
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Captive in a lair... and a fairy in the bed.

	 

	 

	Xanthe Persimmon needs a man, but none of her lovers ever comes back for a return engagement. When Percy Brioche leaves her bed in silence, Xanthe forces him to tell her why. Chilled and disappointed, Xanthe goes to the cliffs and dares herself to walk along the rocky path at midsummer tide. She finds herself in the lair of a seaman—the least understood and the most feared of the fay. Sparks fly in the hot lair and Xanthe makes some exciting discoveries about herself and her desires. There’s just one problem. The seaman won’t let her leave. Hot sex aside, Xanthe knows fulfilment is an illusion if she has no choices.
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Chapter One: Percy

	 

	 

	Xanthe needed a lover.

	Her brothers and sisters had all found someone with apparent ease, but Xanthe had problems with every man she bedded. They also had problems with her.

	Courtfolk ladies were expected to find a lover of their own order. Xanthe had danced with any number of handsome courtfolk lads and men at court balls and taken the willing ones to her chamber. They were all handsome, and most of them were fair-haired with blue or grey eyes. The bedding had been all right, she supposed. The men had thanked her politely, but they’d left in a hurry, and none came back for a second go-round. This evening she’d had Parsifal Brioche in her bed. The chances of a second engagement boded no better than usual, and she was determined to find out why.

	“Why don’t you want to do it again?” she asked Parsifal when he climbed out of her bed without a word.

	Percy was a lively young summerman who loved life, food, women and wine. He smelled good, like new-baked bread. Xanthe had known him since they were children, though this was the first time she’d had his company in her chamber. Because of their long acquaintance, she didn’t feel awkward asking him for an explanation.

	Percy had already conjured on his britches when she asked. He paused, bare-chested, looking down at her with blank blue eyes, but he said nothing.

	Xanthe sat up, spilling bedcoverings around her hips. Her breasts bounced, peeping through her long, curling strawberry-blonde hair. They were large and well-formed. Percy thought so. He’d mentioned them more than once before they got into her bed. “Percy? Why don’t you want to stay and do it again?”

	He turned to pick up his discarded shirt. Since he could have conjured it on in a second, she knew he was playing for time.

	“Percy!” She got out of bed and took him by the arm, turning him to face her. “Tell me.”

	“I have to go, Zan. Thank you for the bedding. I might see you at the Midsummer Ball next week.” His tone implied he wouldn’t if he could help it.

	“That’s not an answer. Tell me.” She snapped her fingers and clapped a compulsion on him. That was terribly bad manners, but how else was she to get an answer?

	He frowned down at her from his superior height. She knew he was fighting the urge to spill his thoughts. He might even win. He’d trained himself in courtesy and court manners.

	So, he wanted to be difficult?

	Two could play at that.

	Xanthe followed up the compulsion with a powerful willy-tingler. These charms were used occasionally by the bawdier colleens to tease uppity young men. They pricked the young men’s consequence and caused tingling consequences to the young men’s pricks.

	The one Xanthe used was the strongest she could contrive. More of a shock than a tingle, she surmised.

	Percy’s face went a dull crimson, and he doubled up, clutching at the front of his britches. “Great bogle, Zan! Get it off me!”

	“Tell me, then.”

	Percy moaned, turned as if to flee, and fell to his knees, fumbling with his britches. His shoulders jerked, and his arms tensed and moved purposefully. He was—

	Xanthe stepped around and watched with growing outrage as he hauled and squeezed at his cock. His breath grew short and his eyes closed suddenly as his mouth opened in a soundless gasp.

	Thick white fluid gushed over his hands. He froze, breathing hard, opened his eyes, and bundled himself back into his britches.

	Xanthe dropped to her knees in front of him. “Tell me,” she said implacably.

	Percy’s flushed face went pale and clammy, and he bent over so sharply his head almost hit her in the nose. He fumbled with his britches again and gasped, “Please, get it off me,” as tears splashed out of his eyes.

	“Tell me.”

	He folded down into a moaning bundle, pawing at himself.

	Xanthe got to her feet. She wasn’t going to get anything out of him in this state. Crossly, she snapped her fingers and took off the willy-tingler. “Is that better?”

	Percy unbent cautiously and lifted his head. “How could you do that to me? Why would you humiliate me like that? I thought we were friends.” His voice shook.

	“Friends answer one another’s questions. You wouldn’t answer mine.”

	He swallowed. “Zan, I couldn’t. It would be discourteous.”

	“Answer me now then, or—” She held up her hand, fingers poised to click.

	Percy had regained his composure, and he gave her a superior smile. “You wouldn’t.”

	“Try me.”

	“You—”

	Tired of his prevaricating, Xanthe snapped her fingers.

	Percy moaned.

	She watched as he struggled with his desire to ease himself and his horror of humiliation. The sight brought her an uneasy feeling. She didn’t want to hurt him. Indeed, she wasn’t hurting him. He could perfectly well have got back into bed with her, laughed and made use of his enormously-ready state. Instead, he chose to go through this shaming performance. She didn’t understand.

	Approaching footsteps and a sharp tap on her chamber door made her turn impatiently. “Supper time, Xanthe.”

	“I’ll be there in a bit, Mama.”

	The door handle twitched. “What are you doing in there, child?”

	Xanthe glanced at the miserable Parsifal, who had given up the struggle and who now had both hands on his rampant cock. He appeared to be trying to strangle it. She murmured, “Will you answer my question, or shall I let her in right now?”

	He glowered at her, gasping. “I’ll tell you.” It came out in a jerky whisper in concert with more jets of fluid.

	“I have company, Mama. Won’t be long.”

	The door handle returned to its normal position and sharp heels tapped away.

	Xanthe clicked her fingers and watched as Percy’s cock deflated.

	He drew a deep breath, put himself away, and wiped his hands on his britches. Then he conjured on the rest of his clothing and used a sleeve to blot his eyes. “Get dressed,” he told Xanthe in a cold voice.

	She pulled on a dressing robe and tied the cord around her waist. Then she confronted him again. “Well?”

	“You want to know why I don’t want to bed you again.”

	“That’s what I asked.”

	“It was no fun. Not for either of us.”

	“Didn’t I squeal loudly enough for you?”

	“You squealed convincingly, but only because you thought you ought to. You didn’t feel anything. Therefore, it was no good for me either. You don’t behave the way—” He broke off.

	“Why didn’t you say that before? I could have done something different to make it more exciting.”

	His pale face flushed an angry shade of red. “It makes a man feel inadequate when a lady responds as you do. It made me feel as if I might as well be sticking my cock in a bucket of swill. It was loose and sloshy. You scratched me, too. It was like wrestling with a wildcat, and it smarts. I’m sorry if that offends you, but that’s the truth.”

	He stood looking at her for a few seconds more. He seemed to be waiting for something.

	“What?” she said.

	“Aren’t you going to apologise for putting me through that? I’ve never been so shamed in my life.”

	“You could have stopped it at any time. All you had to do was answer my question.”

	He shrugged and held out his hands. For a moment she thought he was going to take hers and bow in the courtly manner. Instead, he looked at them and turned them over as if he didn’t recognise them. “My hands are shaking. I don’t know if it’s humiliation or rage. How could you, Zan?”

	Xanthe turned away from him while she changed into a supper gown and arranged her hair. She took her time, and by the time she was ready, Parsifal had gone.
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