll know what we’re in for and if it’s worth it. I’ll cook us some dinner. If you like ...”

Mordy sat still and silent for a further minute and then moved. He got up and came over.

“I like you, you know ... more than anyone I’ve met before ...”

Drew was unsure of the required response so he simply held out his hand and took Mordy’s in his and kissed them very gently, and then he got up and towed Mordy out of the camper.

“Get your stuff; I’ll sort out the car ...” His voice a little thick with emotions, some he hadn’t felt for years.

In a few minutes, Mordy was back with a rucksack and made his way to the passenger side of the car. Drew was already in, fiddling with the CD player.

“Okay?” he asked, cheerfully and upbeat.

“Yeah, let’s go.” the tone resolute, final.

They drove to the cottage.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Three - The Granite Pearl
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Drew led the way. The cottage was pretty and actually very old. From the front door a hallway led to the back; a parlour and study on left and right as you entered and a dining room and kitchen on left and right at the end. There were stairs at the end that turned sharply and came back for two bedrooms, a bathroom and a kind of cubby.

Drew had set up the office in the parlour; it was cooler, facing east. They headed for the kitchen and Drew immediately flung open all the doors and windows. He plucked a pitcher of lemonade from the fridge and offered Mordy a glass.

“Thanks ...”

“So, “The Granite Pearl”, how old do you think she is? It might help with the search.”

“My guess is sixteenth century, maybe very early seventeenth but definitely no later than 1620.”

“What kind of ship is she? It’ll help narrow the search.”

“She ain’t a carrack, too small ... and a galleon she is definitely not; my nose tells me a lugger.”

“Okay,” said Drew, at a complete loss knowing next to nothing about ships of the era except what he’d seen of the “Marie Rose” at Portsmouth.

“Did you want to eat first or get straight down to business?”

“Do you mind if I look around the garden?”

“Uhm, no, sure, please ...” Drew motioned to the door with one hand, quite glad someone was taking an interest in it; he hadn’t, it was just somewhere to sit in the evening and have a glass of wine.

He didn’t follow him out, instead, he started dinner and pasta seemed the easiest choice, knowing nothing about Mordy’s likes and dislikes.

He uncorked some wine and poured two glasses and went to find Mordy, who was studying the roses.

“Here,” Drew said, offering the wine glass.

Mordy took it and this time held it out.

“Cheers!”

Drew clinked glasses with him.

“Cheers!”

Something had definitely shifted.

“Why don’t you freshen up whilst I finish dinner? You’ll find everything you need in the bathroom and there are clean towels in the cupboard.”

“Thanks, it’ll make a change from a seawater bath!”

Mordy went to pass him on his way back in but Drew stopped him and planted a kiss on his lips, very lightly. He took half a step back to let Mordy through but he didn’t move forward, instead he took the glass from Drew’s hand and placed both on the little garden work table beside them and then stepped forward to return the kiss, putting his hands behind Drew’s head. The kiss was long and passionate. Drew put his arms around Mordy’s shoulders and pulled him in tighter. Their responses were urgent.

“I want you again,” Drew sighed.

Mordy said nothing as he pulled Drew inside and led him upstairs to the bedroom. Once inside the room he shed his clothes and stood in front of Drew. He helped him off with his shirt and then put his hands on Drew’s shoulders, pushing down. Drew obliged and knelt in front of him. Mordy’s cock was hard and pointing straight out. He took it in his mouth, just the first couple of inches; he licked. Mordy put his hands behind Drew’s head and pulled him in and pushed his hips out, sinking his cock deeper into the hungry and wet mouth.

“Suck your cheeks in around it and hold on to me, I’m gonna fuck you hard, don’t swallow.”

Drew sucked in his cheeks around the fat cock. Mordy hadn’t been lying; he did fuck hard but stopped short of the gag point.

“Here it is, don’t swallow.” And the cum filled his mouth. The cock was withdrawn and he was assisted to his feet.

“Kiss me ...”

Drew moved in and opened his mouth and instantly Mordy was in there and sucking him dry.

He pulled back, swallowing, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

“Christ your mouth is fucking good,” he said, smiling, eyes glinting.

“Thanks, you’re not so bad yourself.”

“Practice. Often it was the only thing I had to offer in exchange, on the road, for something I needed, mostly petrol ...”

That comment had a curdled quality thought Drew. Just how many times had he sucked off or been sucked for five litres of gas? He halted the thought process as it felt too judgemental and the honesty of this man surely deserved a little more respect than that.

“Do you want to eat yet?”

“Yeah, I’ll grab that shower if that’s okay.”

“Help yourself; I’ll be in the kitchen if you need anything.”

“I don’t have any clean clothes.”

“Help yourself to whatever you like in that set of drawers,” replied Drew, pointing at the chest of drawers at the end of the bed.

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.”

Drew left him and returned to the kitchen, to grab the wine and regain a grip on reality. This was so unreal it had to be real was his conclusion.

Twenty minutes later Mordy reappeared, dressed in a pair of his jeans and tee shirt. He smelled of the shower gel and the shampoo Drew always used. His hair was damp and tousled from being towel dried and the curls were heavy and like corkscrews.

“You have beautiful hair.”

“My dad’s. I kept it shaved for ten years, but then I thought ‘what the fuck, the cunt’s dead, so why worry?’ ...”

“You’re amazingly level-headed for someone with your past and ...”

“Handicap? Yeah, it is that. Survival, what else is there?”

“Sit down, I’ll just finish off here,” said Drew, turning back to the stove to give the sauce one final stir. He put both steaming bowls on the table, where there was already bread, olive oil, olives, sun dried tomatoes and a green salad.

“Help yourself. I’m famished actually.”

They dove in and finished off the lot with the bottle of wine and some; then they took their coffees into the garden to watch the sun set.

Drew pulled out his cigarettes.

“Do you mind?”

“No,” replied Mordy, ferreting in his rucksack for his tin and papers.

“Tell me about you,” he said as he rolled the perfect “roll your own” cigarette with one hand.

Drew gave him the potted history. His coming out at seventeen, the typical and terrible reaction of his parents, his escape to London, his first relationship - with a much older man - working for a publisher as a proof-reader, meeting his first true love, his first heart break, his travels, his jobs, his writing and the book thing, bringing everything up to the present.

“Pretty ordinary really,” he concluded.

“I’ve never met anyone before who’s had anything published.”

“It’s selling reasonably well but won’t make me a million, unless the film rights go.”

“Can you show me the internet?”

“Sure, come on, it’s actually amazing.”

They went back in and to the office where Drew booted up and logged on. He went straight to Google.

“Sit down,” he said to Mordy.

Mordy ventured closer and then sat down at Drew’s left-hand side, watching everything, much like a cave man would thought Drew.

Dew entered the search string “The Granite Pearl, ship, sixteenth century, manifest”.

He hit enter and within less than a second had 7,000 search results. As the screen refreshed Mordy kind of jumped.

“The internet is a place where lots of information is stored and I can search through it very quickly ...”

He clicked to open the first result, a PDF file containing a list of the ships that had sailed against the Armada in 1588. The ship had been one of those in the volunteer squadron, not a Royal Naval vessel.

Mordy was fascinated but jumped each time the screen refreshed as if it had bitten him.

“She was English and the date you thought is about right,” said Drew.

“Does it list her cargo?”

“None of the results record her loss or her cargo at that time.”

“It’ll be a bit of a lottery then.”

“Maybe no pieces of eight but still a treasure ... and the archaeology will be pretty well preserved.”

“The what?”

“The history, the artefacts, the evidence, the past ...”

Mordy was spellbound; the array of text and pictures and videos was mesmerising.

Drew wanted to know how much Mordy could understand; genuinely he wanted to help him as not being able to read or write, especially write, was a complete anathema to him. He didn’t know how to broach the subject without appearing patronising or rude.

“Do you want to try using it yourself? I can show you the basics ...”

Mordy looked at him with an expression which said both “you’ve gotta be kidding right?” and “Could you; could I?”

“Sit here.”

Drew exchanged places with him and spent the next half an hour showing Mordy how to use the mouse and the keyboard; all the basic “click, drag and drop” stuff that kids learn at nursery school these days.

He picked it up really fast and could type in stuff which he could see already written down; he just copied the letters and spaces, without knowing what they meant. There was also a fair degree of frustration as he encountered the barriers, his own lack of understanding, but he didn’t get angry and throw a fit, which Drew had expected, he just tried over and over, but he didn’t know how to ask the right questions.

They halted the search and gave themselves a slap on the back for finding out as much as they had.

“Where can we hire the equipment?” asked Drew.

“There’s a place on the industrial estate behind town. We could go tomorrow if you like and make sure they have what we need.”

“Sure, but won’t it arouse suspicion?”

“I don’t understand.”

“Won’t they be curious if you’re hiring diving gear?”

“Uhm, good point, not my usual shopping list and I would have money.”

“Why don’t we go in together and you could say that you’re teaching me to dive.”

“Then we’d need to hire two lots of stuff and that would be more expensive.”

“It’ll be worth it.”

“Okay, and maybe I could teach you to dive, not that I have the papers but I did the course in the Philippines; I just couldn’t take the test.”

“Well, there you go. They aren’t going to ask to see the papers are they?”

“No, I don’t think so.”

“I would go in alone and get it but I haven’t got a clue what to ask for.”

“We’ll go in together.”

“Great, so what now?”

“It’s not late, we could go to the cove and check out the wreck; it’s low tide and the sands should be starting to shift.”

“Okay; I’ll make us a flask of something hot and pack a few things. We’ll need a torch if we stay out much after 9.”

“I’ve got one in the van, a good one.”

“Give me twenty minutes and we’ll go.”

Mordy smiled, the sweetest and most innocent smile a man of thirty-seven ever gave a man of forty-three, which didn’t have an ulterior motive. He leant in and gave Drew a kiss on the lips very gently.

“Thank you, for showing me the Internet.”

“You’re welcome,” said Drew, slightly taken aback by the tenderness of the moment, “there’s plenty else I can show you.”

“You don’t mind if I stay for a bit, although we can use the van when we’re at the cove, like a kind of operation’s centre.”

“I don’t mind at all,” replied Drew, and he smiled.

“What?”

“This is
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