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The Game of Hope




Lucien watched Florimond from the corner of his eye while working his bow across the violin strings, teasing out the first haunting notes of Les Folies d’Espagne. Florimond’s long golden curls and angel face were distracting. 

The way he handled his traverso with nimble fingers and blew into the mouthpiece with his cupids-bow lips reminded Lucien of how beautifully Florimond handled a different sort of flute. He remembered the heat of Florimond’s luscious mouth wrapped around his cock on more than one occasion.

Hopefully later.

When the Marquis Éloi de Saint-Aubépine lay snoring in his bed, spent and marinaded in ratafia de Champagne, perhaps then they could meet. 

He glanced over at Saint-Aubépine. Bedecked in a lavishly embroidered red coat, his periwig piled high with dark flowing curls, the Marquis sat with Madame d’Aubigny, her cards spread on the table between them. 

A harmless little entertainment, The Game of Hope. It was the latest rage sweeping Parisian salons to use the cards for divination. 

The widow pored over the cards, explaining their significance, in relation to the position of the stars, upon the life of the Marquis. Fascinated though Saint-Aubépine was, he couldn’t resist gazing wistfully across at Lucien, as the young man danced his bow across the violin strings.

The only courtesan who could reduce him to a quivering wreck yet still have him begging for more. The Marquis’ prick stiffened slightly under the table, as he recalled the artful moves of that young cock, ploughing him mercilessly from behind.

Hopefully later.

When his wife Victoire de Saint-Aubépine had departed to her chamber with her latest toy, Léandre de Vaurien, then he’d take Lucien to bed. De Vaurien bothered Marquis Éloi. He considered him coarse, beneath Victoire’s attention. A mercenary, no doubt vigorous in his rutting, the Marquis surmised.

The former cavalryman, with the scar visible above his cravat, hardly merited presence in a noble salon. More than once, Saint-Aubépine had observed the man’s eyes hungrily raking over the lush curves of Chevalier Baptiste de Montferrand’s prized courtesan, Solène.

Her blood red curls, garnished with crushed rose petals and gold dust, the scent of cinnamon, blood orange, and black musk floating in the air around her. She adorned the room with savage beauty. 

Now, as she sat at a petite table with de Montferrand, silk fan fluttering, her eyes roved across the room like those of a hungry tiger. 

Occasionally, when she thought nobody saw her, her eyes rested upon Lucien D’Arcy and his violin. For a moment her gaze would betray another hunger. Just as quickly it was gone. replaced by her familiar mask of scorn.

Hopefully later.

When Chevalier Baptiste de Montferrand’s cock was finally limp and dripping, she might find Lucien alone. She relished the thought of taunting him to arousal and taking his vigorous brand of shafting. Her cunny grew hot, remembering how well he had served her last time.

It was well after midnight when the room began to empty out. The Marquis lurched slightly as he danced, bumping a table and spilling ratafia over the pastries.

“Look what you have done!” Victoire scolded. “Lucien!” She called.

“Come and take him away.”

 Lucien looked up from where he sat with Madame d’Aubigny, puzzling over the three cards she had dealt him.

The snake. The dog. The Bear. 

 She’d offered to draw another three to clarify matters, when Victoire demanded his presence.

“Don’t fret Lucien.” The widow placed a reassuring hand, heavy with rings of obsidian and onyx, over the cards.

“We can draw more tomorrow night. You may ponder them for now.”

Lucien flashed his beautiful smile. He liked the widow. He enjoyed her perpetual mourning for a long-dead husband, the way a cold draught seemed to enter the room with her. So elegantly ghoulish.

Lucien did ponder the cards, as he looped a firm arm around the waist of Marquis Éloi de Saint-Aubépine, guiding him toward the bedchamber. He was fond enough of the Marquis. He drank too much, but who didn’t? He was a happy drunk. 

He was neither the snake, the dog nor the bear.

Lucien enjoyed his nights with Éloi. As soon as the bedchamber doors were closed, he would see the powerful man stripped bare. There was something intoxicating about making a nobleman beg.

“Come now Éloi, mind the doorframe.” He caught the older man, preventing his shin hitting the panelling. The Marquis giggled.

“Oopsie.” He weaved too hard the other way. Lucien wrapped his arm more tightly around the Marquis, steering him toward the bed. Éloi threw himself backward onto the covers, landing like a starfish.

“Mmmm, Lucien my darling.” He gave him an adoring smile. 

“Have I ever told you you’re the best I ever had?”

“Only a thousand times dear heart. Let’s get your shoes.” He lifted the man’s foot into his lap and took off one, then the other. He peeled each stocking off. The older man quietened, already seduced. 

Lucien ran his muscular hand along the Marquis leg, over his breeches, pulling his shirttails out playfully. Then, watching Éloi close his eyes, listening as his breath quickened, he unbuttoned the Marquis waistcoat.

“Sit up so I can get your jacket off.” The Marquis opened one eye.

“Only if you take yours off too.” He pouted.

Lucien shrugged his jacket off, dispensed with his waistcoat and shrugged his shirt off. His muscular chest and powerful shoulders induced a sigh from Éloi, worshiping him with his eyes. Lucien’s permanently tanned skin, a gift from his Spanish grandmother. His chiselled, athletic body a gift from his scoundrel father.

The Marquis sat up unsteadily, wrestling out of his coat and waistcoat. Lucien brought the candle closer to the bed.

“What would you like tonight Monsieur le Marquis?” Lucien ran a hand along the Marquis jawline, turning his face toward him.

Éloi stared deeply into Lucien’s eyes, so dark blue, by candlelight they became black. 

“I want you to bend me over and fuck me.” He slurred slightly. Lucien gave a short throaty chuckle, cupping Saint-Aubépine’s chin in his hand.

“What have you done to earn my cock Monseigneur?” The Marquis coloured, hanging his head heavily in Lucien’s hand.

“I don’t deserve it mon trésor. I’m a man who deserves only to be beaten.” He turned his eyes toward Lucien, begging for absolution.

“If you suck my cock very nicely, then I will beat you as you deserve. And if you are truly chastened, I will fuck your dirty, greedy arsehole. Understand?”

“Yes.” The Marquis whispered, nodding humbly.

Lucien unbuttoned quickly, dropping his thick, turgid cock in Éloi’s face. He reached up under the man’s wig, knocking it onto the bed, and grabbed a handful of his thick, greying hair. Holding the Marquis head still, he slapped his cock across his face, left and right.

“You will take every inch of this down your throat, won’t you?” Éloi nodded, making hungry sounds of anticipation. He reached up and grabbed Lucien’s shaft, guiding the thick purple head into his waiting mouth. 

The Marquis suckled vigorously, running one hand under Lucien’s heavy balls and gathering them in his palm. He juggled the oversized plums expertly as he slurped and licked Lucien’s slick and salty knob.

“Take it Monseigneur.” Lucien ordered, gripping Saint-Aubépine’s hair tighter. Obediently the older man opened his mouth and forced Lucien’s cock inside it, gagging a little. Lucien dragged Éloi’s head up and down thrusting his hips, sending cock even further down the Marquis throat.

The Marquis spluttered and gasped but kept bobbing his head up and down, gasping for air where he could. Muffled sounds of moaning and slobbering filled the room. Lucien breathed heavily, enjoying not only the sensation, but the power.

Bastard son of a bastard son with his cock down a Marquis throat. Exquisite.

Lucien released the fistful of hair and placed a hand on either side of the Marquis powdered face. He let Saint-Aubépine move more freely, using his tongue and lips. 

“Gobble it up you greedy little piglet.” 

Éloi groaned softly, lavishing his tongue up and down Lucien’s girth, suction pumping his head, flicking his tongue across the tip, tasting the salty droplets forming there. He swallowed the full length, then spat it out again, resuming his teasing, over and over. 

He continued cupping and manipulating Lucien’s balls as he sucked. Then he opened his mouth wider, dropping lower, rolling each ball around in his mouth. Lucien panted slightly. The Marquis tongue-lapped his nuts, curving around each one and between them. Bouncing them lightly in his mouth in turns.

“That’s it, suck my balls Monsieur le Marquis." Lucien growled, rubbing his shaft all over the Marquis face. Lifting his cock up with a hand and letting it smack the other man’s forehead. The Marquis panted and groaned, bringing his face back up and wrapping his mouth around Lucien’s prick again. 

He opened his throat and slid up and down as fast as he could, gagging a little, choking on his own grunts. Lucien twitched his hips and arched his back. He knew Éloi wanted him to pump hot waves of semen down his throat but withheld. He would save himself for later.

He pressed his hips into Éloi’s face, grinding his cock in the powerful man’s throat one last time, savouring the sensation of him gulping and shuddering, then he pulled out and slapped it across his face again.

“Enough.” Lucien stepped out of his trousers, walking to the side table to pour two glasses of ratafia.

“Have a drink Monseigneur. You’ll need it.” He handed the glass to Saint-Aubépine who swallowed the sweet drink gratefully, panting. Lucien watched him, finishing his own a little more slowly. 

“What punishment does your wickedness merit Monsieur le Marquis?” He leaned against the side table displaying his long, lean body and thick, rigid cock. The Marquis gulped. He stood and dropped his trousers. Now completely naked, his own cock stood hard and eager.

“You must restrain me, Lucien.” He whined. “Lest I try to run away from my punishment.”

“Very well.” Lucien opened he cupboard beneath the sideboard and extracted a length of silken rope with elegant tassels on each end. Standing face to face with the Marquis he ran one of the tassels lightly over the man’s chest, slid the rope around his waist, dragged it across his shoulders.

He caught the Marquis by one wrist, imprisoning it in a steel grip. His blue-black eyes held the Marquis captive, making him tremble. He looped the rope around his wrist and captured the other, forcing them together, then he bound the rope firmly around both.

Lucien gripped Saint-Aubépine by the shoulder, turning him to face the bed. He pushed him down so that his weight rested on his bent arms in front of him.

“Climb up.” He commanded. The Marquis scrambled with difficulty, until he knelt on the bed, wrists tucked under him, arse pointing up in the air. Lucien took a second rope, binding a single ankle to the bedpost, leaving the other free.  He leaned over the Marquis body, his chest brushing the other man’s back, his cock slapping against a thigh. He whispered in Éloi’s ear.

“I don’t think you are going anywhere Monseigneur.”  A faint mewling came from the Marquis throat.

Lucien returned to the cupboard, retrieving a well-worn wooden paddle. A relic from the Marquis childhood, the very paddle his Nanny had used to punish him. 

Lucien held it in front of the Marquis face, and once again his whole body brushed along Éloi’s back. His cock pressed between the other man’s buttocks.

“Say hello to your old friend Éloi.” The Marquis panted, pushing back against Lucien with a tiny groan, greedy for the sensation of his firm, muscled body. Lucien stepped away.

“You depraved cock-hungry catamite!” He spat, swinging the paddle through the air, cracking it savagely across Éloi’s buttocks.

He squealed, a red welt raising immediately, yet his cock twitched and dripped with desire for more.

“Oh yes.” The Marquis sobbed. “Tell me my sins!”

Lucien whacked the paddle loudly across each buttock in turn.

“You love my cock in your throat, don’t you? You filthy man.” Another blow landed, the flesh jiggling, blazing red. The Marquis' erection stood so hard the tip prodded into his own belly, leaving a salty wet trail glistening on his skin. Lucien paddled repeatedly, the air filled with snapping and the Marquis yells.

“All you think about is having a big man fuck you, isn’t it Éloi?”

“Yes. Yes. Always.” He groaned.

“You don’t even deserve my prick.” Lucien slapped the paddle lightly, around the tops of Éloi’s thighs, sensing his pain threshold was near as tiny droplets of blood formed across the angry red ridges on his buttocks.

“No.” His voice muffled, his face pressed into the bedcovers.

 “I deserve only punishment.” 

Lucien leaned over him, grabbing a fistful of thick grey hair and lifted the Marquis head.

“Maybe not my prick.” Lucien whispered. “But I’ll punish you just the same.” 

Without letting go of his head, Lucien pushed a finger roughly into the Marqis arsehole. The Marquis yelped and arched his back, twitching his hips for more. Lucien shoved a second finger in, making Éloi groan as he worked them savagely.

“Is this what you like, you dirty little Molly?” Éloi could only nod and whimper as Lucien frigged his hole.

“You want more don’t you?” 

“Please.” The Marquis panted. Lucien forced a third finger into the man’s hole, stretching it wide. Éloi groaned, his cock wept profusely, semen pooling on the bedcovers below him. 

Lucien hammered his arse, slapping his palm against the cheeks as he drove his fingers home, working and twisting, ramming and shoving. Éloi pushed back against his hand, taking the thick muscular fingers deeper. Lucien slid them in and out rapidly, ending each stroke by grinding his hand around. 

“Your arse loves a good stretching, doesn’t it?” Lucien growled in his ear. 

He began working a fourth finger into the hole, making the Marquis shudder and moan. Turning his hand expertly, Lucien was able to get all four fingers inside the Marquis arse, now stretched like a mouth around his hand. 

He dived deep, rotating his arm as he pushed each stroke home. The Marquis cries filled the room, echoing along hallways of la Maison des Saint-Aubépine.

Lucien could tell the Marquis was close to blowing a huge wet load across the bed. He straightened Éloi’s legs, pushing him forward, hand still in his arse, forcing him flat against the bed so his cock rubbed the covers. Lucien spread Éloi apart, pushing his thumb in and fucking Éloi with his whole hand.

Lucien’s cock stood hard, with interest, demanding nothing yet. His wrist moved fluidly, rocking back and forth, plunging the hole repeatedly. The Marquis buried his face in the bed to cover his roars of pleasure. He bucked his hips, rubbing his cock on the bed in time with Lucien’s thrusting hand.

“You dirty, dirty, dirty, little boy.” Lucien murmured. His velvety voice sent the Marquis completely over the edge, shuddering and jerking.

“Your filthy little prick just loves my hand up your arse.” Lucien chuckled.

He rammed it home again, as Éloi spasmed and squirmed. Sobbing into the bed. Lucien could feel the other man’s body twitching and shaking with release. He withdrew his hand with a pop, as the powerful man moaned, slumped over his bed. 

Lucien picked up the Marquis shirt and wiped his hand off, before strolling over to the sideboard and pouring himself another glass of ratafia. He leaned against the sideboard and watched as the Marquis’ chest heaved, and his body began to calm. 

Lucien slowly finished his drink and pulled his own breeches on, before moving to untie Éloi. He guided him into bed and under the covers.

“There, there.” He smoothed Éloi’s hair back from his brow.

 “That’s better now, isn’t it?” 

Éloi nodded sleepily, gazing up at Lucien’s rippling body with adoration.

“I couldn’t bear to lose you.” Éloi whispered. “That mad Madame d’Aubigny, told me there was an ill omen on the cards.’

Lucien shivered as he shrugged his shirt over his shoulders. 

“Hush now Monsieur le Marquis. It’s only a harmless game.” He caught the Marquis still staring at him, eyes haunted.

“She said I would lose someone Lucien.”

“Pay no attention.” Lucien was stern. “It’s a pastime for bored ladies in the salon. Nothing more.”

“Quite right.” The Marquis smiled. “Please, buy yourself something nice tomorrow. A new waistcoat or such. We’re going to the opera tomorrow night. Everyone says a Hungarian Countess will be there.”

“Very good.” Lucien bent down and kissed Éloi’s forehead. “Sleep well Monsieur le Marquis.”









