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Chapter One


 



The man who stood in front of her was an immovable object.
In fact, Ara thought, one could almost say he was the
epitome of the great ape she had seen at Exeter Exchange the week before.
Except, it was possible that was doing any great ape an injustice. The one she
had perused had intelligence and humor in his eyes. This man, she decided, had
neither. He was overlarge in every way possible. Not only was he so tall she had
to crane her neck to look up to him—and she herself was not a short woman—he
had wide shoulders and an impressive girth. All bulk and no
brains. She decided he was not a person to mess with.


"I have to enter," she said for the third time. It
was obvious he’d heard her. His eyelids had widened at her words, therefore, he
could not be deaf. Would persistence pay off? Her body quivered with worry. She
put her hands into her muff to ensure he did not see the way they trembled. 


"I must speak to Viscount Willingham." Once she
found him, she would shake her brother. Until his teeth
rattled. "I know he is within." She stopped to gather her thoughts.
The ape needed to be made aware of the urgency of her demand. "It is of
paramount importance." How she managed not to stamp her foot, either on or
off his instep, Ara could not be certain. She held onto her temper with the
greatest of difficulty. It had long been one of her personal diktats that more
flies were caught with honey than vinegar, for all that she wished to be
acerbic.


Damn Willingham, why he had to slope off to his club when so
much was at stake she would never know. 


Actually, I do know. His cock
aches and his balls are blue. This is the only way that he is able to sate
them. If I had those appendages, I fear I would be in the same state. As it is
my mound is damp and my nipples hard as I imagine the delights to be had
inside.


 "Well?" The
ape had cleared his throat.


"Sorry, marm. This is a private members club." Was
that a glimmer of pity she could see in his dark eyes?  "You are not a member. Members
only. Invited guests, who have been notified to us
well in advance. No deviations from the rules, more than my job's worth.
And I have no knowledge of such a person." Evidently
not.


 Now that I know to be a lie.
I have oft followed him when he departs in a certain set of clothes. Those he
wore tonight when he visited me were they. She opened her mouth to protest, just as he
moved to one side. The door opened and a masked and caped gentleman exited the
door and doffed his cap. Ara saw the coin that passed
between them.


"And tipping the doorman is allowed?" she asked in
a voice deceptive in its mildness. The doorman flushed.


 "It is none of
your business. Now, may I flag a hackney for you? It is getting late."


She shook her head. Late? To most
members of the ton, they would just be going to bed after an evening of
frivolity. Only she, it seemed, was missing such jollities. "It is a
matter of life and death. I beg you." And how it irks me to beg. "At least pass him a message and I
will wait here until he exits." She opened her reticule for a tablet and
pencil.


"No, I've told you. I know of no such person. Just
leave now, before either of us is in trouble. This is not for the likes of you."
He glared at her as if he dared her to argue. Predictably, she did.


"You lie. He is here, and so it seems am I. I will—I must speak to him somehow."


He took a step towards her and took hold of her arm. Before
he had a chance to do anything else, she jammed him in his ample stomach with
her elbow. Caught unawares, the man bent over with a wheeze as he gasped in
pain. "No need for violence, miss, you can't go in and you can't stop
here. That's final. You'll put the members off coming."


Ara choked on a splutter. Luckily
the ape didn't see his double entendre.


 "Oh, I think I
can." She looked at the flags below her feet and mentally sighed. It was
lucky her pelisse was dark, and the pavement dry.  "Do both," she said as he stared at
her. His expression was one of bewilderment. With a gentle touch, Ara patted his arm. "No matter, you cannot be held
responsible for your imbecility." With a shrug of one elegant shoulder,
she lowered herself to the ground and sat down. 


"Hey, you can't go and do that." He looked
agitated. "It's not right, a lady on the floor."


That was not what she had heard. Ara
smiled, and her eyes narrowed. His face mottled as if he was a turkey about to
have his neck rung.


"Miss, Marm." His voice was hoarse. "Please,
for the love of God, remove yourself. It is dark, 'tis not safe for the likes
of you. And,"—he rolled his eyes—"you'll get me sacked, so you will."
She may sympathize, but could not back down now. Too much rested on seeing her brother.


 "May I go
inside?"


He shook his head. His hands clenched and unclenched.


 "Ah, well."
With an insouciance she did not feel, she took one of
the latest editions from Hookham's Circulating Library out of her spacious
reticule and began to read. The lamp was perfectly placed to allow her to see
the print. Nonetheless such was her agitation, it could have been written in
Latin for all she understood. Her anxiety was too high to concentrate on
anything.


The stone flags were cold, the night air chilly, and her
dress and pelisse nowhere near enough to ward of the
chill as it seeped into her.


My arse will be frozen. It
will need a great deal of heat to warm it. Well, she thought, it seemed she was
almost in the right place to rectify that.


Ten minutes passed. She flicked the pages in an attempt to
look enthralled. Another cloaked and masked figure approached, took one look at
her, and hurried away. Twenty more minutes ticked by on the church clock she
could spy over the rooftops. Three more mysterious people later, all who
declined to approach, and she could feel the waves of frustration emanating from
the doorman. He had eventually stopped rubbing his stomach, and had taken to
glaring at her from a safe distance.


At last the door opened and light streamed out, sending long
shadows towards her. Ara wished she had not chosen a gothic horror story to
read. Mrs. Fuller's prose was enough to send thrill and chills through her
without any encouragement.


A tall, elegant, unmasked gentleman stepped out. After one
brief look, she kept her head down. It was one thing to suspect, another to
have her suspicions confirmed.


"Leyton, we are several members short," he said as
he addressed the ape. "To say nothing of the
entertainment. Is there any reason they should be held up?"


It seemed the doorman was the so-called Leyton. Out of the
corner of her eye, Ara saw him gesture to her. Her seat was partially screened
by a bush from the doorway, but noticeable to anyone who approached from the
street. She had chosen that particular set of flags on purpose.


"The lady over there, my lord. She has a particular yen to
see Viscount Willingham, even though I told her I knew no such person."
Had those last words been emphasized? Ara chose not to move. All of a sudden, a
frozen arse seemed the last of her worries. This evening was proving to take a
very different direction from the one she had expected.


"Where? Ah, behind the bush. Is she
hiding?"


"No, my lord." The doorman's voice was
lugubrious. "Scaring off the punters...I mean member…oh, tarnation. The…ah, visitors, your visitors, actors. Ah…" 


"Quite," said that well-known voice. "I will
see what the young female wants."


"Well, I wouldn't put it quite like that, sire,"
Leyton said. He sounded hesitant. "Not a young lady as such."


Bastard.
I may be three and thirty, but I am not
in my dotage yet. As footsteps approached her, Ara
resigned herself to the inevitable and sat upright, staring in the direction
from whence they came.


"Hello, my lord. Fancy seeing you
here." She injected just the right amount of insouciance into her
voice.


"Araminta?" He sounded surprised, as well
he should be. "Why are you here?"


"Your oaf,"—she waved at Leyton—"would not
let me in. I need to speak to Jeremy at once. It is imperative he returns home
immediately. Father is dying and if he is not there at the last, anything not
entailed goes to cousin Stanley. Aa Stanley is the attending
physician. I have left Jeavons watching him closely, but there is not long,
even a fool can see that."


"What makes you believe he is at this, er,
establishment?"


"Oh, really, Felton," she said crossly. "I am
not so gullible as to imagine Jeremy spends his leisure playing tiddlywinks, or
spillikins," she said, her impatience showing. Although, she suspected he might
well spill something! Truly men were so ignorant
of a woman's intelligence. How could she show her hand in a ladylike
manner? She decided she couldn’t. She took a deep breath. "I neither know or care how he is tied up this evening." I could but wish I had the chance to indulge
so, but I may as well wish to be spanked until my cunt weeps. Neither is likely
to be forthcoming. "He must untangle himself and return home post
haste. We all know he could not sustain his indulgent lifestyle with only the
entail, and I for one am not prepared to share my own inheritance with him or
any man." She paused and said with deliberate emphasis, "As you, my husband, should know."


There was silence. His lordships eyes sparked fire and Ara thought she saw amusement in them at her well-chosen words.


"I am sure he does, my lady. Alas, I must deny your
access. Leyton is correct, only members and their pre-arranged guests are
allowed through the doors. You are neither." He may as well add or ever likely to be; the cad.


Fire swept through her body at the appraising look he gave
her. Does he wish I could be?


"No, I expect not." Her tone was cordial. "Although, you also admit performers?"


 "If
the committee agrees. No one else. You are not
one."


 She smiled. Ara knew it was not a pleasant smile. Her body was too
taut, too fine-stretched for it to be so. The color ran under his skin and one
brief glance showed her his cock proud and hard outlined by his pantaloons. She
moved in for the kill, as a predator in the wild would do. He had never seen
her aroused. That was to his detriment and her favor.


 "I think you err,
my Lord Dalrey. I suggest you read your lease." Her voice, she hoped was
like liquid silk, soft and seductive as it curled round him.


 His eyes were like
arrow slits with molten metal behind them. Not a man she knew to be swayed by
sensual things, his look sent long lost sensations of arousal through her. Her quim
tingled and her juices flowed at the expression on his countenance. If a man
ever wanted to gain the upper hand by any means, his demeanor showed him to be
that person.


 "I beg your
pardon, Lady Suster?" The name was a knife in her side.


 "Your
lease, third page, clause eleven." Her heart was breaking as she
took a deep breath. Why now call her that? Her nails dug into her palms to steady
herself. The pain kept her equilibrium for her. "The owner shall be
permitted to enter at anytime, to inspect the premises without prior warning."


He nodded. Enlightenment swept over his face as she paused
for effect. He held a hand out to her, and she took it to help her to stand. His
touch sent goose bumps up her arm, and a low throb began in her cunt. He
stroked her palm with his finger. All Ara could think of
was how that finger would feel stroking her quim. 


Stop that. He does not know
what you like, or desire. Nor does he want to. Be thankful for what you have. Or are about to receive.


Once on her feet, she dusted herself down briskly.


 "You do remember that clause I presume?"


 He nodded.


 "Good, then let
us go in. Lead the way, Lord Dalrey. I am the owner and I am exercising my prerogative,
whatever name you chose to call me." She took a sheet of vellum out of her
reticule and handed it to him. "As you see."


He took it with one hand and scanned the copperplate
writing. 


He dropped her other hand, just as swiftly as she had
dropped her bombshell.


 



 







Chapter Two


 



Fuck, now what? Felton picked up her hand
again and kissed it. Why had he used the name of her late husband? Why did he
not address her with her new title? He could kick himself. It could be arranged for someone to do so. He chose not to listen
to that voice.


"My love, you need not. I will see if he is within and
send him home. Do you not think you should be there?" He hoped he did not
sound as frantic as he felt.


"Why?" she asked him. "Why should I be at
home? My husband is not. Nor it seems, am I your love."


Sparks flew from her eyes and hit
him as tiny daggers, piercing his heart. He had an idea she would not listen to
his answer.


 "Truly, my dear,
you should not be here."


 "Truly, my dear,"
she said and her tone mocked him. "Nor should you."


Felton thought she had a point. How could he tell her what
demons chased him out of his marital bed?


 "Araminta,"
he said. "I beg you, give me leave to have someone find Willingham,
wherever he is, and escort him home. Let me find someone to escort you to your papa's side. I will join you
later."


Her eyes shone with unshed tears and his heart sank. He had
brought her to this and had no idea how to cure it. Unless… No his mind shied away from the one thing he desired.
Araminta would be horrified. Or would she? His balls were rigid, his cock rock
hard as he saw the glint of battle spark in those deep grey orbs.


"Felton, you know as well as I, he will not wish to see
me. I am his disappointment. I have long accepted that, and it matters not. Willingham
has to be there. As
for you? You may lie to yourself about your reasons for leaving me on
our wedding night, but do not lie to me. I was married, happily married for
five glorious, exciting, and too many, perverted years. I have done more than
most, and less than others. Why do you think George left me this building and
told me his plans for it? Why—" She paused, and her tongue slid between
her lips and traced their contours. His dick did a cotillion at the sight.
"Do you think he admired you so?" she continued. "Demanded I
allow you all this?" Her arm swept out to encompass the grey stones of the
building. After one swift downward glance, she lifted her gaze back to his face
and ignored his rampant erection. "Why he told me to ensure you could continue
to have this place for your activities. Why I was to reveal my position as
owner when I felt it was time?" She shook her head, and he saw amusement
obvious on her face. "Let us be clear here also. Why did he make sure all he left me was sewn up so tight no future
husband could acquire it as is the norm?"


 He was silent. What
could he say? He had no answer, except, possibly, I want to bury my cock so deep in your arse my balls will slap your cunt
as my hand reddens your globes? Even though his newly wedded wife professed
to know all things dark, he was sure this would be beyond Araminta’s
ken. He had heard no rumors about the proclivities of her late husband, or
indeed met him in any clubs he had frequented. He wondered how the true name of
the owner of the building had been kept from him. The ton seeped secrets like a
leaky bucket.


"So," she said once the silence had lengthened to
discomfort, "let us go."


 He let out the breath
he had not realized he was holding. To his amusement, his cock deflated as a
pigskin bladder bereft of wind. She let him place her hand on his arm and he
moved away from the building.


The tug on his arm rocked him on his heels. The swat to his
rear made him spin round.


"I said I wish to go inside, Felton. As
is my prerogative. The fact you are trying to be helpful makes no difference.
Already I suspect your doorman will have hurried inside to dispatch any
excesses you think fit to hide from me." Her fingers drummed a rapid
tattoo of impatience on his coated arm. Each tap gave him the urge to respond
with a similar chastisement on her bottom. Thrice over.
Even so, her prosaic statement made him laugh. 


"You are wrong. He is standing slack-a-jawed watching
us, wondering if I am about to castigate you for that tap to my arse."


He felt a shudder go though her, and heard her gasp. 


"Ah, and are you?" Her breath came in pants and he
saw a sheen of perspiration appear on her soft skin.
Felton's body tightened in desire. Did she truly desire such delights? He
feigned not to hear. Not then, he had a lot to think about, it seemed, before
he sat down and spoke with frankness to his wife.


She tilted her head up to him. Her dark curls were beginning
to come loose from her elaborate hairstyle. Felton had to clench his hands
tight to stop himself from discarding her hat and hairpins and using it to pull
her to him. He wanted to tug until he made her moan, pull her to him, and wind
it around his hand to hold her where he desired. Instead, he bowed his head. Who looks the sub now? he wondered.


"Come then. Though you will go straight to the office
and I will dispatch someone to see if Willingham is here."


"You still do not understand, do you? This is my property. I have every intention of
inspecting wherever I see fit."


 "Araminta,
you…" He hesitated. How to tell her many members came in anonymous and
remained so? "What happens within these walls,
stays there. We have members who do not wish their identities divulged. I
cannot let you jeopardize that. So we will go to my office." 


She pounced on the possessive pronoun. "So you now
admit you are the owner?"


He kissed her nose and ignored her startled jerk.
"Minx, you have the contracts, you know it is so. How though do I not see
your name there?"


"Silk Enterprises, my lord." Now why hadn't he realized? Felton
was silent as he gathered his thoughts. Under the terms of the lease, they had
to allow the owner immediate access at any time or forfeit the lease. 


"Then of course you must come in." He ignored the
snort of disbelief from Leyton, and the muttered, "Well that will set the
cat in it, won't it just."


"I have one demand." He deliberately did not say
request, and watched the pulse point in her neck move faster than it would if
she was calm.


"You have? Will I like it?" Her voice was honey
laced with something indefinable, and he smelled her arousal. It increased his
to discomfort levels. Dare he? Felton gave himself a mental shake. He had
nothing to lose. They were as of—he did a mental calculation —wed these past
fifteen hours. She had promised to obey. He had not thought it would be like
this.


He kept his voice low so not to be overheard. "We will
soon find out. I believe we may have more in common than I believed it could be
possible. Be that as it may, this is a demand not just for me, although 'twil
arouse me to an uncomfortable degree. I have to blindfold you. The lease does
not state you have to be sighted to enter. Please, my dear, you must see I have
to."


Ara gurgled and her eyes lit up
in the lamplight. "That, my lord, I will not be able to do. See, as I will
have my eyes covered. But fear not, I accept it is necessary, until it is obvious
I will see no one I recognize, or they I. It benefits all of us."


Felton was elated. One hurdle covered. "Turn and face
the wall, Araminta."


****


He didn't even notice he had
injected a tone of command in his voice, Ara thought with an inward smile as she
nibbled her bottom lip. She had immediately, and her body responded
accordingly. Her skin felt too tight, and prickled with awareness. His scent,
that earthy, musky smell of aroused male filled her. She would obey. It had
been too long since a man she yearned for had spoken to her thus. Despite that,
she had no intentions of making it easy for him. Why she had the need to push
him out of his easy center and make him off kilter she didn't analyze. Possibly because she could not find hers? Ara lowered her
eyes in case he saw the devilment she was certain showed in them. Her late
husband had often said she had no guiles and was unable to hide her emotions. Well, George, you should see how I have
changed this last twelvemonth or so.


"Yes, my lord." She spoke the words in a different
manner to her usual mode of addressing him, and turned her back to study the
wall.


"It is a very nice wall is it not? A
superior stone. Well treated. It should last for centuries." His
chuckle fanned the nape of her neck. The sound and the cool breeze he created
on her neck made her shake. He noticed.


"Cold or awareness, my dear? A mixture of both do you
think?" He bit her neck, a small nip that contracted her quim. "Why
did I not see this side of you?"


"Perchance you chose not to bother," she said, her
words running into each other in her haste to be heard. "You saw a widow,
not in the first flush of youth, still of child bearing age and one not likely
to trouble you or your chosen life style." All the bitterness of the past
flew months tumbled out. "You didn't look past that. Well, why should you?"
She knew she sounded bitter. She was. "Did it never occur to you just why
I accepted your offer? I had no need to. I was wealthy in my own right, welcome
in all the best establishments, and led a fulfilling life. I had no need of a
husband. Especially one who declared he would not bother me except in the
necessity of an heir. Not a pleasant picture to me. But still, I agreed."


He said nothing. Ara studied the indentations in the stones
and then closed her eyes in despair. What had she done? But my words had to be spoken. The soft cloth placed over her eyes
came as a surprise. For a brief moment, she had forgotten why she was standing
as she was. 


"Can you see?" His tone was even. If he was
annoyed by her impassioned outburst, he wasn't showing it.


"Araminta? If your errand is as urgent
as you say, we have no time to loose. Answer me." 


What will he do if I do not?
Will he chastise me here and now? Dare I risk that when I am on a mission? She knew she could not. Already
too much time had been wasted.


"I can see nothing, my lord." Still she said those
words in a way to show subservience.


"Good girl." Her rump was patted, Ara assumed by
him. As if I am a horse, she thought
indignantly. 


"I am putting a plain cloak around you, in case your
pelisse is recognizable," he said, giving her an explanation for his
actions. "As it is, it will be thought I am at last breaking my rules.
When our nuptials are announced 'twil be the gossip of the town. Can you handle
that?"


"Why not? I have handled worse.
Marrying George was neither expected nor liked. I was too old, too outspoken,
too everything.  If it is thought my
husband has to take a subservient because I cannot hold him, why should I care?
As long as it is not true." She held her breath.
This was it. She had laid her cards on the table. Apart from telling him
chapter and verse, she could say no more. 


A heavy weight of cloth covered her, and she gasped as he
pulled the hood over her hair. Now, at the most all anyone would see of her was
her chin.


He leaned into her and, for a brief moment, the contours of
his body were hard up against her. His cock, rigid and long pulsed briefly
against her crack before he moved away. To her amazement, she felt deserted.


"I think it could be true. That I have taken a subservient. Not because
my wife cannot hold me. Because I want to hold her."


 



 







Chapter Three


 



Those simple words were her undoing. She sagged and would
have fallen if he had not held her. Was she once more to experience those
sublime feelings she had thought lost to her? 


"Then, my lord, I can but pray it will come to pass. And now Jeremy?"


 His sigh reverberated
through her as his body moved and brushed close. "Ah yes, Willingham. Let
me escort you. This will be your first act of total trust, Araminta. I am about
to lift you over my shoulder. I guarantee I will make sure you are decorous and
covered. Not for us the baring of you for all to see. What is mine is ours and
nothing more. Do you agree?"


"Oh, yes, my lord." With her sincere reply, a lot
of her worries rolled away. She may want to be his and do as he wanted. Nevertheless,
Ara knew she was no exhibitionist. Submit in private
was something she would do willingly. In spite of her worries about her
brother, the thought of what she may experience sent her pulse spiraling and
her juices running.


 Her world spun as, with
one swift movement, he lifted her and swung her over his shoulder. Her skin
tingled and her insides turned to molten lava as he caressed her arse with slow
sensual strokes. Her head bobbed with each step he took.


I hope this does not take too
long, or I may share my luncheon with his back. Afterwards I must tell him not
to call me by my given name. It hurts me so.


"Araminta, take heed I am climbing."


She had to speak. She could not ignore her hated name any
longer. "My lord, I beg of you, desist in that
name. I am Ara, not my given name. Araminta is not me. It is my childish
persona and causes me to think of things best forgotten. I do not wish to be
reminded of that sad person." She swallowed rapidly to try to dispel the
queasiness that was about to engulf her. "I need to say, I fear whatever
you have planned will not occur unless you cease spinning me. I am ready to be
ill. Very, very ill." She could see stars. And a
large hole to swallow her.


His bark of astonished laughter should have reassured her.
Instead, it made Ara angry. So angry her sickness
abated and she wanted no more than to give him a piece of her mind. He was a
moron. A male gonad-thinking moron! For once she thanked her book reading. An
epistle on male organs and the male mind had her laughing and agreeing. Men thought
with their cocks!


To her pleasure, the spinning stopped as he opened a door,
closed it, and her feet touched the ground with a gentle insistent pressure.
Ara swayed as he removed the cloth from her eyes, and the room spun. Shards of
light hit her un-blinkered eyes and she closed them again in a hurry. Felton
guided her to a comfortable day bed and helped her sit. Cautiously, she opened
her eyes a little and was relieved to find the room stable and the light now
soft and comforting.


 "I will arrange
for water, and refreshments for you," he said
quietly. "And see if Jeremy is here." He turned to the door, and
spoke to someone outside. His voice was low, and strain as she might, she could
not decipher his words.


Ara stared at his back. It was a
mighty fine back, but she was in no mood to either admit to her thoughts, or
admire it. "Felton," she said earnestly. "I know he is here. Every Tuesday and Friday without fail. And to my chagrin, I
admit I have had him followed. He is here. And he needs to be at father's deathbed.
I—" Her voice broke. "I am nothing to our father. I defied him to marry
George. Therefore, I do not signify. But Jeremy? He
must appear. Why should he be denied his heritage, just because he had not yet
met his mate? 'Tis not fair."


"Life rarely is." Felton closed the door and
turned to her. He spoke in a somber voice. "I agree with you. We must find
your brother. I have set the wheels in motion. Do you trust me to discharge
this task?"


What? He is asking?


"Why?" she asked curious to his motive. "Why
ask not inform me? You have never asked anything of me before."


"I asked for your hand in marriage," Felton
pointed out.


"And told me you would not bother me except to begat an
heir," Ara said, stung he considered it comparable. "You walked into
my life, told me you wanted me and George had given you his blessing before he
passed away. Proceeded to map out a life so lacking of involvement, 'tis a
wonder I agreed."


"Why did you?" he asked. He sounded, she thought,
annoyed, yet truly interested.


"To that, I still wonder," Ara said. "However,
now is not the time to talk of such things." She
had received a missive from her late husband detailing his requests and reasons
why she should at least listen to Felton. Even though he had long gone, she took
George’s plea seriously. "Yes, I will trust you. For myself I care not if
my father rots in hell, which if there is any justice in this world, he will
do. But Jeremy is another matter. Why should he be vilified for his choice of
lifestyle?"


"A lifestyle, which, if proven, is punishable by death,"
Felton said in an even voice. A complicated series of knocks sounded hollow on
the door. The tattoo caused Felton to raise one eyebrow, but he did not explain.
Damn him. I am taut with anxiety and he
chooses to ignore it? In spite of that, she chose not to comment. Some
things were better left unaddressed.


"Pah, if
proven. Are you saying that anyone here would report a fellow member? Surely
everything that happens under this roof could, if one chose, to be called perverted?
No, Father cannot accept anyone who does not want to follow his diktat. And of
course my cousin Stanley has fanned the flames and encouraged Father in his beliefs
that Jeremy is not a fit and worthy heir. Luckily, the entail is sewn up
tightly, but the rest?" She shrugged. All of a sudden panic filled her.
"Please, we must get him to go. Kidnap him if necessary."


Felton laughed. "There is no need. He is being escorted
to your father's side as we speak. The knocks," he said, and then expanded
his explanation "They told me so. I have left instructions not to be
disturbed except by that confirmation. No one will bother us here. I have
arranged for Leyton to go with him. And now you know your brother is on his
way, we can talk."


Ara was curious. "He went willingly?"


Felton smiled. His eyes crinkled. Her pulse raced. The look smoldering in them was enough to make
her legs go weak. If he had at that moment demanded anything of her, she would
have given it willingly.


 Oh, sweet Lord, I want him. I want to be with
him as a woman should, and acquiesce to every demand. Pray it happens soon.


Felton was still speaking.


"Not exactly. I believe some persuasion was
necessary. Something along the lines of it would hurt you if he did not attend.
I believe his answer was, ‘Well at least if I can see the bastard die, we will
know he is no longer around to haunt us.’"


The relief that coursed through her was immeasurable. Ara
felt lightheaded and her eyes were moist. She brushed the tears away.
"Thank you. I am forever in your debt."


"Ah, Ara, no. I feel I am in yours. I seem
to have been laboring under a misapprehension. We need to talk." His look sent
shivers down her spine and moisture to coat her thighs. She was not sure if it
promised retribution or compassion. Whichever, it affected her equilibrium like
nothing else had.


The tingle in her spine vied with the thumping of her heart
to increase her awareness of him. His essence filled her. It was that
indefinable smell of masterful, dominant male. That scent had first drawn her
to him.


 After coming out of
mourning, Ara had no problems in leading a quiet life. A deathbed promise to
her husband had made it impossible. George had made her swear not to retire to
the country before she had a twelvemonth in the ton. To live, as he put it, the
sort of life the ton followed. This, he reasoned, would give her the chance to
see what lifestyle she wished to follow. At the end of the twelvemonth, Felton
had approached her, and her solicitor had handed her George's letter.


Ara had not thought for one moment it would mean another
marriage. To one she thought would let her enjoy the lifestyle she craved. For
him to treat her like spun glass, shun her very
improper advances as if he had not seen them, was bad enough. For him then
to propose their marriage and leave her on their wedding night was beyond all
comprehension.


 She knew him to be
dominant. George had told her so frankly, and pressurized her to encourage him
when she was so able. She had and for what? To be ignored. Well no longer.


"Felton, why did you offer for me?" she asked. His
face tightened, and she shivered. He was not used to being questioned.


That look, why am I dampening
my quim in anticipation not fear? It excites me. Dare
I say? 


She had no time to decide. 


"Damn, I promised you water." Felton walked to the
sideboard next to the draped window. On it was several decanters and glasses
that glittered in the flames from the fire, shards of light sending rainbows
around the room. He looked at each in turn and shook his head. "There is
none. I will ring for some now. My apologies."


"I would rather have brandy," Ara said. She may as
well be frank. She had nothing to lose. "And have you answer
my question." His look was long and measured as he took a goblet and poured
a generous amount of amber liquid into it. He swirled it around and she watched
as drops stuck to the glass before they slid slowly down the sides to join the
rest. It was as sensuous as the drops of cum sliding from an aroused cock. Warm,
wet and satisfying, they hinted of the promise of delights to come. Her mouth
was dry, and she swallowed as she remembered the salty taste she’d tasted and relished
with her late husband.


The silence in the room was unnerving. Her skin crawled and
her pulse raced like a horse on the downs. He turned and looked down at her.


"Assume the position, Ara."


It was not a conscious decision. Ara stood up and walked to
where he waited one hand on the top of the sideboard the other on his hip.


 She knelt, gracefully,
and bent her head. Her hair escaped its pins and fell forward to hide her face
as she folded her arms behind her back. Ara's heart was in her mouth and she
needed the brandy. For all that, true to his unspoken command, she remained
silent.


****


Relieved, Felton let his breath out in a rush. In truth, he
had not dared to hope Ara would know what he was talking about, let alone obey.
Whatever her husband had said, and his words had been ambiguous, he had scarce
hoped she would understand his life preferences. Indeed, he had been prepared
to do his spousal duties and no more. He had uttered the words on a whim, and,
therefore, to see her waiting in her subservient pose, it was predictable that
his body responded so. His cock hardened to such a degree he dare not see how
it strained his pantaloons. He was conscious his control was on a knife-edge,
and he wanted nothing more than to demonstrate his dominance. Still, he held
back. How much did she know? Indeed to what degree would she comply?


There is only one way to find
out. Take courage and take charge.


 "You have a safe
word?" That, he felt, would determine something.


"I did, my lord." Again, she invested the title with
more than lip service to his place in the peerage.


"And it was?" He sensed her hesitation. Was that an
insensitive question? Conceivably so. "Choose a
safe word for us, Ara."


"Satis."


 He laughed. He knew
his Latin. "Enough, 'tis good. Satis it shall be. You know the rules
for using it?"


 "Yes, my lord. I
only use it if I am sure I have had
enough. If I use it, that particular activity ceases never to be experienced
again."


"Almost, Ara. We will return to the subject. Discuss it and see if we can work
through your negativity. Remember though, if you say satis, I will stop at once.
Therefore, now, my lady, please stand."


To his great delight, Ara obeyed instantly. She stood
graceful and elegant, her eyes downcast. Felton put his hand under her chin and
levered her face upwards. 


"Look at me," he said.  


Her eyes opened wide and she stared at him, not in a defiant
way he realized. Aroused and inquisitive, her face was an open book, her
emotions on display for him to see. It had not always been thus.


"If I say to you kneel, take my cock into your mouth,
and milk me until I spill my seed. Command you drink me dry then touch yourself
until you tremble and cry out your release as I watch. What say you?"


 Her smile made his
heart thud so loud he wondered she could not hear it. His body was hot with desire
and he knew if he had worn light-colored pantaloons the evidence of his arousal
would have shown in an ever-spreading stain. 


She ran her tongue around her rosy lips. The simple action
made him bite his lips so as not to groan out loud.


Then she spoke.


"I would say," she paused,
he was sure for effect, "yes, my lord."


Felton's hand tightened in her hair and pulled her towards
him. He lifted her onto her toes and, with studied deliberation,
he let his cock rub her quim. The flimsy materials of their clothing seemed a
fragile obstacle, and her heat seared into him.


How he wished he could demand it of her now. Then spin her
and fuck her every way imaginable. It was with difficulty Felton curbed his
rampant desire. He had waited this long. A few more hours would not be
insurmountable. Still, he had to push, just that bit farther.


"And if I say bare your arse and bend over the arm of
the chaise? Let me press my cock into that dark channel of desire. Fill your
arse and pump myself into you until my bollocks caress your globes and sting
your quim. What then?"


"Yes, my lord."


One last question and they would need to leave.


 "So, if my hand
reddens your arse and your quim, until the imprint of my fingers linger and
their color mimics your rosy lips?"


She sighed, and to his delight, stamped her foot. It would
be his delight to remind her and chastise her for that later


 "I would
say…yes, my lord. When?"


 



 







Chapter Four


 



He slipped his hand under the top of her gown, found one
rock hard nipple, and nipped. Her moan of arousal was sweet music to him.


"Soon." He promised as he rolled her
nipple between two fingers, relishing the softness of the skin and the peak of
its arousal. "To my sorrow, here is neither the time nor the place. As you
reminded me so recently, this is our wedding night. It should be spent in our
marital…" He hesitated. "Rooms," he said at last.


"Rooms?" Her head tilted to one side,
and she winced as the action caused his hold on her hair to sting her scalp.


He chose to overlook her departure from submissive role.
There was much to be said and done before they could enjoy all those beautiful actions.
He moved his hand to rub her scalp. He could swear she purred in pleasure.


"Ahh, that is good." She sighed and let him guide
her so once more her head bowed.


"I am pleased. Yes, my dear, rooms. As now it seems we
are to enjoy much more than I could have envisaged, we will share our rooms.
Not just the master suite. You will see."


"In town?" she asked, not looking at him.


"And at Frierlies," he said, mentioning his family
seat in the shires. "There we will have more scope to indulge. For now
though, we will be well served at Dalrey House."


 "Not here?"
She did look up then, puzzled. As well, he thought, she might.


"Here is work," he explained. "Here I call in
to supervise if needed, though I take little part in the day to day running.
Never is our relationship to be thought of as work, even though we will work at
it. It will be pleasure, nothing less. As such it will progress in our space.
So, are you ready to leave, my dear? To return to Dalrey House
for this one night? Tomorrow, if we are able, we will remove to
Frierlies for our honeymoon. I will of course defer to you in all things
regarding your father's probable demise."


 She dipped her head,
not as a subversive, but in thanks.


"Lud, I had forgot. I wonder
how it is with him and Jeremy. And," she said, her voice harsh, "Stanley."


Felton kissed the top of her head and, with reluctance, set
her aside. "Leyton is there to keep an eye on things. I have all faith in
his capabilities to control one such as Stanley,
physician or not. Leyton was an acclaimed pugilist in his time. He can well
sort out the likes of your cousin. I have also taken the liberty of commanding
my personal physician to attend you father. There will be nothing underhand allowed
to happen. At this moment I believe all is well, and your father alive, so if
you wish to visit?" One eyebrow rose in query.


 Ara shook her head. "No, thank you, my lord. There is nothing there for me.
He has forbidden me entrance to the house since I married George, and no one is
allowed to speak my name. As I have been dead to him these past years, and I
have no feelings towards him other than contempt, I feel there is no need. Though
I do allow, I am interested to know what makes you aware of such things?"


"No one has disturbed us by rattling at the door,"
he said. "I have a system of knocks that staff can use. That as occupant
of our rooms can be made aware of things they need to know, without necessarily
ceasing their, ah…"


"Fucking?"


He chuckled. He was delighted that she continued to surprise
him.


"Just so."


"But we are not fucking. Therefore, we would not be
disturbed," Ara pointed out.


Felton surprised himself by kissing her with gentle passion
on her lips. He stopped before it became uncontrollable and took it deeper.
"My staff does not know that. They do know the rules. No interruptions.
Unless there is a fire, and even then, they use a system of bells. No exemption.
Therefore, your father is still alive. Now, I accept we do not attend his
deathbed, instead do we return to our marital bed?"


"Return?" Ara asked tartly. "I do
not remember you in it. We arrived. You introduced me to your housekeeper. You
left. You did not even have the decency to show me into our chambers. No, you
rushed away as if you were ashamed of me."


****


Once more the silence in the room was enough to deafen. Felton's
face was shuttered, with no discernible expression. Only the way he clenched
his hand showed her statement had affected him in some way.


Well, I care not if he does
not want to hear this. I do not want to hurt him if it is not necessary, but he
wounded me on his departure. I may submit, but I am no milksop maiden to be
walked over. I had such high hopes, only for them to be dashed.


She stared at him. His eyes narrowed, but Ara would not back
down. This was her future. She had married him expecting at least some modicum
of attention, and the hope she could show him what she could bring to their
relationship. Now, it seemed she had not hoped in vain. Notwithstanding, Ara was determined he would not experience her as his submissive
unless they established some ground rules. First and foremost, he did not leave
her unfulfilled and begging for release because he did not discover what she
was capable of. To leave her in that state for other reasons may well be
forthcoming, and that she accepted gladly.


Felton raised one elegant eyebrow.


"My apologies, my dear. It seems I have failed in
many a way these last months. With your permission—" He stopped speaking
and grinned. Ara's body responded with a clit-clenching gush of arousal. Even
the fine hairs on her neck tingled as he continued. "You do not realize to
what degree that is strange. I do not usually ask for permission in such a way.
Having stated that, this, although a first, is I think necessary. Therefore, if
you do not wish to attend your father, and I for one see no reason why you
should, with your permission, we should return to our home, and I could make
amends." He kissed her hand, and bent her fingers over the spot. The
sensations that coursed through her were so intense, she was sure she was
branded. Ara was certain if she looked at her palm, it would be marked, even
though he had exerted no pressure.


 In the face of such
charm and regret, Ara melted. Who was she to deny him? She knew she was once
more ready to take her place in a relationship, as long as it was the correct
one. She had thought to be married to Felton would bring her to that. His desertion
had sent her into a spiral of despair. Surely this could herald something
better. 


"Ahem?"


Ahh, I have not answered.


"Oh, yes, my lord. If you
please. I have no wish to attend my father, unless to ensure he is
really deceased, and I feel sure your physician will ascertain that so much
better than I."


"Then we will leave." He walked to the door and
tapped a series of knocks. Ara waited, fascinated as a reply was tattooed, and
with a nod, he turned to look at her.


"We go another way. May I have your word you will do
exactly as I say? Or do I truss you?"


He is asking me? I am truly
honored.


He must have seen her expression, as he walked up to her and
spun her around so fast she felt yet another ringlet slip from its pin.


He held her so close that his body caressed her arse, and his
cock demanded entrance to her anus. If there had been no clothes between them,
Ana would have bent forward to give him easier access. As it was, she pushed
back, to help him to touch so intimately.


His breath feathered the fine hairs on the nape of her neck.
As he put his arm around her, not only to fasten her tight to him, but also to
nip her nipple, Ara knew she would deny him nothing. He had found her inner soul
and she was his. She moaned.


"My lord, I need, I want…ah…" He lifted her skirts
and his finger began to flirt with her cunt. Ara knew it would take very little
for her to lose all rationale and to fall over the cliff into a deep compelling
orgasm. He touched her quim, and played her like the virtuoso he undoubtedly
was.


Her breath hitched and her honey pot swelled under his
skillful ministrations. The tingling in her body intensified—it had been so
long since any fingers other than her own had sought to arouse her thus—and she
writhed against him, begging for more. With a low laugh, he inserted one, and
then two fingers deep into her cunt and pushed. 


Ara screamed. "Yes, oh yes!"


 The sharp slap to her
arse was pleasure as well as pain. "No, oh no."
His voice, although mocking, was stern, and she responded instantly, drawing
back from the brink.


"Please," Ara said. Damn, I am now whimpering and begging like a child.  "Please, my lord, it has been so
long."


"And the more you ask, the longer it will be." He
removed his fingers and smoothed down her dress before he walked to the door.


"Dammit, Ara, you are all temptation, and our first
coupling must be in our rooms. Now I do not have to deny us their joys, I am impatient
to see to what uses they have. We leave by my own entrance and walk to Dalrey
House. It will take barely ten minutes, and it is unlikely we will be seen by
anyone we would prefer not to notice us. Are you agreeable, or do I call for a
carriage? It will take longer." He ran his fingers up her arm and she
shivered. She needed him.


"Whichever is fastest, my lord. 


"So? We walk?"


What could she say? Her body was on fire, and she trembled
with arousal at the thought of what might be in store. As she tried to smooth
her tumbled hair, and compose herself, Ara knew there was only one answer
possible.


"Yes, my lord."


 



 







Chapter Five


 



Felton rapped on the door, and waited until he received a
response. Satisfied, he returned to Ara, and put his hand to the small of her
back. He dare not trust himself to touch her lower. He knew he would have no
compunction not to fondle if he did.


"Come, if we walk, I have no need to cover your
eyes." He opened a door at the rear of the room. Concealed in the
elaborately carved wooden wall, only he and a chosen trusted few knew of it.


He could tell Ara had questions, but she wisely did not ask
them. Or was it wise? Felton admitted to himself he would have liked a reason
to spank her until she was rosy red, and bore the imprint of his hand. Such a
sight, with one he now realized he was very fond of, would be more than
acceptable and an interesting start to a session of mutual enjoyment. He
wondered if he would ever confess the machinations of her late husband to her? Certainly not soon, he decided as he led the way down a
well light, narrow staircase. The candles fluttered as they passed them and
created a breeze. Their shadows shifted and reformed in their illuminations.


"Are you all right, Ara?" he asked as they
proceeded steadily downward. "The stairs are steep, but if you slip, I
will be here to catch you."


She laughed. "I have removed my shoes. I am unlikely to
slip, but if I do, I thank you. I
wonder, which bit will you hold on to first?" She
paused. "To save me?"


Felton chucked as he reached the bottom step and turned to
offer her his hand. "To save you? Why, I’d grab
you like this." He put his arms around her waist and lifted her down the
last few steps. "To save myself?" He put her
down in front of him, and turned her so they were face-to-face, chest to breast,
cock to cunt. "I take each delicious part of you in turn, and imprint them
on my memory." He couldn't help himself. He touched her lips with his, and
at her indrawn breath of surprise, slipped his tongue inside, to swirl it
around hers.


She tasted of mint. To his delight her tongue reciprocated
the dance and meshed with his. His cock swelled, and he could tell once more
his pre cum was demanding attendance.
Damn it, I must get her home. Even so, he still took his time to break the
kiss.


"Ara,"—his voice was ragged—"we must continue
or I will have you here and our secret will no longer be that. We have but five
minutes before a trusted servant will come to douse the candles. I have no wish
for the house to catch fire, or to be found bollocks deep inside you. I am no
exhibitionist. I leave that to others."


"Like Jeremy," Ara said. He jumped and she
chuckled. "He has those tendencies, not I. Indeed take me home and show me
my future." Felton heard the satisfaction in her voice. He wondered how
she knew her brother’s preferences and decided not to ask, although he filed
the question away for another time.


"Of course. Maybe you best slip on your
shoes. It is a short walk now." He waited until she was once more wearing
her footwear, and opened yet another door, this time into a long dark and
gloomy passageway. Next to him Ara shivered.


 "Cold?" he
asked.


 "A little,"
Ara said. "Although, I confess most of my tremors are not due to the air
temperature."


She continually surprised him with her quick wit and sexual
innuendo. It augured well for their relationship. Felton had long been aware he
could partner no retiring submissive. He needed to be pushed and prodded and to
do the same in return. He stuck a match on a tinderbox left by the door on
purpose, and lit a lantern. Once he could see clearly, he closed the door
behind them.


"Walk ahead," he said, command uppermost in his voice.
"At the end you will see a door. Go through and wait for me." He
handed her the lantern. "I will follow."


 She took the vessel
without comment and walked a few steps before turning to look at him. "So
you can look at my arse?"


"That and to decide where best to place my hand when I
spank you, redden you, and make you mine."


Even in the low light he watched, fascinated, as the color
flooded her skin, and her eyes widened and sparkled until they matched the
jewels he hoped to shower her with.


"Ah, Ara, that idea excites you?"


She grinned, so mischievous, so full of life, his balls clenched.
Walk faster, he pled mentally with
her.


"Oh, yes, my lord." Her tone softened in
submission as she as she addressed him as her Dominant.


 "So be it. I
look forward to a long and satisfying relati—marriage."
He caught himself just in time. It was to be a relationship, but more than that.
It would be forever.


He waited and she looked at him, not speaking. The light
dawned. "Ara, I feel we have a need to sort out
some of the nuances of our relationship. I do not expect retorts, but I do
expect replies. I know not of your life before now, but our relationship, our
marriage, will be a new beginning. We will set our parameters this night, to
our mutual satisfaction. Do you agree?"


Her smile reminded him of a sunrise. Glorious
and full of the hint of what was to come.


“Oh, yes, my lord."


And he was going to demand when in a scene she called him Sir.
All this ‘my lording’ could get confusing.


"Walk on now," Felton commanded. Ah, now I sound like I am talking to my
horse. Luckily, Ara either did not realize or chose not to comment. Instead,
she dipped her head in acquiescence before she turned around and walked away.
With a flick of another match, Felton lit a second lantern and followed her. He
admired her elegant carriage, and the way her arse clenched and relaxed with
each step.


"Wait by the door" She stopped walking. He nodded.
This was going well. "Open it and go inside to wait for me." 


As she did as he asked and exited the corridor, he wondered
what her reaction would be to the room she’d find herself in momentarily. He
had decorated it on a whim, more as a tease than for any specific reason. Had
he somehow known Ara would be the perfect mate? The colors of the room were a
perfect foil for her dark beauty. He quickened his steps, and reached the door
in time to hear her gasp.


He entered and used his foot to shut the door. It slammed
with a thud, and Ara looked at him, her eyes worried.


Felton leaned against the wall. "No need to look
worried, my dear. 'Tis but a lazy way to secure the entrance.
Be assured I will never secure your entrance in such a manner." 


Her eyes widened at his words and she laughed, all
apprehension leaving her.


"For that, my lord, I will be ever thankful."


 "I am glad. Be
warned though, I will spank your quim, and redden it
also," he continued as if he was discussing the entrée for dinner.  In a way, he was. "I allow, to send you into that place where pleasure and pain are so
entwined there is no degree of separation, has my cock primed and ready to fuck
once my hands have given you that." Would his frank
speak alarm her? Felton was aware he was pushing fast, testing her, and
to a degree himself.


"Here, my lord?" Her tone was one of mild
interest. Only the rapid beat of the pulse in her neck gave away her arousal. He
applauded her cleverness.


"No, not here. This is to whet your
appetite."


 "Ah." Ara walked in the direction of a series of ropes fixed onto
the ceiling. "This?"


He walked toward her, and set the ropes swaying with a touch
of his hand.


 "A
whim. Several years ago, I had recourse to visit–" He stopped
speaking.


"Visit?"


"Another country, where I was
introduced to the art of rope binding. This is not a true harness, but it
reminds me of the delights of winding ropes and creating an enticing pattern on
a soft white skin."


"Here?" Her tone was hard. He would not wish to
cross her when she was riled.


"Never here. You are the first person to have seen this
room. No, I have demonstrated in—"


 "Ah, Felton, let
us please stop fencing. In the house on Silk Street
. I see the accounts.
You may not charge for your demonstrations, but you do account for them."


Thank the lord no names were
used in the accounts.
It would never do for Ara to know who his model had been.


"In that you are correct. Have you seen enough? If so
we should retire to somewhere more amenable to what I have in mind."


"With a proper harness?" she asked. Her eyes shone
and she giggled. "This night is turning out to be so much better than I had thought."


Felton flicked his fingers over her arm. "Wait and
see." He took her arm and led her across the room to yet another door.


"So many doors and passages. Where are we?"


"Dalrey House. The last passage leads directly under
the mews from Silk Street
."
He ushered her up another flight of stairs, these well lit and into a small
chamber, empty except for a large cupboard, and two lacquered screens to each
side of it.


"If we go further, there will be no turning back, Ara.
I had not thought to do this to you. I had not hoped I could do this to you. I expected a conventional acceptable marriage,
and this side of me to be ignored."


She tilted her head to one side, her interest evident. "And never to be assuaged?"


He shrugged. "Not where it could harm you. Oufft!" 


She had clenched her fist and punched him hard in the
stomach. 


Only a spit-second of awareness gave him time to tighten his
muscles and deflect most of the impact. Her gasp of pain smote his conscience.
He hoped she had not given herself an injury.


"Not at all, unless you wish me to pursue you with a
kitchen knife, my lord. I swear now, if you do anything without me, it will be
only the once."


 He laughed and
watched, fascinated, as she ground her teeth. It was something he had never
seen before, and she reminded him of a furious, spitting kitten.


"If you agree to this liaison—relationship—marriage, I
will have no need to do anything without you."


 "Hmm, that is
true. So, what now?" she asked.


To stall for time, he opened the cupboard and withdrew two
silk gowns. "We decide on our parameters. As much as I wish to fuck you
five ways from Friday, I have to know what your limits are. And then tell you
some things that may better be unsaid. But I have decided we will have no secrets between us. Are you agreeable?"


Ara walked across to one of the screens and, with one
finger, traced the outline of a dragon, spitting fire. She turned to look at
him, the seriousness of her demeanor at odds with her slightly disheveled look.
With a swift movement of impatience, she pulled the pins from her hair. 


Felton watched, fascinated, as her dark curls tumbled over
her body, teasing the top of her arse, and covering her breasts. He determined
there and then to enjoy her thus, without the annoyance of clothing, but he
rather thought with the long row of pearls he had earmarked as a wedding
present around her waist and inside her cunt. When he had commissioned the
string, he had hardly dared admit to himself what he dreamed of using them for.


Ara ran her fingers through her
hair. "Ah, that is better. I detest my hair confined. It is so much more
comfortable thus."


"Then shall I demand that when we are alone, you never
tie it up? That only I tie anything, and it will not be your hair?"


"I think," Ara said, all seriousness, "we
need to talk."


 He handed her a robe.
"Will you undress and wear this then? Shall I unhook you?"


Ara shook her head. His heart sank. She was saying no?


"No, I can unhook myself, thank you. If I let you near
my body, I will be a quivering mass of frustration," Ara said frankly.
"But I will wear the robe. Will you?"


"But of course. It will be our ritual. Go behind the
screen if you wish, and once you are ready, we will go through."


"To your room?"


"Our room," he corrected her. "No,
to a sitting room. Only once we are clear on what we expect will we go
into our silk room."


Ara peered out from behind the screen where she had
disappeared a few seconds earlier. "Silk room?"


"Why not? What else would you call
it?"


 



 







Chapter Six


 



Ara considered his question as
she made short shrift of her hooks and ties. Silk seemed more than appropriate.
She thought of those ropes she had seen hanging from the ceiling earlier. They
had not been silk, but she could well imagine they would feel so delicate if he
allowed himself to let them cross her skin. Well, it was up to her to persuade
him she was ready and willing.


"Ara?" he asked, and she realized she hadn't
answered him.


"Oh, I like it, sir." Sir? Where did that come from? 


"Good girl." His deep voice had her juices flowing
over her womanhood and down her thigh. "Come out and into the next room
when you are ready. I'll wait for you there, and pour you a drink."


 "Wine," she
said. "No disgusting ratafia please, I beg of you."


"Oh, I like you saying that, Ara," he said and laughed.
"Please beg. I am sure I will find it hard to deny you." There was
the sound of a door opening and closing.


Left alone, she tried to calm her quivering body, and took
several deep breaths. The gown was a soft slither of silk, deep blue, the color
of the finest sapphires with a sheen of a peacock's
wing. She slipped it on, savoring the way it embraced her body.


Hanging from a hook on the wall, next to a mirror unseen
unless you were behind the screen, was a hairbrush. With swift, economical
movements she drew it though her long tresses and winced at the pain as she
untangled knots. There, she was ready. As she went to replace the brush, she
saw the parchment fixed to the wall. 'Bring
it with you.' Who was that meant for?, Ara decided she may as well begin to remember her chosen
role. Ara slipped it into a deep pocket in the robe and began to walk to the
door she had yet to access. Stopping, she turned on her heels and went back
behind the screen to lift the parchment, fold it and place it next to the hairbrush
in her pocket. Now she was ready.


Felton looked up as she entered the room. The fire glowed,
the coals settled and not sparking. 


"Join me here." He indicated the seat next to him
on a long day bed. She noticed he was also wearing a robe. His was a dark
maroon. It scarcely covered him as he sat sprawled in studied insolence,
masculinity personified.


Obediently, she walked across the oriental-patterned carpet
and sat next to him, the skirt of her robe wrapping across her knees. 


Felton handed her a goblet. Its golden-pink contents bubbled
and fizzed. He must have noticed her quizzical expression for he chuckled.
"I have relations who survived the Corsican and prospered. This wine is
the wine of the future of France.
At present they are able to bottle and store very little, but as times change
and methods improve, it will become the king of wines."


Ara took a sip. The bubbles teased her nose and she sneezed.
"Sweetish, and I taste summer," she said.
She took another cautious sip. "I like it."


"Good.” He took the glass from her hands and set it
down on a table. "So now, we talk." It was not a question. "Honesty and truth now, Ara. We hold on to nothing.
Between us we must be open and true. If we admit and disclose everything now,
we will be free to move on together. What say you?"


"I say yes, my lord." His face relaxed, and Ara's
cunt did the opposite. How could he make her want to plead for him to take her?
To show her paradise once more? All with one relaxed, open look.


"So, I will start. Will you go to the set of drawers
over there?" He pointed to a cupboard commonly called an elbow chest.
"Inside is a box. Bring it to me, set it on the floor between us, and seat
yourself again." 


Puzzled, but interested, Ara rose and tightened the belt on
her robe. Silk was not known for holding a lose tie, and in her eagerness to
join him, she had not secured the ends tightly.


"No, leave it. If it loosens, it is your fault. And I
am desirous of seeing all of you, my wife."


 Ah, well, if he puts it like that. Ara walked slowly to the furniture
he had mentioned, and opened the cupboard on one side. The box was not
overlarge. Big enough for her to have difficulty maneuvering
it through the aperture and onto the floor. As she bent to lift it, the
belt, which had been slipping away from its mooring with each movement she made,
fell apart and her robe gaped. She shrugged mentally. If he demanded her not to
retie it, she wouldn't.


"Slip it off, Ara. It will hinder you otherwise. As you
will spend most of our time together naked, you may as well start now."


"If I agree to your demands," she said. With a
jolt of awareness that sent her pulse racing, she realized even as she spoke,
she had let the gown slip to the floor. Her hairbrush and the parchment fell
out.


Felton smiled.


 "I wondered if
you would bring that. Leave it for now. We will decide if I color your
beautiful arse with it later. For now, the box please."


Straightening with the box in her hands, her curl-less cunt
on view, she caught the flash of naked desire in his eyes before he hid it. She
was satisfied.


As he had commanded earlier, she put it on the floor, between
their seats, and resumed hers.


"Do you wonder what is in this, Ara? It is for you, if
we continue." He opened it and lifted out a long, perfectly matched string
of pearls. Ana gasped, they were magnificent. He put then over her neck and
they fell between her breasts and past her cunt. "Beautiful. I have a
pearl choker which it would please me to see you wear. These I would prefer
around your waist and inside your cunt. So. Let us
move on. What do you know of me?"


Ara took a deep breath and ran her hands down the pearls and
over her thighs. The thought of them inside her, and Felton toying with them,
was almost enough to have her come there and then. She did her best to step
back from the edge. "Not a lot. You are, I believe, a Dominant, one who
directs. You enjoy rope play, but are not one who uses ropes for sadism, merely
to enhance pleasure. You rarely, if ever, play within the ton, or touch others
of a different class. Therefore, most of your dalliances have been out with
this country. It is whispered you are a master of rope play, and the flogger, your
creations with a candle and wax are magnificent, and you can judge to a fine
art how to bring your sub to the edge of an orgasm and leave her there."
Everything her late husband had talked about now made sense. He may not have
mentioned Felton by name. Always by the initial F. As
Ara, thought the F was a title of surname, she hadn't until that evening connected
it with her new husband.


"And, no," she added, "George did not tell me
this in so many words. He told me about the person in charge of the house on Silk Street
 in very
general terms." Her words tumbled over each other in her hurry to explain.
"That he was a maestro and would play as a master, and keep my heritage in
very good condition." She giggled. "George was very good at double entendres."


Felton joined in with her laughter. "It seems so. He
told me that if I looked after you, as you deserved, I would get my just and
true rewards." He sobered and, with studied deliberation, he opened his
robe. Then he took one of her hands in his, brought it to his cock and curled
her fingers around him.


 Ara moaned. She felt
heat, hardness and a soft velvet skin that would fuck her to fruition and
beyond. 


"Tell me, sir, what must I do?" She slid off the
seat and on to the floor, making sure she didn't remove her fingers. Carefully,
she knelt in front of him, the pearls tracing a line down her body. With her
head bowed, she waited to see what he would do or say. 


The silence lengthened until her skin crawled with worry.
Was he going to tell her she was not for him? That she was not submissive
enough, that she challenged him too much? Her heart was pounding, and her ears
rang.


 "Lift your head,"
he said, his tone even. With a lump in her mouth the
size of one of John Nash's crescent of houses, she did so.


"Sir?" She used the title once more
without volition.


"What happens in these rooms are for us to decide and
agree on, Ara. It is for no one else. I do not share, either my lady or details
of our life."


 He tangled his
fingers in her hair and began to comb them though her tresses from her scalp to
the bottom. The soft sensual touch made the hairs on her arms stand on end. Her fingers tightened on his cock, and she
ran the tip of her index finger over its head to collect the liquid gathered
there. Her gentle touch caused it to jerk and she forced herself not to bend her
head and run her tongue around its length. 


"I am a Dominant, but not, I believe domineering. I like
to direct, but not coerce. I will push you, but do nothing you do not
want." 


He smiled and motioned for her to stand. Without unclasping
her fingers, she did so. His smile sends
me weak at the knees. I am wet and wanting, and he has yet to touch me. I have
it bad. What is it? Why do I feel
this way?


Ara's mind whirled, a kaleidoscope of pictures flashing
through it. The scenes of them joined together, his cock deep inside her, and of
her body, crisscrossed with silk, aroused and excited her. How could she feel
so wanton by something she had not experienced?


 Felton touched her
arm, and moved her hand from his prick. The loss of connection hit Ara. She
missed the silky warmth of holding him. 


"Later." It was evident he noticed her
disappointment. "Come and sit here." He stood to shrug out of his
robe, and helped her to sit sideways on his lap. Once she was settled, he
pulled her head onto his chest, and then put his arm around her. His fingers
touched the underside of her breast and her nipples puckered. That simple
contact sent her arousal soaring.


"Just this once I need to ask you, Ara. What experience have you? We have skirted the issue." He
nuzzled the top of her head. "Do you even wish to continue with this
lifestyle?" 


If she hadn't been listening carefully, Ara would have missed
the careful way he formulated his words.


Why, he is apprehensive. Does
he believe I will say no? How can I reassure him? 


"My lord, I have missed not lying with a man," Ara
said frankly. "No, that is not exactly true. I could not be with any man. It
needs to be someone special. Why do you think I married you? I was sure, once
we made love, you would see I was the person for you. That we would discover
each other's depths, and grow together. I disbelieved the, 'I will not bother
you speech' you made, for I was sure I saw interest in your eyes. With stupid
conceit, I already knew if you allowed me, I could be your perfect partner. I
thought you to be of the same mind. Imagine my chagrin when you left me."


"Ah, love, I dare not stay. I wanted to bring you here,
see you in all your naked glory, take you next door, and begin a life
together."


"So why did you not?"


"Ara, I might have been told you would be submissive,
be agreeable to a life such as I enjoy, but to leap straight into finding out,
on our wedding night? No, I felt it was one step too far." He began to
tease and pinch her nipple. As it hardened under his ministrations, his cock
rubbed her arse. Ara wriggled to bring it closer towards her quim.


"Minx." He nipped just short of pain.
"Do not, or I will be spent before we begin. I do not wish to punish you,
love, before we even decide on our boundaries."


Ara lost patience. "Then show me what you want. I have
my safe word. I will not hesitate to use it if I have need. Not that I think I
will. You are all talk, my lord. I have seen very little action. I am sat her,
on a cock so impatient for attention it is pounding my arse, and still you do
nothing. What must I say or do?" Ana had no doubt she was courting chastisement.
She twisted and took his nipple in her mouth. As her tongue swirled and laved, he
took the pearls and slipped them inside her cunt and teased her channel. Ah, now I have a response from him. She
wriggled to pull them further inside, and felt the sweet sting as he nipped her
nub.


"So, my lord, must I beg? Will you ever fuck me?"


 



 







Chapter Seven


 



Felton contemplated Ara, his fingers continued to nip and
sooth first one nipple then the other. With delicate precision, he pushed and
pulled the pearls inside her. Still he said nothing, just waiting as she
fidgeted. His control was sorely stretched as she moved on his cock. There was nothing
he would like more than to plunge it into her arse there and then, with no
preliminaries, but he held himself in check.


After what seemed an aeon, she stopped moving and bent her
head.


"If we retire into the next room, Ara, I take that as
your consent to be my submissive. To let me show you what we both need, and how
we can achieve that. In return, you have my oath, I will respect you, and your
safe word, but once in there, you will obey me. Is that understood?"


She looked up at him then, and he saw something in her eyes
that made his breath stop. Total trust.


"Yes, sir."


It was all he could do not to let his breath out in one loud
whoosh. Until that moment, he had never entertained the thought of continuing
his role outside those rooms, but now he wondered. Would they?


"Good girl. Then go through, and stretch out on the
bed."


"The b–" 


He raised an eyebrow and Ara faltered to a stop, her
expression puzzled.


"Yes, sir." He moved his hand from her
and she stood. 


Felton watched her walk, her long hair streaming down her
back to the base of her spine. He was certain she was unconscious how provocative
her steps were. Each time she placed her foot down, the cheeks of her bottom
clenched, and his cock responded, coating its length with his pre cum.  At the door, she paused. He knew she was
searching for the handle. In fact it opened with a lever to one side. He waited
a few seconds to allow himself to admire the view before he offered up the information.



There was no need to impart it. With a tssk of annoyance,
Ara found the lever and pressed. As she disappeared from view, Felton gave his
cock one hard hand-stretch. Soon, he
thought, very soon I will use my prick to
impale her. He judged he had given her long enough to do as he bade, and
stood to follow.


 Once inside the other
room, he looked around, curious to try and see it through her eyes.


Not overlarge, it held few furnishings. Those it did contain
were not the sort of things one would expect to see in a bedroom occupied by a
member of the ton. Indeed not on show in any room. 


On the far wall a large ornate bed was positioned. It was on
here Ara had stretched out as he commanded. From each corner long ties were
fastened, waiting to be used. Above was a set of ropes, fashioned into a swing,
more elaborate than the one downstairs. Across from the bed sat a padded bench
and rail, and a few feet away, a long cupboard had a mixture of crops paddles
and ribbons on it top. Only he knew what secrets were inside.


 Ara's skin gleamed
with the evidence of her arousal. Her eyes were shining, her breathing rapid.
The tantalizing pulse in her throat was beating out a rapid message. 'I'm ready, take me.' He would, and
soon.


Felton picked up a soft silk crop and walked towards her. It
was designed to stimulate rather than sting, and he knew the touch of it on her
body would arouse and frustrate her.


"Take hold of the posts, Ara. I will not tie you. I
want to see how you respond to directions. You will not speak, or come until I
say so. Are you happy with that? You must vocalize your answer then remain
silent."


"Yes, sir."


Were there ever two more glorious words?


He waited until she took hold of each post. It stretched her
arms, almost to their length, and her breasts tightened as she did so, her
nipples peaked and hard. Then with studious care, Felton rested the tip of the crop
at the entrance to her channel. He let the ties trace a delicate pattern on her
bare mound, and across her thighs. She squirmed, and her juices coated the
silk, darkening the color.


 Felton swished and
snapped the crop so it snaked over her quim. Ara bit down on her lip. The
sensation she would be experiencing would be akin to a feather tickling, or a
set of soft wet kisses, creating a trail over her. He would be hard put to make
a mark of any kind. For all that, he had no intention of reddening her skin
with it. The idea was to raise her awareness, to arouse her to screaming point
before he moved on. Again, he snapped and flicked.


"Good girl," he praised her as he watched her
struggle not to speak. "It's so hard, isn't it? You want more, don't you?
Do you want to feel the sting, Ara, the pleasure pain of something with a
little bite to it? Shall I give it to you?" He wondered how she would respond,
given he had told her not to speak.


She nodded. He stroked her channel once more. The ribbons of
the crop were damp with her juices, and he wanted to lift them to smell her
essence, and add his juices to hers.


"Then I shall reward you. Roll onto your stomach."
Felton didn't wait to see if she obeyed. He dropped the crop into a bin—he had
many more, all made especially for him—and picked up another one. Instead of
all silk flails, this had a mixture of silk and leather. It was still not one
that would inflict great pain. Felton had long acknowledged he had no taste for
that. He preferred a long, slow, teasing arousal, and a hint of pain. This, he
knew, would deliver both. It also, produced a satisfying noise when he moved
it. In fact, he mused as he walked back to the bed, where Ara was now on her
front, the fear of what that noise could mean, was conceivably a greater stimulus
than its touch.


"On your knees, and take hold of the bed head." He
waited until she had moved and placed a high pillow between her breasts and
quim. "Is that comfortable? Flex your hand if it is, speak if not."


Her hand flexed. Satisfied, he moved her hair so her back
was uncovered, and trailed a series of nipping kisses down her spine. She
arched upwards to seek more, and he pressed her down with one hand. With the
other, he spanked her soft rear, and then slipped his fingers between her legs
to thrust one finger inside her soaked channel.


Felton looked at his cock now covered in pre-cum and standing
out proudly from its nest of dark curls. Soon,
he promised himself.


 Without warning, he
brought the crop down hard on her arse. The sting would be no more than that,
but the unexpectedness, he knew, would make it feel more than it was.


She moaned, and he bit back his chuckle.


"Ah, dear Ara, you were commanded not to vocalize. I'm
sure I heard a moan. Does that mean you disobeyed me?"


She was silent. Then slowly nodded.


"And if you disobey me, what then happens? You will
vocalize this."


"I am to be punished," she said huskily, her passion
evident in the slurred words. "As you so desire, sir."


"True, so, how do you think I should punish you? Do I redden
your arse with a paddle or my hand? Or do I demand you do not come whilst you
bring me to climax with your mouth?" Her eyes widened. Felton wondered if
that meant it was something she enjoyed, or something
new to her. "It may be that I’ll fill your arse and fuck you until I spill
and my cum runs out of you and coats your legs? So many choices. Or do I tie you and let you ponder on your
indiscretion? What do you think? No," he said as he correctly interpreted
the confused look in her eye, "it is no trick. You moaned when I told you
to stay silent. You will be punished. I will let you decide how." He hoped
she would choose that which she desired most. It would be an interesting
experiment. "Vocalize."


"Um. Well if I am to be honest, I would be
most punished if I did not feel your prick in me. I long for that. Your spanks
arouse me, and although you may deny me my climax, I have to tell you, I have
learned the art of bringing myself to that state." Her eyes were now full
of laughter. 


She has? Felton knew he would demand to
watch her do just that, and soon. His body shook with his excitement. He was
ready to spill.


So, chastisement. If he did not plunge his cock
into her, it may be punishment for her, but it would serve him in the same way.
It seemed the expression ‘hoist with your own petard’ fitted him to perfection.


To give himself time to think, he used his hand to place two
hard spanks on each perfect glob of her arse. The skin colored delicately, like
a rose in first blush if its bloom. She wriggled and sank her upper body deeper
into the mattress, raising her arse, silently asking for more.


Felton ran his finger up her crack, and around the puckered
hole. "Soon, love, I will fill you here, push my cock into your dark warmth,
and fuck you. However, it is our wedding night." He had almost forgotten
that fact, he was so intent on their activities. "Therefore, our first
time should perhaps be conventional. After that, damn conformity, we will be as
unorthodox as we choose. Maybe another few passes of the flail first? What say
you? Vocalize."


"Yes please, sir."


[bookmark: edits]He caressed her cheeks, outlining the glow
and wanting to increase it. Not this night, but soon. Once they discovered more
about each other. He brought the crop down across the middle of her bottom, and
she jumped and sighed. He decided to ignore that. In truth, he preferred to
hear her reactions to his attention. That was a first in his life. Never before
had he been bothered, preferring a silent companion.


Twice more he teased her before running the handle between
her legs to tantalize her there. It was enough, he had to have her.


"Roll over, and re-grip the same place," he
ordered, and moved back to let her accomplish it.


She did with an alacrity that both pleased and amused him.


Felton threw the crop to the floor. He would not need it
anytime soon. This would be hands on and cock in.


"Spread your legs." As she did, he knelt on the
bed between them, and touched her quim. The smooth curl-less skin was wet. As
he kneaded the flesh, a fresh gush of arousal coated his fingers.


"You are so ready for me, love. What would it take for
you to climax?" Her eyes widened and she looked at his cock as it twitched
its intentions. Ah, I have forgotten to
revoke her silence.


"Speak," he said. "No more silence. In truth,
I wish to hear how what we do affects you."


"Then I expect once you touch me, I will fly. I am
teetering on the edge, but I wish for your touch to throw me over, not my
mind."


"Then in this, my love, we are in accord." With
one swift thrust, he impaled himself in her cunt and pulsed deep and hard. Ara
was true to her word. She clenched her muscles to hold him tight inside her,
and wrapped her legs around his waist. The moment she did so, she began to
shudder. Her fingers latched on to his nipples and pinched. It was enough encouragement
to move harder and faster, not that it was needed. As he thrust in hard, her
skin became covered with a rosy flush. She matched his movements, and his cock
grew ever ready to release his seed. All of a sudden, she keened, and chanted
his name over and over. Her body juddered next to him, the movements all around
his prick, enticing him to let go.


With one last push, he opened and his seed filled her. His
cock pulsed and he saw stars. Never had he felt such an immediate and intense
climax.


Still he thrust, determined to be milked dry, and to ensure
Ara was sated. Their coupling may have been short and sweet, but Felton was
sure he had never experienced one so perfect. Beneath him, Ara writhed and
sobbed, eyes closed, as, he thought, the last tremors filled her.


"Tell me, love, tell me your feelings." He pinched
one rosy nipple and she screamed.


 "Ah, no, no, It
is too much, I am I am…" Her voice trailed off as her shudders subsided.
He moved until she lay still under him, and with one last thrust, pulled out
and slumped over her.


"I am sated." Ara slurred the words, and lifted
her hand to let it fall limp by her side. "Oh, my lord, I have moved, but
I cannot move my arm back. I am boneless." She let her other arm follow
the first, and opened her eyes a little. "Please do not chastise me. I
could no more accept punishment as I could appear on the stage at Drury Lane
."


 He laughed, lifted
his body off her, and rolled to one side, gathering her close. With one swift
movement, he then lifted her to lie on top of him. His cock made a half-hearted
attempt to rise to the occasion and failed miserably.


 "No,
not this time. I too am sated. And pleased. I think we will make a
formidable team. What say you?"


Ara giggled, and wriggled over him. He swatted her arse and
she moaned. 


"Oh, I say…" She paused and kissed his nipples and
then his lips. "I say yes sir."


 



 







Epilogue


 



Jeremy Viscount Willingham looked down at the skeleton of a
man in the bed before him. He felt no emotion, no pity for what the man had
become. He might be related by blood, but as far as Jeremy was concerned, that was
a pity. If his sister, Ara, hadn't begged him to be there, to ensure he
received all his inheritance, Jeremy would have never set foot in the family
house—it could never be called a home—again.


On the far side of the bed two other gentlemen stood. One
glowered, not happy that the other, more respected, physician was also in
attendance. It would have suited Stanley Welles, Willingham's cousin, to ensure
the old man had died before Jeremy arrived, and therefore not fulfill the terms
of the will. Stanley
would have benefitted to the tune of several hundred thousand pounds. Sir
Greville Griffiths arrival had put aid to that.


 The old man opened
his eyes." Willingham? You
here?"


"Unfortunately, yes." Never would Jeremy call him Father.


"They found you? Where?" He
coughed and closed his eyes for a second. "No matter, I wish only you to
remain. I have need to speak to you." Jeremy
nodded towards the door, and smothered a grin as Stanley was manhandled, protesting, out of
the room. Once they had gone, he addressed the man in the bed.


"We are alone. Are you not scared I will smother
you?"


His parent gave a weak bark of laughter. "No need. I
will not last above the hour. Soon you will be the earl, whether you want to or
not. I suspect not."


 Jeremy inclined his
head. "As you say, sir."


There was silence, broken only by the rasp of a coal as it
slipped in the grate, and the tic of a grandmother
clock on the side cupboard.


 Jeremy hated the
room, it reflected his father. Old, uncaring and unloved.


Was he ever going to say why he needed to speak to him
alone? Or would he die, his message unspoken?


"So where were you?" The old man opened his eyes
and glared at Jeremy.


"Number Six Silk Street
. You see, you never did beat
my un-natural tendencies as you called them, out of me." Jeremy's body
tightened as he remembered the scene he had been pulled out of, to be
dispatched to that room. He would much rather be there, experiencing a physical
lashing, than in the stuffy overheated room and expecting a verbal flaying.


It did not come.


"So I believe." His parent coughed weakly. "No matter. It may aid you. You have to find her, ask
Dalrey to help. Much as I dislike him, for all I know he is the only one who
can now Suster is dead. Find her. I beg you. I have sinned…" His voice
stopped and once more, he closed his eyes.


You can repeat that, as oft
you like and I will never contradict you.


"Find who?"


The voice was so thready he had to bend closer than he
wanted to hear the reply.


"Marina…find her. She is your f…" His head fell to one side,
his eyes wide open and sightless.


 



The End
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