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Chapter 1


London, 1816

The bells of St George’s Cathedral proclaimed the fall of another bachelor as Viscount Sebastian Lyons flung coins to the crowd gathered near the church steps. He turned back, his breeches pulling across his trim hips, and helped his bride, who was being waylaid by debutantes offering well wishes.

“Come, my love, let’s leave before the carriage gets stuck and we have to spend our honeymoon on Hanover Square,” he said.

Jane Lyons née Simmons, resplendent in a dress made just for the occasion, ducked her head and placed a hand at the base of her veiled hat as she stepped out into the windy morning.

Sebastian drew her nearer and whispered into her ear, “You shouldn’t deny the crowd sight of the beautiful bride on a day such as this.”

She blushed, nearly tripping before his arm steadied her. “You are too kind, my lord, but I wouldn’t want to make a display of myself and embarrass you or your family name.”

Jane tilted her face to study her husband’s, neither artifice nor guile clouding her expression.

“Our family name,” he said, stealing a kiss and provoking a cheer from the crowd. “My beautiful Jane, modest Jane, you turn to me with those big brown eyes and my…heart swells. Blood pumps in places I thought were alive but now know functioned as mere shadows of their true potential.”

Sebastian escorted his bride down the steps to the waiting carriage, handing her into the open barouche personally before climbing in beside her.

“Is my aunt riding with us?” asked Jane, looking for her guardian in the crowd. “I forgot to establish how she would travel to the wedding breakfast since she rode in the carriage with me on the way to the church and—”

Sebastian stilled her nervous chatter with another kiss, more than a peck this time, but nothing of the lingering sort he longed to plant on his bride.

“Ranlaegh has agreed to drive Mrs. Meers to the breakfast, darling,” he said, scooting closer as he wrapped an arm around her waist.

“Sebastian, what will people say if we’re seen canoodling in the carriage?” she asked.

He pulled her a fraction closer. “They’ll say we’re a love match, my demure bride. My lovely paragon, mine,” he said before dropping a kiss on her neck.

She turned on the seat to face him and brought her hand to his jaw. “We are a love match, aren’t we?” Her voice was low and serious as she gazed into his eyes.

“But of course, and I have so many ways I will love you,” he said, his voice rougher than before.

He brought her gloved hand from his face to the placket of his breeches. “I have so much love to give you, Viscountess Lyons,” he said, subtly pressing up into her hand.

Her fingers reflexively closed around him. “I am Lady Lyons now, aren’t I? It’s such a dream to be married to you. I keep forgetting that I’ll spend the rest of my life as your viscountess.”

Sebastian, meanwhile, held back a groan, thankfully covered by the sound of rolling carriage wheels. “If you continue your ministrations, my heart, I’ll be the one spending,” he said.

“But you already spread coins at the church. Surely there is no more to be spent?”

“I have so much more to spend, darling,” he said, subtly shifting away to regain control of himself as the Meers townhouse came into view.

“Oh Sebastian, I can’t wait to cut the cake with you!” exclaimed Jane in a rare moment of exuberance. “We’re well and truly married.”

“Well, technically speaking, the marriage won’t be finalized until tonight, in our own townhouse,” said Sebastian, thinking ahead to the wedding night to come.

“The wedding night,” whispered Jane reverently so that the outriders couldn’t hear their conversation. “I hope I have studied sufficiently because I want to be perfect for you. I listened to everything Mrs. Meers told me about being an accommodating wife and stood ever so patiently while being measured for my nightgown. There’s a shocking use of lace on the—”

Sebastian stilled her mouth with another kiss. “Should you persist in previewing the delights to come, I might instruct the driver to turn towards our own home now and let our guests entertain themselves.”

“We couldn’t deprive them of a party,” said Jane. “Especially not Cousin Hortense from Bath. She traveled ever so far, despite her lumbago. Or Miss Bell, she has so few occasions to move in society these days.”

“We’ll restrain ourselves for their sake, but only ’til tonight, my love.”

They circulated amongst the guests until a suitable hour arrived, then traveled to their new home as husband and wife.

That night, as promised, Jane wore a shockingly sheer nightgown, and Sebastian’s blood heated every organ until he had to stop kissing his bride and lay her on the counterpane she had embroidered with their family crest.

Instructed to be no wilting flower, she slowly raised her gown so that he could take in her shapely calves, trembling knees, and soft thighs.

Sebastian’s head followed the progression of her hem until he hovered over the apex between her legs. “I could eat you like our wedding cake,” he murmured.

Jane reached down to draw his face closer to hers. “I think you’re supposed to insert yourself now, is that right?” she asked, bravely shifting her legs apart to make room for his hips to settle.

“But I was so close to your little nest. I meant to drive you wild tonight, Jane,” he murmured against her hair.

“I’m less sure about this part,” she said, allowing her hand to trail to his waist. “Will you show me? I want to be good for you.”

Sebastian brushed his wife’s hair aside and gripped the pillow below her head. “I need to prepare you,” he said, trailing his fingers along the tops of her thighs.

“I’m ready to receive you,” said Jane, her hand shifting as she unseeingly felt for him.

Sebastian took her hand in his and brought it to the base of his cock. They both jolted; her hand instinctively drew back from his hot shaft, which jumped at the feeling of her elegant fingertips touching him so intimately for the first time.

“Are you sure?” he asked. “It might be better to go slower.”

“No, I’m ready for the next stage,” said Jane, kissing his temple to reassure him.

He laid the tip of his leaking cock where he thought her quim might be. Loathe to hurt Jane more than necessary, he pulled her nightgown up further to watch the process. Intently, he slid the straining head of his cock through her wet nether lips and groaned.

“You’re so soft, gods alive, you miracle, my lovely,” he blathered.

“I’ve been thinking of tonight all day, my lord,” she said.

“Are you saying you’ve been ready for me all day?” he asked, inserting his cock into her entrance and gently pressing the briefest way in. “I’ll be gentle, but it might hurt.”

“I could have skipped cake too,” she said, failing to meet his eyes.

He rubbed his freshly shaved cheek against hers, desperate to be closer. “I’m going to enter you fully, my love. If it hurts, it will be just this once.”

“I’m ready for you,” said Jane, remaining relaxed against the counterpane, as instructed by Mrs. Meers, despite the brief pinch as Sebastian breached her maidenhead.

“I’m inside now,” whispered Sebastian, “I’ll pause here so you can become accustomed to me.”

“Mrs. Meers said I’m to embrace you‌, but I’m uncertain if she means your shoulders or inside,” said Jane, wrapping her arms around her husband’s neck while tentatively contracting her channel around his immobile cock.

“Jane, how did you…” he gasped, withdrawing from her clasp and then easing back inside as she continued her attempt to embrace him in all ways. “I can’t, if you, oh—”

“This morning, I promised to worship thee with my body,” said Jane, running her hands over her husband’s neck.

“You are a priestess, my bride. I did not know you’d be so good, so good, besides being so good,” he moaned.

“Do you like it, Sebastian?” she asked, not a hint of coyness in her tone. “I understand that, if you like it very much, the result might be that you put a baby inside me.”

He gritted his teeth to hold back the urge to thrust inside his wife at full force. “I am absolutely going to put a baby in you, and if you keep being such a perfect revelation, the first attempt will happen much sooner than I intended.”

“Sooner is good,” she said, her back reflexively arching to make his cock ease deeper.

“But you haven’t experienced… I can’t let go until you come too. Oh, Jane, it’s unfair that you’re driving me to the point of paroxysm and not coming with me,” he ground out.

“Nothing would make me happier than to see you experience bliss, my love,” she said, stroking his brow.

And with that, the last ropes mooring his control broke, and he released his seed deep inside while gazing at his wife’s placid face.

Damn and blast, he thought.


Chapter 2


The next afternoon found Lord Sebastian Lyons at his club, studying knots in the wood paneling of a quiet room off the library.

“I thought we wouldn’t see you until next month,” said Lord William Ranlaegh, dropping onto the arm of a chair beside his best friend.

“Needed to make a purchase,” said Sebastian, not fully attending to the conversation.

“A trinket of apology for the bride?” Ranlaegh asked.

Sebastian looked up sharply. “I will not discuss my lady wife with other gentlemen.”

“Easy, my friend. You wouldn’t be the first husband to smooth over wedding night tears and hysterics with a new bracelet for the bride,” said Ranlaegh.

“She was—I am not discussing Jane at the club!” said Sebastian.

“I wouldn’t dream of drawing you into a conversation about your wife here in this den of iniquity,” said Ranlaegh, tapping on the cover of his favorite snuffbox. “I suppose you wouldn’t have similar objections to discussing Mrs. Meers, her chaperone of late?”

“And what do you know of Mrs. Meers, you cad?” asked Sebastian, standing from the leather armchair that had served him well the whole morning.

Lord Ranlaegh threw up his hands in mock surrender. “I know nothing of Angelina beyond the very decorous conversation on the coach ride to your wedding breakfast yesterday!”

“Angelina…you are unbelievable,” said Sebastian. “I didn’t know her Christian name until now, and I just sent a set of jewels to her this morning.”

“I say,” said Ranlaegh, now rising from his perch, “who is the dog now?”

“Easy, William, just providing some small token for a job well done. Too well done,” Sebastian muttered.

“Ahh, no tears then. Jane bore your attentions in the wifely manner to which all brides are instructed?”

“She unmanned me in all of thirty seconds while remaining the most perfect angel,” said Sebastian. “I woke and found that the idea of doing anything other than following her around and, well, debauching my wife in every one of those eighteen rooms in our new townhouse was flavorless as workhouse gruel. I’d be a menace to her, a threat to the peace of our home! And all the while, she was so innocent, so accommodating, so understanding as I lost control after only three pumps. Should matrons come to tea today to giggle over the marriage bed, she’ll have no more experience of ecstasy to divulge than before our wedding!”

“I hardly see a problem, Lyons,” said Ranlaegh, now studying the wood paneling as well to maintain control of his face. A man complaining about the excellence of his wife in the marital bed, imagine! The club walls had likely never heard a conversation such as this!

Lyons stood from his chair, resolute. “She deserves more! Jane deserves everything,” he said. “But I can’t treat my gently bred wife like a…a common woman.”

“Who is to say that you can’t gently breed your lady wife and enjoy the marital bed with her, even if it occurs outside the bedroom?” said William, finding himself drawn to marriage for the first time.

“Indeed,” said Sebastian, tapping out a rhythm with his shoes before he seemed to brace himself for action. “Should Jane find she enjoys my attentions in this direction, who is to say that we are in the wrong?”

“Tell Lady Lyons hello for me, ideally before you test this theory,” said William.

“I am not discussing my wife at the club!” exclaimed Sebastian before stalking off to collect his hat and coat so he could storm home.


Chapter 3


Upon returning home, Sebastian took the stairs to Jane’s chambers two at a time, hoping that she was recovering from the wedding night abed. She was not, only confirming his suspicions that their coupling had not been as life-altering for her as it had been for him.

He inquired about her whereabouts with the housekeeper and was instructed to find her in a storage room off the kitchen, where she was taking inventory of preserves, flavoring agents, and medicinal herbs.

As he approached the doorway, Sebastian heard her chatelaine clinking as the household keys attached to her waist knocked against each other while she worked. Thinking of Jane nearby at last had the effect of causing his hair to stand slightly on end and his cock to awaken.

He adjusted himself through the superfine breeches that had only gotten tighter on the drive home. He groaned upon catching sight of his love alone in the capacious storeroom, illuminated by two oil lamps.

She turned at the noise, and her face broke into a wide smile. “My lord,” she said, extending both hands forward to take his. Sebastian grasped her ungloved fingers in his own before kissing her fingertips then gently kissing her delectable lips.

“My perfect wife, how do you feel today?” he asked.

“I am quite well,” she said, resting her head against his chest, where it fit just so because of her shorter stature.

“You are suffering no ill effects from the wedding night?” he asked in a low voice.

She rubbed her cheek against him like an affectionate cat. “None indeed,” she said, using the same volume. “And you? Are you suffering ill effects of our wedding night?”

“I am, Jane,” he said, summoning the courage to be honest with his bride.

Her eyes flew to his, concern marring her smooth brow. “My love?”

“I can’t stop thinking about you,” said Sebastian. “About what we shared last night.”

“It was very nice, wasn’t it?”

“For me, it was more than nice,” he replied. “But I fear that I have done you a disservice because I wish for you to see the act in stronger terms than merely nice.”

Jane traced the folds of her husband’s cravat. “I hope that, in time, as I gain more experience in our marital bed, I’ll satisfy you in every way,” she said.

“No, hush, you’re too good already,” he said. “I find myself both unequal to you and hard at the thought of what you did to me on your first night as a married woman.”

“Sebastian, I hope you don’t think that I come to our marriage with…” she said, fidgeting in agitation, “with experience of the bedchamber. I expected to bleed more and feel great pain, but please trust that I came to you as a maid.”

He cradled his precious bride’s head to his chest, hoping to reassure her. “Everything was just as it should be last night, and I’ll never forget the gift you gave me,” he said tenderly. “I only hope to prove your equal in the bedchamber.”

“It is I who is fortunate to have a virile husband,” she said, sliding her hand down the front of his waistcoat until it brushed against the placket of his breeches.

“I would like nothing more than to unbutton my trousers, but they must stay on today,” he said.

“Are you sore as well, darling?”

“You are sore? But you said you suffered no ill effects?” he asked in consternation.

“That is to be expected, isn’t it?” she said. “I was told that a few days of soreness can be anticipated, and I should bathe in a herbal tincture that Mrs. Meers vouched would allow me to move comfortably after the wedding night.”

“Your poor pussy,” he said. “I’m tempted to lick it better, but I fear I’d be unable to resist the urge to test your aching little hole.”

“You say such things and ‌this storeroom grows quite hot,” she said, burying her face in his cravat.

“Do your lips swell in anticipation of receiving my cock, Janie?”

“My lips?” she said, discreetly moistening her lips with her tongue.

“The lips of your cunny,” he said, his voice rough.

She raised her head to look into his eyes questioningly.

“Would that this room had a mirror. I’d show you the wonders below your own skirts,” he said. “No matter.”

He cast about the shelves, looking at bottles. “These, bay leaves,” he said. “Imagine these are the lips of your exquisite quim.”

“Bay leaves?” she questioned.

“Close enough,” he said, plucking two from the bottle. “My cock threatens to punch through the fabric of my trousers, so I may not be selecting the best herb, but it shall suffice for an afternoon anatomy lesson.”

“I do like you teaching me, Sebastian,” said Jane.

“Then watch closely, my love, because you’re going to receive instruction on your own pleasure,” he said, beginning to regain confidence in his own prowess. “These leaves represent the leaves or lips of your flower.”

Jane nodded, making a note on a fresh piece of paper.

“Are you taking notes on an erotic lesson?” asked Sebastian, his eyebrows flying to his hairline.

“Coded notes,” said Jane, showing him the page. “Using the cipher we established so we could pass notes during musicales.”

“My brilliant wife,” he said, relaxing once again. “I should have known you’d find a safe way to record our confidences.”

Jane dipped the pen again and prepared to continue her notes.

“As I was saying,” said Sebastian, “these leaves represent the petals of your flower.”

Jane tentatively raised her hand. “The furred petals of my flower? Those bay leaves have no fur, but I suppose we could hunt for some leaves with mold to stand in for the—”

“Ah, yes, there are also those petals. Here I was thinking of inner petals, but as a beautiful flower you have so many,” he said, casting about for the bottle of bay leaves again and extracting two more. “Now we have the exterior, which is covered on the outside by your downy brown hair, and these two on the inside that guard your most precious treasures.”

Scribbling hurriedly, Jane took down the lesson.

“At the top of the interior petals lies a pearl that likes to be stimulated,” he said. “Where are the peppercorns located?”

Jane consulted her inventory and quickly located a bottle. Sebastian extracted one and returned the container to the shelf.

Using a worktable, he arranged the dried spices to show Jane her anatomy. “And thus it fits together as a beautiful blooming flower, except in my responsive bride, nothing is dried like this. It’s pumping with blood and so very wet.”

Jane looked up from her notes and tentatively ran a finger along the edge of one of the bay leaves. “And where do you fit, my lord?” she asked.

“Down here, in a channel that grips me until I think I might die of pleasure,” he said while tapping the table, finding himself swept away by the lesson. “But I want to focus on you today, your pleasure.”

“Receiving your body into mine gave me great pleasure, Sebastian,” she said, shifting on her feet. “In fact, I find my flower blooming just thinking about it.”

“If I lifted your skirts, would I find you dewy and fragrant, your sweet petals pouting for the attentions of my cock?” he asked.

Jane gripped the edge of the worktable and nodded yes.

“If I were to dive beneath your shift and petticoats, would I find you receptive to my touch?”

“Most receptive,” she whispered.

He leaned over his anatomy diagram made of aromatic spices. “If I were to, say, lick your flower, would ‌you bloom for me?”

Sebastian opened his mouth and ran his tongue up the bay leaves and then dug the tip of his tongue into the peppercorn. It was a most instructive, diverting sight. Until he coughed. And coughed again. And found that he couldn’t stop coughing.

“Oh dear, the peppercorn must have irritated your throat,” said Jane, casting about for something he could drink. “You haven’t consumed a bay leaf, have you? Please tell me you haven’t!”

Her groom doubled over, holding the worktable for support as he coughed endlessly.

Jane supplied a small bottle. “Thank goodness I just recorded this cough tonic. The label says to consume just a spoonful,” she said.

Sebastian took a swig directly from the bottle and smothered a final hacking cough.

“Oh, my poor darling,” said Jane, pulling the handkerchief from his pocket to wipe moisture from his eyes and setting his hair to rights. “Did you swallow the pepper?”

He opened his mouth to show the peppercorn. Jane used the handkerchief to remove the offending spice from his tongue.

“How did you know where I keep my handkerchief?” he asked, humbled and drooping on the worktable.

“There were only two options, and I thought that the consequences of being wrong wouldn’t be so terrible to bear,” she said. “And I watched you offer yours to Mrs. Randall at the Waterloo celebration picnic last year and admired your savoir faire so much that I suppose I memorized the side you favor.”

“I wish I were always that man coming to the aid of elder ladies within view of my beloved,” he said, “rather than the bumbling fool attempting to seduce his wife.”

“Oh, is that what you’re doing in this storeroom?” she asked, gathering her hems until they hovered just above her ankles.

“Was doing,” he said glumly. “I’m afraid you’ve married something of a buffoon, Jane. A buffoon who uses euphemisms when he should engage in straight talk.”

She continued to draw her skirts higher. “Well, it’s fortunate that I like everything about you,” she said, “and I just so happen to be in the mood to be seduced.”

He shot up, suddenly at attention. “Did my lesson produce noticeable effects?”

“I suppose it did,” said Jane, “as did your very stimulating presence.”

Sebastian helped draw her skirts up to her waist, at which point he paused for a moment in wonder.

“You wear no drawers,” he said, taking in her legs, bare aside from garters and stockings, and her entirely unclothed nether bits.

“I know some ladies are now wearing drawers, despite their scandalous origins, but I find them rather disruptive to my walking,” said Jane. “Would you prefer I add them to my daytime wardrobe?”

He swallowed hard. “Not at all,” he said, never removing his eyes from her thatch of curling brown hair and the hint of splitting lips beneath it. “Being able to toss up your skirts and find you ready to take me seems like one of the chief delights of marriage.”

Jane eased back on the table, slightly allowing her legs to part. “And what are the others?”

“Aside from having beside me the most beautiful, understanding wife in all of London?” he asked, stealing a peck. “Stroking your secret mink pelt, sinking deep into your perfect body, and unloading the seed that will plant my heirs in your belly?”

Jane grabbed her husband’s hand and brought it to the apex of her thighs. “And what of my delights in marriage?” she asked. “A husband willing to instruct me in the bedroom and pet me at all hours of the day?”

“Open,” he said roughly while tapping her thigh and taking a seat at the table before her spread body. “I plan to take an inventory of my own.”

Jane pulled her thighs apart until her heated quim opened before Sebastian’s face as he watched in appreciation. The keys on her chatelaine clinked, fueling his lust.

“The smell of your quim,” he said, his eyes nearly rolling back in bliss as he drew his nose through the hair on Jane’s outer lips. “I smell your honeysuckle soap clinging to this beautiful pelt, but you’re there too, not letting those flowers cover your natural perfection. You’ve been hot and wet for me today?”

“I feared I might make a mess of my skirts, Sebastian,” Jane whispered. “It can’t be normal to be so wet, can it?”

“Your cunny knows it needs to be ready for me to slide in,” he said. “Did your little peppercorn throb for want of my touch?”

“My…?” asked Jane in confusion.

Sebastian settled the pad of his middle finger on his wife’s swollen clitoris and gently slid its hood over the bump.

“Oh, that, oh,” she said, her breath coming faster.

“And your array of bay leaves,” he said, sliding her inner lips open to his hungry view. “Can you see yourself in bloom?”

Jane struggled to see over her skirts, then collapsed back down. “I’ll just have to feel,” she said.

“Would that we could wander the house naked all day so that you might have occasion to study your bloom whenever passing a mirror,” he said.

“I’ll settle for your words instead if it means we can keep the servants happy,” said Jane. “And your touch.”

Sebastian dragged his index finger from his wife’s weeping channel to her hood, teasing along the way until he settled back on her nub, which pulsed under his ministrations. With his other hand, he traced her hole, never venturing inside.

“No visible wound,” he said, placing a kiss over it as Jane moaned and struggled to keep herself even partially propped up.

“Take out your breasts for me, my love,” said Sebastian. “Does your bodice allow it?”

Jane struggled with her modest day dress until she could free one breast.

“That’s it,” he said. “Rub your nipple, pinch it.”

She complied, her legs beginning to shake from the effort of holding herself up and the sensual stimulation at the hands of her husband.

“Sebastian,” she gasped. “Seb, oh—”

“Keep going, keep tweaking your nipple. I’ve got you, love,” he said.

“I need, oh, I need—” she gasped.

“Something inside?” he asked, fingering the opening of her spasming hole. “Not today. You’re still healing, but I intend to fill you again soon. Drive my cock inside again soon.”

“Let me feel it,” she begged. “I need to at least feel it.”

Sebastian stood and fumbled with his trousers until he gave up opening them and settled for grabbing Jane’s hand from her breast and placing it on the placket of his breeches, where he had already formed a visible wet patch because of his leaking cock.

“Do you feel how wet you’ve made my piece?” he asked. “It’s drooling because of proximity to your delicious pussy.”

“I need you on me,” she groaned, drawing him closer to her center by the bulge in her hand.

Sebastian let her direct him, chuckling at his lovely, lusty bride, and allowed himself to collapse on her, caging her in with his forearms. He fit his rigid, clothed cock against her cunt and began pressing rhythmically against her.

“Like that?” he asked while panting from the effort of pantomiming a swive while keeping his piece from exploding in his pants.

Jane could only whine, the wet fabric bulge pushing her to the edge with each careful thrust.

“Let me see that tit,” he said. “Is that nipple ripe for me? Are you ready to feed my heir with this beautiful breast?”

She offered herself up by pushing against the bottom of her breast, allowing Sebastian to suck on the nipple. Finally, he drew his teeth carefully up the peak, and she erupted in a moan while rhythmically working her hips against him.

“That’s it, my love, take it,” he said, wincing as she ground against him in her last moments of orgasm, well after he had spent in his breeches.

Jane let out a low, long whine as her orgasm peaked. She collapsed against the worktable, pulling Sebastian over her.

“Are you crying, darling?” he asked, wiping her cheek with his fingers.

She flinched at the sensation of touch after so much stimulation.

“It’s so good,” she said, her face blank.

He chuckled, pulling back from her body and adjusting his well-used cock within his breeches.

“Are you pained?” asked Jane. “I don’t know what came over me. I could not imagine stopping.”

Sebastian let his hand rest on Jane’s exposed breast. “You were a paragon,” he said. “If men knew they could ask their wives to take such enjoyment in a stolen afternoon moment, there would be no unmarried rakes remaining. They’d all be tilling their brides’ furrows.”

“Is that what you were? A rake?” she asked, placing her hand over his.

“Hardly,” he said, his eyes warm as he surveyed his wife’s disarranged clothes. “A rake would never soil his breeches or conclude the wedding night before the fire had even touched every log on the pile. I am a besotted husband, a faithful beau.”

“I wonder what you’d be like as a rake,” she said, giggling and squeezing his hand in reassurance. “Should the urge ever come over you, I would be the willing target of your raking seduction.”


Chapter 4


The willing target of his seduction. The words circled in his mind, taunting him. He could take his wife like a rake, and with her enthusiastic permission. Perhaps that was what she wanted from a husband? A rough, controlling lord rather than her considerate beau?

It was enough to drive a newlywed mad. And hard.

Leaving Jane in his bed following a beautiful night of cuddling and gentle lovemaking, Sebastian composed a note that he left on her dressing table. It read: “Should you wish to meet a rake, wear the white dress from the Waterloo picnic.”

Did she still own the dress? Would she remember the gown that so entranced him, with its gauzy fabric seeming to hide her figure—until the midday sun beat down behind her and illuminated the curving silhouette of her lush body?

Would her lady’s maid intercept the note and spread gossip? Would she dress before finding it and take it merely as a suggestion rather than her groom’s earnest plea for an afternoon of play?

Sebastian rode in Hyde Park distractedly, stopped in at his club only long enough for his visit to be unremarkable, and inquired at the jeweler about matching earrings for Mrs. Meers.

By two o’clock in the afternoon, Sebastian was a frustrated, agitated mess, tossing the reins of his curricle to his tiger before storming into the townhouse, much to the shock of the servants.

Good, they would leave their master and mistress alone for a long while. He decided he didn’t care if Jane wore the picnic dress or not. He planned to seduce her that afternoon.

As he rushed into the parlor where Jane preferred to spend her afternoons, Sebastian paused. There, on a tufted chair he’d ordered just for his new bride’s comfort, sat Jane. She sighed like a romantic heroine while turning the pages of a book, the fire behind her illuminating the delicious curves of her fine body.

And she wore the dress.

Pleasure surged through him knowing that he had found not just a loving wife, but a playmate miraculously of the same bent as he. How, of all the damsels in London, he had stumbled into love with such perfection, he did not know, but he resolved to endow a church window or charity school in thanks for divine blessings.

His posture changed as he struggled to adopt the boredom of a seasoned rakehell so that his wife might have the full experience of surrender in a rake’s arms.

“Well, if it isn’t Miss Simmons,” he drawled, affecting the speech of the careless youths that roamed the capital in stylish—and often dangerous—packs, traveling between gaming hells, illegal duels, and assignations.

“Sir, I see that the news has failed to reach you: I am recently wed,” she said. “I had the honor of joining Lord Lyons in matrimony only last week.”

Sebastian sauntered closer to his bride, affecting a sneer. “Lyons? I think I know him from the club,” he said, sweeping the tails of his coat aside so he could join Jane on the small seat.

“I was unaware that you remembered my name. I’m dreadfully sorry that I seem to have forgotten yours,” she said, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

“Not important,” he said, wrapping one of her artfully disarranged chestnut curls around his finger. “Not important at all when matrimony suits you so well; a topic I’d much rather discuss.”

“Sir, you seem to have closed the door on your way into the room. For the sake of propriety, we should leave it ajar. I’d hate for the servants to talk.”

“Never mind that,” he said, “you are a married woman now and have far more liberties in terms of your conduct.”

“I wouldn’t want my husband to doubt—”

“Surely a love match like yours entails a good deal of trust,” he said, gently tugging the curl before releasing it. “Don’t tell me that the flames have already died and he doubts your fidelity?”

“Never!” she exclaimed. “I really think you should go, sir.” Jane turned to put her back to him.

Sebastian wrapped a hand around his wife’s trim waist and let his fingers spread until they possessively covered her stomach. “You’re a bride in bloom. Has he already planted his seed in you? The sooner the better, I think, for once he gets his heir and spare, you’ll be free to consort with a more exciting sort of man,” he said.

“You are too bold! I must insist that you leave at once!” she cried.

Sebastian pulled her against his chest, moving his hand up to feel her breast.

“And yet you lean into this stolen moment and allow me to take liberties with your person. Is your groom failing in his marital duties? I know a man that would be happy to step in now if you require an alternate father for your heir and spare,” he said.

“You disgust me,” she said, allowing her head to loll on his shoulder in surrender. “I would never forsake my husband for temporary pleasures with a rake.”

“But would they be so temporary?” he asked silkily. “I can assure you I’d make your pleasures last.” Sebastian slipped his hand inside Jane’s bodice and pinched her hardened nipple.

“Sebastian sees to all of my needs, sir.”

“Curious,” he said. “Does that mean he’s also an experienced man about town? A rake?”

“If he was in the past, that is no matter now, for I plan to see to all of his needs right here in our home,” said Jane.

“And how does a cosseted miss plan to satisfy her rake husband’s every desire? Aristocratic wives don’t even whisper about most pleasures,” Sebastian said, his nose tracing his wife’s ear.

“An experienced lady has advised me,” she said. “And I study.”

“Ahh, wifely manuals of conduct,” he said, laughing as he pulled the book from her trembling hands. “Fordyce’s Sermons to Young Women? Say this isn’t your guide! An antique by the end of the last century, how is this supposed to keep your husband looking towards home for his sexual needs?”

“I intend to be a perfect helpmate to my Sebastian,” she said, her bosom heaving as he continued to toy with her breast.

“A helpmate sounds like a wife that stares at the ceiling while her husband inflicts his lust on her, not a temptress that will ensure he never strays,” he said, settling his free hand on the frothy fabric covering her lap. “But I could teach you to keep his eyes directed on you always.”

“I have no indication that my husband would ever look elsewhere for his pleasures,” said Jane.

“Does he chase you around the house and flip up your skirts? Teach you filthy words for your nether parts? Arrange assignations in the middle of the day when he should be ensconced at his club?” he asked.

“Well…”

“Read to me a passage from Fordyce’s Sermons that you think will keep your groom loyal,” he said.

“Why should I read to you in my own home?” she asked, turning in his hold.

“I’ll reward you with knowledge that will keep your Sebastian entranced.”

Jane grabbed the book and opened to a page that was bookmarked. “But who can describe the transports of a breast truly parental, on beholding a daughter shoot up like some fair but modest flower, and acquire, day after day, fresh beauty and growing sweetness, so as to fill every eye with pleasure, and every heart with admiration; while, like that same flower, she appears unconscious of her opening charms, and only rejoices in the sun that cheers, and the hand that shelters her?”

“It seems Fordyce has depths heretofore unknown to me. You see, I, too, appreciate a blooming young flower and serving as a sheltering hand,” he said while cupping her mound.

“Sir, you pervert the meaning of his text,” she said, not moving from his hold.

“Such is the fate of a pervert in the company of a beautiful woman and a text of immense stupidity,” he said.

“No matter. As a gentleman, you promised knowledge that would keep my beloved husband always coming to me for his amatory needs. What shall keep him always looking in my direction?” she asked.

“I may have no occupation save whoring and gambling, but I am no gentleman,” he said. “And you need nothing from me to keep his eyes on you. Any man fortunate enough to be married to one such as you would be stupid to seek relief elsewhere,” he said.

“That differs from what I expected you might say.”

“The knowledge I grant you is thus: surprise him. Should he think he has plumbed every depth, introduce him to some aspect of you he has not yet met,” he said.

“Is that all?” she asked.

“I could speak more plainly,” he said. “Has he plumbed your depths yet?”

“We have completed the marital act,” said Jane.

“No, no, I mean, has he sucked and licked the bits between your thighs?” he asked.

“I think not!” exclaimed Jane. “Well, he did…we are not discussing my husband’s performance in the bedchamber! Or supply cupboard!”

“Ahh, so he has failed to bestow kisses on your pretty little cunt, has he? What a rogue. Meanwhile, I suppose he’s fed his cock down your lovely throat on multiple occasions, has he?” asked Sebastian.

“Down my…I don’t even know that’s possible,” mused Jane, subtly feeling the bones in her elegant neck.

“I can assure you, my lovely, that it’s very possible indeed,” he said. “I could demonstrate for you right now, very happily.”

“That won’t be necessary, sir. I find the hour grows late, and I invite you to seek company elsewhere,” she said.

“You’ve been such a good, resistant girl, Janie. I feel I should reward you before I take my leave. You sit, all darling curls and dressed in virginal white, while my hand grows comfortable between your legs.”

“I quite forgot about your hand entirely,” she sniffed.

“And yet I didn’t,” he said, giving her a squeeze. “I should reward you for granting a reprobate like me some of your guarded charms.”

“I need nothing of you aside from your departure from this house,” she said. “My husband’s house!”

Sebastian sank to the floor and made his way before his bride’s legs. Placing his hands on her knees, he gently pushed them apart and settled between them.

“I’m going to draw up your gown and perform the service your husband should have done already,” he said.

“My husband has satisfied my every need,” she said, her voice raising with the hem of her dress.

“I can satisfy needs you don’t yet know you have,” he said, burying his face between her legs and drawing forth a squeal of surprise.

“Sir!” she exclaimed while holding the nape of his neck to pull his mouth closer. “You mustn’t!”

He chuckled and looped his arms under her thighs to tilt Jane’s hips up so he could feast with abandon.

“No drawers. What a good, traditional girl,” he said. “All the better for me to toss up your skirts and feast on your treasure.”

Jane’s voice lost its playful tone as she collapsed onto the chair until flat on her back.

“I want to watch what you’re doing but find my arms can’t support me,” she said.

“I’m licking and sucking your pretty cunt until you scream so loud the servants come running,” said Sebastian.

“You wouldn’t,” she moaned, her body chasing him when he drew back momentarily to free his cock from the pantaloons that threatened to cut off his blood flow.

“Do you see what you made me do, Jane?” he asked. “Your pussy is too delicious, so I was forced to take out my cock and let it drool on your dear husband’s polished floor. I hope he slips on the puddle I leave and wonders what he did to deserve such a fate, when we both know it is punishment for failing to make your flower fully blossom.”

“Come back,” she begged as her hands groped for his head so she could direct him to her aching core.

Sebastian caught her hands in his. “What do you need, love?”

“Lips and tongue and more,” she whined, her hips shaking from the strain of trying to grab him and offer her body for ravishment.

He dove in, using his straight patrician nose to open the folds of her pussy, his sneering rake’s lips to suck on her clitoris, and occasionally dragging his disreputable beard stubble that he hadn’t bothered shaving across her tender and trembling thighs.

“You’ll have little burns from my whiskers framing your cunt, and your precious husband will know some other man was here in your cunny,” he said.

Jane was wordless, her back arching, nearly nonsensical as she sought her release.

“Maybe he’ll like the idea of another man making you come, doing his job,” he said.

She whimpered and twisted her own nipple as her body drew tighter and tighter.

“Maybe he’d even like the idea of being cuckolded in his own home. Another man defiling his bride. Plowing her sweet cunt,” he said, inserting the smallest of his fingers into her pussy.

“Oh, that’s wet. Do you hear it?” he asked, working his finger so the wet sound only got louder. “Your quim would soak my cock, flood it.”

“Sebastian, oh my, oh—”

“Now, now, don’t pretend I’m your loving husband just because I’m opening up your pussy for a good fucking,” he said roughly. “I’m a proud rake about to pound this little cunt, make it mine.” He withdrew his hand only to slip his ring and middle finger inside her channel as it started to spasm around him.

“No oh, oh,” she cried, bucking against his hand to increase the friction.

“Yes, my sweet, I’ll let you come, but prepare for me to pump a load into this juicy, sucking quim.”

Jane broke apart, her legs almost kicking and hips bouncing as she rode her husband’s stretching fingers. Her body seized, and she emitted a low, animalistic groan as she pulsed around him and shook again.

“That’s it, my love, give it to me,” whispered Sebastian, drawing the tips of his fingers over the internal spots that made her climax continue long after she felt it should have ended.

She huffed out a small cry and dashed a few tears from her unseeing eyes. “Too much,” she said, shying away from his delicious ministrations.

Sebastian gathered her at the edge of the tufted seat and rested his head on her waist. “You were perfect. You even gave me some liquid for rubbing on my cock,” he said, reaching down to smear it on his straining length.

“I always make it wet for you,” she said in a dazed manner, as if mesmerized at a midsummer fair.

“This is special,” he said, gritting his teeth while gripping the base of his shaft to hold back the orgasm that threatened to cut loose. “You gave me more as a reward for that hard orgasm. Did you feel how hard you came?”

She rolled towards him and lightly groaned in response. He laughed and nuzzled the underside of her half-clothed breast.

“I could not have fathomed the depths of your perfection,” he sighed, feeling the weight of his own full sack. “How did I ever get so fortunate as to win your love?”

“I suppose it began when you offered your coat for Miss Winslow to sit upon when her corner of our blanket proved damp in St. James’s Park last year,” Jane said with a smile.

“When you hear of my gentlemanly conduct throughout our fair city, know that I act only to gain favor with my lady wife,” he said, “and access to her favors.”

Jane ran her nails along Sebastian’s thick hairline and pulled upon his ear. “I thought you’d have already put your cock in me, as you promised,” she said with a hint of a smile.

“I? Did I promise that? Perhaps you have me confused with a rake,” he said, nuzzling at a curl while his hand worked his shaft yet again.

“But I’m so ready for you,” Jane said, shifting her thighs apart so he could see the swollen, wet lips of her sex.

Sebastian increased the pace of his strokes and seemed unable to look away from the display before his eyes.

“You stretched me so well, and I’m open for your big,” she licked her lips, “cock.”

Sebastian dug his face into the folds of her dress and groaned as he felt his balls drive seed from his tip, no matter that he was kneeling on the floor of his music room and not within his wife’s divine channel.

“Jane, Jane, Jane,” he said in time with his strokes.

“Yes, say your wife’s name,” she said, “because even if your seed isn’t within me, it’s all mine.”

Sebastian bit down on the fabric of her dress as his seed splattered on the floor and a nearby open book.

“Where did you learn such filthy talk?” he asked with loving wonder.

She stroked his hair again and smiled. “I speak from my heart, as you taught me during our courtship,” she said.

“We certainly never engaged in talk like that!” he exclaimed. “Had I any idea what awaited me in the marriage bed, my dear wife, I’d have been unfit for circulating in society and I’d have likely carried you off to the altar even sooner!”

“You unlocked my heart during our courtship, and I learned how to speak the truth concerning my wishes,” she said. “And now that you have shown me a new world of desires, I find my mouth unable to stop talking to you about them.”

“My true love match,” he said, slumping against the chair. “Did you enjoy your rakely interlude? I’m exhausted from playing such a strutting cock.”

“Are you sure it’s the strutting and not the use of your cock that has you tired?”

“Jane! Such wit and bawdy conversation! If ladies and gentlemen of the ton heard you, they’d think you are some kind of disreputable woman!”

“Do you dislike my conversation?” she asked, her voice soft and serious.

“I cannot fathom how fortunate I am to find in my own home a love that is true and a wife that matches my hunger for physical communion in every way.”

“Would it shock you if I said that I wonder what it would be like if you treated me like a disreputable woman?” she asked. “You have played the rake, but I have yet to play the…what’s the word for a lady that is free with her charms?”

Sebastian groaned. “You will not rile me again today, Jane,” he said. “And I will teach you no unfamiliar words that will only inflame my loins when they pass your lips. You are too powerful already.”

“Would you not like to toss my skirts, though?” she asked. “Shove yourself into me roughly while I beg for more?”

“Jane, have mercy,” he said. “Pray do not continue or we’ll never leave this room. I promise to roger you like the minx you truly are one of these days. Continue to leave off drawers because I’ll need you ready. Now let’s prepare for whatever dinner or ball you’ve promised us to tonight.”

“A salon at Mrs. Meers’ residence,” she said, accepting his hand up from the seat. “Oh dear, whatever is the matter with Fordyce’s Sermons?”

She gestured to the book on the floor, open to some text exhorting young women on the virtues of their chaste flower. But this copy bore the marks of some sort of liquid splashed upon it, causing the pages to warp in places.

“Minor accident involving some fluids,” said Sebastian, tucking himself into his breeches. “Should you find you miss the volume, I’ll order a replacement.”

He tossed the ruined book into the fire. “Though I doubt that will be the case.”


Chapter 5


His wife was taunting him. Once again, she was leaning over the large embroidery frame in the drawing room after dinner, her bottom wiggling freely as she worked.

Sebastian sipped brandy and plotted his course of action. She’d summoned him some days ago to see the outline of their family crest on the stretched fabric. He’d stood close behind her while feeling the raised stitches she’d so proficiently added.

Each night, he escorted her to bed and slid into her quim, finding her primed, wet, and willing. If he was correct, she worked herself up while stitching and winding up Sebastian. Why were they waiting until reaching the marital bed to commence the coupling?

Yet he paused each night, thinking that his lady wife deserved better than to be plowed in the family drawing room like a common woman.

She had said, in the heat of their passion, something about wanting to be treated as a harlot, but did she mean it? She’d been astonishingly receptive, nay, enthusiastic, about all his lusty play, but could that possibly include copulating on the floor where their children would someday play?

One more twitch from her delectable bum, and he decided. He had already locked the doors to the room. It was now time to seduce his wife.

“Madam,” he said, approaching from behind, “your gown requires some assistance.”

She turned her head slightly to acknowledge him. “Oh, thank you, my lord, but I’m certain my lady’s maid would be happy to provide aid,” said Jane.

“I’ll handle the problem,” he said. “If you’d merely brace your hands on the frame while I rectify it?”

Jane leaned forward, gripping the embroidery frame and pushing her arse back. The minx! He should have known that the slightest nudge would set loose a torrent of sensuality and husband torture. His luck would never run out married to a woman like this.

“If you insist, sir,” she said dreamily.

Sebastian whipped her skirts up faster than he had planned, leading to them slipping before he could catch and hold them in place.

He reached out to pet her furred cunny lips between her squirming thighs. “Open up and let me see how wet you are from stitching the family crest,” he growled. “Do you enjoy needlework that much?”

She clung to the frame and widened her stance. “It’s not just the stitchery that I like,” she said. “It’s the idea of adding members to your—our—family line.”

He drew in a breath. “You can’t already know, can you?” he asked with wonder.

“Not yet,” she said softly. “But we’re working so hard on the project that it seemed only right to begin making the first baby’s blanket.”

“Oh, my love,” he sighed, sniffing her hair while crowding into her. “Please feel no pressure on my account. I’d hate for…”

“Yes, Sebastian?” she said, her voice tremulous.

“I’d hate for your hopes to be disappointed when nature sometimes takes time to produce new shoots,” he said, suddenly emotional when he thought of his wife experiencing any pain or distress should the heirs not arrive as quickly as she hoped.

“I don’t mean to worry you,” said Jane. “I will attempt to temper my expectations.”

Sebastian wrapped his arms around her. “Let us set aside all concerns and enjoy each other for now. I, too, can’t wait to see our baby sleeping beneath this beautiful blanket, but first I need to put a baby inside you, a task I do so enjoy performing.”

“What if you’ve already planted a baby in me?” she asked, warming to this line of conversation.

“I’ll give you another one so fast that we’ll have twins. Does that alarm you?” he asked.

“I don’t believe alarm is the word for it,” she said, subtly shifting her backside against his tented breeches.

“That’s my girl,” said Sebastian. “I’ll give you a whole litter. Now brace your hands on that frame and bend over like a woman who wants to be made a mother tonight.”

Jane flopped towards the embroidery frame, cocking her hips so that Sebastian could see her cunny lips, now glazed in moisture, slightly spread in anticipation of his arrival.

He used his thumbs to pull her arse apart, then dove in to lap at her clitoris as his nose teased the entrance of her channel.

“Sebastian!” she exclaimed, going up on tiptoes because of the unexpected stimulation.

“Drive yourself back onto my face,” he said when he came up for air.

She bucked her hips in that inexpert, but ever so effective fashion that had Sebastian groaning into her cunt.

“Have I opened up this pussy sufficiently?” he asked. “I’ve been ready to fill you since two nights ago.”

“I’ve been trying to entice you to take me since three nights ago,” she said, tilting her hips to get more of his mouth.

“I won’t be gentle,” warned Sebastian, standing up as he drew forth his cock. The flap of his breeches slapped against his thighs in a way that made Jane shiver. “Brace.”

Jane gripped the frame and laid her head on the embroidered crest, loving the feel of the raised stitches on her cheek as her husband fitted the swollen head of his cock against the sensitive opening of her cunt.

“When I see those pussy lips grip me,” he said, trailing off as he fed more of his shaft into his wife, “are you going to take all of me? I know you’re but a honeymoon removed from virginity, but you can handle being stuffed by your husband’s cock, can’t you?”

“I’ll try,” she said while crying out as he thrust inside of her.

“I’ll make your cunt swallow it,” he said, setting a hard pace. He settled a hand on his wife’s back and helped her arch to allow him to thrust to greater depths.

“Who would have thought that delicate Miss Simmons would take a cock so well?” asked Sebastian as he watched himself ride his bride hard.

Jane’s head lolled against the stretched fabric, fighting the urge to drool in near stupefaction only to save her stitchery.

Sebastian slowed his strokes while holding the base of his cock. “Can I find a spot that makes you explode as completely as I do, my love?”

“Mmm,” said Jane, hanging on to the frame because her legs began to give out.

“Do you feel that?” he asked, dragging the head of his cock against the front wall of her channel.

She mewled, overwhelmed at the unfamiliar sensations.

He reached his hand around to her front, dipping between her thighs to rub her clitoris without finesse but with a good deal of enthusiasm. Sebastian gripped the embroidery frame, his hand just above Jane’s as he drove himself home hard. She violently spasmed around his cock while emitting a low howl of primal pleasure.

“Oh fuck, you’re choking it,” he said. “Squeeze it good, my girl. That’s a good little pussy, letting me break her in.”

The wet, lurid sounds of their coupling spurred him on, and Sebastian gripped the frame harder while he took his last strokes.

Jane roused herself and breathed out, “Give me your heir.”

He’d been on the verge of coming, but the needy exhortation only drove him faster to the inevitable conclusion as he bore down on the frame while using his hand on Jane’s hip to make their bodies connect more forcefully.

Just as his seed erupted, the wooden embroidery frame splintered under the force of his hand, and they both stumbled. Sebastian recovered himself just in time to prevent Jane from tumbling forward.

“My love, are you hurt?” he asked, bringing his arm protectively around her waist as they caught their breath.

She leaned back into the circle of his arms. “I’ve suffered no damage, thanks to you,” she said, “but your hand is bleeding.”

Jane whipped the fichu from her neckline and wrapped it around Sebastian’s index finger, which had briefly snagged on the broken edges of the frame.

“I have been a fool, my darling bride,” said Sebastian, nosing at the curls near her ear. “At every turn, I have thought to teach you passion and instruct you in debauchery, thinking that because you are so recently from the schoolroom, you must need my instruction. Your innate sensual gifts rival those of Mozart in the realm of music. You needed no lessons from me, not so much your senior, to become the more expert party in this marriage bed.”

“A marriage requires two parties working together, does it not? But if you’d like me to lead in the bedroom,” she dropped her voice, “or the drawing room, I have some ideas that might interest you.”

“And I vow to love, honor, and obey your every whim, my lady.”

THE END
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