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Chapter One

 


The smell of burning sage permeated Talbot’s
clothing. He staggered down the hall with a bottle of red wine in
one hand and a scantily clad female on his arm. Her perk nipples
peeked out of a lacey bodice. He stumbled, and she giggled as she
reached for the wine.

“Non.”
Talbot put the bottle to his lips and finished it off. “Find
another to buy you some Bordeaux.”

The hall of the
maison, draped with
sheer silks and embroidered fabric, curved and warbled in his
drunken eyesight. The squeals of pleasure leaked out of the sliver
at the bottom of each door. Talbot stumbled to the side as a naked
harlot ran giggling past him with a lusty male hot on her trail. He
snickered at the fool. A lover should fall graciously into a man’s
arms and scream at every ramming thrust from his fleshy
stick.

His escort stopped and ran her fingers up the
doorjamb to a room. He molded his body to hers as a few other
revelers in the brothel passed by. He licked his lips, his gaze
wandering the many paths of her lace-covered skin.

She laughed and the door behind her swung
wide. Her hand fisted in his shirt. His little minx whorled him
around and gave him a playful shove. Talbot lost his balance and
tripped, the bed catching his fall. He burst into a fit of
laughter, too drunk to care.

She laid her body on top of his. Her lips
sought his cheek and tasted before she slid off of him. “Ah,
Talbot, someday I shall bed you, but for now your company awaits.”
Her gossamer outfit swayed as she left the room. The door closed
behind her and locked.

Paris had brought Talbot everything he
desired, the most beneficial asset being the underground network
for persons with unique tastes. Discreet and alluring, his deepest
fantasies came alive within the walls of the brothel. His coin
bought him almost anything.

“Where is my whore?” He chuckled.

“You promised you would be sober. And shaved.”
Lean and fair skinned, a man draped in nothing but a sheer cloth
around his waist walked out from behind one of the many curtains
lining the room. He cocked a hip and twirled a finger in his long
blond hair. Beneath the revealing fabric, his manhood
twitched.

Talbot snorted, rubbing his beard. “I promise
nothing, Tyeis, but the pleasure of my prick.” He crooked a finger
as he unlaced his breeches.

Tyeis rolled his eyes and tossed the fabric
covering his body on the floor. Talbot grinned before dragging
Tyeis down on top of him. His kiss was eager, threatening to
swallow his lithe consort whole. His lover smelt of rose petals and
lavender, soaking oils from a long bath at his request. Talbot’s
fingers laced in Tyeis’s long locks as he tugged on his lower lip.
A high-pitched moan escaped the small man’s throat.

Talbot sighed, jerking Tyeis away by his hair.
“If I wanted a woman to fuck, I would have one.”

His lover sat up, the threat of tears brimming
in his eyes. “I am tired of meeting here. Why can we not spirit
away somewhere more special?”

“Because men such as we would lose our heads
by the blade. We are safe here to indulge.” He ran a finger up
Tyeis’s arm and grasped his neck.” Do you not remember what
happened when you tempted me at your father’s estate?”

Tyeis nodded. Talbot rubbed the back of his
companion’s neck. Down he glided his lover’s mouth to his hardened
cock. Talbot groaned as Tyeis rolled his tongue along the
shaft.

“Take it all, Tyeis.” Talbot’s breath hitched
as Tyeis obeyed, and he smacked the young man’s bare ass. His hands
kneaded the fair skin of his companion of the evening. Heavy with
need, he wet his fingers. Another muffled moan escaped Tyeis’s
throat as Talbot rubbed his puckered opening.

“Tell me to fuck you.” Two digits probed the
willing hole of Tyeis. His appetite could not wait. A safe place
for him to meet his boyfriend unmolested came too far and few
between.

His cock, slick and wet from
saliva, broke free of Tyeis’s reddened lips. “Oui, Talbot. Fuck me, my
love.”

Talbot swung his legs off the bed as Tyeis
moved away, his cock firm in his hand.

“Turn around, Tyeis.”

His partner trembled and a smile of pure bliss
spread across his face. A willing partner always, yet Tyeis was not
Talbot’s preferred male consort. His cock yearned for another so
far away from Paris but not every person he had in his life had the
passion for the beauty of another man in bed. With Tyeis, he had a
lover eager to please.

“Bend over.” Talbot smacked his palm against
Tyeis’s backside. His fingers dug into the tender flesh as Tyeis
flattened his palms to the floor. Another slap on the presented
morsel and Talbot ran his tongue along the puckered hole. His
companion squirmed to his tender caressing. Salvia ran along the
crack and seeped in as Talbot shoved two fingers in. His tongue
lapped the sensitive area, reveling in the stuttered sigh of
Tyeis.

His want to bury himself deep inside the ass
he teased and tormented overtook his senses. He positioned Tyeis’s
delicate opening over his awaiting cock. Slowly he eased his
smaller companion down.

“You are tight. So tight.” Talbot breathed.
“Fuck my cock.” He slapped Tyeis’s ass again. His partner slammed
down, taking his manhood to the hilt before rising up. He set into
a rhythm, and Talbot matched each downward thrust. His nails raked
down Tyeis’s back. The pressure built, and he gritted his teeth. A
night to fornicate with his favored male did not happen often
enough. He wanted it to last longer.

“Faster!” His palm smacked into
the reddened cheek. “Oui,
Tyeis.” He grasped his lover’s hips, grunting. He
wanted his cock to fill his ass completely. Not satisfied, Talbot
reared up and snatched Tyeis’s wrists. He increased the speed,
gazing down to witness his manhood sliding in and out.

Tyeis let out a feminine wail of pleasure, and
Talbot pulled out. Tyeis fell forward, the support of Talbot gone.
Anger rose in his throat at the too female actions of his mate for
the evening. He paced around the prone body of his
lover.

“If you wish to act like a woman instead of
the man I crave, I shall treat you as a common whore.” Talbot
crashed down on the bed. The dullness of the wine ebbed away,
leaving a slight throb in his temples.

The younger male wept, shoulders shaking. “I
am sorry, my love. I will try harder. Please give me another chance
to be the man you deserve.”

“You will never be what I need,” Talbot spat.
For a few weeks, he’d used Tyeis for his carnal desires. A willing
participant in the underground and far safer than walking the
markets, he enjoyed the arrangement thus far. Even if Tyeis would
cease acting like more of a female than a male, he would never be
who Talbot lusted after deep inside. Still, his appetite begged to
be sated.

“Pardon, my friend. It is the wine speaking.”
He flicked his fingers at Tyeis to urge him closer.

On his knees, Tyeis snuggled up against
Talbot. Their lips met, tongues dancing in an erotic tease. Talbot
needed a night of debauchery with his consort. The next time he
could pander to his desire would be far off and Talbot had all
night to see if Tyeis would keep his word. His fingers traveled
along his boyfriend’s chest, seeking his erection.

“Let me make it up to you.”

“No, Talbot. Let me love you.” Tyeis climbed
on top of Talbot. He leaned down for one more kiss before he glided
Talbot’s red tip into his ass.

Talbot hissed as his companion rocked back and
forth. Low moans rumbled in Tyeis’s throat, and Talbot stilled,
enjoying the aggressive pounding. His lover rode him, his lucid
stare boring into his soul. Not satisfied with his own pleasure,
Talbot grabbed Tyeis’s rigid member and stroked it. His other hand
massaged the taut balls bouncing with every thrust. His chest
heaved, and his breath quickened. Dizzy with heated passion, Talbot
increased his machinations on his companion’s shaft as he came. A
warm splash coated his chest, and he fell limp.

Tyeis flicked his tongue up Talbot’s slick
chest, trailing kisses to his neck. Talbot forced him higher,
wanting to taste his lover. The tangy sweetness caressed his mouth.
He groaned, his shaft thickening. “Fuck me, Tyeis.”

Both men jumped as the door to their room
shook. Muffled angry voices filtered through the other side and
Tyeis gasped.

“My father.”

Talbot scrambled off the bed. He tugged his
breeches on and ran his fingers through his hair. “How is it that
your father knows you are here?” Talbot hissed. He snatched up
Tyeis’s discarded fabric and wiped the remains of their desire off
his skin.

“I told him I was going to a brothel for women
to throw him off.”

The door shook again from the fist pounding it
on the other side.

“You are a fool, Tyeis.” Talbot pulled his
shirt over his head. “We have a code in the underground and you
have broken it.” Talbot jerked the curtains out of the way along
the wall. “I warned you. You have damned us all.” His fingers
sought the depression in the wall, his only escape from the
gallows.

“Where are you going?”

“I am leaving. We are done.” Talbot squeezed
through the opening and Tyeis grabbed his shirt.

“Please. I love you.”

Talbot glanced at the sniveling man. “Love?”
He chuckled. “You were my preferred fuck, nothing more. I am a
Seigneur, a Lord. Outside these walls I am a lover of women and
very good at it. Your indiscretion will cost me much should I be
found a sodomite. We are done.” Talbot ripped his shirt free and
closed the passageway up. Tyeis wailed on the other side. The sound
of splintering wood hastened Talbot’s steps. To his surprise, many
others belonging to their society were filtering into the narrow
walkway.

“What has happened?” he asked.

One of the men gripped his shoulders. “We are
undone. Someone has told the magistrate of our
activities.”

Talbot froze as the man continued on to the
exit. Others shoved past him, but he couldn’t shake the feeling
something horrible would meet them at the end of the passage. The
previous evening had been spent at Tyeis’s home deep in the
affluent part of Paris. Talbot’s heritage was impeccable, coming
from a long line of the family Sauvageot to occupy a lush estate
within the city. His being with Tyeis should not have drawn
suspicion on their relationship.

Unless his lover’s slip in a dark crevasse had
been seen. Talbot had batted away Tyeis’s affections, not wanting
any public display to betray their relationship of being more than
acquaintances. Again, Talbot cursed under his breath. His lust to
bed a willing man would be his undoing. He headed back against the
flow of men and women trying to make their escape. He couldn’t
trust that the way was clear for escape. Down in the bowels of the
establishment, he pressed a notch in the wall to open another room.
Two courtesans, clutched in each other’s arms, gasped at the sight
of him.

“Peace, sisters.” He signaled to them in a
code only the underground members would recognize. The tension ran
away from their bodies.

“We are trapped,” the blonde
whispered. “If they find at we are in the midst of
tribadism, they will send us to our
death.”

“Non. Come to me and we shall save ourselves.” Someone pounded on
the door, and Talbot waved them to come closer to him. “Forgive me,
ladies, as I am about to do what neither of us will enjoy.” He
yanked the bodice down on the brunette’s dress and positioned the
other’s hand over his crotch.

The ladies shared a glance to each other
before nodding. The brunette planted her lips on Talbot’s, mouth
firmly shut. The warm caress of a hand on his manhood did nothing
to excite him, and the door jarred against the framing.

“Forgive me, ladies, but if we do not make
good on our ruse, we are dead.” He forced the blonde to her knees
and unlaced his trousers. A flush of shame heated his face, but he
worked his shaft to a semi-erect state. The blonde wrapped her
small hands around his cock and mimicked his movements. Talbot bent
and took the brunette’s nipple into his mouth, his tongue flicking
the blossoming nub.

The door crashed open and the girls clutched
closely to Talbot. “What is the meaning of this?” He bellowed at
the intruders. A few of the magistrate’s men muttered their
apologies before backing out and shutting the door.

“No time to waste, ladies.” He fixed the
brunette’s top as the blonde shoved his deflating manhood back into
his pants. “Is there another way out?”

“Oui. Follow me.” The blonde tossed them all cloaks. Spirited
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