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CHAPTER ONE






Springview Manor was a
modest country house, built on a modest estate, three miles from a
modest village. The three storey handsome stone manor
sat happily nestled into a rolling green hill with a slow flowing
ornamental stream that ran through the grounds. There was a formal
garden to the east. The flowers were all laid out in intricate
patterns. All year round there was a floral carpet due to the
diligent care and exceptional knowledge of the gardeners. To
the west,
there was a dark grove that led to the ice
house, beside which ran a wide horse avenue. A mile-long driveway
wound its way through the grounds and grove before opening up onto
the picturesque setting.

The outbuildings of the
stables and orangery were just as handsome and had been built a
little way from the main house, closer to the bottom of the rolling
hill, giving them a beautiful aspect of the house’s main façade. A
solidly built young man walked into the stable block.

The Master of the house
announced his presence with a small cough and the stable hand
started in surprise "Oh, Mr Beaumont. I didn't hear you come in."
The young man whipped around to see his master standing barely a
foot behind him.

"Saddle my horse, Carlyle.
I wish to go for a ride," Mr Beaumont commanded. He tapped a long
riding crop against his thigh for emphasis.

"Yes sir," he said and
hurried off the retrieve Hector, the big black stallion his Master
preferred. He found the heavy dark saddle and strapped it on the
steed, slid on the bridle and gave the horse a quick gentle
brushing to make sure the coat was gleaming. Mr Beaumont liked
everything to be perfect.

Anthony Carlyle was a
young lad of twenty-four, blond with a heavy beard.
Years of working with horses had left his body lithe and distinctly
muscled. His father had worked the stables before him and now he
was left to continue their servitude to the Beaumont’s.

He brought the horse out
into the yard where his Master was waiting. Anthony could not help
acknowledge the way Mr Beaumont’s cream breeches clung tight to his
solid horseman's thighs. His black riding coat was leather and sat
high on his waist at the front and tailed at the back. It could not
hide the pronounced outline of the large appendage his breeches
were meant to conceal.

Mr Beaumont, the elder,
was Master and Landlord of all that lived on and within two miles
of their country estate. Mr Gabriel Beaumont the man who now stood
in front of Anthony was his heir. He was the same
age as Anthony. Both boys had been brought up on the estate, played
together when they were young. Anthony even received the same
education as his richer peer. In the last few years, Gabriel
had grown cold and aloof.

Anthony held the animal
steady and helped Gabriel to mount it. He swung a muscular leg up
over the saddle and settled himself in the seat, tall and upright.
He cut an impressive figure as he sat astride the large black
steed.

"I expect to be back in an
hour."

Anthony nodded and stepped
back to allow Gabriel to wheel the horse around and gallop from the
yard. He let out a wistful sigh as he watched Gabriel grow smaller
and smaller on the horizon. He knew Gabriel didn’t do it on
purpose, but the sight of him in those tight breeches caused
Anthony’s body to respond in a very physical way. Quickly he ducked
into the shelter of the stable, to the privacy of the haystack and
slipped a hand down the front of his trousers. There was a distinct
bulge in his underwear that he tried to massage out. The image of
Gabriel was forefront in his mind as he squeezed and stroked.
Pushing his underwear out of the way, he needed the feeling of
flesh on flesh. His member was hot and heavy in his hand. Anthony
rubbed the shaft and rolled his wrist, giving into the base need
for release. He closed his eyes, picturing Gabriel in those
breeches, then the hard bulge beneath growing and ripping the
breeches open to reveal Gabriel’s manhood, enormous and hard as a
rock. Anthony let out a sudden gasp as he spurted into his hand. He
gave himself a moment to ride out the passing pleasure before
quickly tidying himself up, washing away any evidence and going
back to his chores as though nothing had happened.

It wasn’t the first time
Anthony had taken care of himself in the sanctuary of the haystack
and it wouldn’t be the last.

***





The young Mr Beaumont was
true to his word and galloped back into the yard just after an hour
had passed. Anthony was waiting to help his Master dismount. It was
obvious from Gabriel's appearance he had ridden hard and long. His
face was red with exertion. Sweat beaded on his forehead and his
jacket was half open to expose his heaving chest below. He slid
effortlessly from the saddle and handed the reins to Anthony. Their
hands touched momentarily and both raised their heads to look at
each other. Gabriel was first to glance away and without a
word, he walked back up to the house.

Anthony spent the rest of
the afternoon grooming all the horses before heading up to the
servants’ quarters in the twilight. The gas lamps that lined the
long gravel drive had already been lit, indicating a visitor was
expected. Anthony knew who it was most likely to be.

He cleaned off the muck
from the soles of his boots, hung his hat and vest on the peg at
the servants' entrance and descended down the cool stone stairway
to the kitchens for dinner.

"Are the Laurents expected
for dinner tonight?" Anthony asked Des the cook as he sat down to
the plate that was already waiting for him.

"Just Miss Penelope, and
that nice Miss Devine," she replied. Anthony looked down at his
unappetizing plate of brown muck. It was supposed to be stew, but
he wasn't convinced. Des was normally a very good cook, but tonight
it looked like there wasn’t enough good food to feed the masters
and the guests as well as the servants. Miss Penelope Laurent was a
haughty cow Anthony thought, and also Gabriel's fiancée. She was
loud, obnoxious, rude and disgustingly rich, the perfect match for
an heir to a non-existent fortune that had been frittered away by
the father on card games and at city whorehouses. She wore her
wealth in gaudy jewels and dresses with bold patterns and flocking
that looked as though they were made from fabric originally
intended for drapery.

With a sigh, Anthony took
a spoonful of his stew. He screwed up his face but forced himself
to swallow the gelatinous mess. He thought of Gabriel upstairs, in
his finest dinner dress sitting at a table of fine food and wine,
playing nice with the cow who would one day be Mistress of the
estate.

One of the housemaids,
Sarabelle tapped Anthony on the shoulder. "Master wishes to see you
tomorrow morning at eight, sharp," she announced in her soft
Scottish brogue.

Anthony frowned. "Why? I
won't have my duties finished by eight."

"He said to tell you that
didn't matter and you were to bathe beforehand."

"Why?"

"Because you stink
of horse," said Jim the footman, who
bumped Anthony with his shoulder as he walked past to sit down to
his own dinner.


CHAPTER TWO


The usual knock on the
door to wake him before dawn wasn't required as Anthony was already
up and dressed in the cold morning. He wandered down through the
dark house and out to the stables. He didn't sleep much all night,
fretting about what the Master needed him for.

By sunup, Anthony
had fed and watered all the horses, oiled the saddles, and let the
horses out for their morning exercise in the yard. He looked
towards the sun, shielding his eyes from the bright morning light.
He assumed it must be close to half seven. Leaving his work he
trudged back up to the house.

A bath had already been
drawn for him, waiting in the servants' quarters. He peeled off his
dirty work clothes and slid into the warm water. He breathed in a
deep sigh. It had been ages since he'd had a proper bath. He let
the warmth wash over him as he sank into the deep
copper.

He couldn't relish his
bath for long. He didn't want to keep the Master waiting. Quickly
he soaped up to rid himself off all of the dirt he could manage. By
the time he emerged from the water, it had turned a murky
light brown from the combination of soap and filth. He
towelled off and dressed in his cleanest clothes.

The clock in the hallway
was already striking eight when Anthony knocked on the Master's
library door.

"Enter!" came the sharp
call.

Anthony entered, held his
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