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Doctor Toby Longsworth, psychology PhD, was flat out amazed at the stunning rolling sights of the Kent countryside as he drove down a narrow country lane with thick sycamore trees densely lining it. The thick branches shot out of the top of the trunk in all directions, partly covering the perfectly crystal clear sky.

Toby was glad there wasn’t a cloud in the sky but it was icy cold, bitter and he was grateful his Land Rover’s heating was working. He had it on full-heat and he almost didn’t want to step outside.

But he had to because he had to go and get back the love of his life.

The country lane bent every so often going left and right, up and down and it got wider and narrower. 

Toby really enjoyed driving through country lanes, something his parents couldn’t understand for the life of them, but he liked driving through nature.

Even with the thick, dense woodland around him, every so often he got to see the stunning rolling hills. He had to see entire fields with long, thick, luscious grass blowing gently in the cold air.

He got to see sheep grazing, horses riding enjoying themselves and it just reminded him how great life. 

Toby slowed down a little as the country lane took a sharp turn to the right and he seriously didn’t want to wreck his car. It might have been close to Christmas but he doubted anyone in his poor family could afford him a car for Christmas. He supposed that was why he liked Kent because it was beautiful and it was so different from the slums of Manchester where he grew up.

And there was a stunning man in Kent too.

Toby had always loved Doctor Max Davidson, psychology PhD, ever since they had first met in Freshers’ Week during the first year of their undergraduate degree. They had both been late to the Welcome Week because Kent University was a hell of a maze at times, so they both had to sit next to each other.

Toby loved Max’s fit, intensely slim, slightly musclar body with good biceps and his short black crewcut framed his face perfectly. Max was so cool, knowledgeable and Max had asked for his number as soon as the Welcome Talk finished.

They spoke every single day since. Something Toby was still surprised about because being around Max felt so natural, so easy and he could just be himself with him.

Max brought out the best in him, and Toby loved him for that.

Toby hooked a left onto another long country lane with even thicker, denser woodland lining the road. His car jerked a little as he hit the pothole-infested road but he kept driving because he wanted to see Max again.

His car vibrated and banged and popped a little in protest of his speed and the potholes, but Toby didn’t want to go any slower. Any slower and the car would stall. It was as simple as that.

Over the course of their undergraduate, Toby and Max had risen to the top of the School of Psychology. They always got the top grades, everyone wanted to be their friends and asked them questions and even the upper years were asking them for help.

Toby wasn’t sure why the higher years needed the help, but Toby didn’t mind. Helping people was fun, interesting and he was always learning things from people and that was the most important thing of all.

Toby just liked people.

Then for their dissertation at the end of their undergraduate they had come up with a ground-breaking study on mapping where memories were made, stored and retrieved in the brain that got international recognition. 

They continued their memory research during their Masters and PhDs and got better and better results and had a few more breakthroughs along the way.

All whilst Toby fell more and more in love with Max. Toby had no idea he was so into men before Max, because Max was just so beautiful, stunning and they were best friends.

In between their Masters and PhDs during an intense hot summer, they had spoken about dating and seeing what would happen, Toby was still surprised Max had wanted it more than anything. Yet after a while they had agreed it was best to wait after their PhDs because they were best friends, they were the new hot things in British psychology and they didn’t want to mess it up.

But they did.

Toby grinned as the thick, dense woodland and awful potholes went away as he drove onto a new stretch of a country lane. There were wide, flat open fields around him filled with apple trees stretching on for miles upon miles.

He popped down the window for a brief second and the icy cold air carried in the sweet scents of applewood smoked bacon, caramel and baking. Then he had to close the window, it was too damn cold.

This was Max’s family orchard and this was where he would be. He had already secretly called Max’s mum and Dad and they were excited he was coming, because they wanted this fixed as badly as he did.

Three months ago, in September, Toby had finally gotten the offer of his dreams. Him and Max had been invited to give a keynote lecture at Oxford University and they were going to be presented with a major award for their contributions to cognitive psychology.

Toby was so excited, it was everything he had ever wanted and it was a major “fuck you” to Oxford who had rejected him all those years before, because he wasn’t good enough in their eyes.

Max had been excited too so they both gave the talk, everyone had loved it and they had had a brilliant reception in their honour. Toby was still helping and giving tips and ideas to Oxford students, because he didn’t care about the focus on him.

He just wanted to help people, learn and contribute more to psychology.

When him and Max got back to their hotel, Toby was so excited, so happy and so pleased with Max for helping to make this all possible. That Toby kissed Max hard, deep and passionately.

Then Max kissed back, grabbed Toby’s hips and it was the best night Toby had ever had in his life. He had had a few hook-ups and even two boyfriends during his time at university but they were nothing compared to Max.

But the next morning, Max felt guilty and upset and Toby didn’t know how to help him or what had gone wrong. It was awkward and Max stopped talking to him when they left Oxford. 

Max had mentioned how it wasn’t Toby’s fault or anything and he had flat out loved their night together too, but Toby still didn’t understand why Max had had to shatter his heart after everything they had achieved together.

And how he had lost his best friend and the man he loved.

Now he was going to find out even if the truth shattered his heart all over again.
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Max flat out loved his family apple orchard that they had had for over three generations. It was so beautiful, perfect and it didn’t matter what was happening or how hard his exams were, the orchard was just a little slice of calm in amongst the chaos of academic life.

Max walked up a long endless row of bare, leafless apple trees in silence with his brother Ben, wearing a black tracksuit like he was heading to the gym, and the cute family Yorkie, Bruce. 

Max was proud of the orchard and everything his family had managed to achieve. Each apple tree in all two hundred endless, neat rows had a thick, strong trunk and branches and plenty of smaller branches shooting off from them.

They always had a great harvest and Max really enjoyed helping his mum with the baking, preparing and selling of the apples. Whether they sold the whole apples, apple pies, tarts or even apple juice. Max loved it all and he loved his family.

Max smiled at Ben as they walked silently next to each other. He had no idea how Ben wasn’t going in his gym wear but it suited him. They had spent the past two hours hiking around the orchard talking about each other’s lives, Ben’s husband getting a translation job promotion in continental Europe and how they were thinking of adopting.

Ben would be an amazing dad, and Ben was always nice company. It was only when he was with Ben that Max realised just how much he missed him. He really needed to make an effort to talk to him more. 

The long thick luscious grass slowed their walk down but Max didn’t mind. He liked the long grass, especially in the spring before his Dad cut it for the workers. There was nothing like running from the thick grass and feeling the wonderfully cool grass under his bare feet and kicking up the scents of freshly cut grass.

Max always tried to be home for when the grass was cut because the entire area just smelt amazing for a few days afterwards.

Bruce yapped a few times as he played with something in the long grass by an apple tree, and Ben called him over and the little Yorkie ran over to them.

Max had no idea why his parents had called the little dog Bruce, considering Bruce was probably the most masc. name ever, and Bruce seriously wasn’t.

It was what Max loved about the Yorkie. He was so cute and perfect.

Max shivered a little in his pair of old blue trousers, black hoody and brown hiking boots that he always wore when he was on the orchard. They were just comfortable and practical to work in and with the pruning needing to be done soon, Max was glad the clothes still fit him.

The late afternoon air was cold, crisp and refreshing. It was nothing like the warm, polluted air of London, Manchester or any other major city he had been travelling to in recent years to give talks.

This was home and his slice of heaven away from the chaos of life. 

“This is perfect, isn’t it?” Ben asked. “There isn’t a cloud in the sky, no noise and I’m with my little brother,”

Max rolled his eyes. He had been waiting for this to pop up, because clearly his parents had sent Ben to get answers out of him. 

He wasn’t even sure why everyone was making such a big deal out of it. He had only stopped talking to the most beautiful, striking and insanely attractive man he had ever had the pleasure of knowing. He had only returned home a month before without telling anyone and he had only been talking about quitting academia altogether.

Max laughed to himself. He could see why his family was worried about him.

But sending Ben to get answers out of him, that was a low blow even for his parents.

“What do you want to know?” Max asked as they kept walking.

Ben laughed. “I don’t want to know anything. I’m just talking with my little brother,” 

“You want to know why I stopped talking to Toby?” Max asked.

“Well yes, that would be nice to know. We’ve all tried to talk to you about it, and you keep shutting us out,”

Max clicked his fingers and Bruce ran around and tried jumping up to him but all the little Yorkie managed to rub his head on Max’s shin.

Max knelt down and stroked the cute Yorkie whilst he looked up at Ben.

“We had sex okay,” Max said hating he





























[image: ]












































[image: ]







































[image: ]































d2d_images/cover.jpg
AUTHOR OF ENGLISH GAY SWEET CONTEMPORARY ROMANCE SERIES

CONNOR WHITELEY

A GAY SWEET HOLIDAY ROMANCE SHORT STORY






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





