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Also By Sera Belle


Edwin was dreaming, knew he was dreaming, but it was such a nice dream that he just floated along and enjoyed it.

He was gently bobbing along in a warm, wide ocean, and not like the sea where he used to go at Brighton as a lad. This was a tropical ocean, surely, brightly sunlit and the same temperature as his body, so that he hardly even knew the water was there.

Wave after wave rolled over him, touching every part of his nude body, under his arms, across his belly, around his genitals. His entire body relaxed, except his cock, which had begun to swell in a monumental erection.

The waves caressed him with a knowing touch, and began slowly to rush over him, sucking at him—kissing him, really. He could feel his rigid cock being pulled beneath the waves and then let free to bob in the cool air above the surface. Sucked in and then released in the slow, sure motion of the waves.

It was not sexual, but infinitely pleasurable, and even in this dreamy state he knew that it was only the physical pleasure of the dream he was enjoying, not mixing it up with any of the perverse desires he'd felt—and acted on—in recent days. And yet, how could it not be sexual as well, this loving caress of the sea enveloping his entire naked body? Silly to try to separate the two when they were so closely linked, sex and pleasure, body and soul.

The waves had been slowly building without his noticing; they were now hitting him at greater speed, and with greater force, although the effect was far from unpleasant. In fact, the effect was actually even better, as it was making him feel that he was starting to build towards a climax. 

The speed of the waves continued to increase and the pressure on his shaft began to feel much less like warm ocean waves, and much more like the loving caress of some beautiful eternal fanny, the wide-open and accepting cunt of an ethereal spirit. And he just had to lie there while she took him in, felt him all over, lapped at his cock, and gave him pleasure. 

Too much pleasure—he found that he was beginning to climax, the hot gush of sperm flowing from him and becoming one with the vast expanse of the heavenly sea, his own spirit becoming one with—

He opened his eyes.

His room was dark, and cold; his covers had been thrown off him, and he wore nothing. He was trembling slightly, the hot orgasm he'd just experienced still wringing his body with a last spasm or two of pleasure.

There was a sound.

Someone was there, with him; yes, someone was—

Sucking his cock.

He lay there for a moment, the orgasm having sapped much of his strength, and his sleepiness taking the rest. But who was this, greedily drinking him down, eagerly swallowing his hot jets of come?

He looked up, but his eyes had barely begun adjusting to the dimness, and whoever it was jumped back. He saw dark hair and a white gown, but no more. And the apparition did not stay, but fled from view. A faint, distant click told him that she, whoever she was, had softly closed the door behind her. And now he was alone.

He lay back once more, savouring the last small sensations of his climax, wishing that whoever she was, she had stayed there with him, let him lick her, touch her all over, hold her body close to his. And slowly the darkness deepened, and the ocean's waves closed over him again.

***
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Edwin woke late and lay there later, the room spinning around him lazily, and his gorge rising whenever he tensed his muscles enough to move. His head ached severely and his chest felt as though a large dog were sitting upon it.

How much wine had he drunk the night before, with Dame Mary? It had been three bottles, he thought—or four, perhaps. Plus there was the port afterwards, and something beforehand, too—it was all a little swimmy now, and thinking about it required more effort than he was willing to expend.

And then there were the escapades later. The wine must not have really got hold of him by then, or he would have had no memory of them at all.

Fucking little Amanda as hard as he could. And penetrating her companion Emily, little Emily's tight bottom, so remorselessly. And then with David, both having David suck at his cock, and then actually sucking David's.

That had been quite a night.

He could remember a hangover or two like this one, from his days at Cambridge, but since leaving school he had never experienced anything like it.

He summoned his strength, clutched at the bell-pull, and rang. Tea, perhaps some dry toast. That would be enough for now.

As he waited for someone to come, the memory of the dream fluttered into his mind, the dream of floating... and someone being there, at his side...

His bedroom door opened and he rubbed his temples, pulling the bedclothes around him to ensure his nakedness beneath them was not readily apparent. A little tea, and then perhaps he'd think on it some more.

***
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Edwin made it from the bedroom to the dining-room around one, had a little bowl of broth but refused the cucumber-salad and bread, not wanting to be sick here in front of everyone. The head-ache, thankfully had begun to lift, a testament to the restorative value of a good cup of tea.

But he was still tired, ridiculously tired, and he returned to the library, asking for the day's papers but not pretending even to himself to try to read them. 

He had not seen any of the servants he had been involved with the night before. He had not been in the house long enough to gain a clear sense of which servants would appear and when. Perhaps they would avoid him for a while after an encounter, so that any embarrassment would be lessened. That was a nice little touch; perhaps the former Lord Marchmount had devised such a system.

Once the papers were delivered—a girl whom he had not met, named Eva, brought them in—Edwin piled them neatly on the side-table and stretched out on the chesterfield. That Eva was pretty, too; he had observed her quite closely as she leant over to place the pile of newsprint before him, and when she walked out of the room, her hips swaying suggestively. There really seemed to be a great many servants in the house, Edwin thought; but if he were now this rich, a few extra wage-packets each month wouldn't matter.

Indeed, he could hardly bring himself to think about his new fortune and stature, to try to accept their reality. So far his stay at Marchmount had seemed like a vacation in fantasy-land. Sometime soon, the fairy godmother would clap her hands and it would all disappear.

He was just stretching his body out the length of the chesterfield when there was a knock at the door. One of the footmen, Gavin, stepped in. "Dame Mary to see you," he stated, then left.

"Of course," Edwin said, and leapt to his feet. In the strange proceedings the previous night, with so much happening, he kept forgetting her part in it, as instigator and as voyeur. His hangover dissipated like a pall of smoke in a fresh breeze, and he strode to the door to greet her.

She presented herself in the doorway and he took both her hands to lead her in. "Good afternoon," she said, her body stiff, her voice cold.

Edwin wasn't sure why she seemed so put off at the moment; perhaps she, too, was hung over. He kissed her warmly on both cheeks and brought her to the chesterfield where they sat. "Are you well?" he asked, glad of a reason to gaze into her bright blue eyes.

"I—" She took a breath to compose herself, and Edwin was suddenly very concerned. Something was very wrong, clearly.

"My dear Mary, all you all right?" he said, leaning forward. "I can send for some water—or if you'd like something stronger—"

She closed her eyes and shook her head. "It's nothing. Please—"

"I can—"

"Edwin," she said severely, and he lapsed into silence. "I watched last night," she said, looking down at her hands, which were wound tightly together.

"I'm glad to hear  it, actually," Edwin said. "I found myself quite aroused at the prospect that you might be."

"Indeed, you seemed quite enthusiastic," she said.

This was simply confusing. "I thought—" he started, but stopped. He would best let her speak, he decided.

But she seemed to drop the subject almost immediately. "I have come to inform you," she said, "that I have decided to move away. I believe
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