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Chapter 1


London 1821

“You mean to tell me that all of those young men…are suffering from infections of a most private nature?”

“You wouldn’t ask that if you had brothers. Who have loud friends,” said Lydia knowingly. “I have overheard more than I care to know about lusty widows and women of the town and ladies of easy virtue.”

Lady Lydia Rolff had never intended to reveal what she knew about the venereal contagion sweeping through the ton. She’d kept that information as closely guarded as the contents of her heart. But when she’d heard her fellow wallflowers speculating about the seemingly eligible bachelors nearby, she had to speak, lest they stumble unaware down a path that led to disease and even death.

The facts were thus: infections of a most private nature beset England. Beneath those buckskin and silk breeches they so admired were parts burning with more than lust. The names of the diseases varied: the men in the Halyday ballroom were poxed, clapped, clawed off, or sunburnt, depending on who you asked.

But they were seriously ill all the same; some of them would die because of their diseases. There was no cure, despite claims made by mercury peddlers.

As Lady Lydia sat uncomfortably on the spindly chairs set aside for wallflowers, she imparted information the young ladies desperately needed to know but were never told. It was knowledge that would have changed her life, had someone thought to apprise her of the danger that lurked behind a tender smile and soft caresses.

“You know so much, Lady Lydia!” exclaimed Miss Diana Astrier. “But it’s a shame that you had to hear such things. It’s hardly a topic of conversation suitable for a young lady, though I appreciate hearing you speak about it. It’s something of a paradox, now that I consider it.”

And that was the rub: the subject was unsuitable for young ladies to discuss — while the reality of the contagion had the potential to ruin or even take their lives.

“I wonder,” said Lady Inez Eversholt. “If so many men are ill from private infections, does that mean some ladies of the ton are infected with the same?”

“I see a matron looking our way,” hissed Miss Susannah Hynde. “We should restrict our conversation within the ballroom or risk people thinking the worst.”

The worst. The girl tossed off the words casually, meaning no harm, but they struck a note of shame and pain that reverberated down Lydia’s limbs until she wished she could pull off her gloves and stockings because of the heat streaking through her body.

The truth was that clever, knowing Lady Lydia herself was clapped, poxed, French diseased; the exact name for what was happening was unclear. Seeking treatment for a venereal disease as an unmarried young woman of nineteen — assumed to be a virgin — would mean ruination, the devastation of her parents, and complete exile from good society.

She’d already cut ties with anyone who might recognize the change in her. Those who might note the pain on her face and ask questions. Those who might admire her beauty and mind and want her for a wife. Exiled were her closest friends, people she’d imagined spending the rest of her life with. One person in particular.

Lydia wasn’t like those other wallflowers, there because they were unwanted and odd, she thought. She’d purposefully placed herself in that corner of the ballroom to guard her family’s reputation and avoid circumstances that might cause further spread of the contagion. She may be ill, but she still had her dignity and pride to think of.

A rumor persisted that copulating with a virgin would cure a man of the disease. The mechanism for such a miraculous recovery? Unclear. The destruction wrought by the tale? Untold.

Lydia knew this because she’d once been that virgin. Those brother’s loud friends she spoke of? They did more than talk. One silver-tongued fellow had spotted her before her debut, when she was but sixteen years of age. He’d clipped a lock of her hair and passed her notes with extravagant promises before meeting Lydia in the back room of a tea shop, where he’d lifted her skirt, taken her virginity, and left her with the disease he’d sought to cure via her untried clasp.

By the time she’d realized his intentions, her erstwhile beau had purchased a commission and fled England rather than being saddled with an infected wife. A girl he himself had infected.

Now, three years later, Lydia’s illness intensified by the day alongside her mounting cynicism. These dowdy girls thought they could find happiness with a handsome, wealthy man of the town? She’d cure them of their illusions. And if it protected them from the fate to which she’d been left, good. It was a cruel trick that had been played on her, one that had made her a shadow of the girl she’d once been.

A girl with hopes, an open heart, and dear friends. One in particular.

And so Lydia imparted that critical information about the men of the ton. While failing to answer just how many ladies were afflicted by the same contagion. She among them.


Chapter 2


Three weeks later

Lydia clawed at the seal on her bedroom window, frantically trying to get the sash open two and a half years after she’d ordered it patched shut.

Something had changed since she’d watched her window to the outside world be sealed so she wouldn’t be able to go to Edwin in a moment of weakness, ‌risking his health and even life.

One of those retiring debutantes, Lady Catherine Kersall, was now claiming to have invented a cure for venereal contagion. She’d invited her fellow wallflowers to her nuptials, where she had wed the dashing Marquess of Fauconer before the ton at St. George’s, Hanover Square.

It was the stuff of dreams for any young lady. It turned Lydia’s stomach to see another girl so joyful and radiant while she stared down death because of an illicit seduction.

Until Lady Catherine had gathered her friends after the ceremony, Lydia among them.

“Your words set our great happiness in motion, Lady Lydia. Thank you. I hope this physic that cured John might someday allow you to be so overjoyed. You simply need to add your own virgin blood before the unwell person drinks it,” she’d said.

Lydia’s stomach turned, thinking of those words as she thought of the fluid in a cut glass bottle. Her virgin blood. Lady Catherine, like everyone else, had assumed that Lydia was untouched and she would heal some man who had raked. In fact, she was the one who needed healing.

She closed her eyes as a wave of pain overtook her. If there was any chance at all of this physic working, she’d do anything to sample it. But where to find virgin blood?

Was there a virgin in London she could trust with her secret? Most people would insist on knowing why she needed their blood, which could quickly result in the unveiling of her ruination.

And then she looked toward that house she’d tried to forget. The March townhouse, separated from her own by a garden requiring just thirteen paces (it had been sixteen when she was a small girl, but she’d since grown taller with a longer stride). The low wall that had once seemed so high had become surmountable with age and height, then insurmountable again when Lydia’s seduction rendered her so ill.

There was someone inside that house who could help. And if he couldn’t, he’d know another person who could.

And that was how Lady Lydia Rolff came to pry open Edwin March’s window in the middle of the night as he was attempting to translate a Catullus poem.


Chapter 3


Upon seeing his childhood friend at his window for the first time in two and a half years, Edwin initially froze. Was she an apparition? Had longing for his Lydia intensified to the point she was now going to float behind him, taunting him with all he’d lost?

“Edwin, put that manuscript down and help me over the sill,” she said, rapidly setting aside his concerns. The Lydia of his dreams would say far different things.

He rushed to her side and helped her tumble into his bedroom, as she had so many times as a child.

“Your window is still unlocked,” she said accusingly, as if he’d left the latch undone for someone else.

“I never lost faith that you would return to me.”

“Oh,” said Lydia, sinking onto his bed.

She was as lovely as ever, her thick hair pulled into an elaborate hairstyle. She must have come from a society event. Edwin wanted to hold out a hand so he might trace those curls and swoops, but he didn’t want careless actions to send her running for another two and a half years — not after he’d ruined everything before.

Edwin took a seat on a chair facing her, giving her plenty of space so she might feel comfortable in his room. She was a young lady now, a beautiful woman.

“I don’t think you’re supposed to be in my bedroom, Lady Lydia.”

“Too late to be concerned about that,” she said blithely while picking at his blanket.

Her jaw was hard, but Edwin noticed her fingers trembled as they plucked at the fabric atop his bed. He’d always noticed her, noticed things about her.

“You’re how old now?” she tossed out suddenly.

Edwin was taken aback. She wanted to know his age? Could she possibly have forgotten it?

“Twenty one, are you not?”

No, she hadn’t forgotten. But why had she broken into his house to discuss his age? Had she consumed too much ratafia at a ball? Did ratafia even contain alcohol? Edwin didn’t attend social events, so he simply didn’t know.

“You must be,” she tripped along, her plucking of his blanket growing quite frantic. Whatever was wrong with her? “So you probably enjoy the same things other boys, rather, men your age do.”

Edwin wasn’t sure to what Lydia was referring. He enjoyed completing mildly suggestive but printable translations of filthy Latin and Greek poetry. Was that what other young men enjoyed? He hadn’t given it thought.

“You aren’t saying much,” she said glumly.

“I translate?” he said.

She looked up, her eyes brimming with tears. Oh, what had he said to upset her? Edwin kept his body still, but inside, a hive of bees roared as he tried to think.

“I suppose you see fancy women,” she said. “All men do.”

Edwin nearly fell off his chair. Did she refer to ladies of the night? Those fancy women? Whyever was she bringing this up?

“It’s just, you see,” she said, looking down again as if to hide her emotions, “I need someone — some man — who doesn’t see fancy ladies.”

“Doesn’t see fancy ladies?” asked Edwin faintly, still not believing the turn this conversation had taken.

“Yes, one man who doesn’t see them. Well, has never seen them. Any of them.”

“You need a man who doesn’t visit prostitutes?”

“Yes, exactly. Well, not exactly. Or widows.”

“You need a man who hasn’t seen prostitutes or widows.”

“And he can’t seduce girls!” Lydia exclaimed, then huffed, clearly frustrated. “I need a man who hasn’t…”

Edwin longed to cross the room and take her fidgeting hand in his own. She was so upset and nervous, and despite their long estrangement because of his error, he’d do anything to make her feel better.

“I need a virgin,” she said.

“What do you need one for?” asked Edwin, trying to follow the conversation through the fog of his intrusive thoughts.

“I don’t need him so much as I need his blood.”

Edwin stood decisively, walked to his desk, and took up a letter opener. “Where do you need it?” he asked before slicing his palm open without hesitation.

Lydia froze, her eyes wide as she took in the blood dripping down his wrist into his ink-stained shirtsleeves. Blast. He should have changed on the off chance that she might appear.

Edwin fumbled in his pocket with his uncut hand and retrieved his handkerchief, offering it to Lydia while keeping his distance. She pressed it to her face, then closed her eyes and seemed to breathe more deeply. More calmly.

“That’s it, my lady, recover yourself and then we can determine where to place the…” He paused, not wanting to remind her of the existence of blood. “Substance.”

She thrust a cut glass bottle in his direction, looking away. Edwin thought he spotted tears in her eyes but had no wish to trouble her with unwanted attention.

“In there,” she said from behind his handkerchief, nodding to the bottle.

It already contained a liquid, and Edwin had to fumble to direct his blood inside without upsetting the contents. Soon, it was full enough that more would send it overflowing.

“I think that’s as much as the bottle will accept,” he said, handing it back to Lydia. He was so focused on her he failed to notice it glowing a brighter red than one would expect from the addition of a few drops of blood.

She turned to go, the handkerchief over her face still and the bottle in hand, then whirled back.

“You’ve been well?”

Edwin looked around the room, unsure of what to say. Had he been well after his best friend in the world, the girl who had regularly popped through his window for chats, disappeared from his life without a word — while clearly coming and going from her house as usual?

His eyes fell on his books. “I finished school,” he said.

“You finished Cambridge? Already?”

“Yes, I wanted to be closer to my mum again. Her cough, you know.”

Lydia didn’t need him to explain that his mother’s consumption hadn’t cleared in the time she’d been away, despite that trip to Italy with Edwin’s older sister. He was glad that he wasn’t required to say those words and fight to keep his emotions in check. Seeing Lydia again was already testing the wall that kept him within the masculine confines of behavior.

“Yes, of course,” she said. “I send her my best wishes.”

Were those tears in Lydia’s eyes? Why had she come tonight? Edwin looked at that bottle in her hand and realized that nothing made sense.

“I really must—”

“Of course,” he said, rushing to help her with the window.

“You aren’t…”

Edwin stilled his movements, hoping to hear her question clearly despite the loss of hearing in his left ear after a bout of scarlet fever as a child.

“You aren’t courting a girl, are you?” Lydia asked.

She was beautiful as ever, caught between the light from his oil lamp and the moonlight. A ribbon trailed from her hair and ran over her shoulder, tempting his fingers to tug it or stroke the band, ‌maybe brushing against her. She’d asked something.

“Have I—no. I have no other girl.”

He shouldn’t have said that. He, the expert in languages, knew better than to give himself away like that. But she merely dipped her head close to his useless left ear, seemed to say something, and rushed out the window before he could ask her to speak up.

She’d taken his handkerchief with her. His heart warmed at the thought of something of his being with her, even if she disappeared again.


Chapter 4


Lydia stumbled into her bedroom and made it to the bed before ripping the lid from that bottle and drinking the physic mixed with Edwin’s blood.

She was terrified that the cure wouldn’t work, but she couldn’t stand another moment not knowing if she’d have to spend the rest of her life looking longingly towards his house. Longingly towards the person inside.

The pain of seeing him had been immense to the point of almost intolerable. As she settled on her bed, Lydia placed Edwin’s handkerchief over her face. She’d needed some excuse to cover her mouth in his room when she’d seen what he was willing to do without a second thought for her. If her mouth had been free as she saw evidence of his enduring friendship, she’d have blurted out some truths that would have been unfair.

For if the physic failed to heal her, Lydia refused to allow Edwin to sacrifice himself for her benefit as he was already doing with his mother.

She was not so silly as to miss the fact that Edwin could have continued his studies almost indefinitely at university. He was clearly continuing his study at home, if those manuscripts on his desk were any indication, but Lydia knew how many hours he’d devoted to his mother’s care and comfort when she was in London. He had enough pulling at him.

As sleep descended on Lydia, she imagined Edwin stealing into her bedroom — something he’d never done before, having always been a most proper young man — and covering her body with linen sheeting, as if she was dead and the fabric served as a shroud. Below it, she was entirely naked but still breathing, sewn into the sack and unable to reach him.

From within her shroud, Lydia could feel embroidery at one corner, as if she wore Edwin’s monogram even in death.

And then, she felt gentle hands run over her body, all the while whispering Latin poetry. Edwin had taught her — well, tried to teach her — Latin, but she’d mostly retained the naughty words. And these he ladled onto her prone form with abandon as he stroked over her fabric-clad limbs, brushed over the vee between her thighs, and teased her hardened nipples. Lydia shook with desire, breath hot and quim wet as she imagined being under his control.

When awake, she knew: she wanted Edwin March. She always had, but in ways she’d never let herself imagine.

But first, she needed to see a doctor. Lydia needed a clean bill of health before seeing him again. The next time, a handkerchief wouldn’t be sufficient to hold her back from what she wanted.


Chapter 5


Edwin March sat back in his chair, at last satisfied with the translation he’d been working on.

“…nothing is left of me, each time I see her,” he said, gazing towards the window that showed him a peek of Lord Rolff’s townhouse next door.

He’d been in pain since Lydia had departed from his window. Funny how that worked; he’d contained his feelings for months, set aside his longing, but that window — and the girl dropping through it — had blown open the door to the cellar where he’d tried to put his emotions under dust covers.

She was more beautiful than ever, a diamond if there ever was one. Funny that she hadn’t yet married.

As a boy, Edwin had imagined that he and Lydia might someday marry. They were friends and enjoyed spending time together. It seemed very simple. By eliminating the time spent on nonsense like going between their houses, Lydia might even master Latin.

And then he’d learned that, although their houses sat alongside one another on Grosvenor Square and Edwin’s family had more money than they knew what to do with, they were not of precisely the same status. Lydia was not “Miss” but rather “Lady,” and her family’s wealth had roots so old they tangled with royalty.

That must have been the reason her face had crumbled eighteen months ago when Edwin finally overcame his hesitations and good sense to make tentative inquiries about her willingness to become more than his best friend. Her willingness to spend the rest of her days as his wife.

Edwin would never forget how her eyes had filled with tears and she’d run for the window to escape his restrained confession. Why, it was fortunate that he’d not let loose the full extent of his feelings if such a modest declaration proved so repulsive to her!

Upon reflection, he couldn’t blame her. Why marry a mere Mister when she could attach herself to any number of titled, handsome men who remembered to clean the ink from their fingers? Mortification at his misstep washed over Edwin again, his body suddenly hot then cold when he imagined how ridiculous Lydia must think him. How stupid and sheltered his confession must have seemed to a woman who knew how the world worked.

He stumbled from his desk to his bed nearby, unable to find the energy to continue sitting. He hadn’t felt the long hours until now, but exhaustion overwhelmed him.

And that was how Lydia found him that evening when she yanked open his bedroom window: sprawled on his bed in a self-pitying heap.

“Edwin, are you dead?” she asked, flopping onto the bed beside him. He felt something press against the scar on his palm. It couldn’t be a kiss — she wouldn’t do that, would she?

He rolled over and got treated to a pile of her beautiful hair in his face. Maybe he was dead. Maybe this was heaven. He brought his hand to her tresses and leaned in to sniff those locks at last. Oh, even the wordsmith Catullus would struggle to express the feelings threatening to escape his chest at the sensation of Lydia beside him in bed.

Wait. She was beside him in bed.

He sat up. “Lady Lydia,” he said, gulping as he saw how close they were, “do you think you should be here?”

But he didn’t move away. And she drew only closer. Gulp.

“I’ve received good news,” she said, breathless. “Wonderful news. The most wonderful.”

Lydia looked more radiant than he’d ever seen her before, and he knew odds were good that whatever she said next would break his heart. Was she to reveal an engagement to some worthy man?

What she actually did surprised him.

“When did you start wearing a mailcoach knot?” she asked, her hand on his cravat.

Edwin looked down. His valet must have tried something new, and he hadn’t noticed. Drat.

“I believe Applegarth has some creative ideas about dress. I’ll tell him to return to my usual,” he said, feeling breathless, as if she’d pulled the fabric tight and cut off his airway.

Lydia’s fingertips danced along the edges of the knot, and he felt her touch elsewhere on his body. Oh, this was really too mortifying.

“Don’t change a thing,” she said, finding an end to the cravat and loosening it suddenly.

It was then that Edwin realized what she was wearing. Lydia Rolff was in his bedroom wearing naught but a dressing gown and her chemise. He planned to ask her immediately why she’d forgotten to dress but found himself studying the way the swells of her breasts rose and fell with each breath. Her skin looked so soft and warm, and he had a momentary thought of resting his head against her chest and taking a long nap beside her.

“Yes, that’s good,” murmured Lydia, bringing Edwin back to the present. He looked down and realized that she’d stripped his throat bare.

“Lydia!” he hissed in surprise, aware despite his lack of experience with women that such behavior with a gently bred girl was deeply wrong.

She moved closer, positioning herself across his prone form to hold him against the bed. It was the stuff of fantasy, and he held in a groan before resolving himself to right the ship and return them to more stable ground.

“Lydia, I don’t think—”

And then she dipped her head, her eyes trained on his, and laid a gentle kiss over his Adam’s apple. Edwin gulped, unable to believe this was happening.

“I think I need this,” she said. “With you. To convince myself of something. Do you trust me?”

Of course he did. Edwin nodded as he admired his darling Lydia’s form.

“What’s the filthiest poem you’ve been struggling to translate?” she asked, fluttering the smallest, most delicate kisses over his neck.

His cock was going to explode, to say nothing of his heart.

“The filthiest,” she repeated, pulling her lips away.

He couldn’t tell her. But she seemed perfectly content to withhold further kisses as Edwin stared at her blankly and tried to determine if she’d scream at Catullus 16.

“It’s hardly suitable…”

Lydia pulled away, her gaze on a distant wall as he denied her simple request. This would never do.

“I will,” he started, his voice faltering. “I will sodomize…and fuck your face.”

She turned back, her eyes enormous as she took in his scandalous words. “What did you say?”

“You heard me, Lady Lydia,” he said. “Now…as you were.”

He spread his arms wide to allow her to come closer anywhere she liked. He was being bold, but saying those bold words gave Edwin ideas. Ideas currently making him thankful for the counterpane bunched in his lap.

Lydia hovered over him, her straining bosom almost level with his face. Was that a shadow of a nipple? He really needed to avert his eyes. But he kept looking.

“I believe I know what sodomize means—”

“Who taught you?” asked Edwin, suddenly protective of her modesty, all the while thinking of ways to debauch her.

“I read, too,” said Lydia, waving him off. “But fuck your face is new to me.”

“Lydia!” he exclaimed. “Don’t repeat that word!”

“Have you ever fucked a lady’s face?” she asked playfully, settling herself on his lap.

On his lap. Edwin looked down at her sprawled limbs and the chemise that now rode up and exposed her ankles and lower legs, then took the bedclothes into his hands and prayed for strength.

“Have you?” she asked, rocking her hips to get his attention.

“Have I…?”

Lydia came closer, and his cock nestled in that warm place between her thighs, guarded by layers of clothing but so much nearer than he imagined being before.

“Have you fucked a lady’s face?”

Edwin whimpered at the sensation of her trapping his cock between her legs and asking such a provocative question. Saying such a filthy word.

“Well, you see,” said Edwin. “There are different verbs for the act, depending on the degree of force used.”

Lydia blinked at him, not understanding.

“Catullus uses irrumo, which is quite…active. But there’s also fello.”

“And what’s fello?” asked Lydia from his neck, where she was using her teeth against his skin in a way that made his hips buck up into her.

“Apologies, Lady Lydia,” he said, placing a hand on her back to prevent her from falling from the bed.

“What’s fello?” she repeated.

“To suckle,” he said faintly, transfixed by the shadows of her nipples.

“Yes, to suckle,” she said, wiggling out of the straps of her chemise.

“What are you—oh.” She’d pulled the fine fabric down, exposing one perfect breast right before his face. “Am I…?”

“Fello,” she said, and brought his head to her nipple before he could correct her conjugation.

Her hands were running through his hair and her skin pressed against his nose so he could breathe in the warm, sweet smell of her as he sucked on that perfect nipple, afraid to stop for even a moment and shatter this dream.

“That feels so good,” she said, rocking on the obvious bulge in his blankets, all pretense at mannerly conversation suspended.

If she continued, he’d surely humiliate himself. Oh, but it felt so heavenly to have her in his arms, to pleasure her however she wished. He’d never imagined that she’d permit him such liberties. Permit him to suckle. He moaned.

“So have you?” she asked.

“Have I?” he responded, drawing off her breast with a pop.

“Fucked the face of a lady? Or been suckled by one?”

Edwin felt dizzy. Surely, she couldn’t be asking about his sexual history. Couldn’t truly want to know. It was one thing to offer her breast up for her own pleasure, but another thing entirely to care about his pathetic cock.

And then she leaned down, rooted around in the blankets, and placed a hand on his clothed manhood. “Tell me the truth,” she said, her voice serious and eyes teasing.

He weighed his options. All that time ago, the smallest step into honesty about his feelings had sent her fleeing. Would honesty about his lack of experience disgust her? Reinforce her view that he was an undesirable scholar?

But he wanted no secrets between himself and Lydia now. He wanted her to know all of his truths and the contents of his heart, hoping that if ‌he might win her, they could spend all their days so pleasurably ensconced.

“I have not…” he started

Her eyes brightened encouragingly.

“A lady has not touched me. Anyone, that is. Or tasted. Anything. I have not…”

“A complete virgin,” she sighed dreamily, a smile breaking over her face. “Oh, that’s perfect, Edwin.”

She leaned down and pressed a kiss to his lips before shuffling lower.

“Lydia, what are you—?”

He watched as she tossed the blankets aside like the most delightful hound on the hunt. And he realized what she sought.

“You aren’t, you don’t need to—”

He had a hand tangled in her hair. The sensation gave him unimaginable pleasure.

Until she looked up at him, her lips a little swollen and cheeks rosy. That, that was the most pleasing thing he’d seen.

“You felloed me so nicely, Edwin. Now I’m going to fello you. You don’t mind, do you?”

Edwin flopped back on the pillows as the entirety of blood in his body rushed south.


Chapter 6


Oh no, she’d broken him, and just when they were getting to the good part. She’d only waited for ages to do this, and she wasn’t sure that Edwin was willing. She’d need to check with him.

“Edwin?” she asked, coming up to study his reaction.

He looked somewhat addlepated. She’d really done it now.

“Edwin, do you mind if I fello you?”

His eyes cleared. “Technically, the verb should be—”

There, he was fine. She shimmied back down and set about freeing his piece.

“Lydia, I fear you might come into contact with my, well, my mentula,” he said, his voice thin and high as she sent the bedclothes flying.

“Yes, that’s the idea,” she said distractedly, finally finding him below all of that.

He was perfect: hard and straining, the head glistening as if he too were excited, an elegant size that would fit perfectly in her mouth.

She’d never done this before. It would be a rare first she’d be able to have with Edwin, and her heart soared when she took a tentative lick of his head.

“Oh no,” said Edwin, gripping the blankets and closing his eyes.

“Do you want me to stop?”

In response, just whimpers.

“I’m going to stop unless you say otherwise. I don’t want to do something that upsets you.”

“You’re not upsetting me,” he said in a small voice. “It’s just so good that I fear I might do something wrong or reach the…climax too early.”

Lydia liked the sound of that. They’d waited long enough. If Edwin wanted to erupt, he could do so with her enthusiastic permission. So she dove in to lick him further.

“You taste so good,” she moaned, lavishing his piece with licks and kisses. “And what’s this?”

She played with skin that moved to conceal Edwin’s cockhead, but could also retract to show it off in all its ruddy glory. Back and forth she shifted it, to his growing consternation.

“That’s my, oh god, foreskin,” he said, looking down at where she manipulated it with curiosity.

“Does it hurt for me to touch it?” she asked, watching how far it retracted and stretched.

“Not with your beautiful hand, blessed by your glorious tongue, no.”

“Hmm,” she said with his piece in her mouth, her tongue gently playing with that bit of skin as his breathing grew harder.

She let his mentula pop out and studied how red it was becoming. “Is it always like this?” she asked, giving the place he was leaking clear liquid a lick to scoop it up.

“Like, oh, angry? That’s just because blood has rushed from my body to that place,” he said to the ceiling. “In fact, I feel quite faint with pleasure.”

“Blood?” she asked wonderingly, studying the ruddy head with greater interest. How beautiful he was beneath those clothes his valet selected with great care, so that ink might stain only the best as Edwin worked.

Her own blood seemed to rush at some louder volume than usual, as if she was the ocean swayed by the gravity of the moon. She wanted some of his blood for herself; her body recognized her mate within his skin, and she wished she might peel it off of him so they could be one.

But…that was strange, was it not? To wish that one’s love might be flayed like Saint Bartholomew? She wondered what was wrong with her when Edwin arched his back on the bed and his cock bobbed before her view.

“Feeling neglected?” she asked, a brow raised as she settled a hand around him.

“Not now,” he responded with a small smile.

When Lydia wrapped her lips about Edwin’s cockhead, he let out an unholy moan and had to clamp a hand over his mouth to prevent attracting attention to his rooms. Lydia smiled, delighted that he responded to her so well. He would make a fine partner for all of her days to come.

When she worked her tongue over that skin that fascinated her so much, his foreskin, Lydia grew more frantic. And that’s when things rapidly went south.

In her haste and enthusiasm, she somehow nipped Edwin’s shaft. It must have happened because of her teeth, but they’d never been particularly long or sharp.

“Oh!” he yelped.

“Apologies,” she said, careful not to hurt him further.

How strange, she thought, savoring the drop of his blood, her tongue working in a way that had Edwin incoherent with pleasure.

“Yes, my darling,” she whispered, letting her hand trail over his trim midsection, down to the vee between his thighs, and finally to the sack below his mentula. She felt that soft skin, the weight of him, and took his shaft deeper into her mouth.

Edwin wiped tears from his eyes, but they appeared to come from delight rather than pain or distress. Excellent. She could try something that had been calling to her.

Lydia could not explain how to draw just a few drops of blood from the covering of a man’s secret piece, but her body seemed to understand as if compelled. Her teeth felt long and sharp, and she quickly pressed them into that skin, using her tongue to protect his other parts from the puncture.

And then she tasted those perfect drops of blood she’d drawn and her body sang with rightness.

“Oh god, Lydia, my love, I can’t contain—”

And that brought her back to the moment she shared with Edwin, the way his piece jerked as the feel of her mouth and what must have been the sharp pricks of pain combined to set him spiraling towards release.

“Please release me. I fear I’m about to soil your mouth if you do not—”

Lydia hummed and sucked him deeper to signal that she did not intend for a moment to back away and he should release as he saw fit. She wanted his blood and seed deep within her, and she wouldn’t let silly rules about propriety stand between her and being completely united with Edwin.

“Lady Lydia, please, I shouldn’t,” he cried. “It’s just too good.”

“Let me taste you,” she said around his cock, her voice low and needy.

And that seemed to provide enough reassurance even for a gentle, thoughtful man like Edwin to release, despite his manners and misgivings.

He tasted delicious, Lydia thought, as she sucked and bobbed to extract every bit of his essence until she feared she might draw forth marrow. She wanted to rub his seed on her skin and bathe in his blood.

Wait. That couldn’t be right, could it?

“You perfect angel,” said Edwin, fumbling to take hold of her arms so he might bring her up the bed. She went to him willingly, happy to put aside her disturbing thoughts and be close to the brilliant mind she’d missed for a long time.

“Did you like it?” she asked coyly, licking her bottom lip where he could see every motion.

“Did I like it? You ask such questions and expect me not to respond with poetry?” he sighed, drawing her nearer.

Edwin was warm and soft with pleasure and held her in a way that made her body feel loose and delicious. He smelled her hair and sneaked the tiniest pecks on her neck when he looked up with a start.

“We shouldn’t get too comfortable, else we’ll fall asleep and the servants might find us. It would ruin you, and I would become a scoundrel.”

“You, a scoundrel?” asked Lydia, returning those tiny kisses now on his lips. “Never. It’s just that you’re so warm and the rain outside sounds heavy. Surely we’d wake before morning?”

“The thought of sending you outside into the cold when we’re so snug here is most upsetting,” he said. “And I have been ungentlemanly!”

“How so?” asked Lydia, shocked that he’d think such a thing after she’d been so reassuring. He really wasn’t still stuck on spending in her mouth, was he?

“I haven’t returned the pleasure you gave me,” he said, gently insinuating his hand between Lydia’s thighs.

Oh. That was tempting. But oh. Would he be able to tell that she wasn’t a virgin from further exploration there? Lydia was so thrilled by his touch and interest in her body that she almost couldn’t speak, but she eventually found her voice and removed his hand from where she wanted it so badly.

“Perhaps a brief nap is in order,” she said. “Your exertions must have exhausted you.”

“But I hate to leave you without—”

“There’ll be time,” she reassured him, arranging the bedclothes over them.

“Having you beside me is a dream, Lady Lydia,” Edwin said as he tentatively wrapped an arm about her. “We’ll just have to wake before dawn. You wouldn’t want to be forced to marry me.”

She was struggling to find something to say that didn’t betray just how much she wanted exactly that when she fell asleep to dreams of wedded bliss.

***

When Lydia woke the next morning, she immediately knew something was wrong. The light from the window was too bright, and the warm room suddenly had a draft.

She opened her eyes and nearly tipped off the bed as she saw Edwin’s mother, supported by servants, looking down at her and Edwin. Tangled in his bed.

Mrs. March looked completely shocked, as did those faithful retainers by her side. One simply did not discover unmarried men and women of impeccable reputation in such a state! And then she spoke.

“I had lost hope, but I’m pleased to know that you two will be married before I die,” she said, a soft smile breaking over her face.


Chapter 7


One week later

Edwin found Lydia in the sacristy at St. James’s Church, Piccadilly.

It was their wedding day, and he’d seen her arrive, then rush away from the front aisle. He’d waited far too long for this, and he would not wait passively for her to come back through his window or find her way to the front of the church. Not now.

“Don’t come closer,” she said through tears. Slumped on a chair before the hanging vestments, she cried into a bouquet of peonies.

Edwin’s heart stuttered. Did this mean she didn’t wish to marry him? She’d looked perfectly content with their ruination and need for a wedding upon awakening in his bed last week, but had something changed?

“Lydia…” he said, his voice breaking as he stayed respectfully at a distance from her sobbing form.

“Oh, don’t…” she said, crying louder. “It will make it all hurt too much!”

“May I comfort you, my love?” he asked hopefully, his heart shattering at the plaintive sobs coming from his would-be bride.

She held out her arms, and he rushed to her side, embracing Lydia as her crying intensified. “Whatever is the matter?” he whispered into her ear.

She pulled a handkerchief from her person, and he was surprised to see his monogram on it.

“Something borrowed,” she said with a small smile, dabbing her eyes.

“It’s yours,” he said, not mentioning that all he had was hers, including his heart. “Now, won’t you tell me what’s made you cry on our wedding day?”

Lydia seemed to study the tile on the floor, emotions sending her expression from one thing to another in rapid succession.

“I am not a maid,” she said simply, at last.

“Of course you aren’t,” he said with all good cheer. What sort of nerves had struck that made Lydia think that being the daughter of an aristocrat was an impediment to marriage? Well, he had been reluctant to pursue her before because of her elevated status, but those days were done. He had some sense of her feelings and wouldn’t let society tear asunder what love and England’s rainy climate had seen fit to join.

“Edwin, be serious,” she said, her distress mounting. “You know what I mean.”

He was ready to reassure her and lead her into the church when he realized what she was saying. “You are not a…”

“A virgin,” she said, her face crestfallen. “Surely you know—”

“Of course,” he said, embracing her again, hoping to resolve this imagined impediment as soon as possible so they might be married expeditiously.

“Is that all you have to say?” she asked, growing quite hysterical. “Some other man seduced you, Lydia, and I — your husband — am resigned to that?”

“He seduced you?” asked Edwin, his face grave and mind calculating the ways he might make a man pay for the crime.

“Don’t translate my words beyond what I’m saying,” she said. “He seduced me. He did not force me. I went to him willingly, much as I regret it now. Regret it very much indeed.”

“And you’ve done this in the last week? While also planning our wedding?” asked Edwin, somewhat horrified but mostly curious about how she could undertake such a feat.

“In the last—no! Of course not! This was two years ago.”

Edwin thought back to that time, when his friend had been blooming and blushing, secretive and suddenly pulling away from their friendship.

“Is that why you stopped visiting my bedroom?”

Lydia studied the lace on her gloves, her lower lip trembling. “I stopped visiting you after the seduction took place. Because I didn’t want to expose you to the consequences.”

Edwin mulled over her words, struggling to understand the meaning. And then he knew.

“Was there a child?” he asked. The idea of Lydia carrying a child in secret turned his stomach. He would have stood beside her. Come what may!

“A child—no, no, thankfully. But something terrible indeed happened.”

Edwin studied Lydia, trying to understand.

“The young man who seduced me didn’t much care for me. He was interested in me because…”

She wiped a few tears with his handkerchief. Would that he’d been there in those dark days to wipe her tears personally!

“The man was told to copulate with a virgin to cure his venereal illness. He passed it on to me.”

Edwin felt the floor drop out from below him. “And you stopped visiting me because you—”

“Wished to avoid accidentally causing you to contract it,” she said into his lapel.

She’d left his side out of concern for his health, not because she hated him or grew bored with his company. Recalling those long months of self-recriminations and loathing as he looked towards her window hurt that much more, knowing the pain she must have experienced.

“Oh, but you needn’t worry now. Lady Catherine, the new Marchioness of Fauconer, made a physic that has healed me. I even went to a special doctor to confirm the cure. Very awkward business, given that I’m supposed to be a virgin, but he’s discreet and I mostly just wanted to be sure so I could return to you—”

Edwin had heard enough. He planted a kiss on Lydia’s lips to halt her nervous chatter and frantic disclosures.

“Did you hear what I said?” she asked.

“I heard all of it,” he said, pressing closer against her skirts and kissing her again.

“But this means I am not merely ruined because of being discovered in your bed. I am no virgin and only recently healed from a very serious illness.”

He couldn’t resist using his nose to stroke hers. She’d been through so much, and he’d do anything to comfort her now that she was his.

And his she was. Edwin wasn’t letting her go for a moment. If presented with the choice eighteen months ago, when she’d slammed the window on their friendship for his sake, he’d have flung it back open and simply endeavored to understand the limits of their bond.

“Had you told me, I wouldn’t have allowed your illness to come between us,” he said.

“And that’s why I couldn’t tell you!” she cried. “I knew your loyalty ran too deep for a reason. And given my feelings for you, I wouldn’t want to tempt you into something that might make you ill as well.”

Oh, the fluttering of his heart, vibration of his soul. Or was it his stomach? The whole of him, mortal and immortal, rejoiced at her words.

“Your feelings for me?” he prompted, laying her cheek against his morning suit lapel, hoping he might finally hear the confession he’d never dared imagine.

“You know how I feel,” she said in a small voice.

His Lydia had a hard exterior and the softest insides. She’d fight every confession, but he needed to hear her feelings. He knew she needed to say them aloud to ensure they would never be parted again. He used his free hand to tug at the hem of her dress.

“What are you doing, Edwin?” she asked, her eyes finally dry, but wide in amazement.

“No one likes to see a sad bride on her wedding day. And I wish to know more about these feelings, though I know you’ll never tell me outright. So I’ve concluded I’m going to have to suck them out of you.”

With that, Edwin sank to his knees before his bride and began handing her layers of fabric that she might hold to make way for him.

“Edwin, we can’t do this! In a church, of all places! Someone might discover us! On our wedding day!”

“Then you agree we are to be married on this day? You withdraw your earlier objections?”

“Well, I don’t think you’ve considered—”

He’d heard enough. Lydia cared for him, but that shell of cool logic would prevent them both from basking in the poetry of life. Unless he acted now. And so, in his morning suit, on his wedding day, Edwin March dove beneath his fiancée’s skirts and acquainted himself with her more hidden depths.


Chapter 8


Edwin March was going to be the death of her. Lydia had tangled one hand in a vestment hanging behind her and another in her fiancé‘s hair as he threw up her skirts and presumably went hunting for her drawers.

“You won’t find any,” said Lydia, rocking back to let him see she wore just a silk chemise below her gown, like so many young ladies.

“Oh, Lydia,” moaned Edwin, pressing between her thighs to get closer to the spot that ached for his touch.

“Don’t make a mess of me,” she said faintly. “We’re to be married soon.”

At that, he hiked one thigh onto his shoulder and applied himself to kissing closer and closer to the place she throbbed and ached. At first, she dismissed the possibility that he might put his mouth there, but then she recalled she had rather enjoyed taking Edwin into her mouth and making him spend. Perhaps he might derive similar enjoyment from tasting her?

All doubts fled when he pressed his lips and tongue against her aching core and sucked at her nub while humming. Immediately, her hips flexed as she followed the waves of pleasure his mouth set forth on her spread body.

“It’s so wrong to do this here,” she hissed, “on our wedding day.”

The embroidery of the vestments to which she clung for support slipped beneath her fingers as her strength fled in the face of Edwin’s sensual onslaught. Who would have imagined that a scholar would prove so proficient at profane pleasures?

“I would like nothing more than to be baptized in the wetness of your beautiful quim,” he growled before sucking her bump once more and causing her legs to shake.

Lydia cursed the fitted bodice of her wedding gown; she wished to hold her aching breasts and touch her nipples in time with her groom’s sloppy kisses.

“I did not know this side of you even existed, Edwin!” she cried as he flicked the tip of his tongue on that spot over and over.

“I had many hours to think about how to translate lewd poetry, my lady. And just as many hours to think about translating those words into actions all over your beautiful body.”

Lydia felt her hips soften as she offered every bit of herself up to his demanding mouth. He slid his hands below her chemise to grab her arse and pull her into him, and she slumped back to better present her body for ravishment.

“Is this little spot prepared to take me, my love?” he asked, sliding his smallest finger into the channel that was slick and ready to receive him.

Lydia’s nerves were sensitive, her whole quim swollen with want, and Edwin had her balancing on the edge of something heavenly. He pumped that small finger and let her feel how wet she was for him, how easily she was taking him because of her desire.

“My beautiful wife will take me so well,” he said before moving in to kiss her nub anew.

And then he let his teeth glance over her clitoris, just the softest touch, but she was shaking and breaking apart. Lydia’s belly contracted, her back arched as she attempted to suck that pinky finger deeper so she’d get him everywhere she needed.

And through it all, her best friend in the world sucked and nipped until the quakes came no more.

Lydia felt an urge to bite her darling Edwin, to sink her teeth into his soft, delicious flesh and steal drops of his blood. But she couldn’t move to seek his neck or hip or arm, and so she bit her own forearm to stave off the desire and keep her cries of ecstasy contained.

When Edwin looked up, his lips were wet with her juices and his eyelids heavy with pleasure as if he, too, had just erupted in the sort of bliss that would have seemed impossible if explained using words.

“Do you have further questions or objections, my lady?”

Lydia nodded no, dazedly looking at the man she thought she’d known.

“Pity. I would be content to do that for hours,” he said, standing and brushing off the knees of his trousers. “We are to be married then.”

Lydia stood shakily, trying to set her skirts to rights.

“Shall we be off, my love?”

“Yes, Edwin,” she said, bringing her hand to his proffered arm. And that’s when he paused his suddenly self-assured movements.

“Whatever happened to you?”

Lydia was about to question him in return, but then she looked down and saw that her arm was bleeding a bit.

Edwin studied the wound in consternation. “A piece of wood here in the sacristy likely made two holes in your arm. I hope they’re not from rusted metal.”

They drew near, suddenly fearful that their tryst might have caused Lydia to contract an infection of tetanus that could prove fatal.

“I didn’t see metal,” she said quickly, hoping not to ruin their wedding day now that it was going so well.

“Neither did I,” said Edwin, not looking towards the place he’d brought her to pleasure in case something contradicted him. Should she have contracted tetanus, there would be no way to prevent or cure the infection. It would be a cruel trick of the universe for Lydia to experience a miracle cure from one fatal illness only to contract another. He drew forth his handkerchief and tied it over Lydia’s arm to cover the wound and protect it from exposure to the elements.

“I’ll have this tended to at home,” she said, giving him a small smile, thinking of the wedding breakfast waiting at Lord Rolff’s townhouse.

“And then we’ll go to your new home,” he said, smoothing her hair to hide evidence that he’d brought her to pleasure before the exchange of vows.

“Shall we enter the new house through a window?” she asked, admiring Edwin’s careful tying of the handkerchief. Why, it looked almost intentional and even somewhat dashing.

“This time, I’ll carry you over the threshold,” he said.

And thus, they traded sweet quips while heading off to exchange their vows, neither of them realizing that — while Lydia’s tragic illness had been healed — something was very wrong indeed.


Chapter 9


Their perfect happiness after the ceremony didn’t last long.

It was as Lydia and Edwin greeted their guests before a lovely tiered cake at the wedding breakfast that Lady Catherine Starling, Marchioness of Fauconer, spotted the handkerchief tied around Lydia’s forearm.

By then, guests had bumped into the places where Lydia had been wounded as they wished her well. Two dots of blood marred the white cloth.

Catherine paused, her hand before her mouth, eyes going from Edwin to Lydia.

“Might I speak to you, Mrs. March?” she asked faintly.

***

In a retiring room away from the crowd of well-wishers, Lady Fauconer sipped her tea and attempted to find the words that might ruin her friend’s happiness.

“Have you been well since your own recent nuptials?” asked Lydia, slightly alarmed at how Catherine’s face was a shade of white usually only seen on porcelain dolls destined to play dead relatives in the nursery.

“Truth be told, I’ve only just emerged from bed,” said Catherine.

Lydia tittered, thinking of the wedding night to come. “I should congratulate you on your good fortune then,” she said. “Please pass along such good luck to me. Though I don’t think my dear Edwin will require any encouragement in that respect.”

“You like him very much?” asked Catherine.

“I love him,” she said. “I have for a long time.”

A look of pain crossed Catherine’s face. “Then it is harder to share some news I have only just learned. The physic I gave you at my own wedding, you have used it?”

Lydia’s mouth opened slightly. She’d need to watch her words to avoid social ruination, though she was now free of contagion.

“You needn’t give details. I hope to respect your privacy. It’s just that I saw the marks on your arm, and I fear something has happened to your Edwin that also happened to my John.”

Lydia began to reply, but Edwin knocked at the door. “Cousin Augusta hopes to pass along a cameo from my great aunt to you in person, dear. Would you object?”

“Edwin, perhaps you should come in and hear this,” said Lydia faintly, still mightily confused about the meaning of Catherine’s warning.

“Anything for you, my love,” he said, taking the seat beside her on the divan.

“Forgive my indelicacy, Mr. March. And that I’m sharing this news on such a joyous occasion. I have only just learned of it myself.”

Bride and groom studied Lady Fauconer, their puzzlement obvious.

“You see, I gave Mrs. March a potion I created that provides relief to those with highly private ailments, provided it is mixed with a small quantity of maiden blood.”

They nodded encouragingly.

“And it has only just come to my attention that there are certain side effects of that physic. Namely, the sudden lengthening of teeth in moments of great…feeling and a taste for blood. The blood of the donor.”

Catherine looked at Lydia’s arm, her brows drawn together. “I should have gotten word to you before you acted, and I feel so desperately sorry for the hurt I’ve caused you. I never meant to unleash occult magic that would change your groom, too!”

Lydia looked at her arm, then at Edwin. Oh, my. Catherine had assumed that the physic had gone to heal Edwin, not the other way around. Oh. She blushed, imagining his reputation suffering because people thought he was the afflicted one.

Her mouth already open, Lydia was prepared to confess when Edwin spoke up.

“I’m mortified that my former condition has caused even the slightest harm to my wife,” he said, settling his hand gently over the place Lydia had bitten her own arm during their moment of passion.

This was intolerable, to see blameless Edwin shield her from harm to her reputation after already giving her so much. Lydia tried to speak again.

“The truth is, Lady Fauconer, you have given us a gift of immense value, and we mean to cherish each day we spend together,” said Edwin.

“I do not yet know the effects of the physic,” Catherine said, tears in her eyes. “It could prove more dangerous even than the previous infection. I hope that is not the case, dearly hope that is not the case, but one does not know when dealing with the occult. It wasn’t until I opened that dark magic book and saw the illustration of a, well, vampire that I understood what that physic does.”

Edwin grasped Lydia’s hands, looking into her eyes. “Then we shall endeavor to make the most of the time you have given us together. And cherish each other for all the rest of our days. For, you see, I have loved my wife for a very long time, and your gift has allowed us to share, at last, the truth of our feelings and to unite in marriage.”

A sob escaped Lydia as she heard her husband willingly shielding her reputation. He was everything she’d always believed him to be: honorable, upright, and so deeply in love with her she couldn’t stand another minute of maintaining propriety.

“I’m afraid I was swept away by the lascivious nature of the poems I translated and engaged in behavior that could have hurt my wife. I’m sorry, darling,” he said, sending her a soft smile.

“We should away to our new home,” said Lydia, wiping away her tears.

The couple bade farewell to their guests long before teatime and even collected the cameo — as well as a long anecdote — from Cousin Augusta before they walked just a few steps to the townhouse on the other side of Edwin’s family home.

They’d happily decided to live there to assist Edwin’s mother — while allowing them plenty of space for their own activities.

“You needn’t have hidden the truth of my condition from Lady Fauconer,” whispered Lydia as Edwin carried her over the threshold of their new home. “I initially feared for my reputation, but upon further reflection, I realize she’s not the sort to gossip.”

“Maybe I want to play the rake for once,” he said, smiling down at his bride before nearly tripping on a carpet. “It might bring commissions for my lascivious translations. And no need to whisper; I sent the servants away.”

“Is this whole thing a ploy to grow your reputation in poetry circles?” asked Lydia, her brow arched as her groom set her down in the entry.

“Yes, it’s all for poetry,” he said, his arms lingering about her body. “You aren’t hurt, are you? Maybe if you’re a very good girl, I’ll let you hold my lexicon and recopy my translations.”

“I fear what the future holds,” she said.

He paused. “I do, too, but nothing could cause me more pain than being apart from you. Come what may, let’s go together.”

Lydia smiled as he took her hand and led her up the stairs. She’d missed his humor and warmth. Though she worried about what the future might hold, Lydia was determined to cherish all the days she’d have with Edwin; having lost him once, she vowed to keep him close forever.

“The poem I have in mind now needs no translation,” he said, bringing her to a bedroom larger than his old one. It looked perfect for breakfast in bed, discussions of poetry, and…other activities.

“And why is that?” she asked, wondering if her husband might be about to make the first crude joke of his life. It turned out he was not.

“Let me not to the marriage of true minds / Admit impediments,” he recited.

Immediately, Lydia knew the origin of those words. Shakespeare’s Sonnet 116, one of the most famous and steadfast declarations of love in the English language. And her sweet, steadfast groom was reciting it to her on their wedding night. A sob escaped as she wiped tears from her face, feeling the depth of her Edwin’s love in total for the first time.

Edwin unbuttoned the back of her wedding dress as he continued. “Love is not love / Which alters when it alteration finds.”

She sobbed uncontrollably as she grasped his poetic meaning: Edwin’s love had been unwavering. Would have been steady, even if she’d shared the truth of her condition before his blood had cured her.

“Or bends with the remover to remove,” he said, slipping the gown from her shoulders to reveal her chemise. He kissed her neck and collarbone, trailing his way down to her soft bosom. There, he dipped his head and sucked Lydia’s nipple through the fine fabric, causing her to cry out loudly as pleasure mixed with emotion.

Edwin led her to the side of the bed, and she climbed upon it as gracefully as the height would allow. He followed her up after shucking off his wedding clothes with far less attention than he’d shown hers.

And then he drew up her chemise to reveal her bare legs and hips and quim beneath. Edwin stared, his cock in hand, and simply took in his wife’s body. It was yet late afternoon; the sun slanting through the window illuminated Lydia with golden light.

Shifting Lydia’s thighs up and apart, he lowered himself to the place between her legs so she was spread to him. “Oh no! It is an ever-fixèd mark,” he said, sucking a place at her thigh so hard she was certain there would be a bruise the next day before licking and sucking her nub more gently.

She was nearly mindless as he made her hips flex and pushed a finger into her wet, grasping channel. Lydia’s hands flew to her own breasts, which were heavy and sensitive beneath that scrap of chemise.

“Pull them out,” said Edwin, coming up the bed to hover over her. He helped Lydia free her breasts from the chemise by tugging it below them, causing them to press together and sit higher on her body.

“Displayed for me,” he said, giving them an admiring look before diving in to taste a nipple.

She felt so ready, so desperate, to unite at last. Lydia wasn’t a virgin, and for the first moment in her life, she was glad of it. She didn’t want to fear their first time or to experience pain. She wanted this to be pure bliss after so much anguish.

“I need you inside of me,” she breathed out as Edwin switched from one nipple to the other. He smiled into her soft skin and directed his cock to her entrance.

She cradled him there. Hard and slick, settling at her opening without racing ahead. He was there with her, listening to the way her breath caught as he pressed his cockhead in the slightest way, then brought it back out again.

“You’re about to lose your virginity,” she said, smiling up at him weepily as she realized that this was a momentous occasion for him. “It’s too bad that you don’t have a maidenhead to lose to mark the event.”

“You could bite me,” he said hopefully, leaning his head to reveal his neck. “I enjoyed that very much when you did it lower.”

Lydia looped a hand around the back of Edwin’s neck and brought him down. “Did you now?” she asked lowly.

She wanted him to push inside but reveled in the feeling of his teasing at her entrance. Lydia rocked her hips and tried to use her inner muscles to coax him to press in.

“Mmm, the star to every wand’ring bark,” he recited as he fully entered her channel. He paused, his eyes closed. “Bear with me, my love, I am attempting to remain master of myself.”

Lydia closed her eyes, never imagining that Edwin would fill her so completely. He must have been created for her, to give her only delight. He was solid within her channel, and her pleasure had no hard edges as he worked himself in and out again until her breasts bounced from the force of his thrusts.

“You needn’t master yourself, Edwin. We are now married.”

He came to a sudden stop. “You can’t mean…”

“You could…spend within me,” she said, licking her lips. “I might even want that.”

“And what if we were to have a child?” he asked. “What if it would risk your health?”

Lydia turned it over in her mind a few times. She didn’t take the decision lightly, but she’d missed so many things — so many moments with Edwin — that she wasn’t willing to push off her desires any longer. Especially since it would be unlikely for a lady to report on the effects of the physic publicly. She’d need to take a leap of faith if she wanted to realize her dreams.

“The truth is,” she said, shifting slightly so she clenched around Edwin and caused him to moan, “we never know how much time we have. And I don’t want to hold back from something I want. I want to be on that wand’ring bark with you. To love you forever with the whole of my mortal and immortal being.”

“Lydia, Lydia, you’ll cause me to lose control,” Edwin murmured as he made love to his perfect wife. He brought a finger to her quim and felt for something that might make her feel as wild and uncontrolled as he did.

Lydia took his hand within her own and directed his fingers to the nub where she was straining for him. Together, they stroked over that little bump in time with Edwin’s rocking hips.

“Taste me, my love,” he gasped. “Make me lose myself in your beautiful body as you nourish yourself with my blood. So we might make something strong and new.”

Lydia didn’t hesitate. She nipped at Edwin’s neck so he knew her bite was coming, then pierced his skin with her suddenly longer canines, extracting a few drops of blood for her delectation.

And suddenly, he groaned, and she felt him pour himself within her, the sensation only growing as he thrust through the spend until receiving his essence in multiple ways sent her brain into an abyss of pleasure where she was no longer conscious of anything except the fullness of her heart and pulsing spots that kept her shaking over and over.

“Lydia, are you well?” asked Edwin, alarm in his voice.

“Why didn’t you tell me…”

“Tell you what, my love? Oh dear, I hope I haven’t harmed you!”

“That you’re wonderful at this,” she said, finally opening her eyes after waves of ecstasy had faded to a low pulse.

“I don’t know about that,” he said bashfully, dropping his chin in that charming way he did when people complimented his translations.

“I might be wrong.”

His eyes widened.

“So we’ll have to try again soon. Multiple times. Just so we know.”


Epilogue


Twenty years later

“Are you well, my love?” asked Edwin, joining Lydia on the bed, where she’d been dozing on and off since coming down for tea with her friends.

“I feel mostly fine, just humiliated about our secret getting out,” she said glumly.

“We’ve been so careful about keeping it concealed,” he said, failing to contain his smirk.

Lydia groaned and flopped back on the pillows. “You’re just pleased because it in no way reflects poorly on you, a celebrated translator of scandalous, ancient poetry.”

“And why should a new addition to the family reflect poorly on you, Mrs. March?” he asked, lifting her hand to kiss it.

“I’m nearly forty years old and bringing out Corinna next year!” she cried. “We have eight children already! We’re running out of unscandalous poets to serve as their namesakes!”

Edwin nodded sadly. “If you didn’t want another baby, why did you lure me betwixt your divine thighs with the promise of spending inside for the sake of getting another March on you?”

Lydia studied the embroidery on the counterpane. “The romance of the moment swept me away, and I may have said some things I now regret.”

Edwin crawled into bed beside his wife, who always expressed such sentiments when her belly grew heavy and the product of their lovemaking showed once again. By now, he knew just what to say to his scared, sensitive wife.

“I can’t bring myself to regret a single moment with you, Mrs. March. Not a twist in our journey,” he said, pressing his face into that hair he adored so much. “Because I knew, the moment I finally had you, I would not let go.”

“A ninth baby,” she said, nodding in disbelief.

“We’ve been so fortunate that your health has allowed us to have so many delightful children.”

“Yes, my health,” she said, casting Edwin a secret smile. “Aided by the blood of my husband.”

Ahh, his wife craved his blood, something that intensified around this time during each pregnancy. Thankfully, Edwin was a very willing donor.

He whipped off his cravat and opened his breeches. “You wish to feed?”

“Do I ever.”

“Raise your hem so I might see that beautiful cunny and belly carrying my baby.”

Lydia pulled her dress up, used to their afternoon routine after so many confinements. Even now that fashions had changed, she left off her drawers so her husband might indulge her hunger for him at any time of the day, with minimal fuss.

As Edwin sunk into her while carefully keeping his weight off her growing belly, she pulled him closer. “It won’t hurt the baby if you’re merely against me,” she said, nibbling at his neck where his pulse thumped so beautifully.

As he bottomed out, Edwin sighed. “Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks /

But bears it out even to the edge of doom.”

“We’ve had no such thing in this happy marriage,” crooned Lydia playfully.

“But if we had, I’d have been by your side, come what may,” he whispered back.

As Edwin brought his wife to ecstasy with his languid, skilled thrusts, she cried out in pleasure, heralding the moment she would attach herself to his throat and draw forth a few drops of his perfect blood.

“Take it, my love,” said Edwin, pouring himself into Lydia, still amazed that she was his very own.

When they settled on the pillows of their shared bed, Lydia studied her husband’s face, now a little older and more tired from all of those late nights with the children and his work, and smoothed a crease between his brows.

“Am I looking aged, my dear wife?”

“You look exactly right, darling. Don’t change a thing because I couldn’t possibly love you more.”

THE END
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