
        
            
                
            
        

    Chance of a Lifetime Portia da Costa

Contents

Begin Reading
 

 Rain. Perpetual rain. I’m certainly not going to miss the British weather. I’ll miss a lot of other things, but not this, not this.
I stare out of the window, down the gravel drive and out across the park of Blaystock Manor. I’m here filling in with some temp work, while I wait to take up my dream job, my chance of a lifetime working in the Caribbean at a luxury resort as a junior manager. This gig is just cleaning and helping with renovations, donkey work really, but it’s all extra money to pay for my new tropical wardrobe.

Actually, it’s a free day today. The marquis is pretty good about that. We get plenty of time off, plenty of breaks and other perks, and despite the fact he’s strapped for cash and putting everything into this project, we’re pretty well paid for our labors. Everyone else has gone off in a minibus to visit a local monastery where they brew apple brandy and make luxury biscuits and stuff, but me, I’ve got my own diversions here.

I’m alone in the house. Even the marquis drove off a short while ago in his decrepit gray Jag. And I’m free to indulge my wicked secret vice.

I discovered this little sitting room a couple days ago, when I was a bit lost and searching for the Blue Salon, where I was supposed to be polishing the floor. I stumbled in here and found a room that was homely and pretty lived in, and sort of cozy. And, being irredeemably nosy, when I saw an old VCR and a bunch of tapes, I had to investigate.


 Boy oh boy oh boy! What a shock I got.
And now, while the house is empty, I slip another tape into the machine and settle down in a battered old leather armchair to watch it.

It’s a home movie. Filmed, I think, in this very room. And it stars my latest crush, the marquis himself, and a woman who must have been his girlfriend at the time. Obviously it was taped many years ago, because His Lordship had short hair then, and now it’s long, down to his shoulders.


 Here he is, possibly sitting in this very chair. His knees are set wide apart and his girlfriend is facedown across them. He’s spanking her.
 

 He’s really laying it on with his long, powerful hand, and she’s squirming and patently loving it!
And I’m loving it too, and I don’t really know why. Okay, I knew people played spanking games for sexual kicks, and I’d sort of hinted to various boyfriends that I’d like to try it. But it’s never happened and I’ve never really worried about that.


 But now. Now I’ve seen it. I bloody well want it!
I’m so turned on now I can barely see straight. And I certainly can’t stay still in my chair. I’m sweating and my skin feels like it’s already been spanked, all over. And between my legs, I’m drenched, my panties sopping with intense, almost inexplicable arousal. My sex is aching, tight and hungry, as if I want to be fucked right now, but at the same time have my bottom thrashed, just like the woman in the video.

The marquis really seems to be enjoying her pleasure, even though his cool, handsome face is exquisitely impassive. It’s an old, well-worn tape, but I can still see the mask of stern, beautiful composure that he affects…and the wicked dark twinkle in his eyes.

It’s no good, I’ve got to play with myself. I can’t help it and I can’t bear it if I don’t. My sex is so heavy and so tense, I’ve just got to do it.

As the woman on the screen writhes and wriggles and shrieks as His Lordship’s hand comes down, I unzip my jeans and shuffle them down to my knees, dragging my soggy panties with them. There’s something wickedly lewd about sitting here with my clothes at half-mast like this, and the forbidden exposure only excites me more and makes my need to touch my body ever more urgent.

“Oh God…” I murmur vaguely as I slip my fingers between my legs and find my clit. It’s swollen and ready for my touch like a throbbing button. I flick it lightly and my vagina flutters dangerously. On the screen, the spanked girl tries to touch her own sex, wriggling her hand beneath her belly as she squirms and cries, but the marquis pauses mid-spank and gently remonstrates with her.


 “Come, come, Sylvia, you know you mustn’t do that. No pleasure until you’ve been a good girl and taken your punishment.”
His voice is soft, even, but shot through with sweet steel and authority. It pushes me closer to coming just as powerfully as the spanking show does. I suddenly wish I could get to know him better, and make this all real.

“Oh, my lord…” I whisper this time, closing my eyes and turning on an inner video. This time it’s me across those strong thighs. Me who’s writhing and moaning, with my bottom flaming.


 Oh, the picture is so clear. And it’s the marquis of today who’s doing the business, not the one in the video.
He’s wearing his usual outfit of black jeans and black shirt, and his beautiful hair his loose on his shoulders like sheets of silk. There’s a sly, slight smile on his pale, chiseled face, and his long, cultured hand comes down with metronomic regularity.

I’m rubbing myself hard now, beating at my clit, but not stroking the very apex of it. I daren’t; I’m so excited and I don’t want to come yet. In my fantasy, he allows me to touch myself while he’s smacking me.

I writhe and wriggle, both fighting the pleasure and savoring its gathering at the same time. I throw my thighs wide, rubbing my bottom against the seat of the creaky old armchair. The sensation of the smooth surface against my skin is even more pervy. I press down harder, squashing my anus against the leather. I imagine him spanking me there, and even though I’ve no idea what it would really feel like, I groan, wanting it more and more and more.


 “Oh my lord…do it…do it…” I burble, eyes tightly closed and half out of my mind with desire and longing.
 

 “Actually, my dear, I think you’re ‘doing it’ quite well enough on your own. Do continue.”
 

 What?
It’s like I’m falling, dropping through reality into a parallel universe. I know what’s happened but somehow I can’t stop rubbing myself.

My eyes fly open though, and here he is.
 The marquis.


 Somehow he’s walked into the room without me realizing it, moving softly on the rubber soles of his black running shoes. In a few split seconds, I take in his glorious appearance.
So tall, so male, so mysterious. Long dark hair, pale smiling face, long fit body. Dressed in his customary black shirt and jeans, his elegant hands flexing as if preparing to copy the actions of his image on the screen.

I snatch my hand from my crotch and make as if to struggle back into my jeans. My face is scarlet, puce, flaming…. I’m almost peeing myself.


 “No, please…continue.”
His voice is low and quiet, almost humming with amusement and intense interest. It’s impossible to disobey him. Despite the fact that I think the aristocracy is an outdated nonsense, he’s nobility to his fingertips and I’m just a pleb, bound to obey.

Unable to tear my eyes away from him, I watch as he settles his long frame down into the other chair, across from mine. He gives me a little nod, making his black hair sway, and then turns his attention to the images on the screen.

So do I, but with reluctance.
 But I do as he wishes and begin to stroke my clit again.

Oh God, the woman on the screen is really protesting now. Oh God, in my mind, that woman is me, and I’m laid across the marquis’s magnificent thighs with my bottom all pink and sizzling and my crotch wetting his jeans with seeping arousal.

I imagine the blows I’ve never experienced, and just the dream of them makes my clit flutter wildly and my vagina clench and pulse. I seem to see the carpet as I writhe and wiggle and moan, and at the same time his beautiful face, rather grave, but secretly smiling.


 As his eyes twinkle, in my imagination, I come.
It’s a hard, wrenching orgasm. Shocking and intense. I’ve never come like that before in my life. It goes on and on, so extreme it’s almost pain, and afterward I feel tears fill my eyes.


 Talk aboutle petit mortand post-coitaltristesse.I’ve got tristesseby the bucketful, but without any coitus.
My face as crimson as the buttocks of the spanked woman in the video, I drag my panties and jeans back into place and lie gasping in the chair. I scrabble for a tissue. I’m going to cry properly now, not just a few teardrops, and I know I should just run from the room, but somehow I just can’t seem to move.

Something soft and folded is put gently into my hand, and as I steal a glance at it, I discover it’s the marquis’s immaculately laundered handkerchief. Still gulping and sniffing, I rub my face with it, breathing in the faint, mouthwatering fragrance of his cologne.

Shit, I fancy this man something rotten, and I’ve been fantasizing about him fancying me back, and falling for me, and now this has happened. I’m so embarrassed, I wish I could burrow into the leather upholstery and disappear out of sight.


 A strong arm settles around my shoulders, and the great chair creaks as he sits down on the arm beside me.
“Hey, there’s no harm done,” the marquis says softly. “Now we both know each other’s dirty little secrets.” He squeezes my shoulders. “I get off spanking girls’ bottoms and having them wriggling on my lap. And you get off watching videos of it and playing with yourself.” He pauses, and I sense him smiling that slow, wicked smile again. “And quite beautifully, I must admit. Quite exquisitely….”


 I beg your pardon?
 

 Hell, I must have looked awful. Crude. Ungainly. Like a complete slapper.
I try to wriggle free, but he holds me. He even puts up a hand to gently stroke my hair. I still can’t look at him, even though part of me really wants to.


 “I’m so embarrassed. I’m so sorry. I had no business coming in here and prying into your private things.”
One long finger strokes down the side of my face, slips under my chin and gently lifts it. Nervously, I open my eyes and look into his. They’re large and dark and brown and merry, and I feel as if I’m drowning, but suddenly that’s a good thing.

All the embarrassment and mortification disappears, just as if it were the rain puddles outside evaporating in the sun. Indeed, beyond the window, the sky outside is brightening.

Suddenly I see mischief and sex and a sense of adventure in those fabulous eyes, and I feel turned on again, and somehow scared, but not in a way that has anything to do with an awkward situation with my employer. It’s a new feeling, and it’s erotic, but so much more.

“Indeed you didn’t. That was rather naughty of you.” His face is perfectly impassive, almost stern, but those eyes, oh those eyes —they’re mad with dangerous fun. “Do you think we should do something about that?”

I feel as if I’m about to cross a line. Jump off a cliff. Ford some peculiar kind of Rubicon. This is the chance of a lifetime, and I’m a perfect novice in the world portrayed in his video, but I understand him completely without any further hint or education.


 “Um…yes, my lord.”
Should I stand? Then kneel? Or curtsy or something? He’s still sitting on the arm of the chair, a huge masculine presence because he’s tall and broad-shouldered. Everything a man and a master should be.

I’m just about to stand, and I feel him just about to reach for me, when suddenly and shockingly his mobile rings, and he lets out a lurid curse.


 “Ack, I must take this. Money stuff,” he growls, and nods to me to mute the television as he flips open his phone.
I make as if to leave, but he catches me by the arm and makes me stand in front of him. With almost serpentine grace, he slides into the armchair and pulls me across his lap. Then, as he has a terse conversation that I don’t think he’s enjoying much, he explores the shape of my bottom through my jeans.

He doesn’t slap or smack or hit. He just cruises his fingertips over the denim-clad surface, assessing my contours and the resilience of my flesh.

Slowly, slowly, as he gets slightly cross with someone on the other end of the line, he examines my cheeks, my thighs and then, without warning, squeezes my crotch. I let out a little yelp, and that’s when hedoeshit!

It’s just the softest warning tap…but it’s electrifying. I almost come on the spot and I have to bite down on my lip to stifle my groans.


 I start to wriggle and he cups my sex harder, from behind, pressing with his fingers. Pleasure flares again as my jeans seam rubs my aching clit.
I’m biting the upholstery, squirming and kicking my legs and grabbing at his legs and his muscular thighs through his jeans. He rides my unruliness, his hand firm between my legs as he owns my sex like the lord and master he truly is.


 Eventually his call is over, and I’m a wrung-out rag. He flings aside his phone and turns me over, then kisses me.
 

 I expect domineering hunger and passion, but it’s soft, light and sweet, almost a zephyr.
He wants me. He’s hard, I can feel it beneath my bottom. But as if his own erection means nothing to him, he sets me on my feet then stands up beside me.

“Much as it pains me to leave so much undone and unsaid at this moment, Rose, I have to go.” His eyes are dark. Is it lust? Regret? Something more complex? “I need to go to London, and I’m going to have to get a bloody taxi because I’ve just left my car at the garage.” He pauses, then leans down to kiss me on the lips again, a little harder this time. “But when I get back, we’ll reconvene. If that’s agreeable?” He tilts his head to one side as he looks down on me, and his exquisite hair slides sideways like silk.

I nod and mutter something incomprehensible that doesn’t make sense even to me, and then he pats me on the bottom again and strides away across the room.


 At the door, he gives me a wink, his dark eyes twinkling with mischief.
 

 “Enjoy the rest of the video,” he says, then suddenly he’s gone.
But I don’t watch it. After he’s gone, I just shoot off to my room, tucked up in the eyrie of the old servants’ quarters, feeling strange and weird and disoriented, as if I’ve been in a really vivid dream, and I’ve just woken up. Then I sort of snivel a bit, not sure of my emotions.

The marquis is our boss, and up until now, he’s been a sort of admire/adore from afar type man. I’m not into all this hero worship or celebs and aristos for the sake of it, but he’s got genuine charisma and blue-blood charm. He’s also got some weird history. Apparently in the army at some time, then a dropout, and now getting his act together and sorting out the manor on behalf of his father, the duke. The whole family is strapped for cash, but Blaystock Manor is just the right size for a deluxe, high-end hotel or conference center, and the marquis has thrown just about every penny he possesses, and some he doesn’t, into restoring it and bringing it up to standard.

And somewhere along the line in this convoluted story of his, he was married, but she died and now he’s alone. No doubt his dad is pressuring him for progeny, to continue the family line, but so far it seems he’s resisted, and there’s no marchioness.

Some very silly thoughts drift into my mind as I get ready for bed and I push them smartly back out again. I’ve got my dream job waiting for me in the Caribbean. I won’t be here all that long.


 Although I would love to see what the manor looks like when it’s finished.
I suppose all this pondering is to avoid thinking about the fact that the marquis has seen me masturbate, and almost, but not quite, spanked me.


 Do I really want to be spanked, though?
In the video, he was doing it for real, and that woman— whoever she was, surely not his wife—was squealing and crying out. So obviously it hurt like hell. Lying in bed later, I tug down my pajama bottom and give myself a slap on the thigh. It’s a pretty halfhearted effort but it makes me squawk and rub the place to take the sting away.


 Immediately though, I’m drifting into fantasy.
In my mind I’m back in the little sitting room, and this time the phone stays silent. And the marquis bares my bottom and starts to caress, caress, caress it, then lands a blow.


 I slap myself again, trying to recreate the feeling. It bloody hurts, but I do it again, moaning, “My lord…”
I slap and slap and moan and moan, and suddenly I just have to play with my clitoris. I’m so turned on imagining him spanking me that my wet sex aches.


 Within a few seconds I come, softly crying his name, seeing his face.
The next day, I worry. What’s going to happen? Is anything going to happen? Or has the marquis quite sensibly decided to dismiss our stolen interlude as an aberration. Something of no consequence. It must be bred in his blue English blood to dally with underlings for his pleasure without a second thought.

I certainly don’t see him for the next couple of days, and the cleaning, dusting and polishing goes on without incident. I work cheerfully with the rest of the team, as if nothing has happened.

But then, after a long day, when the others are all off to the pub, I slip back to my room to change, and find a little note upon my mat.

I’m sorry we were so rudely interrupted, it says in a fine, almost copperplate handwriting.Would you care to join me in the small sitting room, at seven o’clock this evening? I feel that there’s much we could explore there in the furtherance of your education and the pursuit of mutual pleasure.

It’s finished off with a single word.
Christian.
 Christian? Who’s “Christian”?


 Then it dawns on me. Duh! The marquis is just like a normal person in that at least.
 

 He has a first name.
I wonder if he’ll want me to call him “Christian”? Somehow it doesn’t seem right, or respectful. Especially in view of what we’re almost certain to be doing. It’ll definitely be “My lord” or “Your lordship,” or just sobs and moans of pain and pleasure in equal amounts.

At seven o’clock, I’m staring at the door to the little sitting room. It was half in my mind not to turn up, to try and pretend that what happened beyond that slab of oak never happened. But doing that would be to miss…well…miss the chance of a lifetime. I might never meet a man again who’s into the things that the marquis is, and I might go through life having perfectly ordinary, perfectly satisfactory sex, but still wondering what it would have been like to try the extraordinary kind with spanking and strange mind games.

I knock as firmly as I can on the door, and immediately that deep, clear voice calls out, “Enter!” from within. Crikey, he already sounds like a stern schoolmaster summoning his tardy pupil.


 I tremble.
But there’s nothing fearsome or intimidating when I step into the room and close the door behind me. It’s cozy and welcoming, with a nice little fire burning in the grate to ward off the unseasonal damp chill. The thick curtains are drawn, and soft lamps emit a friendly golden glow that flatters the fine old furniture and makes it gleam.


 It flatters the marquis too, not that he needs it. He looks stunning.
He’s all in black again, as ever. Tight black jeans embrace his long legs, and the splendid lean musculature of his thighs and his backside. As he rises to his feet from the depths of one of the armchairs, I imagine, for a fleeting second, spanking him!

Blood fills my cheeks in a raging blush, and I falter and hang back. A huge waft of guilt rushes through me at even thinking that. I open my mouth, but I can’t speak, and he smiles at me.

“Come on in, Rose. Would you like a drink?” I notice that he has a glass with something clear and icy set on a little table beside his chair. Vodka? Water? Gin? Who knows….

“Um…er…yes.” I flick my glance to the sideboard and a few bottles, but I can’t seem to compute what’s there so I just say, “Whatever you’re having…please.”

“Good choice…and do sit down.” He gestures like Renaissance courtier toward a free chair by the fire, and watches me as I make my way there; I’m terrified I’ll trip or something, despite the fact my heels aren’t high or spindly.

I take my seat, and watch him mix my drink, swiftly combining clear spirit, ice, mixer and a sliver of lemon. He prepares the concoction perfectly, despite the fact that he’s studying me intently almost all the time.


 I’ve dressed carefully.
Jeans are awkward to wriggle out of, especially if you’ve got a curvy bottom like mine, so I’ve chosen a soft, full summer skirt that almost sweeps the floor. A miniskirt would be too obvious, not ladylike, and as I’m here with an aristocrat, I’m compelled to make an effort to be worthy of him.

On my top half I’ve got a little buttoned camisole, pink to match the skirt, and a light cotton cardigan over that, to keep out the chills. My shoes are low-heeled and quite pretty, and underneath I’m wearing my best and sexiest underwear.


 I aim to please….
The marquis comes across and hands me my drink, then retreats to his own chair. There’s a moment of silence, tense for me, but apparently totally relaxed for him, and I snatch the opportunity to feast my eyes on his gorgeousness.


 He sits so elegantly, even though he’s totally at ease. Long legs out in front of him, booted feet crossed.
Boots? Hell, yes! They do something visceral inside me. They make me shudder and my sex clench and seem to twist and flutter with their connotations of masterfulness. They’re old and soft and well polished and not all that tall, but all the same, I almost feel faint just looking at them.


 And I get mostly the same feeling from the rest of him.
He’s got the most exquisite black silk shirt on, full of sleeve and so fluid it seems to float on his body. The collar’s fastened up for the moment, but I have the most intense urge to crawl on my hands and knees across the room and rip it open so I can kiss his throat and his chest and suck his nipples.


 And not just his nipples.
His thick black hair is shiny with a fresh-washed satin sheen and his fine-boned face has the delicious gleam of a recent shave.


 Bless him, he’s made as much of an effort for me as I have for him. Another reason to worship and adore him.
I take a mouthful of my drink. It is gin, as I mostly suspected, and it’s a strong one with very little tonic. The balsamic kick of the uncompromising spirit almost makes me cough, but I’m glad of its heat as the first hit settles in my stomach.

“So…here we are,” the marquis says pleasantly, eyeing me over the rim of his own glass. As he takes a long swallow, his throat undulates, pale and sensuous.


 “Yes…er…here we are,” is all I can manage in reply. The gathering tension in my gut renders me all but speechless. “Have you been thinking about what happened here the other day?”
I nod, dumbstruck now with intense lust. I don’t know whether I want him to spank me or fuck me…probably both. But I want whatever’s on offer as soon as I can get it.

“So how do you feel about being spanked a little? Does that interest you?” His lips are sculpted but somehow also soft and sensual, and when they curve into a little smile, the way they are doing now, they make me want to wriggle and touch my sex to soothe its aching. So much for wearing my best knickers. They must already be saturated with juice, I’m so turned on.

“I think we could enjoy ourselves together, you and I,” he continues. “I’m not offering eternal love and devotion, but we can share a little pleasure and perhaps expand your horizons in a way that doesn’t involve flying thousands of miles.”


 Those crazy notions caper around my mind again, taunting me with the prospect of what heisn’toffering rather than what he is. “Rose?” he queries, swirling his glass in the face of my continued, dumbstruck silence.
I want it. Oh, how I want it. And even just the mutual pleasure if I can’t have the other thing. But I’m scared. I feel as if I’m stuck between reality and some kind of weird dream. I still can’t speak, but I take another swig of my gin.

The marquis frowns. It’s not a cross frown, just a sad little frown, sort of regretful. “I’m sorry. I’ve come on too strong, haven’t I?” He tips his head to one side, his dark hair sliding across his shoulders as he lets out a sigh. “Look, don’t worry about it. Don’t think any more about it. Just finish your gin and we’ll say no more about it. It was wrong of me to ask.”

I don’t know whether I’m relieved or disappointed. I felt so close to him for a moment, and God, I wanted it all so much. My heart thudding, I swig down my gin and get to my feet on wobbly legs.

The marquis rises immediately, perfect manners second nature to him. He comes forward as if to escort me to the door, and does so as I make my way toward it, my heart sinking at my own craven lack of daring.


 With one hand on the door handle, he touches my face. The contact is so gentle yet so meaningful, I feel quite faint.
“Don’t worry, Rose, there’ll be no hard feelings. It’s just a might have been.” He sounds so kind, so ineffably kind that it’s almost like a knife in my heart. “I may have lost all my money and be a poor excuse for an aristocrat, but I do try to behave like a gentleman. We’ll speak no more of this and just go back to a friendly working relationship.”

“No!”
 He stares at me. The frown is a puzzled one now.

“No…I mean…yes, I am interested. Definitely. It’s just something that’s completely out of my experience…. Yes,” I repeat, aware that I’m babbling. “I’m definitely interested.”

His stern, elegant face lights up as if the sun’s just come out. He looks happy, genuinely happy, in a way that seems quite astonishing in a man so obviously worldly and experienced.


 “Splendid!” He sets down his glass, and leans forward. “I’m so glad.”
 

 Without any warning, he leans down and dusts my lips with a tiny, fleeting kiss.
“For luck. To seal our agreement.” A wry, strange smile flits across his face. It’s almost as if he’s surprised somehow, but not by me. “Come then.”


 He takes my hand and leads me back toward the fireside.
When he reaches his armchair, he sits down in it, all elegant, languid grace, and draws me between his outstretched thighs. I suddenly feel very small. Like a naughty little girl, and as that registers, I realize it’s exactly what he wants me to feel. Suddenly I’m staring at my toes, too embarrassed to look at him, even though he’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.

“Ah, now then, my Rose…” He reaches out, lifts my chin with the tip of his finger and makes me look at him. His brown eyes are electric, gleaming and wickedly dark. Just for a second his tongue tip flashes out and licks the center of his lower lip, and it’s as if in that instant someone’s thrown a switch and changed everything in the room.


 We’re playing.
 

 “So, do you normally go around prying into people’s private belongings? Or is it just me that you spy on?”
 

 I don’t know how to answer. I don’t even know if I should answer. But he prompts me.
 

 “Well, Rose?”
 

 “Um…no, not normally, but I was interested. I wanted something to watch.”
“And you didn’t think to ask first?”
 “No, my lord…sorry, my lord….”


 His title slips perfectly off my tongue, so sweet and so dangerous in this context.
 

 “I think I should be punished,” I add rashly, suddenly wanting to move on and get to the heart of the game.
“Really?” His voice is arch, slightly mocking, but I can still hear the joy in it. “In that case, my dear, bold Rose, I think we should oblige you, shouldn’t we?” He’s still holding my hand, and unexpectedly he brings it momentarily to his lips before releasing it.

For several long moments, he just watches me, peruses me, looks me up and down as if he’s planning something demonic, and then he says simply, “Undress.”

Oh God, I wasn’t expecting this. I thought it might come afterward—after, I suppose, my first spanking. I’d been picturing myself across his knee, maybe with my skirt up and my knickers down…but not totally naked and exposed.


 When he says, “Did you hear me, Rose?” in a soft tone of remonstration, I realize I’m just standing here dithering.
I peel off my cardigan, and to my surprise he takes it from me and places it over the arm of the chair. Nothing too frightening there. But next, it’s my little buttoned top, and I fumble with the fastenings as if I have five thumbs.

The marquis sighs softly, gently puts my hands down at my sides and then undoes the top himself, divesting me of it with precise efficiency as if he undresses clumsy women all the time. Maybe he does. Well, not necessarily clumsy ones…but who knows whom he sees when he’s not here at the manor overseeing the renovation.

Now, on top, I’m left just in my bra, and the marquis studies it, doing that little head tilt thing of his again, as if he’s grading me on the quality of my underwear. I swallow hard, wondering how my choice stands up. It’s a delicate white lace number, my best…I hope it passes muster. I hope my breasts do as well, beneath. They’re not big, but they’re perky, and right now my nipples are as pink and hard as cherry stones. Something the marquis takes note of by reaching out to squeeze one. I moan like a whore as he twists it delicately through the lace.

Lust and blood and hormones career wildly through my body. It’s as if I’ve got too much energy to fit inside my skin. I close my eyes tightly, ashamed of my own wantonness as my hips begin to weave in time with the delicate tweaking. But the marquis says, “No,” and with his free hand he cups my chin. “Look at me, Rose. Give me your feelings. Don’t deny me them.”

I open my eyes, aware that they’re swimming, but it’s not from the pain. It’s that overflow again, that wild abundance of emotion and sensation; it’s welling over in the form of sudden tears.

The marquis’s eyes are amazing—deep as the ocean, unfathomable and yet on fire. He reaches for my other nipple and as he plays with that, I wriggle anew as if my pelvis had a wicked life of its own.

“You’re willful, sweet Rose,” he purrs, tugging, tugging, first one nipple than the other. This simple punishment is far more testing than any amount of smacking or spanking, I sense, and suddenly I’m proud to be put to such a test.

The marquis’s eyes glitter as if he’s read my sudden thought, and he permits me the beneficence of a slight smile. Then he draws a deep breath and leans back in the chair, abandoning my breasts.
 I feel bereft until he tells me, “Continue.”

Slipping off my bra, he gives my breasts and my rosy, swollen nipples a swift once-over, as if without covering they don’t interest him quite as much. I hesitate and he nods to indicate I should take off my skirt.

First I slip my feet out of my shoes and kick them away, then I unfasten the button and zipper of my skirt. For a moment, I clutch at it, suddenly nervous despite everything. Then I let it drop, and kick it away, standing as proudly as I can in just a very tiny Gstring.


 I keep my own smile inside, but elation geysers up inside me as the marquis can’t disguise his grin.
“Oh, how splendid…how splendid….” he murmurs, and that naughty pink tongue of his slips out again, touching the center of his lush lower lip. Reaching out, he runs the backs of his fingers over the little triangle of lace, and over the fluffy pubic hair that peeks out on either side. Fleetingly, I wish I’d had a chance to visit a salon and get a Brazilian, then I change my mind as his fingertips coil in my floss and gently tug it. He seems to like meau naturel, and whatever the marquis likes, I like too.

He tweaks a little harder and the tension transfers directly to my clitoris. I’m so excited I almost come; I’m so close to the edge. As it is, I let out a groan, I just can’t help myself.

The marquis pulls again, making a tiny pain, a little hurt, prick and niggle at the roots of the little curl he’s playing with. But at the same time, he reaches up with his free hand and places his fingers across my lips.

“Now, now, Rose, you must learn to control yourself,” he reprimands quietly but without rancor. “A good submissive is quiet and still, bearing discomfort—” he twists a little more tightly “— with perfect grace and fortitude. You have a long way to go yet, my dear, but I hope that you’ll learn.”

The tears trickle down my face. This isn’t quite what I expected, and somehow I feel reduced to some kind of wayward little girl for a moment. But this excites me, and inside, deeper than my confusion, is a brighter glow. It’s a game, and my body loves it even though my mind is still learning.


 It isn’t only my tears that are trickling.
As if he too has detected my welling arousal, the marquis’s nostrils flare eloquently. His deep chest lifts as if he’s breathing in my foxy, fruity smell. A slow smile curves his lips and I half expect him to lick them again, savoring my aroma.

A moment later, I’m gasping, fighting for breath, desperate to obey his wishes, and at the same time on the point of shouting out and jerking my hips.

In a sly, deft, sleight-of-hand motion, the marquis has abandoned my pubic curls and slid his fingertips into my cleft beneath the lacy triangle of my underwear. One finger zeroes in like a guided missile and pushes right inside me. He presses in deep and lifts his hand, and I rise on my toes, speared and fluttering.

When he rocks the digit inside me, I grab his shoulders, almost fainting as I come. My resolution crumbles when he squashes his thumb down flat onto my clit and I groan like an animal, lost in pleasure.

Pulsing, sweating, burbling nonsense, I lose all strength as my knees turn to jelly. The marquis’s free arm snakes around my waist to hold me up, while between my legs, he both supports and manipulates me, his finger lodged inside me while his thumb presses and releases, presses and releases, presses and releases…tormenting me by lifting me to orgasm again and again.


 I hold on. My body clamps down on him again and again. Time passes.
Eventually, the tumult ebbs and I flush with shame and a strange, tangled happiness as I regain the ability to stand up straight.


 The marquis’s strong, straight digit is still inside me. And it stays there, his hand cupping my mound, as he speaks to me.
“You have so much to learn, sweet Rose, so much to learn.” He looks into my face, his beautiful brown eyes gleaming with sex, yet somehow almost regretful. “And we have so little time, you and I, don’t we? Just a week or two.”


 What the hell is he talking about? I could stand here forever, possessed by him, my sex his plaything.
And then I remember that all this is temporary. There’s my dream job of a lifetime waiting for me in the Caribbean in a few weeks and I’ll be thousands of miles away from the marquis and his hand, his eyes, his body.

The shock must show on my face because he smiles kindly. “Don’t worry, my dear. All the more reason to make the most of things while we can.” His finger crooks inside me and finds a sweet spot, forcing me to grunt aloud, flex my knees and bear down. “Usually, I start with a little pain before the pleasure. But in your case, I couldn’t resist handling your delightful pussy and making you come.”

He flexes his finger a little more.
 I cry out, “Oh God!” and come again.

It’s quick. It’s hard. It satisfies, yet primes me for more. But instead of either working me to more orgasms, or just pushing me down on the rug, unzipping and thrusting into me, the marquis withdraws his finger, suddenly and shockingly, and offers it to me.


 My head whirling, I wonder what he means, but then it dawns on me that he wants me to clean it off.
 

 My face flaming, I suck my own musk from his warm skin as more flows between my legs to quickly replace it.
 

 I feel bereft when he withdraws the digit and then dries it methodically with his perfectly laundered handkerchief.
“And now to business,” he says briskly, as if implying that I’ve deliberately kept him from it with my orgasms. “I think I’d like to bind you. Are you okay with that?”

Speechless, I nod like an idiot as he reaches down the side of his chair and pulls out a length of soft, silky cord. I feel it slide over my hip and flank as he turns me to face away from him, and then, bringing my hands behind me, he fastens them at the wrist.

I think that this is it, but suddenly he produces another length of cord and, pulling my arms back tighter, he winds it around my elbows, drawing them together.

Twice bound like this, I start to sweat even harder. While not really painful, the position is uncomfortable, and what’s more, it forces my breasts to rise and become more prominent, vulnerable and presented.

When he spins me around again, I feel almost faint as he leans forward and slowly licks and sucks each of my nipples. His silky hair swings and slides against the skin of my midriff and the scent of an expensive man’s shampoo fills my nostrils.

As he torments me with his tongue, I feel his fingers at my thong. He plucks at the lace and elastic and tugs the thing up tight into the division of my sex lips. When the sodden cloth is pressing hard on my clit, he reaches around behind me, working beneath my shackled wrists, and makes a little knot somehow at the small of my back, to keep it taut.

He licks at me a moment or two more, then leans back, almost indolent in his great chair as he cocks his head to one side and regards his handiwork.

I feel like a firecracker in a bottle, an explosion of sexual energy and need contained by my bonds. I’m desperate to come again, but I’m reaching and yearning for more than just simple gratification. The marquis smiles as if he understands me completely.

“And now we really begin,” he says softly, taking me by the waist and pushing me from between his knees. Then, settling himself more comfortably in the chair, and setting his booted feet more squarely on the floor, he nods to me, his eyes dancing with lights and a subtle smile on his handsome face.


 I know what he’s indicating. That I should assume the position.
It’s difficult to settle elegantly across his lap with my hands tied, but I do the best I can, not wanting to disgrace myself. Even so, he has to more or less grapple me into place, setting me at precisely the right angle and elevation and disposing my limbs and torso in the optimum position to present my bottom to his hand.


 I wait for the first spank. The first real one…the tap the other day was nothing, I suspect.
But it doesn’t come yet.
 “Mmmm…”

It’s a low, contemplative sound, and as he utters it, the marquis gently cups my bottom cheek, testing its resilience. The feeling is entirely different this time; his fingers on my bare skin feel like traveling points of electricity, sparking me and goading me as they rove. He grips me harder and I have this sense of some kind of computer in his brain calculating, calculating. How hard to hit. How high to lift his hand for the downstroke. How many slaps is optimum.


 “Ready?” he asks, to my surprise. I’d expected him to just take what he wanted. He’s in charge, after all.
And yet, is he? I bet if I said “no,” even now, he’d immediately desist and help me restore my clothing to decency and propriety. But no way would I do that. I want what I want and it’s what he wants too.


 “Yes,” I whisper, barely able to hear my own breathy voice over the bashing and thudding of my heart.
“Good girl.”
 And then he spanks me.
 Oh, dear God! It hurts! It hurts so much!


 What a shock! I’d expected a tingle, a little burn…something that’s as much pleasure as pain.
 

 Bloody hell, how wrong can you be?
It’s like he’s slapped me with a solid hunk of wood rather than his strong, but only human, hand. For a moment, both mind and bottom are numbed by it, but then sensation whirls in like a hurricane, I shout out loud—something indistinguishable—and my left buttock feels like it’s on fire.


 And that’s just one blow.
 

 As more and more land, I realize in astonishment that in that first shot, he was actually holding back….
Slap! Slap! Slap!
 Spank! Spank! Spank!

The whole of my rear is very quickly an inferno, and the heat sinks like lava into the channel of my sex, reigniting the desire, the grinding longing I felt before my orgasms, and rendering it slight and inconsequential.

I know I should be quiet and still and obedient. I know I should just accept my punishment like a good little girl. Instinct tells me that a master appreciates that in a supplicant. Perfect poise. The perfect ability to absorb the punishment with grace and decorum.

But me, I’m rocking and wriggling about, struggling against my bonds, plaguing my own clit with my wild pony bucking and jerking that makes my pulled-tight thong press and rub against it.

I feel as if I’m going out of my mind, and yet I know, in some still-sane part of it, that I’ve never been happier in my life. Despite the pain and the strangeness and the sheer, unadulterated kink of what’s happening to me, I know that this is where I should be and who I should be with.

The marquis lands a particularly sharp blow, and I let out a gulping, anguished cry. But it’s not from the impact, or the raging fire in my bottom cheeks.


 No, what pains me the most is that in two weeks I’ll be thousands of miles away from the hand that’s spanking me. Still squirming about, my backside still in torment, still almost about to orgasm, I begin to cry piteously, completely out of control and racked by raw, illogical heartache.
 

 As if he were plugged right into my psyche on the deepest level, the marquis stops spanking me immediately.
Strong and sure, he turns me over as if I were as light as a feather across his lap. I gasp as my sore bottom rubs against his denim jeans, but he takes the exhalation into his own mouth as he swoops down to kiss my very breath.

With his tongue still in my mouth, he unfastens my hands and elbows, then, with a swift, sharp jerk that snaps the lace like a cobweb, he wrenches the thong from between my legs and replaces it with his fingertips. His gentle fingertips that love me to a swift, sweet, pain-stealing orgasm.

I moan into his kiss, pleasure sluicing through my loins, rising through my body and my soul and soothing my aching heart. He touches me so tenderly, coaxing me to the peak again and again. As I twist beneath his touch, I realize, distantly, that I’m clinging on to him for the dearest life, yanking at his dark shirt and digging my nails into his back, perhaps inflicting a tiny percentage of the pain I’ve just experienced.


 Finally, we both lapse into silence and stillness. He holds me. I hold him. We’re two breathless survivors of a whirlwind.
How long we sit like this, I have no real idea. My entire world is his strength, his scent, his sure, steady breathing and the beat of his heart in his chest where I huddle against it. After a while, though, another physical factor begins to impress itself on me.


 I’m on the marquis’s lap, and in the cradle of that lap there’s the hard knot of an erection.
I start to feel hot again. My cheeks flush with shame at my own selfishness. This spanking was something he wanted to do, but it was really as much my idea as his…and I’ve had the pleasure of it —several times—and he’s had nothing in the way of sexual release.

He’s been stiff all through this strange interlude and I’ve made not the slightest offer to do anything about that. Even though he’s seen tomysatisfaction…repeatedly!

I wonder how to broach the subject. He seems to be quite content for the moment just to hold me, despite the fact that he must be in a fair degree of discomfort. Something that’s dramatically illustrated when I shift my position slightly and he draws a swift, sharp breath.


 “Um…your lordship…er…shouldn’t we do something about that?”
Not exactly eloquent, but I drive my point home by moving again, cautiously rubbing my sore bottom against the solid bulge that’s stretching his jeans.

If I’ve been expecting a positive response and an enthusiastic segue into the next delicious stage of the proceedings, I’m completely wrong. He remains silent, perfectly silent, for several long moments, and when he does utter a sound it’s a soft, regretful sigh.


 “That’s a sweet offer, my lovely Rose, and I’m very tempted.” I gaze into his face and suddenly discover that he looks quite sad. “But perhaps it’s not the best idea…not really.”
“Why not?” I demand, my submissive role suddenly a thing of the past. His eyes widen, and for a moment I wonder whether I should apologize and grovel a bit, but then he smiles and shrugs, the movement of his shoulders transmitting itself to me more through his erection than anything else.

“I…” He looks away, distant for a few seconds, and then returns his gaze to me. He looks rather sad, almost wistful, and then he smiles again. “I prefer to just touch and play and give pleasure, rather than receive it.”

What?
 “But…um…don’t you need to come?”

He laughs. “Of course I do. But I’ll deal with myself later, Rose.” He tips his head back, as if looking heavenward for inspiration, his night-black hair sliding away from his face with the movement. “It’s hard to explain, but basically, if I get too intimate, I want too much…and I’m not really a good prospect for relationships.” A heavy sigh lifts his chest. “I’m a widower, but I wasn’t much good as a husband. Or even a boyfriend. Too wild…too selfish…. I’ve settled down a lot now, of course—” he makes a vague gesture as if to encompass his responsibilities at the Manor “—but now I’m saddled with debts and commitments, and anyone who takes me on takes all that on as well.”


 I can see what he means, but suddenly, in the midst of that thought, a bright revelation shatters the gloom.
Oh God, even though he’s expressing his shortcomings and his wariness of relationships, the fact that he’s actually mentioned a relationship—marriage even—must mean that he feels more for me, and sees me as more than a temporary employee and a casual spanking playmate.


 Mustn’t it?
“Look, please, let me…let me touch you…or maybe we can even fuck? I won’t expect more than just that. All it’ll be is a bit of pleasure with no commitments. Um…just friendship with a little bit of extra, really, nothing more.”


 It’s out before I’ve really thought about it. But thinking about it, I know I do want more, despite what I say.
Even though it’s possibly the stupidest thing I’ve done in my life, even crazier than agreeing to be spanked by my temporary boss, I’ve only gone and fallen head over heels in love with the marquis, haven’t I?

And he’s right, there’s no future in it, is there? None at all…. Soon I’ll be leaving for the Caribbean, to take up my chance-of-alifetime job!

He looks at me and his dark eyes are still sad, but strangely yearning. It’s as if he’s just read my thoughts, and feels the same bittersweet emotions that I do.

“You’re a wonderful girl, Rose.” He touches my face, the same fingers that punished me now a tender, caressing curve. “You’re far too wonderful for me. If I take more from you, I’ll just want more than that. And more…and more…and that’s not fair of me.” I could weep and scream. Hedoesbloody well care!


 Acting on impulse, I turn my face into his gentle hand and kiss his palm. He groans and mutters, “No!”
But I know I’ve got him. His whole body shakes finely, and beneath me, his cock jerks and seems to harden even more, if that were possible.


 “I shouldn’t…I shouldn’t…”
 

 “It’s all right. It’ll be ‘no strings,’” I whisper against his palm, then inscribe a little pattern, a promise, with my tongue. “Oh hell,” he almost snarls, and then he’s kissing me, tilting me back on his lap and going deep with tongue and lips…and heart?
I embrace him, writhing on his knee again, the discomfort of my spanked bottom forgotten. Wrapping my arms around him, I try to silently say all the things that are too difficult and irrational to say.


 Like…
 

 To be with him just a little while, I’ll pay any price, do things his way and never ask for more.
 

 Like…
 

 I’m prepared to take my chances on his lack of prospects and commitments.
Like…
 Who needs a fucking job in the Caribbean, after all?

This last one shocks me, but just as I think it, the marquis deepens the kiss even further. His arms slide around me, holding me tight, and yet with delicacy, as if I’m precious to him.

And then, somehow, we’re on the rug, and he’s lying over me, great and dark, like a shadow that’s so paradoxical it’s also light. The light of revelation….

His hands rove over my body, exploring with reverence this time, and great emotion. And the touch is a thousand times more sexy than when we played. With a gasp, he straightens up momentarily and rips open his shirt, sending buttons flying in his impatience. Then he embraces me again, skin to skin.

His body is hot, feverish and moist, with a fine sheen of sweat that seems to conduct electricity between us. I moan, loving the communion, almost feeling that this might even be as good as sex in some mysterious way. But then my cunt flutters, reminding me I want more.

Still kissing me, the marquis deftly unbuckles his belt and then unfastens his jeans. But just as he’s about to reveal himself, and allow me to feast my eyes on that which I’ve been fantasizing about since the moment he cordially and quite impersonally welcomed me to the manor and the work team, he lets out a lurid, agonized curse.


 Then says, “I don’t have a condom. I wasn’t expecting to need one.”
A part of me thinks, whoa, he really did mean all that stuff about not fucking! But another part of me gives thanks for the fact that hope always springs eternal.


 “Er…I’ve got one. It’s in the pocket of my skirt.”
He gives me a look that says he thinks I’m a saucy, forward minx, but he’s more than glad of the fact, and then he scoots gracefully across to where my skirt landed, and locates the contraceptive in my pocket.

Back close again, he hesitates, and gives me a beautiful, complex look, full of hunger, compassion, yearning again…and a strange fear. I nod. I feel just the same.

And then he reaches into his jeans and reveals himself. Involuntarily, I make a little “ooh” sound.

He’s big. Stunning. Delicious. His cock is as handsome and patrician as his face, magnificently hard and finely sculpted. He’s circumcised and his glans is moist and stretched and shiny. I’ve never seen a prettier one, and it’s almost a shame when he swiftly robes it in latex.

I reach for him, expecting him to move between my splayed thighs. But with all the authority of his centuries-old title, he takes hold of me and moves me into his preferred position. With his arm around my waist, he scoops me up and places me on my hands and knees and moves in behind me.

It’s not what I would have chosen but I’ll take what I can get. And I understand his reasons. This way is more impersonal, not too intimate and less dangerous to his emotions and to mine.

At least I think so, until he moves in closer, pressing his condom-clad penis against my still-tingling buttocks while he leans over me and molds his bare chest against my back so he can reach to give the side of my neck a soft kiss.

I sway against him, loving the kiss, loving his skin, loving his scent…and loving him. His weight is on one hand, and with the other he strokes me gently and soothingly, hot fingertips traveling over my breasts and my rib cage, then skimming my waist before finally settling over my sex. He cups me there, not in a sexual sense, but in a vaguely possessive way that’s almost more intimate than a blatant attempt to stimulate me.


 Then his long finger divides my labia and settles on my clit.
I moan, long and low, already fluttering as he rubs in a delicate, measured rhythm. He’s trying to make me come first, I realize, and perversely I resist for a few seconds, holding out for our union. But he’s far too clever and too skilled, and I crumble, coming heavily and with an uncouth, broken cry.


 As I’m still pulsating, he pushes in, the head of his cock finding my entrance with perfect ease.
Oh God! He’s big! He feels even bigger than he looks, so hot and imposing. I pitch forward onto my folded arms as he ploughs into me, making a firm foundation from which to push back at him.


 The impact of his penetration shocks my senses for a moment, and pleasure ebbs while I assimilate what’s happened to me.
I’ve got the marquis’s cock inside me. I’m possessed by this strange, elegant, deeply personal and mysterious man that I work for. We are one, for the moment; joined by flesh.


 But when he starts to move, I’m back in my body and the pleasure reasserts itself.
We rock against each other and he thrusts in long, easy, assured strokes. At first he grips my still-tingly bottom cheeks, but as things get more intense, he inclines right over me, taking his weight on one hand again while with the other, he returns his loving attention to my clit.

Somehow he manages to stroke me in exactly the way that suits me, a firm rhythm, devilishly circling, but not too rough. God alone knows how he manages it. Maybe it’s pure instinct or something? Because, judging by the way he’s gasping and growling, he’s just as out of it as I am.

Sublime and miraculous as all this is, I can’t hold out for long. And I don’t. Within moments, I’m growling too, like some kind of she-wolf, and climaxing furiously. Dimly, I sense the marquis trying to contain himself, conserve himself as long as he can, to increase my pleasure. But I’m not having any of that—I wanthis pleasure too!

I milk him hard with my inner muscles, and he lets out such a string of profanities—in his immaculate upper-crust accent—that I find myself laughing just as wildly as I’m coming.

Then he laughs too, pumps hard and fast and shoots inside me. I feel the little bursts of his spurting semen even through the condom, and despite it being very stupid, I suddenly wish the rubber protection wasn’t there. As we both tumble forward in a gasping, sweating, laughing, climaxing heap, I have fleeting but dangerous thoughts about one or two or three little marquises or honorables or whatever, all running around the place looking as dark and aristocratic and beautiful as their daddy.

Lying on the rug, wrapped in his arms as he cradles me spoon-style—his still partly clothed body warm and protective against mine—I fight with a huge case of genuine post-coital tristessethis time.

This is all there is, Rose, I tell myself. A couple of weeks of this. A bit of naughty spanking and sex play by mutual consent. Maybe a friendly, but not too personal, fuck or two.


 And then you’re off to your lovely new job and a new life of opportunity.
 

 While he stays here, in the heart of England, tending to his great house.
 

 Outside, I hear it start to rain again.
 

 Two weeks later, it’s still raining. In fact, there’s a raging thunderstorm outside and it’s really scaring me.
But in a way, this is a good thing. It’s taking my mind off the fact that tomorrow, I’m supposed to be leaving. And though I won’t miss this cold, English rain one bit, there are a lot of things I am finding very hard to leave.


 This funny old house has really grown on me, and I wish I was going to be here to see it finished.
I’m going to really miss being spanked and tied up and given mock orders in a mock-stern, beautifully cut-glass English voice. Oh, I’m sure there’ll be a man somewhere in the Caribbean who’ll oblige me, but it won’t be the same, it won’t be the same.

And pleasure, oh how I’ll miss the pleasure. Not just any pleasure, but the bliss gifted to me by a man who seems to know my every thought, my every response, inside out.

I’ll miss the sex, too, even if I never do get to see his glorious face as he comes inside me. But even if he won’t face me, I still don’t think I’ll ever find anyone with his finesse, his strength, his sweetness, his consideration…and his mastery.

Yes, it’s the marquis. I fear he’s irreplaceable.
 And it’s our last night.

Lights flicker along the passage as I make my way to the little sitting room, and just as I knock on the door, as I always do now, the lights dim and then go out. There’s still some rewiring to do and this happens now and again, but this is the first time the power’s gone out in a storm.


 There’s a loud crack of thunder, and lightning flashes almost simultaneously.
 

 I shriek with fear and the door to the study flies open.
If I wasn’t so terrified of the storm outside, I would laugh out loud. It’s just like a Dracula movie, with a venerable old house, a wild storm and a beautiful, dramatic aristocrat dressed from head to foot in black.


 I squeak again as he gathers me to him and hustles me into the softly lit room.
“I didn’t think you’d come tonight, Rose. I thought you’d be down with the others in the kitchen, all seeing out the storm together.”

I would be annoyed that he’d think that of me, except that the joy in his eyes at the fact that I did come is patent. He looks as if I’ve just given him a supremely magnificent gift, and that expression binds me to him far tighter than any length of rope ever could.

Mad, mad thoughts gather in my mind. They’re thoughts that have been circling for the past two weeks, nipping at my resolutions and my every idea of what I’ve always wanted for my future.

But they’re so crazy that I find it hard to acknowledge them, and when thunder cracks again they disappear, along with almost all my normal ones.

The marquis wraps me in his arms, softly cooing to me in low, comforting tones, and it’s only as I settle that it dawns on me that I just shouted out incoherently again.

The embrace isn’t sexual, it’s protective. And yet I can still feel him hard against my belly. I hope he’ll make love to me tonight, seeing as it’s our last time. He doesn’t always. Sometimes he’s still hard when he escorts me to my little room, high in the old servants’ quarters, and I can only assume he deals with his own needs after, alone.

His hold on me is too nice, too sweet and tempting. I struggle out of his grip and try to sink to the floor and kneel…to begin the game.


 But he holds on to me, his big, strong hands gripping my shoulders.
 

 “Not tonight, dear. You’re too frightened, aren’t you?”
He gazes at me, his dark eyes full of complicated emotion. He doeswant to play. I can tell by his erection and the tension in his body that these games of ours seem to release just as much as actual sex does. But there’s more, so much more on his mind.


 Turbulent joy rushes through my veins. He’s going to miss me! My marquis is going to miss me!
 

 And it’s for more reasons than just the obvious one—because he likes to spank my bottom….
Amazingly, for one so confident and masterful—both by birth and by inclination—he snags his lip like a nervous, unsure boy. And in this sudden, weighted moment, I sense another, far more real, chance of a lifetime.


 “Where’s your bedroom, Christian?”
His given name, on my lips for the first time, comes out so naturally. He looks perplexed for a moment. Not angry or confused, just amazed really. I can almost see him rapidly processing an array of new factors in our brief relationship. Then his sculpted, intelligent face lights with joy.

“Not far,” he says, suddenly gruff as he grabs my hand and leads me swiftly out of the room. His long stride eats up the yards and I have to trot to keep up with him.

As we round a corner onto another corridor, a particularly violent crack of thunder seems to shake the entire manor, and I yelp again and falter, despite my eagerness to follow wherever he leads. He spins around, his long, night-black hair whipping up as he turns, and in one smooth, effortless move, he sweeps me up in his arms, and then we continue on our way, me being carried and with my arms wound tight around his neck.

The storm, his knight-errant act and his intoxicating and spicy male fragrance all make me dizzy. Everything feels unreal, yet more real than anything that has ever happened or will happen.

As he kicks open a door, there is no job, no Caribbean, no life plan…just the marquis…no…just Christian and his bedroom and his bed.

His room is big and dark and lit by just one rather anemic bedside lamp—rather gloomy. It’s nothing like what one would expect in a stately home, but then it’s not a public area, just actual living space. The bed isn’t even made, so I guess he does his own housework up here. My gaze skitters around and I notice there’s a black shirt flung across a rather saggy armchair in the corner, a bottle of gin and a glass on the sideboard and a heap of books beside the bed, all with old, well-worn bindings.


 It’s like the cell of some rather libertine type of monk. But he won’t be particularly monkish for much longer, if I get my way.
 

 Christian carries me to the bed, sets me down on it and sits down beside me.
His face is still a picture of enigmatic emotions, as if there’s a war going on inside him. But at least one part of the battle is quickly resolved, because drawing in a deep breath, he sweeps his hair back to one side and then leans down to kiss me.

It starts gently, but quickly takes fire, his tongue possessing me face-to-face in a way his cock never has. Adjusting his position without breaking lip contact, he stretches out alongside me, then half over me, reaching for my hand and a lacing his fingers tightly with mine.

For a long time he just kisses me as if he were fucking me, his tongue diving in, exploring and imprinting its heat on the soft interior of my mouth. I can’t believe how exciting it is, as stirring in its own way as any of the naughty sex games we’ve played. And yet, for all its power, it’s a simple kiss.

When my jaw is aching and my lips feel full and red and thoroughly marauded, he sits up again, and mutters, “Oh God, I shouldn’t do this….”

“Yes, you should!” I insist, not sure what it is he shouldn’t be doing, but every instinct screaming that if I don’t get it now, I’ll just go mad.

For a moment, he tips back his head and looks to the somewhat discolored ceiling moldings for inspiration. His sublime hair slides back, accentuating his profile, and giving him the look of a fallen archangel contemplating his sins. And then he swoops back down again and starts undressing me, his hands working deftly at first, and then more frantically. I swear if I didn’t help him, he’d probably have torn my flimsy knickers to get them off.

Thunder peals again, and though I don’t cry out, I still can’t help but flinch. Instantly, he’s holding me to him, stroking and cherishing and protecting, his still fully clothed body creating a piquant sensation against my bareness.

But when the noise from the heavens ebbs, I spring into action. I don’t want to be just held. I want to be fucked! I want him inside me, face-to-face, possessing every bit of me.

And now it’s my turn to tear at clothes, wrenching open his shirt as he first heels off his boots and kicks them away, then fumbling with his belt and his jeans button and struggling to free him from his jeans. Between us we achieve our objective and he sinuously wriggles clear of the restriction of the denim.

He’s glorious naked. Utter perfection. Long and lean, yet powerful, his enticingly defined chest dusted with a scattering of dark hair. And there’s more of that dark hair clustered below, adorning the base of his belly and the root of his eager, jutting cock.


 He’s everything I’ve ever wanted in a man, and I want to be worthy of him, a graceful, dexterous, intelligent lover.
But instead, I squeal like a scared kid and hurl myself at him for protection when thunder roars again, right overhead. The crack is so loud I’m convinced the manor has been struck, but it seems not to have been when all Christian does is gather me into his arms and hold me tight against his warm, hard body, stroking my back and murmuring sweet, reassuring bits of nothing.

The heavens rage and bellow, lightning illuminating the room, even though the obviously ancient and rather shabby curtains are quite thick. One powerful arm still wrapped around me, Christian tugs at the bedclothes—old-fashioned linen sheets, woolen blankets and a quilt on top—and pulls them right up and over our heads, sealing out the light show and some, if not all, of the noise.

“Better?” he whispers, his voice echoing strangely in our frowsty little nest. He tightens his arms around me again, and snuggles me close. The heat under all this bedding is really quite oppressive, but the sensation of safety, and of being cared for, more than makes up for that.

And the fact that he’s still erect, and his delicious penis is pushing against my belly and weeping warm, silky fluid, makes matters infinitely more interesting and sensual.

“Yes….” I whisper, adjusting myself to rub against him and let him know that my fear of the storm hasn’t killed my desire for him. In fact, the more I feel that long, hard, fabulous tower of flesh against my skin, the less I seem to be noticing the muffled booming of the thunder.

“Well, we’ll have to pop out sooner or later, or we’ll suffocate.” He pauses, then chuckles. “And I’m going to need some air if I’m going to make love to you properly. A guy needs plenty of wind in his lungs for a good performance.”

As if by magic, the next roll of thunder sounds much more muted, more distant. And the one after that even more so, far less fierce.

“I think I’ll be all right now.” I place my hand flat against his belly, then slide on down. When I fold my fingers around his prick, he gasps and tugs at the quilt, so we emerge.


 “Are you sure? It could still come back again. We could wait a little while, if you’d like.”
He’s still concerned, thoughtful, caring. Even though his penis is like a bar of fire in my hand, and the satin flow of pre-come is yet more copious.


 “I don’t think I can wait.”
It’s true. My own body is flowing for him too. I’m wetter than a river down below. The thunder chunters again in the background, and though I flinch, my need for Christian is far greater than my remaining fears.


 I part my legs and he gets the message and starts to touch me, his fingertip settling lightly, yet with authority, on my clit.
The pleasure comes quickly, as wild and elemental as the storm, and just as electric. Within seconds, I’m climaxing hard, rocked by the intense, hungry spasms in my sex, and fighting a battle with myself not to grip Christian’s cock too roughly.


 But he just laughs kindly, and pushes toward me while I pulse and pulse.
When I get my breath back, I stare at him as he looms over me in the low light from the bedside lamp. I’m still holding his erect penis, but there’s more than sex in his eyes. They’re dark yet brilliant, a chiaroscuro of turbulent emotions. They seem to say so much, yet the message is still scrambled, unclear. I sense some of it, and it takes my breath away again.


 “I want to make love to you.” His voice is husky, low, intent. “No spanking, no mind games, no ropes or bondage. Not tonight.”
I don’t know what to say, but he seems to read my thoughts. He gives me a little smile, then rolls away from me for a moment and pulls open a drawer in the bedside cabinet, and fishes around in it without looking. It takes next to no searching to produce a foilwrapped condom. He puts it into my free hand.

My fingers shake as I dress him in it, rolling the superthin latex over his silky skin and encasing the iron-hard strength of his erection. When he’s covered, I hesitate.


 What will he want? His usual position? Taking me from behind?
 

 I start to roll into position, but he stops me, a firm but gentle hand on my flank.
 

 He smiles, pushes me flat against the mattress and then parts my legs and moves swiftly and elegantly between them. For a moment, he just rests there, the head of his cock nestling tantalizingly at my opening, almost quiescent.
 

 “I’ve so been wanting to do this,” he says, his eyes grave. “Wanting it, but knowing I shouldn’t.”
 

 I want to saywhy not?But I think I know why.
 

 Games of spanking and bondage are just that. Games. Beautiful and life-enhancing. Sexual fun.
 

 But this, this is serious. This is more.
I sense a different kind of bond breaking as he enters me. It’s a restriction. An artificial barrier we’ve set between ourselves, and it’s shattered now.

All is open. All is honest, dangerous but wonderful. “I love you,” he says quietly, then starts to thrust.

I can’t speak, but I show him with my body that I feel the same. By holding him in my arms as tightly as I can while still allowing him to move. By hooking my legs around his body, and undulating my hips to press against him.


 If only I could mold our two forms so closely together that we could become one, be inside each other’s skin.
We rock and surge against each other, our heated perspiration almost fusing us in the way I crave. Christian’s thrusts are short, shallow, urgent, almost desperate. He braces himself on one arm for leverage, and clasps me tightly to him with the other, his fingers digging into my flesh, not in cruelty but in possession and fierce need.

The joining is manic, almost animal, and yet at the same time soaring and transcendent. Holding him, being held and owned and fucked by him, I’m aware of my life changing as my flesh throbs with pleasure and clutches at his.


 I gasp those three words too as my future changes shape.
In the morning, the park outside is fresh and clean and bright with sunshine. It’s like a brand-new world after the storms of last night, a tangled paradise as I stare out from the window.

On the mantelpiece, Christian’s clock reads a little after 6 a.m., but I’m wide-awake, anticipating a busy day ahead. I’ve so much to do and I don’t know how to start.


 So instead, I return to bed…and my man.
We said very little last night. Our bodies spoke for us. But this morning, I have to confirm not just my hopes and fears but my beloved’s.

I know he probably wants what I want, but will his ancestral notions of duty and honor stop him from taking it? He might feel he has to set aside his needs for what he thinks is best for me.


 Time to persuade him that he can’t live without me.
Lifting the sheet that covers him, I feast my eyes on his magnificent body for a few moments, loving his tousled hair and the faintly sweaty early-morning aroma of his skin. His patrician face looks younger in repose, and his long, lush eyelashes are two dark fans against his cheekbones.


 I wonder whether to bend down and take his cock in my mouth. It’s already thickening, as if it’s awake even if Christian himself isn’t quite yet.
But instead, I try something different. Lying down against him I press my bottom against his thighs, and then draw his sleeping hand against its rounded shape, hoping he’ll respond.

Yours, I think as his fingers automatically curve and cup me. Yours until the end of time, to spank and play with at your leisure.


 “You do know what you’re asking for, doing that, don’t you?”
His voice is sleepy, yet still full of masculine power. He squeezes my cheeks briskly, already waking and ready for his treat.


 “Um…yes, I think so.”
“You know, there isn’t really time, my love.” There’s regret there, but it’s tempered with typical British stoicism. As if he’s bracing himself already for what he dreads. “Isn’t your taxi coming at eight? Shouldn’t you be packing?”


 I can’t speak. Now that I have to tell him about my decision, I’m scared. I know I’ve read him right, and I know he cares, but still… “I’m not going.”
 

 There’s a long silence. His hands are still upon me, but they’re quiescent.
And then he laughs. And squeezes again.
 “You’re a very silly girl. You know that, don’t you?”

“Yeah, I do know it…but it doesn’t change things.” I press myself back into his hold. “I’ve decided that I like rain, and I want to hang around here, stay on the team and see what this old heap looks like when the renovation is finished.”

“Is that all?” I hear the smile in his voice as he rolls me onto my front, still palpating my bottom in a way that’s utterly sensual and full of delicate, delicious menace. “I do hate it when someone I care about keeps things from me.” He lifts his hand, and that’s more menacing than ever. “Now, tell me the whole truth…or I shall be forced to punish you.”

“You might think I’m a bit forward.”
 “I’ll be the judge of that, Rose. Now tell me.”
 I hesitate again. Deliberately.

He makes a soft tutting sound, and though I can’t see him, I imagine him shaking his head, and his gorgeous black hair rippling.

A little tap lands on my right buttock. It’s light, barely a smack at all, but my sex ripples in luscious excitement. He barely has to touch me and I’m soaring toward pleasure already.


 Another tap lands and I swirl my hips, rubbing my mound against the mattress, trying to stimulate my clit.
“Keep still. Don’t be naughty.”
 He’s fighting not to laugh, and his voice is so warm, so affectionate that I begin to melt in an entirely different way. My


 spirits sing as I work my crotch, happily defying him.
 

 He smacks again and again, a little harder, warming up my hind parts to match the glow in my sex and in my heart. “Tell me…tell me everything.” He smoothes his free hand down my back and my flank, the other still softly slapping at my bottom.
It’s hard to answer now because I’m so turned on I can’t think straight to form words, and it’s also getting difficult to keep my hips still against the sheets.


 I grab at the pillows, clutching the linen of the pillowcase hard in an effort to concentrate.
 

 “I…I’ve decided that I’d quite like to find out what it’s like to be a marchioness!”
 

 There’s a pause, during which I hold my breath, then I feel a kiss settle on the small of my back like a butterfly.
“Well, I can tell you what that will be like.” His breath is hot against my skin, wafting over my bottom, which is already even hotter. “You’ll never have any money. You’ll spend your life enslaved to a great monster of a house that’ll never ever stop needing attention.” He kisses me just one more time, and then straightens up again. “And you’ll probably get your bottom smacked at least once a day, if not considerably more often!”


 Spanks begin to rain down. Hard, loving, rhythmical and stirring. I surge against the mattress, my clit pulsating and my heart thudding and leaping with the purest love.
A while later, I’ve been spanked and I’ve been fondled and I’ve been comprehensively fucked…and I’ve been brought to climax again and again and again. And with each smack, each stroke, each thrust and each orgasm, I’ve been told that I’m cherished and adored.

Christian’s gone back to sleep now, and I’m lying here savoring the peace and the closeness of his beloved body. Pretty soon I’ll have to start making phone calls and explaining a lot of things to a lot of very astonished people. But for now, I’m just listening to my darling’s breathing and the sound of a new, teeming downpour outside.


 British weather? It’s not so bad…in fact, I love it! Almost as much as I love the man who’s at my side.
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