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    “Do you have any questions, Mr Sanders?” Lord Henley asked in his deep voice and rose from his chair behind the immaculately polished pedestal writing desk. The way he said it clearly indicated that the grey-haired viscount never for a moment had considered that anyone would ever dare to answer him with a “yes”.


    “No, not that I can think of at the moment, my lord,” Oliver Sanders replied politely and hurriedly stood up too. He was more than a little relieved to leave the remarkably uncomfortable wooden rococo chair that was placed in front of the writing desk. During the last hour, Oliver had been sitting on the disagreeable mahogany chair that forced him to sit up extremely straight, while Lord Henley had interviewed him thoroughly and extensively for the position as a tutor to his son. Lord Henley had seemed adamant to find any flaws or faults regarding Oliver’s studies, his academic references, or his referees, and Oliver was still not convinced if he had managed to pass the ordeal or not. Oliver cleared his throat and continued to say, “Once again, my lord, let me just express how incredibly privileged and honoured I feel…”


    But the rest of Oliver’s sentence was waved away with a simple gesture of Lord Henley’s hand, and Oliver immediately went silent.


    “Think nothing of it. After all, our arrangement is of mutual benefit, is it not?” Lord Henley said and did not wait for Oliver to comment. “Shall we go and meet your new student, then?”


    “But of course, my lord,” Oliver agreed and discreetly tried to wipe his sweaty palms against his dark trousers as they left Lord Henley’s elegant and cigar-smelling private library.


    One of the first things that Oliver had noticed when he stepped through the towering and aged wooden doors to Wycliffe Castle was that the building was surprisingly cold. It was probably a result of the more than three-foot-thick stone walls, the high ceilings, and the lack of large windows that prevented the summer’s warmth to enter into the quiet rooms. At first the cool temperature had made Oliver unpleasantly cold, but after the intimidating interview, Oliver felt both hot and sweaty. His sepia brown woollen frock jacket itched tremendously by the collar under the starched cravat, and Oliver had to stifle the urge to scratch his neck. He sorely missed his ordinary Oxford student gown and subfusc, although he often would complain that the student gown somehow always managed to be too thin for the winter cold, but still too thick for the summer weather. He regretted those complaints now.


    Lord Henley walked briskly along the long corridors, and Oliver hurried to catch up with him. The corridors were rather dim and were only lit by narrow and infrequent windows in the walls. It is almost hard to even imagine that the sun is actually shining outside, Oliver thought. Not even the sound of the birds twittering that he had heard earlier when he stepped out of the carriage outside the castle could be heard. The only sound was the echo of their footsteps against the checkered red and grey limestone floor as they continued walking briskly along the corridors in silence.


    Oliver had left Oxford with the early morning stagecoach, and with the exception of the horse-drawn wagon unfortunately breaking down twice during the trip, the journey had been rather uneventful, and he had reached Bournemouth where Lord Henley’s private carriage had still been waiting for him. Lord Henley’s elegant and old-fashioned carriage had been quite an improvement to the crowded and accident-prone stagecoach and had emerald-green plush velvet cushions instead of worn and hard leather seating. The driver had been a little bit odd and very quiet, according to Oliver, but nevertheless he swiftly drove the carriage through the Ringwood forest and up the hill where the imposing Wycliffe Castle was located.


    While Oliver tried to keep up with Lord Henley’s swift pace, he had to force himself not to crane his neck and look around wide-eyed and with a gaping mouth at the spectacular interior of the castle.


    Some parts of Wycliffe Castle were more than 500 years old, and only God knew how old the foundation was. It looked like almost nothing had changed at all during the last hundred years or so, and Oliver was pleased to notice that so far he had not seen a trace of the horrible modernization frenzy that swept through England and seemed to be the ugly hallmark of the 19th century. In fact, the castle seemed to be frozen in a different time with its dark furniture and heavy woven tapestry wall hangings that–although they definitely had seen better days and were badly in need of both gentle and loving renovation, not to mention dusting–were still breathtakingly remarkable.


    This is going to be a fantastic summer, Oliver mused as he walked along the faintly lit corridors, the uneasiness of the interview already fading away. And I have not even seen the old library yet! Oliver silently added to himself.


    Because it was neither the architectural wonders nor the splendid interior of Wycliffe Castle that had drawn young Mr Oliver Sanders away from his history studies at the University of Oxford–it was the famous book collection at Wycliffe Castle library that had lured Oliver away to these remote parts of Hampshire.


    That, in combination with Oliver suddenly finding himself in a rather tight financial situation, had finally persuaded him to apply for a simple teaching position over the summer–a job that was truly well beneath his station as a scholar, in Oliver’s opinion.


    However, when it had become clear to Oliver that he would not receive a renewal of his scholarship from The Queen’s College to finish his long-overdue thesis in History of the Middle Ages, he realized he was faced with a delicate problem.


    Oliver came from an average middleclass family, and he did not want to borrow money from his parents–or worse, admit that he had failed to get the scholarship!–and therefore, applying for the job as a private teacher during the summer at Wycliffe Castle had suddenly seemed like a good solution, even though he generally loathed tutoring. In fact, Oliver used to look down on university scholars who sold themselves and their hard-earned knowledge in an attempt to teach less intelligent noble-born sons.


    Ah, well. Moral and high standards were undoubtedly only entitled to those who could afford them, Oliver had finally reasoned when he had heard about the opportunity to become a tutor at Wycliffe Castle to one of Lord Henley’s sons. Oliver needed the money to cover the next university fee, but more importantly, he was most eager to see the famous Wycliffe Castle old library, which normally was closed to anyone except the members of the Henley family. In the end, Oliver had found it rather impossible to decline the rare opportunity of getting access to the unique Wycliffe book collection, even if it did include swallowing his pride and submitting to teaching a most likely daft and spoiled upper-class boy.


    Lord Henley had been rather vague regarding why his son had left Eton, a prestigious boarding school for boys just outside Winsor; however, Oliver had assumed that it was because his son had been unable to keep up with his studies or due to problems with his health. Perhaps the boy was not so sharp as his fellow classmates, or perhaps he had poor nerves, Oliver had reasoned. He had kept his thoughts to himself, of course.


    Eton College had a reputation of not only being snobbish and ridiculously expensive, but also for being rather unforgiving regarding the high studying pressure. Weak students were unmercifully weeded out, or so Oliver had heard.


    They stopped in front of a pair of double doors in dark oak, and Lord Henley opened them abruptly without knocking.


    “Ah, there you are, Winston,” Lord Henley said in his deep voice. “Your new tutor has arrived. Let me introduce you to each other. Winston Henley, this is Mr Oliver Sanders from University of Oxford, who will tutor you over the summer. I will leave you to each other, and I will see you, Winston, at supper. Good day to you both.”


    Lord Henley left without waiting for a reply and walked out of the gloomy sitting room.


    For a moment Oliver had no idea what to say. The young man, who had been sitting by the window alcove reading a book, which he hastily hid behind his back when they entered, rose. He was absolutely nothing like what Oliver had anticipated. This…Oliver thought as the young man walked closer towards him. This can only end in a perfect disaster…


    Because, from what Lord Henley had told him, Oliver had gotten the impression that his new student was about fourteen or fifteen years old with the accompanying generally sour attitude and pockmarked skin. Therefore Oliver had, with a defeated sigh, prepared himself to spend the summer together with a stubborn and slightly obstinate youngster, who would try to cover his limited intelligence and laziness behind an insecure mask of tiresome grumpiness.


    Oliver had never–not even in his wildest dreams!–expected his student to be a devastatingly attractive young gentleman, whose appearance instantly had the most profound effect on poor Oliver. This must be a dream, Oliver thought frantically, while he forced down the upwelling panic and a sudden unwanted desire that tore inside him. Or possibly a nightmare…he added quietly and forced himself to control his outward expression and tried to smiled politely.


    His student was older than Oliver had expected him to be. In fact, Winston Henley was probably only a few years younger than Oliver himself, who was four-and-twenty years old.


    They were nearly the exact same height, Oliver noticed when the other man came closer to him: however, there ended all similarity between them.


    Oliver nervously adjusted his thin spectacles while he studied the other young gentleman.


    While Oliver had straight hair in an indistinct washed-out mouse-brown colour, neatly parted in the middle, the young man in front of him had thick strawberry blond wavy hair that was cut short in the neck, but with a longer, side-swept fringe. His fair hair stood in odd contrast to his almond-shaped brown eyes, which were nothing like Oliver’s own grey-blue eyes that had the same dull colour as the smog covering a depressing coal mining landscape.


    A perfectly straight nose and a set of curved lips made the other young man look slightly elfin in appearance; however, his clean-shaved cheeks enhanced his rather strong jawline and made him look more masculine.


    He really is annoyingly handsome, Oliver thought with a silent sigh. In an attempt to clear his thoughts from any further wicked distractions, Oliver removed his thin oval spectacles and absentmindedly started to clean them with the sleeve of his linen shirt, oblivious to the fact that he creased the fabric in the process.


    His new student was too handsome to be considered pretty or fine-looking, Oliver concluded with a general sinking feeling, laced with an acute sensation of suppressed desire. There was no doubt about it: Winston Henley managed to be, in poor Mr Oliver Sanders’ eyes, the embodiment of perfect dangerous attraction.


    It is going to be the worst summer ever, Oliver thought rather ominously, but instead he said politely in a light tone, “I am delighted to meet you, Mr Henley. I do hope that we will get along and that you will prove to be a worthy student.”


    Oliver wanted to shut his eyes hard and almost grimaced at his own remark. Can I sound more pretentious than that? He must think I am a complete goose!


    “A pleasure to meet you, Mr Sanders,” Winston said and bowed with a small smile playing on his lips that made Oliver’s heart skip several beats in the most alarming way. Surely I must be too young to die from a heart attack, Oliver wondered in distress.


    “And you, sir,” Oliver said and bowed back, perhaps a tad bit stiffly. He put on his glasses again and tried to regain some of his composure. “I assume that your father already has informed you regarding my duties? I have been told that you had to quit Eton due to illness and had to be sent home and that you are somewhat behind in your studies; is that correct?”


    “Illness?” Winston said in surprise and with a new unnerving smile.


    “Er, yes? Was I mistaken?”


    “Well, to be perfectly honest, I was, in fact, expelled,” Winston said. His lips curled upwards as his smile broadened, and his brown eyes gleamed mischievously. “For bad behaviour, actually.”


    The way Winston said it, softly and in a rather wicked manner, almost brought Oliver over the edge of panic. He had absolutely no idea of how to reply.


    “I see…” Oliver managed to say at last after a rather long pause. He cleared his throat.


    “Nevertheless,” Winston said slowly and leaned disturbingly close to Oliver, carelessly invading Oliver’s personal sphere with a vengeance. Oliver wanted to back away, but he stood petrified. He could smell the lanolin from the other man’s pomade in his hair and the faint smell of sandalwood from his clean-shaved cheeks. Winston lowered his voice. “But just for the record and just so that you know, you do not need to pretend to me.”


    “I-I beg your pardon?” Oliver said with a small nervous laugh to hide his shock. The laughter sounded shrill and unnatural even in his own ears, and Oliver sincerely hoped that his new student had not been able to somehow read his uncontrolled thoughts.


    “I know,” Winston said softly, “perfectly well who you are and why you are here.”


    “Oh. I mean…really?” Oliver said and suddenly had a hard time breathing calmly. He added weakly, “I assure you, I am only here to help you with your studies!”


    “No. You are here because you cannot resist the temptation…” Winston said and moved even closer to Oliver. He is too near now, Oliver’s overheated mind warned him. Only inches away. Dangerously close! Oliver thought and started to feel oddly dizzy. Winston’s breath was hot against his naked skin and sent shivers down Oliver’s back as Winston whispered in his ear, “…to dig around in the old library, while pretending to be interested in teaching and tutoring. Am I right?”


    “Well,” Oliver took a rather unsteady breath and cleared his throat, “I-I-I would not perhaps put it quite that way…” Oliver continued and tried in desperation to figure out how to finish the sentence.


    “No? But it is true regardless,” Winston said with a small knowing smile that made Oliver wonder in alarm just how much of his own reaction towards him that Winston had noticed. However, before Oliver managed to come to any clear conclusion, the other gentleman abruptly turned his back to him and walked over to the window alcove, leaving Oliver equally relieved and disappointed. “You are not the first tutor, nor the last, who has come here to Wycliffe Castle with the same ambition, you know.”


    “I believe that–” Oliver started to explain; however, he was effectively cut short.


    “Trust me, Mr Sanders. Upon my word, so far, none of the tutors that my father has employed have succeeded,” Winston said in a rather aloof voice while he thoughtfully looked out of the narrow double-arched stone windows. “In fact, most of them have left the castle within a fortnight’s time.”


    Noble son or not, it was rather rude not to let people finish their sentence, Oliver thought and tried in vain not to study his problematic student’s nicely shaped calves and legs. He adjusted his thin brass spectacles. Some men just should not be allowed to wear tight-fitting breeches and silk stockings like that, Oliver concluded before he chided himself mentally. Really, Oliver. Shame on you!


    The other gentleman was dressed in a faded Wedgwood blue tailed frock jacket that failed to hide his fine-looking legs and pretty bottom that were rather impossible not to pay notice to. The frock jacket was simpler than Oliver had expected. In fact, Oliver had imagined the viscount’s son would be draped in rich lace and expensive velvet, but Winston was dressed in nothing fancier than what a well-to-do clerk would have worn in church on Sundays.


    “Well, surely–” Oliver tried to say.


    “It will perhaps be a discouragement for you to hear that I have absolutely no interest in learning the classical languages such as Greek or Latin.”


    “But perhaps–”


    “Furthermore, I am quite hopeless in geography and history, and I find mathematics impossibly boring.”


    “Hmm. Nevertheless, your father requested–” Oliver started to say, but he was once again interrupted. He pinched the bridge of his nose under his spectacles hard in frustration and tried not to scream. He is quite insufferable, obnoxious, and impolite and… and…


    “I have also a very limited knowledge in politics and science,” Winston concluded and turned around. He smiled in sympathy at Oliver. “I am truly sorry, Mr Sanders, but I am afraid you will find me a rather dreadful student.”


    And perfectly gorgeous, Oliver thought helplessly with a small sigh. But it can only end in disaster, he warned himself without any significant effect.


    “We will see,” Oliver mumbled instead and braved on, refusing to give up. “Perhaps we can draw up a list of subjects and see in which areas you will need the most support, and we will go from there?”


    He sternly pretended that he had not heard Winston’s complaints regarding his ability to learn and his general disinterest in studying.


    Winston arched an eyebrow at Oliver’s remark and crossed his arms over his chest. At that moment he did indeed resemble the young pouting student that Oliver had expected him to be when he first arrived at Wycliffe Castle. Pouting or not, he still manages to look dazzlingly handsome, Oliver noted with a hint of despair. He pinched the bridge of his nose again, harder this time for good measure, and tried not to weep for the future.


    “Let us start from the beginning,” Oliver said after a moment and a couple of deep breaths. “Ah, yes. Classical languages. How would you describe your knowledge in Latin, then, Mr Henley?”


     


    *


     


    The next morning, at eight o’clock, Oliver waited for Winston in the parlour room that had been allocated for their studying.


    The parlour room was similar to most of the other rooms in the castle. It was panelled with carved oak that–although it was a fine craftsmanship–did not manage to keep the creeping cold from the thick stone walls away. In addition, the double-arched stone windows were too small to let much of the sunlight outside warm the room, and therefore, the parlour room rested in a chilly, dimmed light. The room was sparsely furnished with a French Gregorian striped sofa in cream and navy blue, two matching armchairs, an impressively large writing desk in aged wood, and a rounded Bombe commode.


    Oliver had the faint impression that the parlour room was not commonly used and that the furniture had until recently been covered by sheets for protection against dust and possible sun damage.


    Still, neither the cheerless parlour room, nor the tardiness of his student could affect Oliver’s splendidly good mood because the day before, directly after his dinner, Oliver had been allowed to visit the old library and the Wycliffe book collection. It had not disappointed him. In fact, Oliver had spent the better part of the evening just walking slowly around in the quiet library and gently stroking the spines of the leather-bound books while reading the book titles.


    The late viscount had clearly had the uncommon combination of extremely good taste, an eye for quality, and money to buy it with, Oliver had concluded. Apparently he had also been a rather avid collector, and the library held many thousands of volumes and many rare books that could not even be found at the libraries at the University of Oxford.


    The old library even smelled good, in that way that only century-old pulp paper blended with the scent of worn calfskin-leather and a certain amount of undisturbed dust could smell. It truly was a literary treasure in Oliver’s opinion, and every now and then when he had found an exceptionally rare edition, Oliver had let out a short cry of excitement. Time had simply flown by, and it had been well after midnight when Oliver finally returned to his bedchamber, nearly getting lost on his way in the dark castle.


    So despite my new and rather challenging, not to mention all-too-attractive, student, staying at the Wycliffe Castle cannot be a complete mistake, Oliver thought cheerfully and played lazily with the quill from the inkstand while he waited for Winston. Besides, there is no harm in resting one’s eyes on a handsome student, I mean, is there really? And it is not like anything would ever happen between us anyway…


    He was perfectly wrong in his conclusion, but at the moment, Oliver was obliviously unaware of it.


    In fact, for the first time in many months, he felt rather happy and content. Ever since Adam had left him, there had seemed to be a shadow cast over his ordinary and everyday life, but now it felt like that something was about to change.


    Oliver had been Adam’s lover for almost two years; however, when Adam’s time at the university was coming to an end, Adam had rather insensitively informed Oliver that he did not intend to continue their relationship. He was leaving Oxford for Birmingham, and apparently he also fully intended to leave his “youthful mistakes”, as Adam cold-heartedly had called their relationship, behind him too. His decision had left Oliver miserable and strangely hollow, because although he had always had the troubling suspicion that Adam’s feelings for him had been somewhat lesser than his own, he had nevertheless always imagined that he would join him in Birmingham when his history thesis was finished.


    Not that Oliver had imagined that they would share a household together or some immature fantasy like that, but he had still thought that they would at least be together.


    Clearly he had been mistaken. Although, in the end, Oliver realized that it was not really perhaps only Adam that he missed, if he was being perfectly honest to himself. It was not even the stolen nights when he climbed the college wall, mortally afraid of getting caught by the night watch, to meet Adam in his college room for a sinful night together. And it was not even what they did together in Adam’s narrow student bed that had never been designed for two people.


    It was the emptiness of not having someone to lie close to. Or listening to his heartbeat as his lover fell asleep. And the fragile feeling of being loved, if only just a little.


    Oliver allowed himself to drift away in the bittersweet memory, when the table clock on top of the Bombe commode suddenly chimed and brought him hastily back to reality. Half past eight? Already? Oliver thought. That is odd. Now where was Winston?


    The day before they had–after a lot of grumbling from Winston’s side–completed a list of subjects that Winston needed to focus on the most, and they had agreed to meet at eight o’clock to start their morning lessons. There must have been a misunderstanding. Perhaps Winston had thought we were to meet at nine o’clock? Oh, well. There is nothing else to do about it than to go and find him, Oliver reasoned. Slightly irritated, he left the parlour room.


    He meant to set a firm example to his unorganized student, and there was no need to let Winston get away with being late on their first day.


     


    *


     


    After asking for directions from one of the housemaids, a rather shy girl who did not dare to meet his eyes and who spoke in nearly a whisper, Oliver went down to the morning room where he assumed that he would find Winston.


    However, when Oliver entered the morning room, he only found Lord Henley, who sat at the end of a long table, waiting for his tea to be refilled by the silent butler next to him. A row of portraits of the former viscounts and other members of the Henley family decorated both sides of the long walls of the room, and the fire by the fireplace had been lit, although it was summer.


    “Excuse me, sir. I mean, my lord, but do you know where Mr Henley is?” Oliver said before he managed to stop himself. He was not sure who managed to frown the hardest at him, the butler or the viscount, but it nearly caused him to take a couple of steps backwards, and he regretted speaking at all. Even the painted portraits on the walls seemed to frown at him.


    “I believe, Mr Sanders,” Lord Henley said coldly and pronounced his name slowly as if he was trying to remember just exactly why he had hired him in the first place. “That if my son is not here, then he is presumably still in bed.”


    “I-I see,” Oliver stuttered.


    “Should you not have lessons by now?” Lord Henley enquired with an arched eyebrow.


    “Y-yes. Of course. There… there has been a misunderstanding!” Oliver said and added with a touch of desperation. “I will go and find him straight away!”


    “I think you better do,” Lord Henley encouraged him icily, and his butler’s unfriendly gaze told Oliver to stop pestering his master at breakfast.


    “I-I shall. I will. Thank you, my lord,” Oliver said. He bowed and hastily left the room.


     


    *


     


    “Mr Henley!” Oliver said loudly and once again knocked on the sturdy door to Winston’s room. “Mr Henley, are you in there? You are late for our lesson!”


    He rapped harder on the door and was rewarded by some kind of unidentified, muffled sound from within that could either belong to Winston or a stressed and suffocating animal.


    Encouraged by the sound from the other side of the door, Oliver boldly opened it and entered the room. If he had to, he would drag his student out of bed, Oliver had decided on his way to Winston’s room. A small part of his mind told him that he should not enter another man’s bedchamber, but Oliver paid no notice to it. He would do anything in his power to get his student to collaborate with him, however unwilling and reluctant Winston would prove to be. The opportunity to research the Wycliffe Castle old library would most likely never come again, and now, after Oliver had seen the book collection, he was determined to stay.


    There are no limits to desperation, Oliver decided and promptly walked over to the windows, and without mercy or even a second glance towards the massive four-poster bed, he swiftly pulled the thick, dark velvet curtains aside. Sunlight from outside filled the room, and Oliver was rewarded by a mixture of protests and growls from the bed area. There! Much better! Oliver thought, satisfied.


    “Are you going to get up, Mr Henley?” Oliver asked. “Or do I have to fetch a bucket of water and throw it over you?”


    In reply Winston swore drowsily in a more colourful way than Oliver had anticipated from a viscount’s son. Shaking his head slowly, Oliver walked over to the large bed, and then he bluntly pulled the quilt and sheets from the bed with a sharp tug.


    “What in the Devil’s name are you doing?” Winston exclaimed.


    “I am getting you ready for our lesson, of course,” Oliver replied pragmatically before he got somewhat distracted against his own will.


    The sight of Winston with charmingly tousled bed hair and the fact that he was only wearing a nightshirt that was only partly buttoned did take the edge off Oliver’s irritation, and suddenly Oliver was quite relieved that he was holding the bed quilt decently in front of him, as his thoughts and eyes helplessly strayed in a rather inappropriate manner.


    “What? You cannot treat me like this!” Winston shouted. “I will talk to my father!”


    “Oh, I have already spoken to him this morning,” Oliver said loftily. “And he told me to get you out of bed and make sure that you attended your studies!”


    The last part was not entirely true; however, Winston could not know that, Oliver reasoned and tried not to look at his student’s bare legs. A white and loosely cut flannel nightshirt should not be able to look flattering or inviting on anyone, man or woman. However, on Winston it managed to look puzzlingly tempting; it was as if the flannel garment playfully begged Oliver to rip it off.


    Besides, the nightshirt was almost too short, Oliver could not fail to notice. No, wait. I was wrong. It definitely is altogether too short! Why on earth could not a viscount make sure that his son had proper clothes that fitted correctly? Oliver wondered. He swallowed hard and tried to look away and appear unaffected.


    Winston muttered a new oath and swung both of his legs over the edge of the four-poster bed. He drew one hand through his blond wavy hair and threw Oliver a dark look.


    “You are a rather horrible teacher; did you know that?”


    “On the contrary,” Oliver said and was surprised that he sounded so calm. “It is, however, my duty as a tutor to make sure that my student shows up to his lesson. Even if it is fairly early in the morning.”


    “Oh,” Winston said. A mischievous look had spread over his face, and his eyes gleamed dangerously. “Is that really the only reason why you are here… in my bedchamber?”


    His tone managed to sound both decidedly teasing, but also slightly seductive to Oliver’s growing alarm. I am his teacher! Oliver tried to remind himself, rather frantically.


    “I-I-I do not know what you mean by that, Winston,” Oliver said and felt himself starting to blush. “I meant Mr Henley, of course.”


    “Oh, but I think you do…”


    “I…” Oliver started to say, but the rest of his sentence died when Winston, with a nonchalant motion, removed his nightshirt. He did wear a pair of knee-length cotton drawers underneath, or otherwise, Oliver was quite convinced that he would have had a fit of some kind. Or possibly wrestled the other man down on the bed and ravished him, the risk of being seen by the servants be damned.


    Still, the sight of Winston’s naked and almost illegally attractive chest and his bare shoulders, deliciously strong and lean at the same time, would haunt Oliver for days–not to mention nights!–to come.


    “Now, exactly why are you in my bedchamber again?” Winston said, smiling so innocently that all warning bells in Oliver’s head went off.


    So there is a mutual interest, then, Oliver thought, bewildered, because the conclusion did not really make things better. In fact, it did make it decidedly far worse! Silently resisting a beautiful and ignorant young man was one thing, being the target of his whims and seductive teasing quite another. And Oliver was definitely not used to that sort of attention.


    Oliver felt himself slowly panicking and started to back away, letting the quilt fall to the floor. It really would be a perfect disaster if Lord Henley found his newly employed tutor in the same bed as his son!


    “I will meet you in the library in a quarter of an hour,” Oliver said in a half-strangled voice and fled the room with what was left of his ill-defended dignity. Winston’s amused chuckles followed after him in the corridor.


     


    *


     


    Everything is a catastrophe! Oliver thought harshly to himself as he walked back and forth in the parlour room. A failure of grand proportions!


    In fact, he should find Lord Henley immediately and, regardless of how awkward it would be to resign after only one day of employment, he would nevertheless be forced to hand in his notice. He would most likely not receive a good reference, and Oliver had no idea how he would solve his financial situation.


    Perhaps he could go to Manchester and visit his sister? But Manchester is horrible, Oliver thought with a small shudder. He did not like the busy, smog-ridden, and industrialized town, and although he was quite fond of his sister, she had had four children in rapid succession after her marriage.


    He would not get any work done on his history thesis if he went to Manchester; that was for sure.


    But it is better than being thrown in prison for indecent behaviour, Oliver pondered gloomily, when he heard light footsteps in the corridor.


    Winston opened the double doors and entered. His hair was still a little bit tousled but freshly combed; however, he had not had time to shave, Oliver noticed. He still manages to look devilishly handsome, Olivier thought and frowned. The young man really was disturbingly attractive.


    “Sit down, Mr Henley,” Oliver said politely and gestured towards the French Gregorian sofa and the two armchairs. Oliver had decided to pretend that the scene in Winston’s bedchamber never had occurred.


    Winston sat down and casually threw a distractingly nice-looking leg over one of the armrests, sprawling like a bored dandy. Oliver took a deep breath and tried not to pinch the bridge of his nose under his glasses.


    “Let us be honest with each other, shall we?” Oliver said. “I need this job. Quite desperately, to be honest. But I cannot teach you unless you do want to learn. And I think I am not mistaken when I say that you do not care about studying?”


    “That is correct,” Winston agreed. He played slowly with one of the buttons on his frock jacket.


    “But the question is why? Do you not want an education?” Oliver said and forced himself to stay calm.


    “Why should I? It is not like I am going to need it,” Winston said with a nonchalant shrug.


    “Do you not want to qualify for further studies? To get a proper education?”


    “But I do not need an education,” Winston said and spread out his arms. “I am the youngest son in the family. I am not going to take over Wycliffe Castle, and my father will not pay for me to go to university anyway. He just wants me to have a general education and probably likes to send tutors–such as yourself!–to torment me and keep me from being idle.”


    “But…but surely you do want to study, do you not? To learn more?” Oliver asked, rather taken aback at Winston’s outburst.


    “No, not really,” Winston said. “There is no point to it.”


    Oliver gave up and allowed himself to sigh. It is apparently quite impossible to reason with him! The conversation was going nowhere.


    “Well, then. I will talk to your father after supper,” Oliver said and rose and slowly started to gather his books and papers from the oversized writing desk. “It has been nice making your acquaintance, Mr Henley.”


    Clearly his summer job as a tutor had come to a swift end. But perhaps it is for the best in the end, Oliver tried to convince himself.


    “What do you mean?” Winston asked with a small frown. He sat up properly.


    “I have to give up my position here, of course. As I said, if you will not learn, then clearly I am unsuitable as your teacher,” Oliver explained, and although he felt somewhat childish, he added, “I am sure that Lord Henley will quickly find a replacement, though.”


    Perhaps someone who believes in vigorous corporal punishment if he wants any results, Oliver mused rather darkly and instantly had to throttle the unbidden thoughts about how rewarding it would be to spank his adorable student’s bottom rosy.


    I will never go the heaven, Oliver concluded to himself. But then again, all the pretty boys are probably going to hell anyway, so at least I will have company.


    “I… I had not considered that,” Winston admitted and tapped his curved lips with his index finger slowly, a gestured that Oliver found oddly provocative.


    “What do you want to do with your life?” Oliver said suddenly before he could stop himself. He paused gathering his books and quills from the desk. The question was all too personal and direct, and it bordered on being impolite.


    Winston looked up at him, his brown eyes slightly widened by the blunt question.


    “What do I want to do with my life?” Winston repeated, and a sad look swept over his face. “It is not about what I want to do; it is what I can do. And I can do absolutely nothing.”


    “What do you mean?” Oliver asked carefully.


    “I mean that the options in my life are severely limited. After I got expelled from Eton, my father decided not to provide for me when I came of age and turned one-and-twenty,” Winston said and paused. “It will perhaps not surprise you if I told you that I got expelled for being involved in an ill-chosen relationship with another boy? And that my parents were–to put it mildly–not too pleased with it?”


    Oliver shook his head. He had suspected that much. Relationships between boys at boarding schools were neither uncommon nor unheard of, and although Oliver had never dared to enter one himself when he was younger, he had often dreamt about it.


    “My father has chosen to disinherit me. I own nothing, not even the clothes on my body, and I have to obey my parents without questions. They support me only by letting me stay here at Wycliffe Castle to protect their reputation.”


    “I see,” Oliver said slowly.


    Winston continued with a sad smile, “I live in this great castle, surrounded by expensive furniture and paintings. However, I am not allowed anything, not even the smallest leisure or freedom. Sometimes my mother will let me get away with smuggling books to my room, but that is my only source of enjoyment. I am not allowed to send post or meet friends–not that I have any friends left anymore, and I never join any social gatherings.” Winston paused. “I cannot even leave the grounds. Once I tried to run away with a touring theatre troupe. My father hired men to bring me back and made sure the theatre company faced financial ruin. He had me locked into my room for three months.”


    “I am sorry to hear that,” Oliver said quietly. An idea started to form in his mind. Perhaps…


    “Ah, well. Do not be,” Winston said with a new sad smile that made Oliver’s heart ache. Winston tried to make his tone light. “I am sorry if I have burdened you with my troubles. You must not listen to me. After all, I am just a spoiled noble son.”


    Oliver was silent. He removed his brass spectacles and cleaned them without thinking of what he was doing using his shirtsleeve.


    “Actually,” Oliver said after a while. He put his glasses back on again. A small smile started to spread over his lips. “I think that I may have a solution for both of us. Would you care to listen to a proposal?”


     


    *


     


    The weeks went by. May gave way to June, and June was followed by July. The summer was–as most English summers–rather wet and rainy; however, that mattered little to Oliver and Winston, who spent most of their time indoors studying.


    Lord Henley was sincerely surprised, but rather pleased to notice that his latest hired tutor did, in fact, seem to have some kind of success with his impossible son, much to Lord Henley’s private astonishment because he had not put much faith in neither the nervous-looking scholar nor his teaching abilities. Nevertheless, somehow young Mr Sanders had brought Winston to heel, and Lord Henley would not question his methods. As long as his son appeared each morning neatly dressed, shaved, and with water-combed hair, Lord Henley did not care what kind of draconian punishment or threats Mr Sanders used.


    Winston’s altered behaviour was also recognized by Winston’s mother. Lady Henley had a vague suspicion that was distinctly different from Lord Henley’s firm conclusions. However, Lady Henley also noticed that Winston seemed happier and more cheerful than he had been in many years, so she quietly decided after some silent pondering not to mention anything about her speculations behind his changed behaviour to her stern husband, who often was too hard and strict with their youngest son, in Lady Henley’s opinion.


    What the servants may have seen or heard is unknown. All we know is that in the end no one at Wycliffe Castle dared tell Lord Henley anything about what was really going on.


    For Oliver, the summer days went by quickly. He spent most of his days with Winston and worked late at night with his history thesis. He slept very little, but on the other hand, his thesis was moving forward in a very rewarding way, much thanks to the extensive reference literature in the old library. In addition, Oliver’s teaching was quite enjoyable too, although the main reason why his lessons went so surprisingly well was a result of Winston’s newfound dedication to his studies. Not only was Winston both intelligent and attentive, he was also very diligent and ambitious. His progress during such a short time was nothing but impressive, and it made Oliver start nursing a small, small hope that their foolish plan may even have a chance of succeeding. After all, for mysterious reasons higher deities often appear to whimsically protect children, drunkards, and fools.


    What was less rewarding, however, was Winston’s attitude towards Oliver. On one level he was respectful and friendly, the perfect model student, but on another level he was absolutely nothing of the kind.


    In fact, ever since that day in the parlour room when Oliver had first presented the wild solution to their problems, Winston had taken up the annoying habit of discreetly flirting with Oliver. Oliver was not entirely sure if Winston was completely serious or not, or if he was only teasing him; however, it was quite maddening nonetheless.


    It was small gestures, mostly. For instance, sometimes when they were alone Winston would lean close and whisper in his ear. He would whisper the most immoral proposals, which had the most disturbing effect on both Oliver’s nerves and attention.


    Other times Winston would touch him casually, for example by friendlily squeezing his shoulder. Or he would put his hand lightly on top of Oliver’s and slowly let his fingertips follow the ridges of the knuckles or absentmindedly draw a complicated pattern on the back of Oliver’s hand. And even though Oliver knew he should withdraw his hand, he never managed to summon the strength of willpower to do so. Instead he just silently watched Winston’s fingers slowly glide over his tingly skin until he felt almost mesmerized.


    The gesture was not openly erotic; however, it was not entirely innocent either. And although he could never explain why, Oliver found it strangely suggestive and deeply exciting.


    Winston was never completely out of line, but he often balanced dangerously close to the edge, and he only stopped when he had managed to make Oliver thoroughly embarrassed or severely aroused or both. Then he would smile a small mischievous and rather teasing smile that left Oliver both pleased and somewhat concerned.


    However, regardless of how much Winston tried to tease him, Oliver stubbornly refused to surrender to temptation, a decision that unfortunately only had a further encouraging effect on Winston, who every day went just a little bit further. Oliver tried to talk sense to him and explained the risks and consequences; however, Winston only smiled at him, apparently pleased with himself for putting him off balance.


    Sometimes Oliver wondered if Winston somehow enjoyed tormenting him or if it was just an unnerving talent of his.


    He never came to any satisfying conclusions, although he did spend many nights in his bed, unable to sleep and annoyingly hard, while the thoughts of his attractive student refused to leave him alone.


     


    *


     


    It was not until the middle of July when Oliver finally received the letter that he had been waiting for most eagerly for the better part of the summer. The letter arrived with the afternoon post; however, he did not have time to open it until just before dinner. Since Oliver was a tutor, he did not eat with the Henley family or the servants, and he would ordinarily not meet Winston until the following day. But the news cannot wait that long! Oliver decided, and after a short mental debate with himself, he wrote a note to Winston and asked him to meet him later in his room and slipped it in under Winston’s door.


    It was well after eleven o’clock when Oliver heard quiet footsteps outside his bedchamber. Everyone at Wycliffe kept early hours, and at this hour the castle rested in heavy silence.


    “Come in, hurry!” Oliver said, a little bit anxious, and ushered Winston inside. He closed the door behind him and turned around, showing him the letter. “I have some news for you.”


    Winston looked at the envelope, and Oliver turned it around so that he could see who the sender was. Winston’s eyes widened slightly, and he licked his lips nervously in a way that made Oliver stifle a small groan.


    “And?” Winston asked slightly breathlessly. “What did they say?”


    “Are you prepared?”


    “Yes, of course! Tell me what they said!”


    Oliver could not help himself. “Are you completely sure you want to know?”


    “Just tell me what was in the damned letter,” Winston growled.


    “Ah, manners, manners,” Oliver tsked and shook his head slowly before he continued, “Clearly, we need to improve your attitude if you are going to Cambridge next term.”


    “Cambridge? As in University of Cambridge?” Winston gasped and gave Oliver a disbelieving look. “You must be mistaken. Surely they would not…?”


    Oliver withdrew the thick manila papers from the envelope. He cleared his throat and said, “This, my dear Mr Henley, is nothing other than an official invitation for you to attend a full interview for your admission to higher education in English literature at University of Cambridge.”


    “Did they accept our application? Are you sure?” Winston said and shook his head in astonishment.


    “They did,” Oliver reassured him calmly. “See for yourself.”


    He showed him the letter of invitation.


    “But… but…” Winston said and sank down on a chair that luckily was nearby. Oliver had never seen him so taken aback and happy at the same time, and it secretly pleased him immensely.


    “Well, it is not Oxford, of course, but still…” Oliver said and smiled at Winston. For as long as anyone could remember, there had always been a healthy competition between the two universities. “And you did have help writing the application, plus your tutor may have written a rather flattering letter of reference…”


    “I… I never really thought…” Winston said, staring at nothing in front of him in a way that almost made Oliver start to feel a little bit concerned for him.


    “You do need to remember that there is no guarantee that you will pass the interview and that you will still have to study hard during the rest of the summer,” Oliver concluded soberly. He added in a softer voice, “However, I have a feeling that you are going to do rather well.”


    “I do not know what to say,” Winston said and looked up at him. “This would never have happened unless it was for you. Thank you, Oliver.”


    Their eyes met, and Oliver felt something changing in between them. What it was, Oliver could not say or describe completely, but suddenly he felt oddly shy. He looked away.


    “Ah, well,” Oliver mumbled. “I was only doing my job, after all…”


    The atmosphere around them suddenly felt different, denser somehow, and even the smallest sound seemed unnaturally loud in Oliver’s ears. He was acutely aware that they were completely alone together, and with growing alarm, Oliver saw Winston reaching the same conclusion in his brown almond-shaped eyes.


    Winston smiled and tilted his head just a fraction to one side, like he was studying him for the first time. It was a very subtle movement, but also strangely predatory. It made Oliver nervous, and he tried to carefully move away from Winston and the dangerous temptation that he radiated. He knew that whatever it was that Winston was thinking was clearly something wicked, and he had the dreadful suspicion that it included him as well, possibly in the most compromising way.


    I should have left Wycliffe Castle a long time ago! Oliver thought frantically, but another–less decent– part of him calmly reminded him that they were indeed all alone. There were no silent servants around that could spy on them and no family members who would interrupt them by suddenly entering a room. But still! It would be unwise! We could still get caught! Oliver tried convincing himself, but unfortunately the last thought only made it worse, tempting him further.


    With what was left of his common sense, Oliver edged towards the door as inconspicuously as possible to politely show Winston out. Preferably before he lost his private battle between morality and the rising sensation of suppressed desire. Winston’s smile broadened mischievously, in a manner that was unnerving to say the least, when he saw Oliver backing away from him.


    Just when Oliver had placed his hand on top of the brass doorknob with a mixture of relief and disappointment, Winston’s warm fingers closed over his grip, stopping him. How he had managed to move so swiftly, Oliver did not know, but suddenly he was alarmingly close behind him.


    “I told you long ago that you do not need to pretend for me,” Winston whispered in his ear. “I know that you do not want me to leave.”


    And before Oliver had time to react, Winston effortlessly and without compromise grabbed his collar and pulled him close, and to Oliver’s bewilderment, Winston kissed him, pressing his soft curved lips against his.


    “I…” Oliver tried to say; however, his protests were silenced as Winston took the opportunity to kiss him deeper when Oliver opened his mouth to object. The tips of their tongues met, and the kiss deepened further and transformed into something more serious than just a foolish kissing game between two young gentlemen.


    Half-heartedly, Oliver tried to push him away, mostly because he felt that he should and not because he wanted to. But Winston only laughed softly in response.


    They kissed deeply, ardently, and almost roughly, and when Winston finally withdrew, Oliver felt that his face was flushed and his lips were tender from the other man’s stubble. His hair was tousled, and his clothes were in disorder, and to be perfectly honest, Oliver was more aroused than he could possibly deny or even pretend to hide.


    “There,” Winston said with a victory smile playing on his lips. “I have been waiting a long time to do that.”


    “You really should not…” Oliver started to say when his decency finally yielded unexpectedly swiftly to lust. He hesitated for a short moment, trying to regain his self-control. And then, like in a dream where he had little control over his actions, he took off his thin glasses and boldly leaned forward and kissed him back. It is not really fair if only Winston is allowed to steal kisses, is it? Oliver thought in a vague excuse to himself.


    Oliver knew very well that he was acting uncharacteristically rash and that they were treading on a path that was both wrong and treacherous, but he was unable to stop himself nonetheless. Winston had very little to lose, except possibly falling further down in his father’s grace, but Oliver could lose his reputation, his employment, and also quite possibly his entire career–which Lord Henley with his money and influence most likely could tear to pieces if he ever found out that Oliver had indulged in bad behaviour with his son.


    All this was perfectly clear to Oliver; however, it did nothing to stop him. He wanted this most desperately. What was left of his moral sense told him sternly that he was acting like an idiot, but lust and craving swiftly silenced the feeble voice in his head that tried to persuade him differently and see reason before it was too late.


    The kissing was simply too good, and it rapidly fuelled his growing desire that spread like wildfire. One moment they were only kissing, albeit not completely innocently, while in the next moment, they tore at each other’s clothes urgently, intoxicated by burning lust and weeks and weeks of denied pleasure.


    All Oliver wanted was to feel naked skin against his own, and he tore at Winston’s starched shirt, and with a small sigh, he let his hands travel in under the hem of Winston’s breeches, experimentally stroking the upper part of his bottom. In response, Winston pressed himself unabashedly against him, and Oliver had no problem sensing his firm hardness against his thigh. The sensation made Oliver even more aroused, and he felt himself grow harder. It was quite obvious that their desire for each other was more than mutual.


    Winston cupped Oliver’s chin with both hands and kissed him again, deeply and thoroughly, while he started to move his hips repeatedly and without a trace of modesty against him. Oliver gasped involuntarily when he felt their erections rub against each other with only a thin couple of layers of clothes in between them. It was both highly exciting and a little bit frustrating, and it rapidly brought Oliver’s desire to an entirely new level of unfulfilled passion. But it was not until Winston, with a rather unsteady hand, took his wrist and guided Oliver’s hand downwards and resolutely placed it over his full length with a small moan of pleasure that Oliver briefly recovered a sense of self-preservation.


    “Perhaps we should not…” Oliver mumbled.


    “Do not deny me, Oliver,” Winston whispered in reply and pushed himself firmly against him. Oliver’s fingers spread wide of their own accord, savouring the feeling of the bulging contour of Winston’s throbbing erection, while Winston whispered in an unsteady voice in his ear, “Just let it happen…”


    “Are you sure?” Oliver asked between kisses, not really managing to convince himself that he would be able to stop, no matter what Winston replied. His fingers glided eagerly along the ridge of his hardness, exploring him through the thin layer of Winston’s tight-fitting breeches.


    “Quite positively, yes,” Winston managed to say breathlessly and inhaled sharply as Oliver’s fingertips slyly conquered and unlaced his breeches and touched the naked tip of his erection, almost teasingly light.


    Oliver wanted to say something in reply; however, the look on Winston’s face that was painted with untamed lust robbed him of his words, and when Winston determinedly took his hand and pulled him towards the bed while he started to undress him, Oliver knew that he had lost.


    They tumbled upon the bed, drunk with desire, while shirts and boots were swiftly removed and carelessly tossed aside on the floor and around them.


    Finally Oliver broke their kiss, and with a small smile, Oliver abandoned Winston’s soft lips and intentionally crawled downwards. Winston did not need to be asked twice. Willingly he spread his legs apart for Oliver, and when Oliver slowly started to undo his breeches, Winston closed his eyes and tilted his head backwards in anticipation. It was not hard for Oliver to comply with his wishes. He knew what the other man wanted from him, and he was more than happy to give it to him.


    Teasingly, Oliver’s hands followed the contour of the other man’s erection before he, without rushing the experience, pulled down his breeches and cotton drawers. He paused briefly to prolong the moment and savour it–because, to be honest, who knew if it would ever come again?


    Deliberately slow, Oliver let his fingertips gently stroke the soft naked skin all the way from the sensitive head, following the vein-covered ridge down to the end of the wider shaft and the tight hair-covered ballocks.


    He was rewarded by a small moan from Winston that held its own tempting allure and encouraged him to continue. Oliver bent closer and finally allowed himself to taste him for the first time. He wrapped his fingers around Winston’s full erection, and delicately and teasingly he let his tongue glide over the sensitive top. A second moan escaped Winston’s lips, to Olive’s own personal satisfaction. It was soon followed by a third moan of pleasure when Oliver, without hesitating, took his full length in his mouth and sucked hard. Winston buried his fingers in Oliver’s brown hair while he raised his hips to meet his movements as desire rapidly carried him away.


    “Wait,” Winston said breathlessly after a while. Oliver paused, unsure of why he wanted him to stop, but he obeyed nonetheless, although a little bit reluctantly. Winston was not the only one who was enjoying the experience, and by now Oliver was almost uncomfortably hard and eager to touch himself and please both of them at the same time.


    Stretching to the side to reach his waistcoat that was thrown on the floor, Winston hastily went through its pockets and found a small glass vial. He removed the stopper and spilled the fluid generously over his fingers.


    “I want you to take me,” Winston explained, and his almond-shaped eyes were filled with lust and hunger as he leaned back on the bed and reached behind his back and started to prepare himself. His hand moved rhythmically, and Oliver felt his erection grow even harder as he proceeded.


    “You planned this, did you not?” Oliver mumbled accusingly, while he let his moist lips brush against the other man’s hardness.


    “Will you stop if I say ‘yes’?” Winston moaned softly while he continued to touch himself sinfully around his most sensitive area.


    Oliver paused again, teasingly letting his tongue play over the tip of the other man’s erection. It brought a short gasp of pleasure from Winston.


    “No,” he admitted and slowly licked the full length of Winston’s erection.


    The sight of Winston touching himself so intimately and clearly enjoying it did have a rather detrimental effect on Oliver’s self-control, not to mention the exciting thought of what Winston had asked him to do.


    “Good,” Winston mumbled, somewhat distracted, and turned around so that he lay flat on his belly. He spread his legs wide. “Come,” he begged.


    There was absolutely nothing that would have stopped Oliver from continuing at that moment. His experience with this type of lovemaking was sweet, but rare, and the sight of Winston as he touched himself slowly while he waited for Oliver was deeply arousing.


    Eagerly Oliver moved into position. He took the vial of oil and poured it liberally on to his own hard erection, massaging himself with steady strokes. Winston’s eyes looked almost glazed over with desire, and his cheeks were rosy with excitement. His breath came in short uneven gasps that told Oliver that he was more than ready now. Without further delay, Oliver pressed himself firmly against the other young man’s buttocks, letting his hardness teasingly glide between the cleft of Winston’s bottom. Winston moaned and raised his hips willingly against him in the most encouraging way.


    “Slow, but deep,” Winston mumbled and gave him a lazy glance over his shoulder and a crooked half-smile that could have meant anything or everything.


    The sensation of the other young man rubbing himself against his naked body, so unmistakably excited and ready, was more than a little distracting, and Oliver pushed himself firmer, kissing his naked, pale shoulders and embracing him from behind. When he could not resist any more, Oliver reached down, and without hesitation, but still carefully, he pressed the tip of his erection against Winston’s secret opening.


    Oliver felt him involuntarily buck against him when he first entered him, slowly and steadily, but deep, just like Winston had asked of him. The oil made him glide easily; however, Winston was still deliciously and incredibly tight, and it took all of Oliver’s willpower not to grab Winston’s hips and pin him down and take him roughly. Oliver knew all too well that that would be rather rude, not to mention possibly quite painful for his lover. The key to this kind of lovemaking was patience and a certain amount of carefulness. And perhaps that was what made it so irresistible and deliriously wonderful?


    Sternly he pushed the sinful thoughts aside, and Oliver forced himself to hold still while he–instead of spreading his legs and ravishing the beautiful man underneath him–teasingly let his hands glide over Winston’s slender and muscular body and let him set his own pace.


    Oliver’s fingertips stroke done of Winston’s nipples softly until he felt it grow small and hard under his touch, while his other hand wandered downwards and closed over Winston’s erection, stroking him up and down in steady motions until he heard Winston moan with pleasure and he started to move against Oliver, spreading his legs wider apart for him and gradually relaxing under his touch.


    His desire was already balanced on a thin edge, and Oliver felt an urgent pull of desperate longing that tempted him to continue and end it quickly and gloriously. There was something absolutely perfectly maddening about trying to hold back for as long as possible, but it was also deeply arousing and strangely exciting at the same time. Oliver felt his desire increase with every moan and every movement from Winston, and he felt the tip of his hardness grow moist and heard him eagerly begging him to continue, to take him, but he still resisted even though he had to bite his lips until he tasted the tang of blood to keep himself in control.


    And it was not until he heard Winston almost growling with pleasure while he arched his back like a cat and his fingernails dug into the flesh of Oliver’s thigh, only then did Oliver allow himself to cautiously start to thrust deliberately slowly to meet Winston’s frantic movements. Oliver poured more oil over his erection, and the sight of his hardness gliding so easily now in and out made him clench his jaws, and his grip around Winston’s hips tightened involuntarily. He experimentally pushed a little bit deeper and began to increase the pace gradually. The sensation was incredibly intense, and the sight of his lover with closed eyes and half-opened mouth encouraged him to continue.


    “God, yes!” Winston moaned in reply, and he hastily changed position slightly so that he stood on all fours. Oliver felt Winston’s whole body grow rigid when he, with a clear and unquestionable purpose, pressed himself against Oliver’s erection, letting him penetrate him all the way. “Touch me,” he gasped and turned his head to kiss him.


    It was the last sinful comment, filled with undiluted passion that made Oliver pretty much lose his mind. With one hand he reached down and stroked Winston’s full erection while the other hand grabbed Winston’s hipbone determinedly, and at last Oliver let himself thrust both hard and deep against him.


    In response, Winston uttered an unsteady gasp and a short cry that were promptly followed by his hot seeds. The scent of his semen and the feeling when Winston’s body involuntarily tightened around Oliver’s erection made Oliver’s mind explode with pure desire, and with a couple of final thrusts that he was unable to soften, he shoved hard against him. Oliver cried out when he felt his release leave him while he buried himself deep inside of him.


    Shaking slightly and out of breath, Oliver embraced him closely while it felt like the whole world around them temporarily disappeared, leaving only him and his lover together alone in an unknown blank universe.


     


    *


     


    A few weeks later


     


    “I must say I am unexpectedly impressed by you, Mr Sanders,” Lord Henley said. “When you first arrived here at Wycliffe Castle, I had very little hope for you.”


    Oliver mumbled something non-commentary.


    “You see, I thought you were something of a quiet bookworm and that you would never be able to teach my son anything.”


    “Ah, well…” Oliver said, unsure of how to reply. “Mr Henley is rather intelligent.”


    “Of course he is. He is my son, after all!” Lord Henley said. “It was just…there have been many tutors here over the years, and no one have ever had managed to… what should I call it? Control him? If you know what I mean?”


    “I think so, my lord,” Oliver said and forced his thoughts not to wander off.


    “I am glad that you have succeeded, nonetheless. I will give you a full reference. Although I would have preferred that you had informed me regarding the application to Cambridge beforehand,” Lord Henley said with a certain sharp edge in his tone.


    Oliver tried not to change position on the uncomfortable rococo chair in front of the well-polished pedestal writing desk. “I believe your son wanted it to be a surprise to you and Lady Henley,” he lied bravely. “I was not completely sure that his application would indeed be accepted, so that is why I did not want to say something about the matter.” Oliver finished somewhat lamely.


    Lord Henley gave him a flat stare that told him that he was not entirely convinced, and Oliver stifled the urge to remove his glasses and nervously polish them.


    The fact remained that Lord Henley had flown into a fit of rage that had been heard all over the castle when Winston finally had told him that he was leaving to Cambridge and that there was absolutely nothing they could do about it.


    Lord Henley was quiet, and after a pause that seemed to last forever, he rather abruptly changed the topic and said, “I heard that you have managed to finish that thesis of yours, is that correct?”


    “It is, my lord,” Oliver answered politely.


    “And what are your plans for the future, Mr Sanders?”


    “Well,” Oliver said, “as a matter of fact, I have been offered a position as a fellow and a lecturer at University of Cambridge.”


    Lord Henley raised an eyebrow. “Have you indeed?” he said. “Well then, do promise to keep an eye on my son while he is at Cambridge, in that case. He tends to have an unfortunate knack to get himself into trouble.”


    “I promise, my lord. Thank you, my lord.”


    Oliver left the library before the conversation managed to become even stranger, but he could not help letting a small smile escape his lips as he entered the dim corridor. If only he knew… Oliver thought.


     


    *


     


    “Are you ready?” Oliver asked.


    “Of course,” Winston said calmly.


    “And you have everything? You have packed sensibly, I hope? Three years in Cambridge is quite a long time, after all.”


    “You are sounding like Mother now!” Winston complained.


    “I sincerely doubt that. Although I did speak to her this morning, and I promised that I will look after you. Both of your parents claim that you have a tendency to get into trouble. And you have already been expelled once if my memory serves me right,” Oliver said, a tad bit stiffly. “Besides, as your teacher, I do have certain responsibilities.”


    “Rubbish,” Winston mumbled.


    “What was that?”


    “Nothing,” Winston said innocently and lowered his voice. “I was only wondering if you would dare to kiss me when we are alone in the carriage on the way.”


    Oliver hesitated, torn between his feelings. Kissing Winston had proven to so easily get out of hand; on the other hand, the carriage did have rather soft velvet cushions, and it was quite a long ride to Bournemouth train station…


    Adjusting his thin brass spectacles, Oliver said slowly, “That would be rather unwise, I believe…”


    “Indeed,” Winston replied. His mischievous smile sent a small shiver down Oliver’s spine, and he shuddered despite the warm summer day.


    Oliver rolled his eyes at him. “You are hopeless!”


    “I know,” Winston agreed calmly as they entered the elegant carriage.


    Nevertheless, the carriage barely had time to leave the first corner from the Wycliffe Castle before they kissed.


     


    ***
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