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    I felt his eyes upon me before I even saw him. Dressed in perfectly starched livery, I was waiting by the refreshment table for one of the servants to refill my glass of punch. We were at the Lord and Lady Powlett-Saville Annual Ball, a yearly tradition, which took place every autumn. My father was an old friend of Lord Powlett-Saville and we had been invited to stay over the night, as had many of the other guests. In fact, the large estate, which held more than 140 rooms, was rather packed, and at eight o’clock in the evening there was an excited buzz in the air. In little Corby this was the largest and most important happening of the year, and it was always held at the first full moon in the end of October. During the autumn and winter seasons, all social events were planned around the full moon, since it made it easier for the horse carriages to find their way in the night, guided by the moonlight. It also made the setting rather romantic, or so I thought, as I was standing by the high windows waiting for my drink and watching the full, almost orange, moon outside.


    Just as I received my glass of chilled punch, I had the most peculiar feeling of that someone was watching me. It was an eerie feeling, the same kind of sensation as if someone would lightly stroke the back of your neck with his or her fingertips. A shiver raced down my spine and I slowly turned around to see if my imagination was playing tricks with me or not.


    The ballroom was filled with the social elite of the entire Northamptonshire, all dressed in their very best and the latest fashions of gowns and frocks. The ladies with coiled hair, décolletages, and feathery hats; the gentlemen with trimmed moustaches, lace cravats, and carefully chosen cufflinks. It was, of course, all for show. Shallow and vain decorations to increase once value and reputation, to enhance the possibility for a prospective marriage or beneficial connections.


    However, that is the very foundation of aristocracy, is it not? I thought as my eyes swept over the well-dressed and prim crowd. Just as I started to begin to think that my fantasy had been a little bit too creative, that was when I noticed him. And the world seemed to stop for a heartbeat.


    The unknown gentleman stood in a corner at the far end of the room, engaged in a conversation with Lady Anne, my second cousin. He seemed to be listening to the animated story she was telling, however his dark eyes were fixed on me. He knew he had caught my attention and smiled the tiniest smile at me. And even though we were standing on the opposite sides of a crowded ballroom I caught my breath. No one should be allowed to be that handsome! I thought and felt a quick blush cover my face. He was literally the personification of immoral temptation. He stood out from the crowd, not only because he was remarkable attractive, but also because he was clearly not British. His skin was the colour of polished wood, like exclusive mahogany. Dark hair, almost black, spilled down in ringlets below his shoulders. It looked untamed and wild and nothing like the neat and shorter hairstyles which the rest of the men around us wore. I had no idea what the 19th century fashion was like on the continent, however it suited him perfectly. He had noble features, with a gently arched nose, and a thin moustache together with a chin strip.


    “Who is that? The foreigner over there with Lady Anne?” I asked, trying to sound casual as I leaned closer to Henry who was standing next to me. Henry had been my best friend ever since childhood and he was more or less the only one who knows the true reason behind my choice to remain a bachelor for the rest of my life. When I was twelve years old, when we were too young to realize that my feelings were odd and prohibited, I told him I thought he was pretty. Henry was my first love, and while the feelings never were mutual, he never condemned me and we remained close friends. In fact, he was dearer to me than my own brothers were. He had married three years earlier and already produced two sons, and he seemed happy with his new family life. However, one of his many abilities was that he knew everything about everyone, and to be perfectly honest he gossiped worse than a bored housemaid.


    “That, my dear fellow, is Mr Luciano Cosanni, the only son of Lord Cosanni, the Italian ambassador, who is standing over there together with Lady Powlett-Saville and the Baron of Brinsley. Apparently the son is infamous for almost being disinherited twice by his father for ill behaviour. He is somewhat of a dandy, a gambler, and has the most terrible reputation.”


    “I see,” I said and studied the gentleman closer. He really was remarkably handsome.


    Henry lowered his voice and he move a little bit closer to me, so as not to be overheard before he continued:


    “Mr Luciano Cosanni has been engaged no less than three times, last time with the Countess of York, however the engagements never seem to last. In fact, as soon as they start to take measurements for the wedding dress, he breaks them off.”


    Henry was as usually amazingly well informed. “I do not know why he breaks off the engagements though,” he added and sounded rather vexed by that this kind of essential rumour had slipped passed his network of informants.


    “Interesting,” I mumbled. The background information regarding the gentleman, this Mr Luciano Cosanni, who gazed at me so intriguingly, should have made me vigilant and careful, however instead I found myself even more fascinated by the strange man in the corner. Who is he really? I wondered and sipped my punch. And why is he studying me?


     


    *


     


    I was standing corned by a pretty young woman who desperately tried to wake my interest for her. As I pretended to listen to how she had spent the season in Bath, suddenly a young man on the other side of the room caught my attention. He was standing by the refreshment table, apparently waiting to be served.


    All the other people in the grand ballroom seemed to fade away and I had the strangest sensation of that there was only he and I left in the room. The rest of the crowed turned into grey invisible shadows, into petty background actors on a countryside theatre stage. I tuned out the constant chatter from the young woman next to me as I watched the man with an immense curiosity.


    He was by far the most beautiful man I had ever seen since I came to this miserable and cold country. He stood clearly separated from the rest of the bland and colourless people around him. He was rather tall and slender, but not lean, and he had straight honey-coloured hair, neatly tied back in the nape of his neck. His green eyes were slightly downturned, which gave him a serious and solemn expression. A pair of short trimmed sideburns enhanced his jaw line and manliness, and made him look a little bit older than he probably was. He was somewhere in his late twenties, which meant that I was around ten years older than he was.


    I knew in that instant that I wanted him to be mine, if only for a night.


    Suddenly he looked up and around. I flinched in surprise. It was as if he had heard my dastardly thoughts! His jade-green eyes surveyed the crowd. I hid myself behind my crystal glass, pretending to drink from it, when his eyes met mine and he stole my breath away. He has been searching for me! How he had known that I was watching him or what I have thought was unknown to me, but I gave him a small smile in recognition and was rewarded with the slightest blush, which covered his pale complexion and gave colour to his almost white cheeks.


    A little bit shy... How utterly irresistible, I thought. Everyone knows that it is the modest ones that are the best to bring to your bedchamber, I added sinfully to myself.


    Then I felt a stab of sudden and instant jealousy when I saw the gorgeous young man lean forward to another man next to him. They both quickly studied me, while I pretended not to notice, and then they leaned together talking intimately to each other. They stood too close to each other to be casual acquaintances.


    Could this perhaps be his lover? Surely such a beautiful man was not without a companion, I thought and suddenly a possessive wave of covetousness washed over me, which of course was perfectly ridiculous. I had only just noticed him and I had absolutely no claim or right! But you want him to be yours, do you not? a tiny wicked voice whispered in my head and continued to taunt me: Steal him! Wake his desire and seduce him!


    For some reason that last thought made me yearn for him even more and I interrupted the girl’s endless talking with a wave of my hand.


    “Do you know them, the two gentlemen over there by the table where they serve drinks?” I said.


    She looked at me, slightly disappointed by my lack of sensibility and I tried to cover it up:


    “I did not mean to interrupt you, of course. I was just wondering if you would like some refreshment?”


    She seemed mollified by my smile and said rapidly:


    “Well, the man to the left is my second cousin Mr Nathaniel Wyndham and to the right is Mr Henry Middleton, from Lincolnshire.


    “How do they know each other?” I asked.


    “Oh, they have known each other for ages. I do not know really,” she said clearly uninterested.


    “Would you mind introducing me?” I pressed on.


    “Of course not! I would be delighted to,” she said, however her voice betrayed her discontentment at including them in our company.


     


    *


     


    I noticed that the dark handsome gentleman was unexpectedly leaving his corner with Cousin Anne trailing forlornly after him and to my shock I realized that they were walking in our direction! As he came closer I noticed that he was even more striking and elegant than I previously thought. I resolutely tried, in vain, not to speculate what he might look like underneath the stylish black frock and all that lavish lace. Clearly the Italian fashion was more extravagant that the British. The thick layers of silk lace would look foolish on any another man, however the white lace only enhanced his dark complexion and increased the difference between the soft silk and his strong masculinity.


    Undoubtedly the Italians are far more alluring than any other people in the world, I thought and swallowed hard as he was getting closer. I silently prayed that I would not blush in his presence, as I have an unfortunate ability to colour up at the slightest embarrassment or excitement.


    “Cousin Nathaniel, I would like to introduce Mr Luciano Cosanni from Milan. Mr Cosanni, this is Mr Nathaniel Wyndham and this is Mr Henry Middleton,” Cousin Anne said, sounding slightly disappointed over the end of the intimate conversation she had shared with Mr Cosanni. Now she was alone with three gentlemen; she was sure they would start discussing horses or hunting before she knew it. Men were so incredible dull in groups.


    “How nice to make your acquaintance,” I said and bowed, perhaps a little more formally and awkwardly than I had intended.


    “The pleasure is all mine,” he said with the most wonderfully accented English and bowed smoothly towards me. “Nice to meet you too, Mr Middleton,” he added towards Henry, who returned the bow and said something polite.


    I felt nervous in his presence and did not quite know what to say, so I said more or less the first thing which appeared to me:


    “Have you been to England before, Mr Cosanni?” I said, trying to pronounce his family name correctly.


    “No, this is my first time,” he answered and smiled a little.


    “Do you like it?” I asked.


    “I think so, yes. However, I find most of the English people a little... ah, what is the word? Distant.”


    “How so?” Henry said.


    “Well, most people seem to be distant... Unavailable somehow,” he said and I frowned. What a strange thing to say. But perhaps his English was not so fluent so that he could express himself properly.


    “Did you know that Mr Cosanni told me that in Italy they celebrate ‘All Saints’ Day’ tomorrow?”Cousin Anne intermitted.


    “Oh, do you? What is the name of that old Celtic tradition associated with the 31st of October?” Henry wondered.


    “I believe it is called ‘Samhain’, unless my memory is deceiving me,” I said. “It was some sort of pagan festival.”


    “So perhaps this night is enchanted then, magical even!” Cousin Anne said with a small giggle and gazed up at Mr Cosanni.


    “Yes, I believe it is.” he said seriously, sparing her a quick glance and then looked directly at me. “Anything may happen.”


    “Do you hunt?” I asked to change the topic and I thought I heard Cousin Anne stifle a sigh before engaging Henry in another conversation.


    “I do,” he said and looked at me intently with dark brown eyes. I suddenly got the strange feeling that he had answered an entirely different question.


    “And do you like it?” I asked and cleared my throat a little.


    “Very much,” he said slowly and smiled a little as if he had just said something clever. He had unnoticeably stepped closer towards me and I felt rather tensed to stand so near him as I continued to ask random questions:


    “I suppose Italy has more game than England?”


    “Perchance. However, I find the hunting in England more exciting,” he said smiling more broadly, his dark eyes glittering.


    What on Earth do I reply to that? I thought desperately.


    “I see,” I mumbled and realized all of a sudden a possible hidden meaning in our conversation. I bit my lip. Surely, he could not have meant... I thought and to my mortification I helplessly felt how a blush started to form and spread over my face.


     


    *


     


    I could not help playing innuendo with this incredibly beautiful young man. He was so irresistible when he suddenly understood my concealed message. And he blushed! How perfectly adorable!


    “Would you like some refreshment, Mr Wyndham?” I asked, and to lessen his embarrassment somewhat, I added: “It is awfully hot in here, is it not?”


    “Yes, please. I mean, yes, it is rather hot and I would be grateful for something to drink,” he said.


    I turned around to get the attention of one of the servants and returned with two crystal glasses of chilled punch.


    “Thank you,” Nathaniel mumbled as he received the glass that I brought him. To underline my hidden message and to investigate if there was a chance that my feelings were shared, I let my fingers brush his as I gave him the glass of punch.


    An ordinary man would have thought nothing of it, and if he noticed it, he would only dismiss it as a slightly clumsy gesture; however for someone with my own preferences it would never be regarded as a simple mistake. To my satisfaction Nathaniel reacted as if my fingers had burnt him, and his eyes met mine and held them for a moment before he accepted the delicate crystal glass. He was about to say something when we were interrupted by Lady Anne’s exclamation:


    “Oh, finally, the dancing is about to start!”


    “Do you dance, Mr Cosanni?” she continued as the chamber orchestra on the low stage did their final tuning of their instruments.


    “I do, however I am afraid I do not know any English dances. So unfortunately I cannot possibly ask you to dance with me, since I would not want to embarrass you,” I said, pretending to be disappointed. “Perhaps later, when I have studied a couple of dances, I could renew my offer?”


    The young woman looked displeased and unsatisfied, but was swiftly saved by an older gentleman in military uniform whom she apparently knew and who had overhead our conversation. Mr Middleton left us as well to search for his wife, with whom he had promised to dance. That left me pleasantly alone with Nathaniel.


    “Is it true that you do not dance?” he inquired as the orchestra started to play and the minuet dancing began.


    “I do dance,” I said slowly. “But I cannot dance her dance.”


    “That has to be a pity; she must be considered to be the prettiest young woman at the ball.”


    “Do you think so?” I asked.


    “I could not say. I would not know,” Nathaniel replied delicately.


    “Well. She does not tempt me, however,” I confirmed.


    “I see...”


    “Do you?”


    “Perhaps,” he said and returned my smile. He had the most charming smile, which transformed his otherwise rather solemn features and which revealed two small dimples. In a way it made him look a little bit less masculine, however it also made him look slightly mischievous. He bit his lip before he continued:


    “...Perhaps, if you would like to, you could someday show me how they dance in Italy?”


    My eyebrows rose in surprise before I could conceal my astonishment. Well, well, I thought. Perhaps he is not altogether completely timid and shy. He is clearly an adept student and able to play along with my game. That is promising...


    “I would love to have that pleasure,” I whispered and noticed to my delight that he was blushing again. “Perhaps even later, tonight?”


    “What are you talking about?” Lady Anne said, interrupting us.


    “Dancing,” I said resolutely at the same time as Nathaniel replied: “Hunting.”


    She looked at us confusedly before she turned to me:


    “Mr Cosanni, have you had time to study the dance?”


    “I have,” I lied. In fact, I had only had eyes for the young man next to me. “Would you care to dance with me, my Lady?”


    “But, of course!” she said.


    I swallowed the last of my punch and licked my lips as I looked at Nathaniel before I left and joined the other dancing couples.


     


    *


     


    I watched them leave to join the dance and stood there for a while with my cold drink. Thirty or so couples had gathered on the floor and divided into four groups. The dance was about to begin and the dance partners lined up opposite each other in two rows. The ladies curtseyed and the gentlemen bowed and the dance began to the tune from the chamber orchestra. I pretended to watch the dancing couples; however I my eyes never left one man: Mr Luciano Cosanni.


    It was obviously that he had not told the truth when he told Cousin Anne that he was unfamiliar with any English dances, because he danced better than most of the others. I watched every step and every turn he did. Luciano moved elegantly with an inborn grace which did not quite match his strong body. My eyes eagerly followed every move he did, until the temptation was too much and I decided to join the dancing. I went to find my older spinster sister, who was hiding together with a tray of appetizing-looking canapés in a window alcove.


    “Do you want to dance? But you never dance!” she said amused and astonished and abandoned her tray of nibbles. “Wait...Has someone finally caught your attention? I did see you study the dancers.”


    “You could say that,” I answered truthfully and felt slightly guilty over that I had failed to ask her to dance earlier. My sister was a wonderful person with a large heart to give away to anyone who could see behind her unflattering features. She had unfortunately large eyes, which made her look constantly surprised; and a rather prominent nose which was less becoming. The fact that she is quite shy and prefers books instead of people did not help either. I knew she only attended the ball to make our parents happy, as had I. She was my only sister and did not stand in the way for any younger sisters, and was therefore still included in various social events, even though she was almost on the shelf.


    We joined the dance when another couple excused themselves. The dance paused and all dancers on one of the rows took one step to the left and changed partners. I stood in front of a less pleased Cousin Anne and we started to move around each other.


    “This is a very large and beautiful room,” I commented. And indeed, Lord and Lady Powlett-Saville’s estate was magnificent, and the large ballroom was no exception with its many crystal ceiling pendants and rich gobelin tapestry.


    “It is,” she agreed, but she did not make another remark, so we danced in silence to the music. I knew this dance, and after another set of turns, the dancers swirled in a complicated pattern and changed partners again. After each turn you lifted your left hand and danced in circles with the person in front of you before shifting hand and doing a new circle in the opposite direction. After a certain numbers of twirls you then took a new step to the left and changed partner. By this design, every second time you danced with a lady, and every second time you danced with a gentleman.


    I am not ashamed to admit that this was the true reason that had led me to join the dance in the first time.


     


    *


     


    The orchestra changed to a different dance, one which I was unfamiliar with, however I had always had a talent for improvising and the dance steps were not as complicated as they first seemed. I tried to catch Nathaniel’s attention. I had seen him watch me with hungry eyes from the audience, however now he seemed to have disappeared. I craned my neck and surveyed the crowd; however he was nowhere to be seen. I hoped feverously that he had not left. I had to attend the ball a little longer and be seen together with at least one pretty woman before I could leave discreetly. I looked around again and my unease increased when I could not find him.


    I automatically took a step to the left and changed dancing partner, and suddenly he was there, right in front of me, smiling at my surprised look. Time seemed to slow down as we both at the same time raised our left hands, in accordance to the dance. The hands were meant to touch only air, but I was never one for rules and discreetly I let my palm touch his as we slowly spun in a circle. His slender fingers were a little bit cold in comparison to mine. I wanted nothing else than to lace my fingers together with his and pull him closer, but of course that was entirely impossible.


    I noticed that he moved skilfully with the music; clearly he must have had a good dancing master once. A forbidden thought crossed my mind: Or perhaps he is just a very good student. After all, he has learnt to play my little game of innuendo fast enough... I smiled at the thought and noticed that he returned the smile, dimples and all.


    We continued to dance until I could no longer restrain myself. Every time our hands touched my craving for him increased. Quite silly, really: We did absolutely nothing inappropriate, yet I do not think I have ever felt myself yearning after another man like that before. An invitingly smile, a careful touch, and a meaningful bow. His posture was perfectly innocent; however his jade-green eyes betrayed him and told me everything he really wanted to do. We stepped in circles around each other, quite literally. All the people around us, dancing, watching, and never understanding a thing of the wordless communication which went on between us. Neither love, nor desire, requires spoken words.


    At last I was not able to uphold the charade anymore, and as we swirled slowly in a circle once again I leaned closely towards him and whispered the few unchaste words:


    “Would you... like to join me in my room?”


    He looked at me, never missing a step. And then he looked down, shyly and blushing so adorably again. He bit his lip and for an agonizing moment I thought he would deny me, that social convention and legal enforcement would restrain him. However, he then looked up, jade-green and filled with suppressed passion, and met my eyes. He made a small acknowledging nod and said softly:


    “Yes.” Another circle, another dance step. “I would like that.”


    “Follow me,” I said and when the dance finally stopped we bowed towards our dancing partners and inconspicuously left the ballroom after each other.


     


    *


     


    I followed Luciano as we left the grand ballroom and the music behind. I felt strangely powerless as I let him half-drag me through the deserted corridors towards his bedroom. Perhaps Cousin Anne was right; perhaps this night really is enchanted, I thought distractedly as we entered the bedroom.


    The room was spacious, with painted wall panels and thick exclusive carpets. A fire in the fireplace burned low and spread a warm light in the room.


    “Stay where you are,” Luciano said in a slightly commanding voice and he almost pushed me down on the large four-poster bed.


    “Why?” I asked.


    “Because I tell you to,” he said, smiling, and bent closer, whispering in my ear. “I will reward you if you do as you are told...”


    There was something both promising and slightly intimidating about the comment. I watched him lock the door and for good measure place a sturdy baroque chair underneath the doorknob. When he finally turned around from the door to face me, I felt every hair from my neck and down stand up. Before I had the time to react, he closed the space in between us, placed one hand under my chin and kissed me gently. We were finally completely alone. At last no one was watching us and I did not have to hide or hold back my burning need for him.


    I kissed him back, roughly and thoroughly. I buried my hands in his long dark hair, kissing him deeply. His hair was softer, but thicker than I had imagined; and he smelled slightly of luxury cologne, punch and, underneath it, faintly of sweat after the dancing. I stood up and as I pressed my body against his, and I could feel that he too was growing harder through the thin layers of our breeches. Suddenly the thought, that we were already almost touching each other, had the most arousing effect, and I tried to press myself firmly against him, forcing him up against the wall. Before I did have the time to contemplate my sinful actions, I found my hands reaching for him, touching and stroking him where I myself wanted to be touched. He gasped out loud when my fingers closed around his hardness, but before I had the possibility to explore him further, he removed my hands with a firm grip.


    “No,” he said hoarsely.


    “Please,” I moaned and I saw a shadow of an unknown emotion cross his eyes; however it was gone before I could fully interpret its meaning.


    He kissed me softly again, however he still held my wrists in a determined grip and slowly pulled my hands away from him. He was stronger than I was and I struggled a little just to see if I could stop him, but I could not. The grip around my wrists increased.


    I noticed that his accent was more prominent now than before when he said:


    “We may only have this one night together, let it last as long as possible...”


    I suppose there was some kind of logic to that, however I was reluctant to admit it. Besides, the few times I had engaged in physical activities with others, it had always been rushed, and that was all the experience I had. I had never had a lover; however on a few occasions, I had met other men with the same odd longing as I had, and we had shared a short, mutual release. It had been done with haste, and while the physical contact had been a relief, the situations had always been hurried and filled with the dread of being discovered. A kiss or two, desperate seeking hands, and a swift farewell. That was all I knew before I met Luciano, and I could not even begin to imagine what we could do together until dawn.


     


    *


     


    Never had I lusted after a man like that! Perhaps it is the dancing, which has acted like a disguised foreplay? I wondered. When I first kissed his soft lips gently I certainly had not anticipated Nathaniel’s response. I thought I had trapped an innocent lamb, however the way he kissed me back, ardently and desperately, told me that I did not have an entirely mild and compliant young man in my possession. In fact, I let him roughly pin me against the bedroom’s painted wall panels as we kissed intensively. It had the most exciting effect on me and I wanted nothing else than to push him lower, pull down my breeches, and let him satisfy me.


    However, I regained control of myself, and instead I reluctantly wrapped his wrists in my hands and removed his impatient hands from my body. He struggled a little and made a small growl of vexation, which was quite charming and also rather exciting. I felt him try my grip, straining to get loose, but I held firm. I was stronger than he was, the way I preferred; and I tenderly explained to him we indeed had the whole night together. There was no need to rush.


    “If you promise to behave I will let you go,” I said gently.


    He looked at me, his hair falling down in his captivating jade-green eyes, as he pretended to pout and leaned forward.


    “I promise,” he whispered softly.


    I felt goose bumps form as a result of his words and closeness, and I released him. His fair hair had escaped from where it had been tied back and now fell to his shoulders. I did not recall pulling his shirt loose, but apparently I had. His cheeks had coloured and he actually wiped a tiny drop of blood from his lip, investigating it. We must have kissed a little bit more roughly than I had intended. I smiled and took his hand.


    “Come over here,” I said, mainly to see if he would do as I asked. I was pleased to notice that he immediately followed my request. “Stand absolutely still now.”


    And then I slowly and delicately started to undress him. I loved this part. We both knew what was going to happen afterwards, but then and there, we balanced on the perfect edge between lust and torment.


    I circled around him, removing piece after piece of fine and elegant clothes, and let them drop haphazardly to the floor. I stood in front of him, undoing his cravat, and moved behind him, pulling his frock coat off deliberately slowly. There was no need to hasten the experience, and it was true; I really did want this to last the entire night.


    Once he lost his control and tried to kiss me while I was unbuttoning his shirt, however I slapped his hands and took a step away from him. I smiled a little at his eagerness.


    “I told you to stand still,” I whispered, standing behind him.


    “I am trying to,” he replied with a strained voice, his breath already becoming uneven with excitement. I sighed in delight as I let my hands follow his naked waist and glide along his hips as I started to undo his breeches. His skin was remarkably pale and the sight of his slender but muscular chest and arms did have its effects on me. I wanted nothing more than to press myself against his back, but I did not dare to. I had a feeling of that he had very little experience and if I was to be the first to give him a whole night of pleasure, I wanted him to fully enjoy it and remember it for the rest of his life. That said, I did not entirely want to deny myself, and before I undressed him completely I was curious about his preferences. I knew of course my own desires, how I myself wanted to be satisfied, however I was not completely sure about his needs.


    Therefore, as I undid his breeches with one hand, I let the other hand glide down his thighs. I heard him moan in response as I touched him more intensely, but never actually touching his hardness, at least not yet.


    My hands continued their investigation. They touched him, glided along his naked torso, my fingertips brushing his nipples while I kissed his neck. I knew without touching him that he was growing harder and I continued to tease him by rubbing his thighs more firmly. As I felt him tremble under my touch, I knew that he would very soon start to lose control.


     


    *


     


    I have been undressed many times in my life by my valet, who, luckily for me, is an elderly, friendly man in his mid-sixties and who never have stirred neither my imagination nor my temptation. Letting Luciano undress me, however, was an entirely different matter. He circled around me, like a predator closing in on its prey. In a way I felt almost vulnerable as I was gradually getting naked. What does he want to do? I wondered. And what do I want him to do? Still, as he took off my clothes, one item after the other, I was getting more and more certain of that I probably would let him do whatever he wanted to with me.


    I had tried in vain to warn myself against him. I knew he had a more than questionable reputation, while mine was still intact, mostly due to luck, prudency, and because I very seldom let myself stray. And I did not have a powerful father to protect me if I would be involved in a scandal. Better to be a lone bachelor than completely desolated, abandoned by friends or family, I had told myself.


    And I was absolutely right. In all aspects this was a horrid idea and I should not under any circumstances have obliged to Mr Cosanni’s most depraved request in the first place!


    However, the notion of that I was about to do something that was not only forbidden, but also dangerous, did unfortunately only increase my craving for him. Perhaps knowing that this opportunity would most likely come but only once made it even sweeter. For one single occasion, one single night, I did not want to play the role of the well-behaved son, the caring brother who saw everyone else around him find happiness and love, or the gentle friend with a hidden secret.


    I tried to stand still and not to move as he had requested, however it was getting more and more difficult to resist him. A stolen glance told me that we were both rather excited at the moment, so when he stood behind me and finally let his hands glide over my body, I felt almost drunk with desire. He started slowly and never really touched me all the way, which surely would have made me reach climax instantly, regardless if I tried to hold back or not. Still, the hands were so close it was maddening. I heard myself moan softly and I wished desperately for him to reach down and touch me, but he did not.


    As I grew harder his hands were everywhere: The glided across my chest and stroked my sensitive nipples. He teased me, tempted me, and tormented me. I felt shivers form and felt both hot and cold at the same time as my desire grew. I tried to continue to stand still, but all I wanted to was to turn around and kiss him and guide his hand to my waiting erection. It would take almost nothing for me to come at this moment.


    “Please,” I whispered, not even knowing myself if it was a plea for him to stop or to continue to tantalize me.


    “You are behaving very well,” he whispered in my ear and gently pressed himself against me. Instinctively I pressed my back towards his body, pleased with the increased body contact. I heard him gasp in response and push himself a little bit firmer against me. I suddenly realized that I could feel him all the way against me, including his full erection against my backside. The sensation of him being so hard and ready, and knowing that he desired me, made me lose the last shreds of my self-control. Involuntary I turned around, letting one hand reach down to touch him and the other gripping his neck, and tried to force him to kiss me.


     


    *


     


    I saw him fight with his declining willpower to stand still as I teased him lazily, deliberately doing my best to tempt him further until he could resist any more. In the end he stood there, shivering with closed eyes and with his fists clenched so hard his knuckles were turning white. There was something incredibly arousing about seeing him at last losing the battle between self-discipline and lust and finally give in as he turned around and kissed me.


    I allowed him to embrace me and to touch me everywhere with eager hands. I had planned to remove his hands immediately, however my desire got the better of me as we kissed and I could not resist letting him believe that he was in command for a while. I knew I was stronger than he was, yet still he held a surprisingly solid grip around my neck, forcing me to kiss him back deeply. I did not mind, and perhaps, if he was desperate enough, he might even be able to hold me.


    I let him stroke my full length through my clothes and I felt him get more and more excited as we touched each other. I removed the last of his clothes, and when my hands found his hardness I noticed that the tip of his erection was already a little bit moist. That was good; I wanted him to be fully aroused, however I did not want him to orgasm already, and therefore I took handful of his fair honey-coloured hair and pulled him slowly away from me. He uttered a small cry when I pulled his hair, however it was not a cry entirely of pain, but it was mixed with delight as well. Oh, I thought. So he is one of them. I see... Indeed, it could be rather beneficial if he had problems differentiating between pleasure and pain when he was very excited.


    To demonstrate that I was once again in charge, I wrapped his wrists in my hands tightly, just firmly enough to hold him, and like before he resisted a little. I increased my grip while I pressed myself against him so that our erections met. As I had anticipated, it made him struggle even more, and I felt all his muscles tense against my body as I strained to hold him, wondering how he would explain the peculiar bruises around his wrists in the morning if anyone should notice.


    “Should I punish you for not doing what you are told?” I asked softly just to see what kind of reaction I would get. I was rewarded by a quiet whimper and a shiver of anticipation. “Or perhaps I shall just see how far I can tempt you before you will beg me to please you?”


    This comment was followed by a small growl and I saw him look at me with jade-green eyes, desperate, but also a little fierce. No, definitively not an innocent lamb, I thought. He made a new attempt to kiss me, but I denied him.


    “None of that,” I said and not until I felt him relax did I kiss him. “There, better,” I mumbled between kisses, but I still held his wrists as I guided him to the waiting bed.


     


    *


     


    I had no idea what to expect or what he meant, however after he had resolutely positioned me on the large four-poster bed, I watched him undress in front of me. He was truly one of the most attractive men I had ever met, and to see him slowly remove layer after layer of lace and elegant clothes could be described only as enthralling. I marvelled at his body and the sight of him made me swallow hard. His skin was dark and alluring, and his body was strong and muscular but not heavy. Without all the soft silk lace his body radiated perfect masculinity. There was no softness, only hard angles and firmness. His body could never have been designed for anything else than temptation and ruin.


    I had not thought it was possible to get more aroused, however I had been wrong. In fact, I had to stifle the urge to stroke myself while he undressed. Finally he removed the last pieces of clothing, and he stood there in front of me naked, erect, and stunningly handsome.


    “Lie down on the bed,” he said softly, and I lay down on my back. At this stage I would happily have swallowed arsenic if he had asked me to, and I hurriedly did what he asked. I wanted to please him, and I had rapidly learned that good behaviour was indeed rewarded.


    He rummaged through his bedside table drawer and held up a small dark glass bottle with a handwritten label.


    “This is called ‘Rose oil’. It is known for many things: Its bouquet, its expensiveness, and its ability to restore beautiful skin. Less known is that it can drive a man to the brink of insanity. If you know how to use it properly, that is,” he said and smiled before he continued:


    “Turn around.”


    I did as I was told and I felt him straddle me, leaning gently against me and I moaned under the sensation of his weight against me. This was similar to when he had pressed against me from behind when he teased me, but more stimulating and intimate as we were both entirely naked now. He let me feel that he was quite excited too as pressed his hips lightly against me.


    “You are so beautiful,” he whispered, his voice heavy with Italian accent and he poured a couple of drops of the oil along my spine. He started to slowly massage it into my skin on my shoulders and the wonderful fragrance of roses filled the bedroom. Until this day I always associate roses with lust, passion, and my first night with Luciano.


    His hands continued to massage in new drops of the rose oil and worked their way downwards. I felt my longing for him accelerate as he reached my waist and when his hands continued even lower I sighed with pleasure. I was clearly reaching a new level of lustful yearning when his fingertips gently stroke my naked bottom. They glided easily thanks to the oil and suddenly my desire peaked when they unexpectedly, but softly and very carefully, entered me. I had never known pleasure like this and I almost cried out in ecstasy.


    “Do you like it?” he whispered and pressed himself against my backside. The feeling of his hard erection against my buttocks and his gentle fingers touching me so incredibly intimately was extraordinary and cannot be described by words. I was entirely unable to answer coherently, completely lost in lust; however I arched my back, pressing myself closer against him in reply.


     


    *


     


    I had said that I would make it last the entire night, however when he moaned softly, arched his back and pressed against me, so ready and so willingly, I knew I had lied.


    My fingers glided easily in and out of him now as he was relaxing and had fully given in to the pleasure of the experience. The rose oil lessened the friction and I poured a couple of drops down on my own erection, massaging both myself and him at the same time. I loved watching him, moaning with passion underneath me, as I touched myself. Before I was too carried away, I let my fingers grow still. He was by now very aroused and he groaned with disappointment, however he swiftly understood that depending on how he moved his own body, he was able to renew the sensation. I saw him close his eyes and his breath came in uneven gasps when he moved his hips against me rhythmically. Very soon he would come, whether I touched him or not. The sight of him, under me, gasping and moaning, was more than distracting and appealing.


    “I want to be inside of you,” I whispered and removed my fingers. Instead I held my hard erection against him, pressing it gently to where I had just touched him while encouragingly stroking the sensitive areas of his bottom.


    “Yes,” he replied with a thick voice and arched his back again. I gasped as he pressed himself against me, which made the tip of me glide inside of him. He responded immediately and tried to press himself further against me.


    “Careful, or you may injure yourself,” I said, trying to make him slow down. I grabbed his hips to stop him and gently I started to push in small, cautious, and controlled movements against him, making my way.


    The sensation of him so tight around me, and the feeling of him trying to press himself harder against me than he should, was intoxicating. Evidently I may have been a little bit too enthusiastic in teasing him and now he was too aroused to appreciate a tender approach. In fact, I had to hold him still resolutely, and I felt him resist me, straining his muscles until his veins bulged with the effort. It had the most disturbing effect on me; his desire was like wildfire and was clearly spreading to me.


    “Slowly,” I said hoarsely, but he did not listening anymore. “It may hurt otherwise.” I tried to warn him in vain.


    “I do not care,” he snarled, pressing more and more recklessly against me and struggling to get free. I started to have serious problems holding him still as his desperation increased.


    “You should,” I growled, on the very edge of losing my own self-control. The combination of that I had to hold him by force and that he was so willing was rapidly breaking down my resolution to be gentle.


    “Please...” he moaned and threw back his head. “Take me. Do what you want with me!”


    It was the begging which finally did it. I can resist many things, and be tempted in many ways, however begging had always had the most delirious effect on me, and I could not, whether I wanted it or not, deny him anymore.


     


    *


     


    The sensation of his fingers inside of me had been most exhilarating, however when I felt the tip of his hardness enter me, I gasped with desire. I had never even known that this kind of pleasure was possible. His weight on top of me, pressing me down on the bed, and the intimate feeling of him inside of me made me crave more. I struggled to press myself harder against him, but with his strong arms he forced me to be still.


    As I moaned in desperation and pleaded for him to continue, I heard him inhale sharply and his grip around my hips hardened while his pace increased slightly. In my delirious state of passion, I suddenly and vaguely realized that I may have found his Achilles’ heel.


    I begged for him to take me and was instantly rewarded as I felt his grip around my hips increase further, and he finally abandoned his former annoying carefulness and pushed me rather ruthlessly down on the bed. He did not hold back any longer, and after a couple of powerful thrusts, he had entered me completely and buried himself all the way to the shaft. It may have hurt a little, I am not sure, gone with passion as I was. He was slightly more endowed than I was, but I did not mind the extra flavour of pain; it only mingled with the pleasure, enhancing it further.


    However, the sensation of that I just had managed to make him lose his precious control; that I was able to drive him to act unwisely against his own wish, was indeed rather gratifying.


    “More,” I begged, tempting him. “Harder.”


    It worked like magic. I heard him growl and say something in Italian which I did not understand, but which I assumed may have been a curse, however the result was the same. He spread my legs further apart without mercy and pinned me down harshly. I felt him reach even further in this new position as he rhythmically trusted deeply against me. His movements in and out of me and his weight against me pressed my body firmly down on the bed. The vague sensation of being so helpless underneath his strong body and the feeling of him so deeply inside of me was overwhelming.


    Just when I thought I would not be able to take it anymore, that my desire would overthrow me, he suddenly wrapped his arms around my chest tightly. And while he continued to thrust more resolutely against me, one hand reached down and closed around me. The dual experience of him inside me and the sensation of his fingers surrounding me made me almost made me cry out. He thrust harder and more rapidly against me now, just as I had begged him to do; and the grip around my hardness matched the pace he maintained. There was no teasing or tempting; only a very steady, determined and irreversible purpose in his actions.


    I came almost immediately. The dancing, the undressing, and finally this indescribable act were all too much. I cried out for real this time, almost with a feral snarl, and it felt as if the world around me vanished, fading away. At last my burning need for him was being satisfied and my seed spilled down, warm and thick, on his fingers. As I was still gasping for breath, riding with pleasure, he shoved hard against me for the final time, pulled out, and came violently over my back. Then he more or less collapsed on top of me and mumbled incoherently in Italian.


    We lay like that, naked with sweat-covered bodies among disarrayed bedclothes and perfect contentment for a long time. Afterwards he chided me for not taking it slow and was fretting and concerned over that he might have harmed me. I, however, never regretted anything and when I thought he was being a little bit too overprotective, I simply asked mischievously if he preferred me to beg for forgiveness or not. He did laugh at that and kissed me. First tenderly and then more lavishly.


    “Perhaps,” he whispered and looked at me with dark eyes. “After all, the night has only just begun, has it not?”


     


    ***


     


    ~ THE END ~
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