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Chapter 1


London, 1800

The wailing in ‌St Pancras Old Church burial ground was loud enough to wake the dead.

“Rot you!” he exclaimed, hitting the top of the solid stone tomb. “I can’t sleep for all this rumpus!”

It did not stop the exhortations of the mourners.

“Not you,” he said to his well-decayed companion of nearly a century. “Your surviving family had the decency to move along and not stand over us, making a racket at all hours after your death. A most dignified repose. I congratulate you.”

He took what remained of the skeleton’s hand in his own and gently shook it before setting to work on opening their stone box.

When he emerged from the tomb some minutes later, he saw the cause of the ruckus: a crowd gathered at the side of a freshly dug grave, mourners extravagant in their grief.

“The ground is lumpy because there are so many bodies stacked here,” he said to the nearest mourner, his hand moving as if to trace the bumps in the earth. “Soil barely makes it over them afore another is added. But it’s not all bad; easier for the body snatchers to make off with specimens.”

The lad looked at him in growing horror, then ran off, yelling, “Mummy, that strange man is wearing just a banyan in the churchyard!”

He looked down at his attire when he failed to recall what he’d donned prior to climbing into the tomb that had been his home since a particularly frolicsome evening in 1719. Yes, good, his red velvet banyan; always the correct choice for a long repose.

Upon exploration, he found a pipe in his pocket, already packed as if he knew he’d wake in need of it. One wagged finger, and the thing was lit. He had work to do.

***

On the walk to Central London, he considered the small matter of what to call himself. He’d had the presence of mind to shoo away some unfamiliar crows and look through the stacks of headstones for a suitable name he might borrow for the forthcoming spate of debauchery and mayhem.

In his early days, he’d been inexperienced and had selected names that more or less announced who he was in a most unsophisticated manner. No more of that; getting run out of town with pitchforks aimed at his arse had gotten old and inefficient.

This time he would be Fastolf Wenlock. He thought the capitals might look especially handsome on his visiting cards if he had them decorated with fanciful swoops and swirls. Why, he might even commission a signet ring for himself.

It was upon reaching the edge of Mayfair that he recalled a critical error in his dress.

“Mama, that man is without shoes!” cried a young lady halfway into a carriage.

He looked down at his bare feet and hoped the denizens of fashionable London wouldn’t notice that they had suffered no cuts or scrapes despite his lack of footwear.

Wenlock had wondered if he might return to his old neighborhood and discover that it had become a slum; it wouldn’t be the first time such a thing had happened to him.

But Mayfair had all the signs of prosperity. More than prosperity; it was laden with style. He had to step lively when crossing the street, as the equipages moved with a speed unthinkable in the last century. Even the horses seemed to have gained an additional hint of something dramatic since the time he’d stumbled into his tomb under the influence of a good deal of punch.

As he turned down Clarges Street, Wenlock caught sight of his old house, yet standing. Well, that would make things easier; he doubted London real estate had become less competitive in the intervening years.

The knocker on his house had been removed, no doubt to discourage visitors and nosy inquiries about the house’s missing master. He pounded on the door, bellowing for Rivers to let him in.

Eventually, the man opened, his eyes bleary but looking much the same as he had when Wenlock last saw him.

“Where in the archangels is your wig?” asked Wenlock, regarding his old collaborator’s bald pate with horror.

“Why are you wearing one?” replied the man, pulling Wenlock into the house and yanking the dusty peruke from his head.

***

With the help of a good deal of usquebaugh, Rivers had informed Wenlock about the events of the years he’d spent entombed. The revolution in France had put a delighted gleam in Wenlock’s eyes; his interest in blood and suffering hadn’t abated in the intervening years.

“Were the lodgings comfortable?” asked Rivers, switching their drinks to arrack.

“The tomb? Oh yes, if one needs to rest for several decades, it is possible to do worse than St Pancras.”

“I only ask because — I don’t think it’s indelicate to say — you are awake. Despite the excellence of your mausoleum,” said Rivers carefully.

“The tomb was excellent. The noise surrounding it was not,” said Wenlock.

Rivers paled. “When I selected the location, I can assure you, it was a very quiet churchyard.”

Wenlock leveled his sapphire gaze at Rivers, watching as the man squirmed. They were getting closer to the reason he had awoken from his repose.

“For some time, as things grew louder at churchyards across the city, I attempted to plant stories in the gazettes about haunting and the like. To put people off using St Pancras.”

Wenlock sipped his arrack, knowing there must be a good deal of the story yet to be told.

“I even played a spirit myself!” cried Rivers, growing frantic. “Paid more body-snatchers to plague the churchyard! Decades of work, all undone by a force I was not strong enough to counter.”

Rivers prostrated himself on the floor before his master.

“Get up, you dramatic fool,” said Wenlock, closing his eyes to avoid looking to the heavens. He was better than that.

Rivers scrambled back into his chair.

“There is a new force in London? That emerged during my rest?” asked Wenlock, studying his glass. “What is his name? Or does he keep his name hidden so that we might not curse him?”

“It’s not a man, Mephis—Wenlock,” said Rivers, nearly using his master’s old name before recalling the new one. “Nothing so—”

It was then that a buxom woman bustled into the room bearing a tea tray and a broad smile. “A visitor! How fortunate!” she exclaimed, setting the things in front of them and pouring.

“How lucky indeed,” said Wenlock with a leer. “Rivers didn’t tell me we have a new harlot in residence. No wonder he hasn’t been attending to his primary duties.”

The woman’s mouth dropped, and she continued to pour tea even as it overflowed the cup. She soon recovered.

“Harlot?” she shouted, throwing the teapot at his head without hesitation.

Wenlock had only just risen from a long rest, but he had, one might say, extraordinary abilities in the realm of the physical. He usually confined his exercise of them to cocksmanship and the occasional sword fight, but he found it in his heart to dodge the teapot. Having to murder a harlot for hitting him on the head with the tea things seemed rather a lot of work on his first day back from the tomb.

“Mr. Rivers, what is the meaning of this?” she yelled, her voice shrill and her index finger pointed in Wenlock’s face.

“Now, Mrs. Rivers, do let’s be reasonable,” said Rivers to the harlot.

Mrs. Rivers.

Wenlock turned to his old clerk in horror. He hadn’t.

“I can explain, master,” mumbled Rivers, sinking into a chair and covering his face in despair.

“And what are you doing calling this man ‘master’, Mr. Rivers?” screamed his wife.

Wife. Rivers had a wife. Of all the things to awaken to, why had he been plagued with this?

“Perhaps we might locate some clothes and boots for you, then discuss this on a walk?” asked Rivers with a pinched expression as his wife continued to rant.


Chapter 2


“And then I discovered that my man of business now has a wife! Unbelievable! I’m away for eighty-one year—err—days, and he takes up with what very much appeared to be a common harlot and made her his wife.”

His companion hummed understandingly.

“And then he attempted to explain that things have changed in England and I must make allowances for altered mores and the like!”

Wenlock gestured so emphatically that two of his fingers ended up tangled in his companion’s hair.

“Apologies, dear,” he said, extricating himself from her piled red locks and gently patting her cheek to signal she could continue. “That’s it. Keep working my cock. Maybe a little deeper now.”

The lady of the town Wenlock had met while raging at the fact his favorite Covent Garden bagnio had been converted to a flower shop had turned out to be a good little cocksucker. Oh, she’d protested that she’d never encountered such a thing as putting her mouth on a prick, but her knees had hit the paving stones when his coin came out.

“That’s nice, work that head,” he said, thrusting into her throat. “Anyway, R — my man of business — claimed that everything has changed in the last decades and allowances must be made. Tried to tell me that love matches are happening. Married and in love? With each other? I’ve never heard of something so ridiculous outside of a few tragic cases. Results in a lot of wailing when someone inevitably dies. Enough to wake the dead. Or deathless.”

This time, his companion’s hum struck him straight in the cods; she was a good one, this molly of the streets. See, this encounter was proof that nothing needed to change! He’d rebuild his favorite bagnio himself if need be, right after spending down her gullet!

“At least there are still good little sluts to be found in the Garden,” he said, patting her head affectionately. “All the way to the base, my dear, that’s it.”

She ran her hands over his arse and tugged him closer, causing his cock to slip further into that talented throat.

“I’d have woken from my rest sooner had I known I might have a throat like this, sweetheart.”

Somewhere a few streets over, a baby cried.

“And that reminds me,” said Wenlock, winding up again, “Rivers tried to suggest that parents love their children now. Have fewer of them so they can all eat and get plucked out of the fire more quickly and whatnot! Mothers are even nursing their own infants; perish the thought. I am only too happy to relieve new mothers of their milk!”

She was directing his hips at a good rhythm now, and Wenlock recalled what a joy it was to be nearly alive. The friction of her tightly gathered lips on his shaft had him slapping the wall he faced in ecstasy — until it was evident that the building might come down on their heads if he were to continue. Best not to test the structural integrity of London’s architecture.

Wenlock’s little harlot found the cods within his breeches and gave one a fondle. And with that, he shoved his cock deep, let out a yell, and experienced his first orgasm of the nineteenth century.

***

It was after his cocksucker — who said her name was Mary — rose from the ground and collected payment that the trouble started.

“We all want love, even harlots,” Mary harangued, ruining his appreciation for her talents.

“Well, you see, those were rhetorical questions, so you needn’t—”

“And some married people always loved each other!” she shouted, picking up the basket of flowers she ostensibly sold while trawling the Garden for customers.

“Yes, but you see, I can tell you from experience—”

“Parents always loved their children! Even when they had many!” she fairly roared, her fine bosom rising above her bodice. It was really too bad she was such a harridan; he could make this walk regularly if she learned how to let a cock be the only thing in and out of her mouth.

“Did your parents love you?” he asked, his voice frosty. He’d grown tired of their exchange.

“Pardon me?”

“Did your parents love you enough to feed you? Shelter you? Keep you from sucking a cock for a few shillings?”

She gasped and hit him with the sad basket of flowers before he could dodge it.

“You’re the devil!” she exclaimed, running off in tears.

“Not quite,” he whispered. “But close enough.”

***

Wenlock stopped at a coffeehouse in Soho to revive himself after his thorough draining. He didn’t feel fatigue in the same way a human man might, but sometimes he pretended to, for the sake of variety. It rather added to the texture of his deathless existence.

The coffeehouse was a rare case of one of his old haunts surviving over the decades, but the beans were now burned and his favorite wench was, well, likely interred in St Pancras or the like. The current proprietor — a hairy man — compensated for the bitter brew by serving it loaded with cream and sugar.

It was upon finishing his coffee that Wenlock spotted something on the wall. A familiar image. He forgot to tip the cup down in time and ended up swallowing a good deal of the grounds.

After some swearing and sputtering, Wenlock wordlessly rose from his chair and came closer to the small portrait as if to study it. Then he took up a gazette, opened the thing for cover, and snatched the miniature from its nail on the wall.

It was while enjoying the sun on his face in St. James’s Park for the first time in many decades that Wenlock removed the portrait from his pocket.

There was no mistaking that it was him; few men could look so handsome and sport such a distinctive nose. In those days, he favored lace and brocade, his shirtsleeves starched with all the care in the world because his servant hadn’t been so silly as to embroil himself in distracting, pointless matrimony.

Wenlock’s snowy wig had suited him well, and it hadn’t yet acquired the patina of dust it now wore. Why men had abandoned their wigs, Wenlock still didn’t know. They were dashed convenient! At the merest hint of infestation, the thing could be tossed into a fire, never to plague the wearer again. Try that with one’s own hair!

At the bottom of the miniature, where there might have been a name and dates of birth and death, was instead a phrase: beware this right bastard.

Wenlock stroked the crudely carved inscription lovingly. It was heartening to know that he’d made such an impression that warnings remained posted even during his repose. Something about this deathless existence must have gone well.

“But how shall I fill my days now?” he mused aloud, thoughtfully stroking the feathers of a crow that had landed on his bench before it had the temerity to bite him.

“Blasted thing. Everyone in this age is so disagreeable!‌”

The beast chattered and took flight, leaving him alone again with his own portrait and the gazette he’d taken to cover his theft.

The idea of returning to his house and sorting out the mess Rivers had made of their lives via the addition of a Mrs. Rivers didn’t seem appealing in the least. He groused that he should feel unwelcome in his own house but still did not turn his borrowed boots towards Mayfair.

It was while mindlessly flipping through the gazette that something caught Wenlock’s attention. In a section devoted to gossip, some author had the gall to write about a happy couple, newly married, in their middling years. Wenlock flipped the page, looking for the promised gossip about the newlyweds, but discovered that the entire story was simply about marital bliss.

“Where are the affairs gone wrong, husbands impregnating serving girls, wives tupping the vicar?” cried Wenlock. “Why would anyone pay for news that is not worthy of being news?”

The story about the pair failed to give their full names, as was the tradition in ruinous gossip sheets. Though Wenlock wondered what could be objectionable and worthy of libel in a report about newfound connubial delight.

He looked about the park as the shadows lengthened, growing ever more dissatisfied with his forced awakening from the tomb.

“These fools parade their love — love! — about the city so proudly, not recognizing that they too will wail at gravesides before long,” said Wenlock, shaking the blasted paper. It was good that he’d retained his youthful good looks because he now had the mannerisms of an old man. It couldn’t be helped, not with the disastrous changes wrought in the decades since he’d closed his eyes for a moment in St Pancras’s burial ground.

“If I am forced to live forever, I want entertainment, mayhem, and dramatics! Society used to be diverting for the deathless man; this domesticity will choke out the last enjoyment I have! In love and newly married,” he snorted. “I bet I could tear asunder that union in a week.”

Halfway to Mayfair, Wenlock realized that was precisely what he should do.


Chapter 3


Rivers worked on using his information networks, kept more or less in working order for the past few decades, to discover the identities of the newlyweds. Wenlock spent the intervening time updating his wardrobe.

After a week of cursing his servant and tormenting tailors, Wenlock was finally equipped to face the present day. He stared at himself in the glass, a sense of unfamiliarity and revulsion washing over him. He was so under-decorated he considered staying at home. His suggestion of silks and laces had been brushed aside, and the only flourish he seemed to be allowed now centered on a scrap of a cravat that might be folded to suggest style while containing none.

The singular improvement was in the cut of the current breeches. The glass demonstrated that the tailoring and shorter coats not only revealed his shapely calves but showed his backside to its best advantage. The inhabitants of London did not know how fortunate they were to be blessed with this once-hidden view!

Thus attired, Wenlock spent time in his dressing room going through his accoutrements and singing songs to his various blades before sharpening and oiling them. Rivers had maintained Wenlock’s weaponry, but nothing could compare to the care of a father for his deadly children.

At last ready to face the world (though the lack of wig still took some getting used to), Wenlock collected the direction of the newlyweds from his servant.

He had someone’s happiness to poison.

***

Mr. and Mrs. Bonchivaler lived in a fine townhouse on Half Moon Street and kept a coach and four stabled nearby. Servants, deliveries, a little dog that required walking by a put-out footman — all suggested a prosperous household ripe for destruction.

Mr. Bonchivaler went out each morning to his club, or to ride his horse, or to buy his wife flowers; Wenlock thought little about him.

Mrs. Bonchivaler? Now, she was worth thinking about.

Wenlock observed she exited the house for morning calls around four of the clock, accompanied by her lady’s maid and the little dog that so troubled the footman.

She wore a succession of airy gowns the color of flowers, with ribbons and ruffles galore. She favored hats with silk trim, gloves with pearl buttons, and seemed to like the prettiest little shoes. At last, someone in this cursed era who was decorated.

His estimation of the woman only rose when he saw her paying calls and making the occasional trip to the shops. Most tradespeople brought items to the house for Mrs. Bonchivaler’s review, but she deigned to enter a few merchants who had been awarded the royal patent.

It was during a visit to Gunter’s Tea Shop that Wenlock had the chance to see Mrs. Bonchivaler — or Florie, as she was known to friends — up close. Wenlock had paid the lady’s staff handsomely to learn her schedule and judged that he might best approach her after ice cream made her long for cream of a different sort.

Florie’s neckline was matronly, which is to say that it displayed her bosomly charms in ways not offered to blushing debutantes. About her collar was some feathery trim that moved each time the door to the shop opened. And in her mouth was a small spoon.

Wenlock ate his own ice in a reverie, imagining her clever little lips wrapped around his cock in much the same fashion. She might be in love with her husband, as the gazettes trumpeted, but he’d bet that her sensual nature was not being satisfied.

“Beg your pardon, sir,” said a man making his way past Wenlock’s table and slightly bumping into him.

Wenlock waved the man away, not wishing for a moment of his observation to be interrupted.

“I do say, if it isn’t Mr. M—”

Wenlock rose immediately from his seat and clamped a palm over the man’s mouth, shaking his hand in what appeared to be a friendly greeting while actually forcing him into a chair.

“What’s the meaning of this?” asked Theron Marlowe, looking very put out. “I wish to greet the old friend I haven’t seen in eighty-one…days, and he shoves me around? I’ve had better treatment in a gin palace.”

“Then why don’t you go to one?” growled Wenlock, not taking his eyes off Florie Bonchivaler.

Theron Marlowe was not a friend; that much was clear. He looked the same as he had when Wenlock ‌last saw him, over a bowl of celebratory punch right before Wenlock’s long rest in the tomb. Wenlock had planned his encounter with Florie but did not expect that his old adversary might intrude.

Marlowe’s hair was black and glossy, stroked into a tidy coiffure that displayed his widow’s peak to its best advantage. The cravat at his throat was tied in a more elaborate style than Wenlock’s; he’d have to set Rivers to learning more ostentatious knots. Marlowe’s face was mostly smooth with no hint of whiskers, but he sported a new addition. An alarming addition.

“You’ve grown a moustache,” said Wenlock, his attention fixed on Marlowe once he noticed the thing. It shouldn’t have been possible, even a pencil-thin moustache like that. It required an impossibility. They simply could not grow moustaches.

“Oh, this?” asked Marlowe, twirling one end with a dark eyebrow raised. “Yes, something new for me. Do you like it?”

Wenlock had no words. Jealousy choked him, imagining how well he’d look with his own moustache. Something had happened, changed, but he’d be damned if he asked Marlowe about it.

“It makes you look sinister,” said Wenlock, trying to make it sound like less of a compliment.

“Doesn’t it?” trilled Marlowe. “I’m so glad you like it.”

As Wenlock tried not to scream over this most crushing of blows, Mrs. Bonchivaler was finally done licking her ice and made to exit the shop.

“Why, Mrs. Bonchivaler, what a treat!” exclaimed Marlowe, positively jumping from his seat and bowing over the lady’s hand.

He initially sat dumbfounded. Had Marlowe also set about destroying the too-happy newlyweds’ marital joy? His old, well, not friend, but…compatriot had been busy, it seemed.

Wenlock rose, his hand coming to his upper lip as if to confirm that he hadn’t sprouted a moustache, too. No, he was bare, and for a moment — just the slightest whiff of time — he felt unequal to the situation.

“Mrs. Bonchivaler, may I present my old friend, Mr. M—”

Wenlock elbowed closer and cut off Marlowe before he could say more. “Mr. Fastolf Wenlock, at your service,” he said with a flourish-filled bow.

The lady tittered. “I haven’t seen a man pay his address in that manner for quite some time, Mr. Wenlock! You do know how to put a lady in mind of the days of courtly gentlemen and fair ladies.”

Oh, Florie, he thought, his blood surging and cods heavy, you know just what to say to make a swain stand at attention.

“I can think of nothing I’d like more than to strum a lute and recite poetry in your company, madam,” he said, exaggerating his bow further.

Marlowe cast him a nasty glare. That ridiculous little moustache didn’t look so well now that his lips were fixed in a sneer.

“I hope I might see you again, Mrs. Bonchivaler. One appreciates a breath of fresh air in the city,” he said.

“See that you do, Mr. Wenlock,” she said, casting him an encouraging look.

***

Wenlock saw to it that he encountered Mrs. Bonchivaler with great frequency in the days to come. They exchanged nods in the park and outside the theater.

At a musicale, Wenlock had the chance to speak to Florie alone. She wafted a fan made with feathers before her somewhat weak chin and tittered as if the shrub contained more than a negligible amount of alcohol. For a woman in love with her husband, she was certainly willing to enjoy a flirtation — and more, Wenlock hoped.

I’ve not had quite the same zest for my work since I awoke, he thought as he listened to some hapless debutante smashing her way through Haydn. Perhaps I am still awakening. A fine fuck would likely put me to rights.

At the intermission, Wenlock positioned himself near an alcove and didn’t have to wait long for Florie to drift by unaccompanied.

“Why, Mr. Wenlock,” she said, as if surprised to find him in this convenient place for a private conversation. “What a treat to see you again. I trust you are well?”

They exchanged pleasantries of the usual type, testing Wenlock’s patience as his cock stiffened at the alluring display of décolleté before him.

Had Wenlock been less distracted by Florie’s bosom, he might have wondered why he never saw her husband. Such reasonable questions were difficult to formulate when all of one’s blood was supporting an increasingly uncomfortable staff.

Mrs. Bonchivaler waved a card in front of his face. “You know where I reside?” she asked, her voice low and seductive.

Promising. Wenlock took the card from her, his deft hand covering hers just as he would cover her in bed. Or on a chaise. Or against the wall, for that matter. Where they tupped made no difference as long as he drained these dratted cods at last and set in motion the destruction of a happy marriage, his first blow contre the scourge of the age. He felt almost alive.

“I believe I do,” said the man who had watched her house daily for a week before their encounter at Gunter’s. He sniffed the card. “Violets.”

“I scent all of my cards with my favorite perfume,” she said breathlessly.

“All of them?” he asked, holding the card in front of his face.

Florie’s cheeks grew red.

“Or just mine?”

“I don’t—”

“Don’t dissemble, Florie,” he said, taking the liberty of using her nickname. “I am most honored to be given your scent.”

“That’s not—”

“I long to taste your violets,” he said, licking the card right over her embossed name. He was slow and lascivious so that she would have no doubt about what he meant to do to her when he got her alone.

She’d be wet and daydreaming about their next encounter if ladies in this age were like those in all the others. Wenlock considered eating her card, just a corner, to really make her legs shake, but ultimately resisted when her eyes widened at his full set of white teeth. On second thought, such unbridled passion might be too much for the present era; they simply lacked the capacity for it.

“I am at home on Mondays,” she said, fluttering her fan as though she were nearly aflame.

“Early next week,” he said, his smile widening. “How convenient.”

A few questions about the Bonchivaler union might have saved Wenlock from the disaster that would soon befall him. But he had an invitation to keep and a distractingly hard cock to satisfy. And thus, he walked right into it, whistling all the while.


Chapter 4


Mrs. Bonchivaler had received Wenlock in her morning room, just as he’d envisioned. It was situated facing the street with low windows. He hoped someone passing by might observe the lady — pleasured by a man who was not her husband — and report the gossip loudly.

Wenlock had considered hiring people to walk by and look in the window but ultimately decided that he’d take his chances. It was not a hardship to romance a woman like Florie on more than one occasion.

“Oh, Mr. Wenlock,” the lady in question moaned as he kissed her against her writing table. A writing table conveniently positioned immediately in front of the window.

“Florie, if I may,” he said haltingly, as if nervous about making his request.

“Yes?” she said, subtly directing his mouth to her breast. This wouldn’t be difficult. Excellent.

“It’s just that I long for violets,” he said, trying to sound like an enamored swain. Which, if judging by the extent to which his cock was leaking, could be considered true.

“You like my perfume?”

“I long to taste your violets,” he rasped. “The real flower.”

Florie’s hands gripped the edge of her writing desk so hard her arms faintly shook. She watched as Wenlock drew up her skirts and lowered to the floor before her, giving every indication of which flower he meant to taste.

Her legs widened as he came closer, inviting him into her garden of secret charms. His victory might come soon; he hoped it might not come afore he unburdened his sac.

“What lovely little petals you have, my violet,” he said, examining her quim and dropping little licks here and there. “Positively blooming and delicious.”

He’d missed this: romancing a woman and enjoying all her charms. Wenlock struggled to remember why he’d gone to sleep in his tomb when there were so many ladies to tup. Had he chosen that path for himself?

Wenlock placed Mrs. Bonchivaler’s hand in his hair so she might direct him as he kissed her cunt to full wetness. Perhaps this is why men left off their wigs, he mused, as a particularly sharp tug made him recall that there was nothing on his head that might come detached in a lady’s hand should she be transported by pleasure.

In honor of his return, Wenlock was messy and extravagant, running his smooth chin over her cunny, letting her feel the superiority of a face unmarred by whiskers. He’d like to see Marlowe and his moustache succeed with Florie after this encounter!

“Yes, Mr. Wenlock, yes!” she cried, rather louder than necessary. At this rate, she’d do most of the work required to end her ostentatiously happy marriage. One curious passing footman and his first project after the tomb would be completed.

“But,” she moaned, “don’t you think you should…”

Wenlock smiled against Florie’s thigh. He knew that pause of hesitation, how hard it was for a lady to make such a request for the first time.

“I should…?”

“Make use of me?” she asked hopefully, as if she were merely a receptacle for Wenlock rather than a delighted participant in their affair. Ahh, Florie, what a discovery! It was almost a shame that he’d be moving on to his next scheme so soon. Still, he’d find the strength; he always did.

“I would hate to impose,” he said, already coming to his feet and unfastening the buttons of his falls. “But if you would grant me the liberty of—”

“I would so detest for your body to grow imbalanced for lack of satisfaction,” she said demurely.

He nearly laughed. It was true: his balls felt heavy and wrong, likely yet incubating seed from the last century. Why, his spend might be older than the lady he was about to fill with it, fancy the thought!

Florie’s generous arse balanced on the desk, one thigh in his hand while he used the other to guide his cock to her entrance. Wenlock paused.

“Do you knowingly wish to proceed, despite your status as a married woman?” Never let it be said that Fastolf Wenlock failed to follow protocol.

Florie giggled and slapped a hand at his chest as if he had told a joke. “What are you, a priest? A solicitor?”

“Quite the opposite, I assure you.”

“Good,” she said, sliding her hand on his waist and pulling him forward. “Then you can tup me.”

Far be it from Wenlock to refuse an earnest request made by a lady. He slid into her hot, tight sheath and nearly lost himself at the feel of being inside a woman’s cunny again. This was worth the wait.

Well, maybe not the wait of decades in the tomb, but certainly the few days he’d been awake and hunting his prey.

Florie moaned as he bottomed out, his cock stilling within her clasp.

“That’s it,” he said, turning her slightly so their pose might be more visible to passersby on the street. Anyone walking by the Bonchivaler townhouse might see the happily married Florie half out of her dress with a man who was not her husband thrusting between her thighs. “Are you going to let me flood your womb with seed? Get your little puss sticky so your husband discovers it upon coming home? Let him discover that another man has been making use of this pretty little hole?”

Florie closed her eyes as if pained, but her mouth betrayed a smile inspired by nothing but pleasure. She chanted, “Yes, yes,” all while taking the thrusts of his cock. He allowed his cock to grow warmer for her delight, and the woman nearly slid from her perch at the sensation.

“Does your husband make you reach paroxysm?” asked Wenlock, false concern coloring his voice. “Has he shown you the place you might touch to cause pleasurable shakes?”

“Pleasure from my husband?” she asked, as if the concept were foreign to her.

These husbands were really making his task too easy, denying their wives the ecstasy of release and then allowing Wenlock to swoop in like a god. Perhaps he should set harder tasks for himself so he might pass the years more pleasurably. His heated cockhead found the spot that made Florie’s eyelids flutter in bliss.

He was lost in a reverie, imagining all the fucks to come, when he heard a noise behind him.

At last, a footman or maid had set upon the morning room and would precipitate the spectacular collapse of the Bonchivaler marriage. Wenlock felt his sac draw tight as he loosed his seed in Florie. Had the lady reached climax? No time for that if she hadn’t.

It was after Wenlock pulled from Florie’s clasp that he turned to see who had come to the door.

A shot came just as he whirled about. Wenlock’s movement prevented it from piercing his heart; the bullet instead grazed the shoulder of his newly made coat.

The man in the doorway was older, with fine tailoring and a full set of whiskers. He brandished a firearm in one hand and a sword in the other.

Mr. Bonchivaler was home.


Chapter 5


Wenlock stepped away from Florie as if stunned by the appearance of her husband.

“What is the meaning of this?” bellowed the man, who was attempting to load the pistol again.

Now, if Wenlock were a cad, he could have protested his innocence and blamed the whole thing on Florie. He was not good, but he wasn’t the worst.

And thus, he grabbed for the cane he’d strategically left by the desk and turned to face his attacker.

“Great gad, man, at least have the decency to do up your clothes!” shouted Mr. Bonchivaler, his eyes large and fixed on Wenlock’s softening cock. In the man’s defense, it was a considerable instrument even in repose.

For his part, Wenlock looked down and tucked himself back into his smalls, then fastened a few buttons. “Nice piece, isn’t it?” he asked. “Having seen it, you really can’t blame your wife, can you?”

The man gaped at him and charged, waving both pistol and sword.

Wenlock sighed. Husbands were so very tiresome. He regretted not paying observers to walk by, as he’d considered, and gently directed Mrs. Bonchivaler to a chair so she might not end up hit by her berserking husband.

“I fear he’s gone mad!” she cried, cowering from the man.

“I’ll talk some sense into him, my dear,” said Wenlock, unsheathing the thin blade from within his cane. Talking was the last thing he planned to do, but Wenlock found it best to prevent a hysterical episode while blades were drawn. He might be evil, but getting senseless was not his style.

“My dear?” roared Mr. Bonchivaler, his face slack and arms finally still.

This gave Wenlock the chance to counterattack.

It should be noted that a man who has seen battle alongside musketeers and Knights Templar in his long, deathless existence is perhaps not the ideal foe in a sword fight. Things would have been different if Mr. Bonchivaler’s bullet had struck Wenlock at the outset, but as it had not, the enraged husband found himself chased down a corridor by one of the finest swordsmen of the age. Of any age, really.

“I do so apologize for fucking your wife, Bonchivaler,” Wenlock fairly shouted for the benefit of any nosy servants nearby, all the while flicking his sharp blade this way and that to scratch the tasteless new portraits hanging on the wall.

“You are a monster, sir, a right devil!”

Wenlock cast the man a gleeful smile. It was such a rare treat to be understood for more or less who he was.

“Leave a suitable number of banknotes for my trouble and get out of my house!”

Was that love-struck husband demanding payment for seducing his wife? What a farce! Was this all an elaborate, harebrained plan to extort money from innocent libertines in the performance of their duties!

Why, this might not be a love match at all, but a scheme perpetrated on the ton for the extraction of blunt! No wonder the lady had acquiesced to his seduction despite his skills being somewhat rusty and antiquated!

Bonchivaler darted into a room, which turned out to be a library. As Wenlock pranced about, slashing fresh leather bindings with abandon, Bonchivaler tugged at something on his bookcase and the whole thing swung open.

“I should be the one with tricks like that!” cried Wenlock, experiencing real jealousy at the hidden door while racing to catch it before Bonchivaler locked it behind him. Rivers would be set to installing one immediately at the Clarges Street residence if Wenlock had anything to say about it.

One boot in the gap, a good shove, and Wenlock was inside ‌the secret compartment, which turned out to lead to perilously steep stairs. He hopped down with aplomb, his blade at the ready.

There was a lamp burning in a corner. Strange that Bonchivaler would keep it lit, consuming all of that oil, just to illuminate a cellar.

And — as he scanned the room for his opponent — Wenlock saw something impossible. From the shadows of the earthen room, a small hand streaked with dirt reached out in his direction. Or perhaps toward a mean crust of bread that lay on the floor just beyond the cage.

His first instinct was to swat the thing with his blade. It was surely a phantasm. Whispers coming from the same place only confirmed his suspicions that this was a trick conjured by his newly awakened mind.

“Shut up,” said Bonchivaler’s voice from ahead.

Wenlock’s attention went back to the hand. It was real, he realized, as his eyes adjusted to the dark and a cage came into view. A cage containing…children of different heights.

“What is the meaning of this, Bonchivaler?” Wenlock hollered, coming closer to that thing that shouldn’t be there, then recoiling at the stench of a latrine.

The man was not attending. Instead, he opened a series of locks on a door at the end of the room, presumably leading out. They must be in a cellar that offered a back entrance to the house. A perfect way to come and go unobserved. And keep things hidden.

When Bonchivaler turned the tumbler of the final lock, he looked back at where he’d last seen Wenlock.

“Looking for me?” asked Wenlock from his other side.

Bonchivaler froze, finally feeling the thin blade creeping over his cravat. He said nothing and attempted to still his breathing.

“Why don’t we take a turn about the room, and you can show me some of the finer features,” said Wenlock, his voice silky.

With a blade nearing his throat, Bonchivaler could do nothing but walk where his captor directed.

“Tell me about this cage,” said Wenlock, placing the man’s back to the bars. By now, he knew what to expect from the smell and didn’t gag; Bonchivaler, meanwhile, heaved.

“This is the first I’ve—”

Wenlock didn’t hesitate and pressed the blade until it scratched at the underside of the man’s throat. The skin was not so taut as that of a young man or Wenlock, and each tremor caused a fresh scrape.

“I mean to have the truth,” said Wenlock.

The lamp flickered and illuminated some of the children’s faces. Some were tall as his chest, while others were small enough that they were held by the older ones.

“For what purpose does a man keep children caged in his basement?” asked Wenlock. He spoke in his usual tone and cadence, but his voice sounded far away, as if a river rushed in his ears.

“You mean to fuck my wife in my own home and then question how I run my business?” sneered Bonchivaler despite his markedly inferior position.

“Your business…” said Wenlock, his eyes drifting again to some of the faces behind the bars.

“Don’t tell me you conduct your affairs like a saint,” spat out the man. “I saw you in my wife.”

Bonchivaler had gone too far. It was one thing to suggest that Wenlock was about as far from a saint as one could get. That was true. But to conflate a spot of criminal conversation on a writing desk with the imprisonment — and presumably sale — of children? He still didn’t know the precise nature of the man’s business, but he needn’t know more. There could be no reasonable explanation for why the brats were caged in a place that smelled like a cesspit.

“I may be something just shy of the devil himself,” said Wenlock, a hint of spittle escaping his mouth as he spoke emphatically through a clenched jaw. “But even I have limits.”

“I doubt that very much. You were born into this fine world and wouldn’t understand,” said Bonchivaler, huffing a laugh. “I was born to a ragpicker. Wanted to marry an earl’s niece. It takes carriages, coin, and cravats. These brats are unwanted by their parents but fetch a good price. It’s all fairly done; if only their Mum and Da loved them more and hadn’t sold them.”

Then Bonchivaler made a choice that would prove fatal.

The small hand that had caught Wenlock’s attention some minutes before once again reached out through the grate. Confident of his powers, Wenlock hadn’t relieved his adversary of his sword, and Bonchivaler moved to flick his blade up and hit that thin arm.

Wenlock didn’t think through the consequences of his actions before he moved. If he did, if he had a foresight of the hell he was about to unleash on his deathless existence, would he have allowed Bonchivaler to strike the child?

Likely not. Wenlock relished the chance to spill blood, no matter the repercussions that flowed alongside it.

Bonchivaler was quick, but Wenlock was quicker. His blade was deft, slicing through a tendon and running up the seam of the artery in Bonchivaler’s forearm afore the man even realized he was in pain.

The villain’s sword clattered to the floor, and he hit the ground hard, on his knees. He turned his face up to gaze at Wenlock, his expression finally registering the terror that should have been there all along.

“Who are you?” he asked, clutching his flayed arm ineffectually.

Wenlock shook some blood from his blade and studied the edge. He’d need to hone it again after returning home.

“I said, who are you?”

“Me?” asked Wenlock, using his blade to gesture to himself. “Difficult to say precisely. But I can tell you one thing with certainty: I was not born to this life or the ton. Because I was made, not begotten.”

Bonchivaler’s breathing grew heavier.

“By whom? I do not know. For what purpose…I can only surmise it was for the perpetration of evil,” said Wenlock, walking about as he talked. He was jaunty; this marked a return to form, and he relished delivering a fine speech of explanation while some fool drew his last breath.

“I may have been made for evil, but even I have limits,” said Wenlock, fully aware that Bonchivaler had drawn the pistol from his coat.

His blade struck the man’s neck and pulled back almost instantly before striking down again in the pool of blood he’d drawn. Bonchivaler entreated until he came to his hands and knees on the floor as his life slipped away in a ribbon of scarlet.

“I wasn’t going to shoot you,” the man rasped. “I meant to aim at them. Nasty little things, the creation of the devil,” said Bonchivaler, using his last moments of life to glare at the caged children. “They deserved everything that was coming to them.”

Wenlock regarded the group skeptically. “I doubt very much that they’re the work of the devil,” he said, squinting to see the faces more clearly. “You see, there are certain aesthetic requirements—”

Before Wenlock could explain his doubts, the man had the temerity to expire on the floor.

Turning that man’s face this way and that with his polished boot, Wenlock confirmed he was no more and wiped his own blade on the dead man’s coat before sheathing it in his cane again.

“You children are free to leave,” said Wenlock, making for the door at the back of the cellar.

He heard a rattle at the door of the cage.

“Well, yes, I suppose I can unlock it if you’re really that helpless.”

Wenlock took up Bonchivaler’s clean sword and smashed it into the lock repeatedly until the thing came apart in pieces. He checked that the door could swing open and then took off for home. His clothes would need some stains removed and holes repaired.


Chapter 6


On Curzon Street, Wenlock realized he was being followed.

“You’re not as quiet as you think you are,” he said over his shoulder.

The shuffling stopped. Then one of the younger children howled.

Wenlock sighed. He felt about for his purse and extracted some coins.

“Who is in charge?” he asked.

A lad who looked to be no older than seven raised his bony arm.

Wenlock studied him skeptically. “Who else?”

An elder girl who held a baby wouldn’t meet his eye, instead turning her body protectively. A child toddling on the dirty street with no shoes on grabbed Wenlock’s breeches about the knee and wouldn’t let go. Would the horrors never cease?

“How many of you even are there?” he asked under his breath, moving his head around to take them all in.

A little girl opened her hands wide. Wenlock recoiled; he thought she was asking to be picked up. Then she moved her thumb emphatically, showing nine fingers.

“Nine of you,” he mused, shaking his head. “This coin should get you a meal. A few meals, if you don’t order the finest dinner at a chophouse. Go to the slums; the money will go further. Just see that you don’t spend it on gin. Best to be off with you now. Mayfair is no place for a lot of urchins.”

Wenlock swept off towards home, satisfied that he had struck a first blow at the looming, oppressive force that had blanketed society since his interment in the tomb.

Little did he know that the same force was following him past his own door.

***

The first sign that something was wrong came the next morning. He rose in his featherbed and felt for the candlestick and flint so he might enjoy a bit of stimulating reading — and stimulation of his cock — before breakfast. His hand hit something; it fell, and he recoiled.

On the table beside his bed was a pile of coins. Familiar coins, roughly the same number he’d handed over to the formerly caged children yesterday.

Why, if he wasn’t mistaken, those were the very coins he’d turned over to them for their supper. How odd.

Wenlock rose from bed, suddenly not feeling in the mood for a leisurely morning stroke. He yanked the cord that summoned Rivers.

The man did not come.

Wenlock washed himself in high dudgeon, then pulled on his favorite red velvet banyan. If Rivers was abed with his wife rather than attending to Wenlock’s toilette, there would be heaven to pay!

On the way to the breakfast room, Wenlock heard a great crash and then a series of discordant notes.

“My harpsichord!” he cried, racing to the drawing room. If Marlowe was dancing atop the keys again, he’d shave off the man’s new moustache himself. And a good deal of his nose besides.

At the door to the drawing-room, Wenlock stopped. Before him was a scene of unmitigated horror. Two dirty children were smashing their hands on the ivory keys of his harpsichord while yowling.

Before Wenlock could take in the rest of the room, Mrs. Rivers rushed by, her apron askew.

“Mrs. Rivers, what is the meaning of—”

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself, Mr. Wenlock!” she cried before whacking him on the arm with what appeared to be a gazette and running off in tears. “Fathering all of these illegitimate children! And so dirty, too!”

He was aghast. Did she truly castigate him? Did she know to whom she was married? Clearly, Rivers had not apprised her of Wenlock’s true nature. In a way, that made the whole thing more entertaining — his servant’s wife treating him as a mere libertine employer rather than a demonic force that had sowed pandemonium for centuries before she was even born.

Within the room, Wenlock heard a hacking sound and was horrified to discover that the trays usually assembled in the breakfast room were on the floor, and dirty hands helped themselves to frumenty, collops, and eggs. A short one had clearly eaten too quickly, and an older child absentmindedly thwacked their back while taking big bites of toast.

“That’s my toast,” Wenlock said softly.

“Oh, there you are, thank the devils,” said Rivers, finally showing his face. He had a most harried look and pointed to the hearth. “Keep the little one out of the fire. We don’t have grates, and he refuses to be reasonable!”

Wenlock looked to the fireplace, and, just as Rivers had said, a baby was crawling closer to the great open hearth.

Acting fast, Wenlock pulled the flames into his own hands just before the child came too close. He really tried not to display his fiery nature so openly, but the situation called for something ‌dramatic.

“What is the meaning of this!” Wenlock yelled. In hindsight, bellowing while holding a good deal of fire in his palms might not have been the ideal way to make his point. Or, maybe, it was the best way, given that all eyes in the drawing room turned to him and it was finally silent.

“It seems you brought in some strays last night,” said Rivers, cleaning up a spot of sick from the rug. “And now they refuse to leave.”

“Refuse to leave? Refuse to leave my house?” asked Wenlock, the flames jumping. “Toss them out, same as any cat that might walk into the kitchen!”

“I don’t think fire works like that,” said one small girl with her hair coming out of pigtails.

Wenlock considered the flames and wondered why he wished to slink into the wingback chair someone had covered in feathers. He stepped between the baby and the hearth, then deposited the roaring fire back in the grate. Strange. He’d never felt tired after handling flames before; quite the opposite.

“We saw that,” said the boy of only seven, the one who had identified himself as the group’s unlikely leader. He was diminutive, but he pushed his lower jaw forward to look pugnacious.

“You saw nothing,” said Wenlock, sulking as he looked about the room. They’d need to get servants in here to clean, which went against his usual practice of limiting the number of watching eyes in his house. He wasn’t always the most careful in his habits while in the comfort of his own domicile.

The baby had now moved from attempting to crawl into the grate to scaling Wenlock’s leg.

“Down, boy,” said Wenlock, shaking his foot. “I’ll have you know this is good buckskin.”

The little fellow had a tenacious grip and merely smiled at him.

“I gave you ragamuffins coin for dinner,” he said, gesturing to the window to signal that they should depart and spend those coins elsewhere.

“We gave them back,” said the leader lad confidently. “We’ve decided to stay.”

Wenlock looked about the room in disbelief. “Staying is not an option,” he said, in a voice that had cowed men of rank and influence for centuries.

“We saw your fire,” reasoned the girl in pigtails.

“Why!” cried Wenlock, nearly unable to find words. “Why, are you blackmailing me? After seeing me kill a man? What makes you think I won’t do the same to you? Leave you in a pool of blood like Bonchivaler?”

The lad squinted at Wenlock. “Don’t think you will. You’re the only person who has been kind to us in quite a while.”

Wenlock made his way to the armchair by the fire, the fire-mad baby attached to his leg all the while. He sank into the plush upholstery and struggled to think.

It was true: becoming careless and therefore notorious made practicing his craft nearly impossible. He’d shown something of his true nature on two occasions before these alarmingly precocious children.

Diabolical children, really. Entirely unfair when both slips had been for their benefit!

The wee baby was struggling to make it past Wenlock’s knee, and he wiggled his leg harder to get the thing off. The lad clung fast while giggling, as if delighted.

They were diabolical, of that he was sure. But diabolical, he could understand. It was a way of being aligned with his own impulses.

One key on the harpsichord plunked, and he cast a glare in that direction.

If he were to carry out his project — attacking love within families — he would need to move through the city without his true nature known to all and sundry. He’d been reckless last century, as evidenced by the miniature that had been hanging in the coffee shop until so recently.

“Rivers!” Wenlock shouted, desperate to release some of the pent-up frustration that was making his windpipe feel aflame.

The man’s head snapped up from where he’d been cleaning yet another spot on the floor. “Yes, Mephisto—Wenlock?”

“I’m going to the tomb for a bit. I need to think. In peace!”


Chapter 7


After a nap of a few days, Wenlock returned home to further mayhem. How the children had shattered a statue, he couldn’t fathom (and he had a special gift for destruction). He stepped over a broken marble penis, somehow got cut on his foot, and bellowed for Rivers to hire a nanny.

The first nanny walked into the house, saw two children with their heads stuck in the great stairway’s bannisters, and exited right back out the front door.

Wenlock, of course, observed none of this. He spent his days learning more about the current private men’s clubs and assessing which might be composed of gents awful enough to welcome him as a member. He was not avoiding the problem at home, not at all.

Each day, Rivers informed his employer of the latest news on the nanny front while shaving him. No, it was not strictly required for a man who grew no whiskers, but Wenlock rather enjoyed the ritual and smells. Besides, perhaps he too would one day grow a moustache like Marlowe. One wouldn’t want to be unprepared.

The third nanny was the most notable of the bunch. On that occasion, Wenlock had just returned from his new club and spotted something moving on the curtains before he could even set eyes on her.

“Is that a…large rat?” he asked Rivers.

All around them, children played raucously in the drawing room. His harpsichord now sported two broken keys, a fine illustrated edition of On the Contours of Hell had been ripped to shreds, and he thought that there might be some shards of glass on the rug in the corner. He frankly couldn’t bring himself to look.

“That is a child,” said Rivers, gesturing to the cornice the wee lad had scaled. “Your child.”

Wenlock sputtered. “I don’t have any children!” he cried. “As you well know, it’s a biological impossibility.”

“And yet you have nine of them now,” said Rivers, looking older than he ever had in his non-life. “Please, you must take some responsibility. My wife is going to kill me unless things change around here.”

“Is she aware that you cannot be killed?” asked Wenlock.

“Get down from there, Thomas Two!” shrieked a voice rather reminiscent of the witches from Macbeth.

“Who the angels is Thomas Two?” muttered Wenlock. How was he to curse the children if they lacked proper names? ‘Thomas Two’ was far too nondescript for his purposes.

“I’m Thomas,” said the spindly lad who served as leader of the group. “He’s number two because I’m older.”

“Perhaps he’s fleeing his terrible name,” reasoned Wenlock, wishing he could flee but finding he could not tear his eyes away from this chaotic scene. “I didn’t even realize all of you had names.”

“That one doesn’t,” said Thomas, pointing to a toddling boy who stuck his arm out in Wenlock’s direction. A rather familiar arm it was.

“Well, he can be ‘Arm,’” said Wenlock, suddenly feeling exhausted and hoping to conclude this exchange so he could enjoy a pipe of opium and a nap. He could deal with assigning better names for the brood later.

“Thomas Two, if you don’t come down from there right this instant—”

To his credit, the boy slid down the curtain. Right onto the third nanny’s head.

They both landed on the floor with a thump. The room went quiet. And then a new volume of shrieking could be heard all the way to Piccadilly.

“You are the worst children I have ever encountered. Unwashed! Mostly untrained in using the chamber pot! Completely without manners or morals!” the nanny yelled, tears escaping her bulging eyes.

“When you put it like that, perhaps they are mine after all,” retorted Wenlock.

“And you,” she rounded on Wenlock. “You flounce in and out of this house without a care in the world, all the while your…your bastards run amok!”

Wenlock observed this woman, his brow arching ever higher.

“I am their father,” said Wenlock. “That is my role.”

“Fathers are charged with the moral and intellectual edification of their children,” she said, sniffing and yanking her apron from her dress. It had done little good; she was streaked with mud — or what Wenlock hoped was mud. “You can’t simply turn nine savages over to a nanny and absolve yourself of your paternal responsibilities.”

Now, she was really being too much. The flames in the fireplace roared higher, and the nanny jumped in fear.

“And now this!” she cried, running to the entrance hall. “The lot of you are bound for hell! You might as well be Satan and his staff!”

Satan and His Staff, thought Wenlock, chuckling as he looked around the room. One little girl had apparently been tired enough that she fell asleep in a corner. A decent nanny would have immediately removed the children from the drawing room and confined them to the nursery on the top floor. He should bring that up to Rivers and lobby for him to locate the very best in child management.

***

“You want the best?” asked Rivers, his hand stilling as he wielded the shaving blade the next morning. “But the best—”

“Whatever you’re going to say next does not matter,” said Wenlock cheerfully. “I can supply the coin and weather anything if it means getting the Staff dislodged from my drawing room. I think one of them used a vase as a chamber pot yesterday. We simply cannot go on like this.”

“But—”

“Do not contradict me, Rivers! I will have only the best!”

In hindsight, Wenlock should have asked why Rivers hesitated to hire the best nanny in London. He too would benefit from getting the Staff under control. So why the resistance?

The day the next nanny arrived, a herd of little feet thundered overhead as if a migration to the nursery had occurred. Wenlock hadn’t considered that the Staff would now be upstairs; perhaps that caused Rivers’ hesitation.

He observed that the drawing room was empty save for cleaners picking glass out of his carpets and studying a vase skeptically. The house was more or less quiet, except for a muffled thud periodically.

“Rivers, you finally did something right!” cried Wenlock when the man joined him in his study to go over the accounts.

Rivers looked gray, worse than he’d been when attempting to corral the Staff.

“I believe we’ve made a mistake,” the man croaked out, lowering the ledger to Wenlock’s desk as if it contained the world within its pages.

“Whatever do you mean?” asked Wenlock, jumping from his chair. “Whoever she is, she’s brilliant!”

“Brilliant,” whispered Rivers. “That’s the right word for it. Brilliant, as if gilded by God himself.”

“You know we don’t talk like that in this household,” said Wenlock, looking at him askance.

“You should see for yourself,” said Rivers, his face miserable.

***

At the door to the nursery, Wenlock took in the scene. The Staff were clean and dressed in new clothes. To be sure, they were simple togs, but everything was spotless.

A protective grate stood before the cheery fire, and two little ones slept under blankets on rugs. The older children read books that appeared not to come from Wenlock’s prized collection of bawdy works. And the Staff in between gathered around their nanny, rapturously listening as she told them a story.

She was exactly as Rivers had claimed: glowing, as if touched by light, her curling red-blonde hair arranged to create a nimbus over her delicate features. Her figure was fine with a compact bosom and curving hips; she’d only be more beautiful with age.

Rivers had told him the nanny’s name before he’d ascended to see her. He promptly forgot her surname, but he’d never lose her given name: Ann. Wenlock had laughed, thinking of how nanny was a diminutive of Ann. How suitable! How charming!

What he hadn’t realized was that Ann might be a shortened name for the beings he wished to avoid most.

Angels.

“I have welcomed an enemy into my home,” whispered Wenlock. “Devil save me.”

TO BE CONTINUED


Newsletter signup


Sign up for Elizabeth’s newsletter to receive a too-spicy-for-Amazon book and upcoming release intel: elizabethroubaix.com/Bred


Also by Elizabeth Roubaix


Follow Elizabeth on Amazon for alerts when new stories are published: elizabethroubaix.com/amazon.

The Regency Stud Makes a Ménage (Dick Stone, Regency Stud Book 1)

Dick Stone is Regency England’s hardest-working man.

Lord Edward Richard Stone — “Dick Stone” to scandalous society — is a marquess’s second son with scars from the Peninsular War, an empty purse, and a business curing the ton’s most delicate succession crises. When two foppish friends hire him to put a bride in the family way, Edward thinks it’s simple: seduce the lady, collect the fee.

But Lady Maria Mabbot is not merely innocent — she’s curious, eager, and far too intrigued by her neglectful husband. And Charley Mabbot? He spends more time at the molly house with his best friend than in his wife’s chamber.

Edward proposes a mutually pleasurable solution: a sword-crossed ménage that will leave Maria expectant, Charley fulfilled, and his own coffers replenished before he rides off into the sunset.

The Regency Stud Makes a Ménage is a filthy, fast-burning 10,000-word romp featuring a sporting veteran with a truth-telling pikestaff, his requisite urchin sidekick, and a marriage problem only the greatest libertine of the age can solve.

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/DickStone1

***

Filling Their Tailoress: Short and Steamy MFM Ménage of Convenience Historical Romance (Dick Stone, Regency Stud Prequel)

A talented Regency tailoress takes two lords intent on doubling her pleasure.

Lord Banastre “Bonnie” Lascelles was enjoying some company at the bawdy house when the night watch showed up for a raid. What’s a chaotic aristocrat to do when he’s in deep trouble with the law? Run to Molly Trenchard, known as the Buckskin Breechess, and claim the whole thing was a misunderstanding.

When Molly demands Bonnie’s help with a small problem of her own, they discover just how much fun trying to make an heir can be. With the deadline looming, they call in stud Lord Edward Richard Stone, to double their efforts.

But what happens if Bonnie and Molly are making more than just an heir — and they’re falling in love?

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/filling

***

Matrons I’d Like to Tup: The Complete 1816 Season

Five forgotten wives. Five forbidden awakenings. One scandalous collection of Regency heat.

The mamas of the ton are hot, bothered, and desperately in need of a good tup.

They’ve done everything society asked of them — married well, managed households, raised heirs. But behind the closed doors of London’s finest townhouses, five matrons discover that desire doesn’t end with a wedding ring. In fact, for these neglected wives, the real pleasure is only just beginning.

Now these ravishing, mature women are working off their debts, taking a band of rakes, riding the cavalry, satisfying a club of libertines, and tempting hulking bodyguards.

It’s time for the matrons to play more than cards.

The Matrons I’d Like to Tup: The Complete 1816 Season special 5-book bundle includes:

Working Off Her Debt
Taking the Rakes
Servicing the Regiment
Pleasing the Members
Spreading for the Bodyguards

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/MatronsBundle

***

A Few Good Bucks: The Complete Series

Five masked rakes discover that love is the most dangerous game of all.

Welcome to the Forest, where London’s men of consequence don stag masks and share the company of wanton ladies eager to take their fill. The Grand Bucks have spent decades reveling in their private sanctuary, but nothing prepares them for what happens when the right women walk through their doors. Their fraternal order is about to crumble under an invasion of curves, wit, and feminine determination.

A lady’s maid pregnant with a mogul’s child decides it’s time for him to pay in more than coin. A neglected marchioness storms London to claim her absent husband and his virile body. An heiress with a dangerous inheritance discovers that public ruin can be deliciously liberating. A courtesan broken by cruel men finds healing in the arms of her first love. A musical debutante’s melodies bewitch a duke into abandoning his libertine ways.

These women aren’t just warming beds — they’re turning England’s most notorious rakes into devoted husbands. When a Buck meets his match, surrender is the only option.

The A Few Good Bucks: The Complete Series special 5-book bundle includes:

The Mogul and the Maid
Claiming His Forgotten Wife
How to Lose a Dowry in Three Bucks
The Viscount’s Last Vow
How to Buck a Duke Without Even Trying

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/BucksBundle


About the author


Elizabeth Roubaix could share 1066 reasons why you wouldn’t want to live in the past, but would rather write super steamy, historical erotic romance. Combining tender love stories, scorching sex scenes, and an ahistorical amount of bathing, her short tales are perfect for when you want a quick and spicy trip back in time.

Newsletter sign up: elizabethroubaix.com/newsletter.
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