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“How does your aunt even allow you to visit someone in such a revealing outfit?” Jane queried and glanced down at the prim, high-necked blouse she wore before returning her attention to the low-cut neckline of her friend’s pretty gown.

“It is not revealing,” Alexandra countered, with a smile. “And Aunt Constance believes that a young lady should be confident in her beauty and not afraid to show it.”

“Well, that’s one way of putting it,” Jane replied and felt the slight warmth of a blush on her cheeks as she let out a bashful titter.

“Prude,” Alexandra teased and ran fingertips along the daring neckline of the gown which revealed a hint of cleavage.

“I am not,” Jane let out in a squeal of protest.

“Well, you’re an innocent,” Alexandra went on to continue teasing her friend and did nothing to contain a mischievous laugh as she inspected her reflection in the ornate dressing table mirror.

Jane wanted to challenge the statement, but knew she couldn’t. She was an innocent in comparison to her worldly-wise friend and there was no point in denying it. That didn’t mean she liked the cheeky accusation.

“Help me put on this necklace,” Alexandra said when she picked it up from the polished, wooden surface in front of her.

“Do it yourself,” Jane replied as the slight annoyance of the cheeky remark rankled.

“Aww, poor girl,” Alexandra shot back and an impish grin played on her lips when she caught her friend’s gaze in the mirror. “I’ll give you a kiss if you help me. You know how much you like practicing with me.”

Jane tried to keep the irritated pout on her lips, but it proved impossible and she let out a stifled giggle.

“You’re incorrigible,” she said.

“Not me,” Alexandra replied with a wicked grin. “I’m the sweetest girl any man could want. Now help me put this on. I want to look my best for Jonathon tonight.”.

Jane crossed the room and dropped to her knees before taking the pearl torsade necklace.

“This must be worth a fortune,” she said while unclasping the fastening.

She reached around her friend’s neck to set the jewelry piece in place then fastened the clasp.

“See,” Alexandra said and rubbed fingertips across the twisted strands of pearls. “I’m completely respectable.”

Jane pursed her lips as she stared in the mirror. The wide necklace hung in such a way as to cover up a lot of the smooth, pale skin of Alexandra’s upper chest although the hint of cleavage was still on show.

“It does look pretty on you,” she said.

“Jonathon will think so,” Alexandra replied. “I’m sure his father will enjoy seeing me wearing it too.”

“You’re such a coquette,” Jane let out and the shock in her voice was only partly feigned. “It will get you in trouble.”

“I hope so,” Alexandra said and winked when she caught her friend’s gaze in the mirror.

Jane couldn’t stop the blush of warmth spreading across her cheeks and brought her hands up to her face when she spoke.

“My mother and father would have kittens if they could hear you. I’d be whisked back home in an instant.”

Alexandra let out a tinkling laugh as she picked up a brush to run it through her long, dark curls.

“Your parents are lovely,” she said as she continued to brush her hair.

“I sense a but coming on,” Jane replied while she watched her friend.

“Well,” Alexandra said and smiled. “I’m always on my best behavior when I visit your home, but I don’t think I could live with your parents. They’re so old-fashioned and austere. Don’t get me wrong, they are lovely and always so nice to me. I must say I was surprised they actually let you out of their sight to come here on your own for almost a month.”

“You and me both,” Jane replied. “I was dreading telling them about your invitation and thought for sure they would refuse or suggest that one of them accompany me as has happened previously. When they finally said yes to me visiting alone, I could scarcely believe it. I assured them you would look after me in a manner befitting a respectable lady. If they knew what you were really like they probably would have said no.”

Alexandra finished what she was doing, put the brush down then turned around on the cushioned stool. She reached out to take her friends hands.

“I’m glad they said yes,” she said. “It’s lovely to have you here.”

“And you’re repaying me by going out and leaving me alone for the evening,” Jane teased.

The wicked smile returned to Alexandra’s face.

“Do you want your kiss now for helping me?” she asked.

Jane felt the flush of warmth return to her cheeks. Her parents would definitely be shocked if they knew she’d shared a kiss with her friend. More than one kiss in fact. The tingle that blossomed between her thighs came with a sense of shameful embarrassment, but she nodded her head to show she wanted another. She closed her eyes when her friend leaned forward and a shiver trickled down her spine when the soft touch of lips caressed against hers. It set her heartbeat racing in a way that felt thrilling as she squeezed her thighs together.

“See how nice I am to you,” Alexandra teased when she pulled back.

Jane lifted a hand to brush fingertips on her lips. The question that always sprang to mind was on the tip of her tongue, so she let it out and knew what it would get.

“Is that what kissing a boy is really like?”

“Yes,” Alexandra said, but an impish smile returned to her lips before she went on speaking. “If you allow a real man to kiss you, however, he’ll pull you close in an embrace that makes you feel like you’re drowning in bliss. His kiss will crush so fiercely onto your lips that you’ll be sure he’s set them alight.”

Jane squirmed as she listened to words which made her breathing a little labored. She lifted a hand to pretend-fan her face as the salacious description became her world.

“He won’t let you free of the passion and you’ll feel what it does to him,” Alexandra went on and giggled when she paused.

“What…, what?” Jane exclaimed to break the silence and felt the carnal response of her body to the naughtiness of her friend.

“The hardness of his manhood,” Alexandra said in a breathlessly amused voice. “That feeling of his lust being aroused is so delectably risque and he won’t let you go from the embrace. You’ll be trapped. Your natural inclination is to be ladylike and attempt to end an indecorous moment, but it’s too late. The mere hint of your sweet scent will have stirred the beast that lurks inside all men and he’ll try to hold you in his grasp. His craving for the soft touch of your belly against his growing member is the only thought on his mind. You’ll feel his hands becoming indelicate. They’ll try to touch those forbidden places on your body that…”

“Stop,” Jane gasped in a husky rasp of breath. “Please stop.”

Alexandra let out a tinkling laugh when she turned on the stool to check her appearance once more in the dressing table mirror. She leaned forward to inspect her lipstick and dabbed the end of her pinkie at the corner of her mouth.

“It’s so wrong,” Jane said.

“Yes,” Alexandra agreed. “But you’ll quickly find that it’s not only men who can lose their sensibilities to those hot-headed emotions.”

Jane brushed fingertips on her lips again. She could still feel the kiss on them and it brought the longing for more. Another thought crashed into her mind that made her cringe.

“My parents would never allow it,” she blurted out.

She saw her friend’s gaze meet hers in the mirror.

“True,” Alexandra said. “But your parents aren’t here, are they? You have a few weeks away from their stern, watchful gaze. That gives you some freedom to do as you wish for once.”

The rush of adrenaline set off trembling that Jane found it impossible to stop, with the flutter of her pulse making the breath catch in her throat for a second or two.

“You’ll really ask Jonathon?” she asked.

“I’ll do it tonight,” Alexandra replied and returned her attention to her reflection. “I’m sure he can persuade his parents to host a small get-together on one of the weekends you’re here and he’d be more than happy to introduce you to some of his friends. It might get you that kiss you want…, maybe even more.”

Jane pursed her lips to let out a slow breath as thoughts tumbled through her mind. She loved her parents and knew they were only looking out for her best interests, but their strict, overbearing manner was beginning to feel suffocating.

The chance to break free of it might really be there for the taking during the visit to the home of her friend’s aunt, but she couldn’t shake off the thought that it was unbecoming of a lady. Alexandra’s suggestion seemed so utterly shocking. There was no clearing it from her mind, however, and it brought a craving that she couldn’t pretend wasn’t there.

“I could not,” she murmured and shook her head.

Alexandra finished the preparations for an evening with her betrothed then turned on the stool.

“I told you,” she said in a teasing voice and smiled. “You’re such an innocent.”

“Hush your mouth,” Jane wailed and the question came to her while she stared at her friend. “Will you kiss Johnathon like you described tonight?”

“Oh, I won’t be able to stop him,” Alexandra replied and laughed. “We usually have an after-dinner drink with his parents in the drawing room. They always retire for the evening before I have to leave, however, and that gives me a short while alone with my beloved.”

“And he’ll take advantage of that?”

“I’ll make sure he does,” Alexandra replied, with a cheeky smile. “If you stay up until I arrive home, I’ll come and tell you all about what happens.”

“There’s a naughtiness about you I can’t even begin to describe,” Jane teased and she was only half-joking.

“It’s so much more fun than being an innocent lady,” Alexandra shot back before getting to her feet. “It’s time for me to go.”

She walked across to the bed to pick up her gloves and shawl. Jane couldn’t shrug off the hint of jealousy while she watched her friend getting ready.

“How do I look?” Alexandra asked when she finished.

“Beautifully radiant,” Jane replied.

“Come down with me,” Alexandra went on and held out a gloved hand.

Jane crossed the room to take hold and they left the bedchamber to make their way along to the curved staircase. Once they descended the steps, they walked to the lounge and stopped to look in through the open door.

“Would you like me to pass on any messages to Johnathon’s parents?” Alexandra asked.

“Come in and let me see you properly?” Aunt Constance said when she looked up from the needlework in her lap.

Alexandra let go of her friend’s hand to step inside the lounge. She moved in front of the armchair her aunt sat on before doing a full twirl to show off her outfit.

“You look lovely,” Aunt Constance said.

“You’re so kind,” Alexandra replied. “Do you want me to pass on any messages to Jonathon’s parents?”

Aunt Constance thought for a few seconds, but eventually shook her head when she spoke.

“No, have a lovely evening.”

“I will,” Alexandra said to bring the brief conversation to an end and turned away to return to the door of the lounge.

She grabbed Jane’s hand to pull her along to the large front entrance of the mansion. The elderly butler stood waiting to open the door for them and they saw the carriage waiting on the wide driveway.

“Have a nice time,” Jane said when they came to a stop beside the carriage.

“Thanks, I’ll see you later,” Alexandra replied in a quiet voice and gave a cheeky smile before carrying on speaking. “Wait up for me and I’ll let you know how my evening went.”

Jane nodded her head and watched as the driver helped Alexandra get in the carriage. He then closed the door and moved forward to climb up onto the seat at the front of the vehicle. Taking hold of the reins, he urged the horses on and they trotted off towards the open gates of the property.

***

Jane watched until the carriage disappeared from view before returning to the entrance of the large property. The elderly butler held the door open for her and she smiled as she approached him.

“Thank you, Godfrey,” she said when she stepped inside.

She then made her way to the lounge and waited until her presence was noticed before walking in the room.

“Is that Alexandra on her way?” Aunt Constance asked.

“Yes, the carriage just left the grounds,” Jane replied and moved across the room to drop to her knees by the side of the chair on which Aunt Constance sat. She looked at the needlework for a second before speaking again. “It’s pretty.”

Aunt Constance held her work up to show it.

“Keeps me busy,” she said and smiled.

“How long will Uncle Samuel be gone?” Jane asked.

“Work will keep him from me for one more month at least, unfortunately,” Aunt Constance answered. “This needlework gives me something to occupy my mind while he’s not here to be my company. I think I’ve almost completed as much as I want for the day, however, so it won’t be long until I retire. How do you plan to entertain yourself for the rest of the evening?”

“Can I have the key to the library, please?” Jane replied. “It’s such a beautiful room and you and Uncle Samuel have a delightful collection of books.”

“Ask Godfrey,” Aunt Constance replied. “The key is kept in his room, so he can give it to you. Simply return it to him when you’re finished.”

“I will,” Jane said.

She was in no hurry to get to the library, however, so stayed on her knees by the side of the chair to chat until Aunt Constance finally decided it was time to retire. They both got up then walked out of the lounge.

“Enjoy your reading,” Aunt Constance said.

“Thank you,” Jane replied and smiled. “Sleep well.”

She watched as Aunt Constance headed off towards the staircase leading to the upper floors of the property. Her mind quickly turned to finding the butler, however. A search of the ground floor showed no sign of him, so she headed down the steps to the servant’s quarters. Walking to the kitchen, she stepped in the room and saw him sitting at the table with the cook.

“Hello dear,” Estelle said when she rose to her feet. “Feeling a little peckish, are you?”

“Oh, no,” Jane said, with a smile. “Your meal this evening was lovely and filled me up. It wasn’t you I came to see.”

Her words made Godfrey get up.

“What can I do for you, Miss?” he asked.

“I asked Aunt Constance for permission to use the library and she told me I could get the key from you.”

“Is Lady Constance still attending to her needlework?” Estelle asked.

“No, she has already retired for the evening,” Jane answered. “It’s too early for me to do the same, so I thought I’d partake of some reading.”

“It’s a sign of a healthy mind and something any young lady should do,” Estelle went on, with a smile.

Jane nodded her head, but didn’t need to respond to the comment when Godfrey spoke.

“I’ll take you along to my room, Miss. If you’ll follow me.”

He headed for the door and Jane aimed a final smile at Estelle before following him. They left the kitchen then made their way along the narrow hallway to the small room Godfrey used as an office. He let them into it then walked across to a board on a wall, where a number of keys hung.

“This is the one you need,” he said and took down the key for the library.

Jane stepped across the small room to get it from him.

“If you see me after you finish, just hand the key back,” Godfrey said. “Other than that, you can return it to the hook marked for the library if you so wish.”

“Thank you,” Jane said. “I’m not sure how long I’ll be, but I’ll do as you say to return the key.”

“Very good, Miss,” Godfrey replied. “Enjoy your reading.”

It brought the conversation to an end and allowed Jane to leave the room to make her way back up to the ground floor. She then walked to the very rear of the property and along the narrow passageway at the end of which the library was located. Using the key, she let herself in and closed the door before looking around.

A smile played on her lips as she took in the rows of polished, wooden shelves lining the walls of the room. Each one was stacked with colorfully bound books and she let her eyes flit over them for a few seconds before putting the key down on the small occasional table beside the door. She then reached in the pocket of her long skirt to bring out a pair of white gloves, so she could put them on.

Moving to the nearest shelf, she trailed gloved fingertips along the spines of the books as she read the titles. Her head rocked from side-to-side as she slowly moved along the wall. Every so often one of the publications caught her attention, so she took it out for a closer inspection. She finally came across what she was really looking for though. At least, she thought she did and felt the flutter of her pulse when she pulled it out.

Alexandra had once mentioned that Aunt Constance had a predilection for romance novels in her younger years and had commissioned an author to write some for her. Supposedly, a couple of them got quite racy although she couldn’t be sure if that included the one she held. The hardback cover showed nothing more than the title, but the picture inside of a ravishing young couple certainly seemed to suggest she’d found what she’d come to the library looking for.

“Only one way to find out,” she murmured and moved across to the table in the corner of the room.

Dropping on a cushioned seat, she got herself comfortable then opened the book to brush her fingertips across the picture of the young couple. Her lips turned up at the corners as she recalled Alexandra’s titillating description of kissing a real man, but she brushed the thoughts aside to turn the pages to the beginning of the story. It set the scene and she found herself becoming engrossed in the tale of the couple’s first meeting.

She wasn’t sure how long she’d been reading when the sound of a click broke through her concentration to make her look up from the pages. It took her a second to realize what it was and a frown creased her brow when her gaze flitted to the movement of the door opening.

She’d anticipated a couple of hours of uninterrupted reading before going up to her bedchamber to await Alexandra’s return, so the intrusion came completely out of the blue. A moment of bewilderment turned to shock when she saw who appeared. It made her rise to her feet and the quickening of her pulse was nothing to do with the book she’d been reading now.

“Lord Carlton,” she let out in a rush of breath.

“Please, call me Richard, Lady Hollingsworth,” he replied as he walked in the library and closed the door. “And I would be pleased if you’d permit me to call you Jane.”

Jane’s mouth flapped open, but nothing came from it as the surprise of being disturbed took her voice. She’d met Alexandra’s older cousin a few times in passing over the last couple of years, but always with others in attendance. It felt unnerving to be alone in his presence. That he’d turned up at all confused her and she finally managed to get out some words.

“Alexandra did not mention you would be visiting.”

“That would have been difficult for her,” Richard said, with a smile when he stepped further into the room. “My arrival was unannounced. I came to converse with Aunt Constance, but have been informed she has already retired for the evening.”

“Yes, it’s late,” Jane blurted out. “She went upstairs a short while ago.”

“It matters not,” Richard went on. “There’s no need for me to disturb her this evening. I requested one of the bedchambers be made up for me and can meet with Aunt Constance in the morning to discuss my matter with her.”

Jane wasn’t sure what to say in response, so remained silent and cast her gaze down to her feet for a second or two before returning her attention to the man now inspecting the books on the shelves. She could only assume he’d been informed she was in the library. There was no way of knowing if that’s why he’d come to the room, however, and she wasn’t about to ask. His unexpected arrival made her unsure of what to do and she remained awkwardly rooted to the spot as he moved along the wall.

“I hope I have not disturbed you,” he said to break the silence.

“Oh, no…, no,” Jane exclaimed. “Alexandra went out for the evening, so I was simply whiling away some time reading.”

“An enjoyable pastime,” Richard commented.

His gaze remained on the books in front of him, but Jane got the impression she was under inspection as he moved along the wall in her direction. It set her nerves on edge. She was unused to being alone with a man known to be an eligible bachelor, but it had been thrust upon her without notice.

The atmosphere seemed charged with an electricity that made it difficult to even take in a breath. At least, that’s the way it felt to Jane. Goosebumps rose on her skin as she watched Richard’s movement. She was struck by a curl of dark hair against the smoothness of his neck and couldn’t pull her eyes from it. Alexandra’s words about being kissed by a real man flitted through her mind and there was no ridding herself of them.

She stepped away from the cushioned chair on which she’d been sitting as Richard drew nearer and her gaze flitted to the key on the occasional table. It made her wish she’d locked the door when she entered the library, but she hadn’t anticipated an interruption. Her gaze returned to the man in the room and she felt the flutter of angst.

“Not carrying on with your reading?” Richard asked when his attention turned away from the books.

“Oh, I…,” Jane spluttered when she saw his smile.

It made his dark, handsome looks all the more charming and she felt the tremble in her legs. The sudden quickness of his actions took her by surprise and he was almost in front of her before she reacted. A step back took her almost to the shelves behind and she found herself transfixed when she looked up into deep brown eyes.

“Enjoyable book?” he asked.

Jane couldn’t get any words out and her hands came up automatically in front of her midriff. It put the book in between her and Richard and she felt the rush of embarrassment when he opened the cover to reveal the picture inside.

“I…,” she blurted out as her gaze fixed on the young couple before flitting up to the amused expression on Richard’s handsome face.

“It’s a good story,” he said. “Does Aunt Constance know you’re reading one of her romance books.”

The heat of a blush stained Jane’s cheeks red and she looked away from dark eyes. Being caught with the book left her mortified and it was clear that Richard knew what it was. The shame worsened when his hand came up to brush against her gloved fingers. It made her recoil and she found herself doing more than thinking about Alexandra’s description of being kissed. Those feelings her friend described bubbled up in her and the breath caught in her throat.

“I should not be here,” she said in a harsh rasp.

“Neither should I,” Richard replied and his smile widened. “But here we are.”

It caught Jane in a spin. Her thoughts were muddled as emotions she was unused to came flooding up from deep within. She was suddenly short of breath and started to chew on her bottom lip, without even realizing she was doing it.

“I…, umm, should go,” she stammered.

Richard’s touch brushed against her gloved fingers again, but stepping away only backed her against the shelf behind and there was no escape.

“Aren’t you enjoying the story?” Richard asked.

Jane gulped down a breath and looked at the picture before raising her gaze to the mischief in dark eyes. Alexandra’s comment about drowning in bliss flashed through her mind. It wasn’t bliss she was experiencing, but the suffocating feeling of being spellbound took hold as she found herself unable to break the eye contact.

“I…,” she spluttered anxiously, but it was all she got out.

“You’ve grown into a beautiful young lady,” Richard said.

The compliment brought a stronger blush to Jane’s cheeks and she could feel them burning. It brought a stronger discomfort as she struggled to contend with surging emotions that flustered her in a manner she found both thrilling and frightening. Her throat constricted and she needed to gulp down a heavy breath before answering.

“Thank you.”

“And redheads do have such stunning hair,” Richard went on.

Jane was frozen to the spot when his hand came out from under the book to reach to the side of her face. The breath caught in her throat when he released a red ringlet from her tied-up hair. It hung in a loose spiral and she was all too aware of the way his fingers played with it.

“Please,” she implored. “I have to go.”

He said nothing now as their eyes met again. It held her captivated in a way she’d never experienced and Alexandra’s words of earlier in the evening haunted her. She was living the moment her friend described and saw the kiss coming. That snapped her out of the spell into a moment of jittery panic and her head jerked back to crack against the shelf behind.

A stifled squeal burst from her lips and she fumbled what she held. It slipped from her grasp and Richard’s reaction was instinctive when he stepped back to make a grab that stopped the book falling to the floor. The gap that opened up between them let Jane escape and she lifted a hand to rub the back of her head as she fled for the door.

“Your book,” Richard said and held it up.

The remark brought Jane to a stop beside the occasional table. She turned, but the eye contact was fleeting now before she cast her gaze down.

“Please, return it to the shelf for me,” she said in a hushed voice.

Her breathing was labored as she tried to get a grip on her sensibilities. She felt a fool and didn’t want to stay in the room for a moment longer.

“The key,” she said and pointed to where it lay on the table. “Could you return it to Godfrey when you leave the library, please.”

“I will…,”

It was all Jane heard of Richard’s response before she opened the door and she didn’t glance back as she took flight to dash from the room.

***

Jane closed the door of her bedchamber, turned the key in the lock then leaned back against the polished wood in an attempt to catch her breath. Her heaving chest wasn’t only the result of the way she’d hurried up the stairs in fear that Richard might follow and she struggled to get her emotions under control. A grimace spread across her face as thoughts of the encounter tumbled through her mind.

Fumbling the book and Richard’s intervention to catch it as it dropped had enabled her to extricate herself from a situation that was so out of her comfort zone. She could still feel the effects of it and couldn’t stop the tremors. Again, her friend’s naughty description of kissing a real man played on her mind. She’d been on the cusp of experiencing such a moment and started to ruminate on an idea which felt utterly shameful.

“Don’t,” she murmured as she raised her gaze to the ceiling.

That the encounter might have aroused Richard didn’t bear thinking about, but she couldn’t rid the notion from her mind that being so close to her might have had such an effect on him.

“Stop it,” she hissed and pushed herself away from the door.

She walked across to the wash basin stand in the corner of the room. Reaching for the decorative pitcher on the lower shelf, she lifted it to pour some of the fresh water in the porcelain basin. It was only then that she looked at her reflection in the small, oval mirror.

The remnants of the blush were still there to see on her cheeks and she felt the flutter of disquiet. It wasn’t all she experienced though. The memory of Richard being so close, that feeling of being trapped, his lips almost brushing on hers unleashed even stronger feelings and she suddenly couldn’t meet her gaze in the mirror.

“Stop tormenting yourself,” she muttered.

Moving over to the bed, she dropped down to sit at the bottom of it and tried to think of anything other than the encounter in the library. That proved almost impossible and she chided herself for being so weak when she rose to her feet again.

Walking to the wardrobe, she opened it to get her nightgown and robe. She then went to the screen in the corner of the room and stepped behind it to get undressed. Once she had put on her sleeping attire, she returned to the basin of water. It got her a glimpse of her face in the mirror again, but she looked away quickly.

She studiously avoided her reflection when she picked up the sponge, wet it in the basin and began to wash herself. When she finished, she reached out to the small towel hanging from the hook at the side of the mirror.

“Nincompoop,” she berated herself when she did look at her reflection.

The ringlet of red hair still curled down at the side of her face and memories of Richard pulling it free to play with it filled her mind. A prickle of heat blossomed between her thigh while she patted her smooth skin dry, but she hung the towel over the mirror to cover it when she finished.

“Stop thinking about it,” she chided herself and moved back to the bed.

This time she threw herself down on it and buried her face in the covers. She suddenly wondered what she should say when her friend came to the bedchamber at the end of the evening and it left her in a quandary.

Leaving things unsaid might end up looking strange if Richard related the encounter to Alexandra. Then again, there was no knowing if he would say anything and she debated back and forth in her mind whether to confess. Not that she’d done anything wrong, but she couldn’t help wondering if the best thing was to leave the moment behind and pretend it never happened.

“You’re such an innocent,” she said to echo the words spoken to her earlier in the evening.

Rolling onto her back, she stared up at the ceiling in the silence as she continued to contemplate how to handle the situation. A knock on the door eventually interrupted her deliberations to leave them unresolved and she decided to simply let her friend do the talking. That’s what the meeting had been set up for, anyway, to discuss how Alexandra’s evening went.

Sitting up, Jane slid to the side of the bed and dropped her feet to the floor. She should have been looking forward to hearing a naughty tale, but that wasn’t on her mind as she hurried across the room. Turning the key in the lock, she swung the door open and her eyes widened in alarm when she saw it wasn’t Alexandra standing in the hallway. It was too late to rectify her mistake, however, and her words came out in a rush.

“Lord Carlton, you cannot be here.”

“I could not find Godfrey,” Richard replied. “Could you return this to him in the morning?”

Jane looked at the key being held out to her, but didn’t react. She knew the reason Richard gave for arriving at the door of her bedchamber was simply a plausible excuse to come face-to-face with her again. He had more on his mind that handing back the key. She was in no doubt about that.

“Please,” she said when she looked from his hand to his face. “You must leave before Aunt Constance…”

“She’ll be in her bedchamber on the third floor,” Richard replied. “I’m sure she’s fast asleep by now.”

“And so should I be,” Jane blurted out.

She started to close the door, but Richard’s hand pressed on it to stop her.

“Please,” she implored when their eyes met.

Her heartbeat raced to make her short of breath as they stared at each other.

“One kiss is all I ask,” Richard said. “You ran from it in the library.”

Jane felt her resolve weakening as the unseemly suggestion brought desires welling up from deep inside in a way she knew was not respectable. The moment her friend had talked about earlier in the evening was there for her to experience if she wanted, but giving in to the request threatened to ignite emotions that would overwhelm her. She could already feel that happening.

“I…, I cannot,” she spluttered.

“I know you want to,” Richard went on. “You cannot hide those feelings from me. They were all too obvious in the library.”

“No, I…,” Jane blurted out, but a shove on the door swung it wider before she could react.

Richard stepped forward and she was all too aware of how close he was.

“Please, sir,” she implored and lurched back when he took one more step.

It was another mistake on her part. He came in the room and the door was closed before she could stop it.

“Just one kiss,” Richard repeated. “I implore you.”

Jane rocked her head back as a mix of emotions brought confusion to her mind. She’d been a fool to unlock the door and open it before calling out to confirm who was on the other side. It was too late to change that. She recalled Alexandra’s comment about being ladylike and ending an indecorous moment.

“You should leave,” she said, but knew by the look in Richard’s eyes that he had no intention of doing so.

Her mind was in turmoil as thoughts tumbled through it at lightening speed and she couldn’t make sense of them. She flinched when a grip circled around her wrist.

“Sir, this is…”

Her words were ended by a pull of the wrist that made her step forward. It put their bodies mere inches apart and she instinctively looked up. His lips came down on hers instantly and she was caught in the feelings described to her earlier in the evening. The breath was ripped from her in a moment of tumultuous exhilaration when hands slipped around her waist to pull her forward.

Her struggling was stilled when Richard’s body pressed against her to give that delectably risque sensation of a man’s lust being awakened. She was struck by the swell of stiffness against her belly as lips crushed onto hers to hold her spellbound. More of Alexandra’s description became a reality as hands slid lower to find one of those forbidden places on her body.

Fingers dug into the soft flesh of her buttocks through the thin material of robe and nightgown to hold their bodies tightly together. The shock of such an intimate touch made her start struggling again, but it was as her friend had explained. She was with a man who did not want to release her from a passionate embrace as the softness of her belly rubbed against the engorged hardness of his manhood.

It felt so wrong, but a heat flowered between her thighs that weakened her legs in a manner that threatened to buckle her knees. She twisted her head to free herself of the kiss and her voice was breathless.

“Please, sir…, Richard, you asked for one kiss only.”

His lips nuzzled against the side of her head and she recalled Alexandra’s comment about the mere scent of a woman bringing out the beast that lurks in all men. Richard’s hands came up to her lower back and she could feel the throb of his erection against her. It stirred emotions she couldn’t control, but her voice came out in an impassioned cry.

“Please.”

She closed her eyes when Richard’s lips brushed against her ear. The shiver which raced down her spine weakened her legs all the more and there was no escaping the clutches of her aroused admirer.

“So beautiful,” he whispered.

Jane was all too aware of a hand sliding up her back. The tie in her hair was released to let her red tresses spill free and she was aware of his face burying into the softness of them. He took in deep breaths before his lips brushed against her ear again and she heard his quiet words again.

“I can’t let you go.”

“This is not seemly, Lord Carlton,” Jane replied. “Your cousin might come to this room at any moment to discuss her evening.”

The comment made him pull back, but the respite was only brief. His head darted forward and she was too slow in turning to avoid the kiss. The passion in it set her desires ablaze and she melted into his strong arms as their bodies came together again. Her heartbeat raced and she could sense it wasn’t only her struggling to contain unleashed emotions.

The abrupt end to the kiss took her by surprise as Richard moved back. Her wrist was grabbed again and it was only at the last second that she realized what was happening. She resisted, but it was too late. The gap between them allowed her hand to be pulled to his crotch and she stifled a squeal when her palm was pressed against a growing hardness.

“Can you feel what you do to me,” Richard said in a gruff rasp of breath.

Jane didn’t answer. The indecent touch let her feel the pulsing throb of his erect manhood all the more. She knew she should stop things right away, but she was lost to the sensations taking hold of her body. There was no pulling her hand free, anyway. Richard was too powerful. Her fingers flexed to grope hard flesh through the material of his trousers and it set her pulse racing faster still.

“Grip harder,” Richard pleaded, with a hoarse longing coming through in his voice.

“It’s wrong,” Jane wailed.

“Please,” Richard implored. “You cannot leave me in such a state.”

Jane squeezed her thighs together and could feel the growing wetness of her arousal. Her legs trembled as she gave in to a hunger she could not contain. Her breath came out heavily as she grasped at Richard’s erection through his trousers.

The rigid stiffness of his arousal was almost unbelievable to her, but it brought out a curiosity that was going to get her in trouble. She knew it, but couldn’t stop herself. It was only when Richard let go of her wrist to grab for the belt of her robe that she dragged her hand from his crotch.

“Things can go no further,” she let out, but her protest was weak.

“Let me see,” he begged.

The tussle of hands lasted no more than a second before Jane lost out. She tried to pull away, but the belt was loosened to let the sides of her robe fall apart. It exposed her nightgown and she looked down to the way her stiff nipples showing through the soft cotton material.

She grabbed for the sides of the robe, but Richard did the same and she couldn’t cover herself up. The flood of embarrassment brought a hot flush of red back to her cheeks, but her self-consciousness was laced with more primal urges. She liked the way she was being looked at.

Richard seemed unable to tear his eyes from her and she hungered for his attention in a way she hadn’t expected. She let him pull the sides of the robe wider to reveal more of her slender figure. He only had eyes for her breasts, however.

“So beautiful,” he murmured and it was he who was transfixed now.

Jane stood stock still as his eyes feasted on the curves of her slender figure, but she flinched when his hands slipped under the robe to grasp at her hips. The anticipation of being pulled to another kiss ended when Richard’s head darted forward. He ducked down at the same time and there was no escape from the kiss on her nipple through the thin material of the nightgown.

It gave her a knee-trembling moment of pleasure when his mouth latched onto the erect bud. She got her hands to his head, but all she could do was grab his hair and hold on as he sucked. It sent ribbons of hot arousal down between her thighs and she tried to stifle the whimper that slipped from her lips.

Her head rocked back when she finally pulled at his hair, but he was in no mood to give up her breast. The sucking grew stronger to make her heartbeat hammer in her chest. When he finally relented, it gave her only a second of respite before his lips latched onto her other nipple. He grabbed at the robe while he sucked and it pulled the material from her shoulders.

A shudder ripped through her when he backed off. She dropped her hands down, but that allowed the robe to be taken from her and suddenly she was in the scandalous position of wearing no more than a nightgown in the presence of a man she knew only in passing. He grabbed hold of her hips to drag her forward and she was putty in his hands as his lips found hers again.

The touch on her waist slipped around to her lower back to hold her in the embrace. She instinctively knew Richard’s hands wouldn’t stay there. He wanted to caress those forbidden places on her body and her attempts to grab at his wrists were futile. His fingers grasped at her nightgown and she was all too aware of the hem rising up the back of her legs as he groped her bottom.

It made her hips jut forward, but that only made her belly press more forcefully against his swollen manhood. The throb of his arousal was all too obvious as his lips crushed onto hers and her struggling only seemed to awaken the lustful beast inside him all the more. The recollection of another comment from earlier in the evening flitted through her head.

Alexandra had said it wasn’t only men who could lose their sensibilities to hot-headed passion and Jane understood that now. The craving for the touch of Richard’s hands was overpowering. At the same time, the underlying sense that she should somehow stop things came through the passion. It proved impossible, however. Her head rocked back when his lips slid to the side of her neck and she was suddenly lost to the needs of her body.

“Please,” she murmured.

Richard kept hitching her nightgown up. She grabbed at the material, but only just managed to stop it coming all the way up around her waist. It wasn’t enough to stop things though. His hands slid down to the smooth, bare skin at the back of her thighs and the struggle was lost. The touch of his palms came up the back of her legs to cup her naked buttocks and she felt the effect it had on his arousal.

His fingers sank into her flesh as he continued to kiss on the sensitive skin of her neck. It made her submit to mouth-watering desires and she shoved her hips forward to keep her body locked to his. Her head rolled around as rough kisses brought pleasure the likes of which she’d never imagined. It was only when he relented that she managed to recover some semblance of control.

She dragged her nightgown down when his hands came out from under it. Turning her head avoided his lips on hers again, but she was suddenly stumbling backwards. It left her in a turmoil as they moved across the room until her lower legs knocked against the side of the bed to make her sit down.

Her eyes opened wide when she glimpsed the sight now right in front of her face. There was no tearing her gaze from the bulge in Richard’s trousers. It held her fascinated until a glance up showed the way she was being watched.

“This is unseemly,” she exclaimed and averted her gaze.

Her hand was grabbed, but it wasn’t pulled to his crotch as she expected and there was a shame to the disappointment she felt. Richard dropped to his knees before her and she froze when he lifted her hand to his lips. The kiss on her fingers seemed almost wholesome, but she could sense he wanted something more illicit when he let go.

“Lord Carlton,” she gasped when he grabbed at the nightgown again. “This is no way to treat a lady.”

“Then don’t be a lady,” he shot back.

She struggled again to stop her nightgown rising up her legs, but a touch on her naked skin when it was exposed sent rippling tremors between her thighs. The conflict of what she should do tore through her mind and she resisted the attempt to make her knees part at first. Her nightgown was shoved higher still and she pushed at Richard’s head when he ducked down to kiss on smooth, silky flesh.

There was no making him stop though. His determination sapped her strength, as did the excitement surging through her veins. That he wanted to kiss her so intimately seemed more sinful than anything she could imagine, but his hunger to do so only seemed to grow stronger. There was no resisting and she threw herself back to make her upper body fall down to the covers. It left her staring up at the ceiling as she let herself be consumed by an irresistible ache in her very core.

She didn’t release her grip on her nightgown, but it was yanked up her legs and this time she gave in to her knees being parted. It put her at his mercy and the shame of being so brazenly unbecoming made her slide a hand between her thighs to cover herself up. She expected it to be dragged away, but it didn’t happen.

Instead, her legs were pushed further apart and a kiss on her inner thigh brought fluttering spasms to her muscles. There was no stopping them as Richard’s mouth climbed higher until his lips pressed on her hand. Again, she expected to be uncovered and again it didn’t happen.

Her eyes met Richard’s when he straightened up on his knees. He started to remove his shirt and Jane couldn’t stop her gaze sliding lower to a muscular torso being revealed. She knew it was showing her interest, but she couldn’t look away.

“I’ve never…,” she blurted out when their eyes met again.

“I guessed,” Richard replied.

Her admission that she was untouched did nothing to stop him. Nor did she want it to and that felt utterly shameless. She submitted to kisses inching up her inner thighs again until lips brushed on her hand once more.

“Show me,” Richard said.

Jane’s back arched as the torment played in her mind. Giving in was against everything she’d been taught by her parents, but she could feel the urge to do so taking hold until it was all she could think of. Lips pressed on her hand again.

“Show me,” Richard repeated in a gruff rasp.

Tremors rippled through Jane’s body as her chest puffed out. She was naked from the waist down, with only her hand covering her modesty although she knew she was about to give that up. It made her squirm around as she readied herself and she heard the guttural gasp when she exposed herself to Richard’s unwavering gaze.

He wanted to do more than look at her most intimate spot though. A moment of still ended with his head ducking down and Jane let out a whimpering cry when she felt the kiss. Her back arched tightly when the tip of his tongue trailed along the slick crease of her swollen mound. It seemed to rile him into a passionate onslaught and his hands pressed on her inner thighs to make her spread them wider still.

The touch slid higher on her legs until his thumbs pressed into her flesh. It made her bottom rise up as the tight contractions of her muscles brought back fluttering spasms, but she slumped back down when she felt soft flesh being spread to reveal glistening pink. She lifted her head to see the way Richard stared between her naked thighs, but her neck muscles strained and it was too much effort to keep watching him.

Her head slumped back down to the covers and she closed her eyes tightly as rasping licks explored her intimately. It sent her into paroxysms and the juddering movement of her hips was uncontrollable as strong thumbs dug deeper into soft flesh to spread her vagina open. She got a hand to his head, but simply settled it in place as he pushed forward. The way his tongue entered her brought out a gasping cry and she clamped her lips together to cut the sound off.

His mouth pressed on her skin as he forced his tongue deeper still. The way it played on the soft, velvety inner depths of her vagina left her writhing in pleasure as she gave herself wholeheartedly to a man taking full advantage. The roiling touch of his tongue set her body ablaze and the pulsing quiver of her muscles made a knot clench in her belly.

Her torso stretched out as the moment climbed towards a release that she craved for, but it did not come when Richard pulled back. She heard his gasping breaths and forced her head up to see the way his tongue slid slowly around his lips to savor her taste. The sight of it shocked her, but she couldn’t tear her gaze from him until one of his thumbs slid up roughly to brush across her clitoris.

Her hips bucked as the hot burn of pleasure ignited and the naughty girl inside came out as she pushed towards Richard to get more. He was only too eager to give it. He dug his thumb into the flesh at the top of her pubic mound to make her clitoris pop out fully into view. It exposed it to his fervent attention and Jane writhed around as lick after lick swept across the swollen bud until she was teetering on the very edge of orgasm.

She longed for it like nothing before and her bottom lifted up from the bed as her body was swathed in a hot tension until the deep aching in her belly finally exploded into bliss. For a hot second her legs went numb before she collapsed down to the covers in a fit of unrelenting convulsions. Richard kept licking and her fingers grasped at his hair to hold on as she succumbed completely to a shuddering climax.

The euphoria kept building until she was lost to it and time seemed to stand still. Her neck eventually stretched out as her body arched up in the final throes of ecstasy, but the strength suddenly melted from her body to make her slump down in a sweaty heap. She couldn’t make sense of things as she came down from the high and lay gasping for breath. There was no getting her legs to stop shaking and her eyes stayed squeezed tightly shut until she heard the hushed laugh.

She looked to see Richard rising to his feet. He ripped at the rest of his clothes to tear them from his body and Jane knew he’d fall on her if she remained lying with her legs spread in such a provocative manner. She summoned her strength to push herself up to a sitting position and felt completely flushed. Her actions got her what she wanted though when her hand was grabbed to pull it to Richard’s erect manhood.

Her wanton submission felt mortifying, but there was no taking her eyes from the rigid tumescence of a fully erect penis. Bulging veins stretched along its length, with the engorged head completely exposed from the foreskin to reveal glistening skin. She let her fingers be wrapped around the thick girth, but there was no need for Richard to do any more.

His groan rang out when she squeezed tightly. It made her glance up to the expression on his face. He looked in pain, but she knew it wasn’t agony bringing out his cries. There was little chance of anyone hearing them, but the fear that someone might still played on her mind. It didn’t stop her though. The fierce throbbing of his erection was almost mesmerizing and she loosened her grip when he made her fingers slide up and down.

“Is this what men like?” she asked in a breathless rasp.

She could feel the weakness in her limbs as the hot pleasure of the orgasm abated, but curiosity kicked in as she got her first close-up look at the way a man became aroused.

“This is what they like,” he growled.

She tensed when his hand came to the back of her head, but the strong pull made her lean right in until she was sure he could feel the warmth of her breath on the slick helmet of his erection.

“Kiss it,” he rasped.

Jane gave him what he wanted, but knew it wasn’t enough when her hair was gripped. It pulled her in and she let her naughty side come even more to the fore by licking on the underside of the head.

“Yes,” Richard groaned.

His excitement was all too obvious, so she gave him more. Suddenly, she wasn’t the innocent lady who’d been teased by her friend earlier in the evening. She was playing salacious games she’d only imagined before and the sound of louder groans showed her lascivious attention was being enjoyed.

“Make it wet,” Richard urged.

“How?” Jane asked when she glanced up.

“Your spit,” he answered and pulled on her head.

It felt indecent, but she gave in again to what the naked man standing over her wanted. Pressing her lips on the tip, she let some spit dribble out. Her hand was grabbed to pull it up and she felt the silky slipperiness of the lubrication when she was made to spread it along his length.

“More,” he said.

Jane acted of her own accord this time. She’d been shown what to do and willingly worked more of the lubrication along his erect manhood. Her eyes never left what she did as her fingers slid along his solid length until he made her clasp them around the base.

“Let me feel it in your mouth,” he said and pulled on her hair.

Her breath came rasping out as she kissed on the tip again. She closed her eyes as she gave in and let the thick head slip between her lips until she’d taken it fully in her mouth. His hand pulled away from hers and she immediately began stroking as she rolled her tongue around glistening skin. She was acting on instinct to give Richard pleasure and the trembling of his legs was all too noticeable.

He eased his hips forward and she let more of his erection slip into her mouth. At the same time, she quickened the pace of the stroking and heard his loud gasp when his fingers tangled into her hair to pull her head up. He dragged her hand away and she let out a squeal when he shoved her back.

She scrambled all the way onto the bed and he was over her in an instant. He grabbed at her nightgown to pull it up her legs and she arched her back to let him yank the material higher still until her naked breasts were revealed to him. He fell on them with a hunger and this time his mouth wrapped around a stiff, naked nipple.

It brought the pleasure back to her body and she grabbed at the covers to hold on while his head moved back and forth across her chest Her knuckles turned white as her grip tightened and she sank her teeth into her bottom lip as Richard took his fill of her breasts. Their eyes met when his head popped up and he got over her on all fours.

“You’re taking my innocence,” she said.

The only answer was his mouth coming down greedily on hers. It sparked a passion that took her breath and her mind was in a whirl when their lips parted. His knee came in between her legs to part them and she let it happen. A grunt spilled from her lips when his weight bore down on her. The touch of his lips on her ear let her hear the harsh rasp of his breath, but he said nothing.

Instead, his mouth nuzzled against the side of her head before sliding down to kiss her neck. Her head rolled around as she was carried up on a rush of excitement that was unstoppable. She could feel the hardness of his manhood rubbing against her inner thigh and let out a gasping request when it slid higher to brush against her vagina.

“Be gentle.”

Their eyes met when he pushed himself up on straightened arms, but he said nothing. The beast inside him had been stirred just as her friend had explained. She’d given herself to him and he was going to take her as he wanted. Her gaze slid down between their bodies when he moved into position, so the tip of his erection nudged against her slick opening.

Her mouth gaped when she felt the hardness starting to spread her slick, pussy lips. She let go of the covers to get her hands to his hips and her mouth opened wider as his erection entered her. His movements were slow as their eyes stayed locked together. It let her feel his throbbing manhood slide deeper until he finally jabbed his hips forward to give her every hard inch.

There was no getting her breath when his mouth came down on hers and she squirmed around under him as he rolled his hips to grind between her spread thighs. His tongue slipped between her lips to tangle with hers and it deepened the kiss to leave her mind in turmoil again. She was trapped under his weight and could feel his muscular torso squashing her breasts until he pushed up on straight arms again.

“Now you’re mine,” he let out in a hushed voice.

Jane sank her fingers into his flesh to hold on when he began to slow stroke his erection into her. She could feel the tightness of her inner depths squeezing around his thick girth, but the slick wetness of her arousal and the spit on his shaft helped the penetration slide deep inside. The contortions of his face matched her own as the pace of the sex quickened and she couldn’t take her eyes from him as his body started to crash more vigorously between her thighs.

He suddenly seemed lost to a burning lust and there was nothing gentle about the way he took her. She was rocked by the rough thrusts, but the knot of tension returned to her body as she was engulfed in a growing excitement. The longing in his eyes was all too obvious as he stared down and she squirmed around as his rigid manhood plundered her slick, untouched depths.

She was his and she held on tighter as her body stretched out. The frantic sex bathed her in a sheen of sweat and the trembling quiver of her thigh muscles grew more intense as Richard’s manhood filled her again and again. A shudder ran through him when he dropped down on her, but she knew he hadn’t finished. His body heaved against hers as he took a rest to enjoy the tight, rippling grip of her vagina around his erection.

It gave her a chance to slide her hands up his broad, muscular back and she could feel the slickness of the perspiration on his skin too. She knew the risk she was taking by letting him have his wicked way with her, but knew she probably couldn’t make him stop even if she wanted to. His mouth nuzzled into the crook of her neck to send shivers down her spine as she lay under him. A thought came in her head and she let it out before she could stop herself.

“Show me that feeling again.”

His head came up to let their eyes meet and she couldn’t look away. She knew she was being brazen in asking, but was sure it would get her what she wanted. The intense moment ended with his mouth coming down on hers and she got her hands to the back of his neck. It was her holding him in a kiss now and she writhed restlessly to make his throbbing manhood move around inside her.

When she let go, his head lifted again to let their eyes meet. It left her spellbound and she groaned when he pulled out of her. He was going to give her what she craved and she raised her knees and spread them wide as he scrambled back to get his head over her waist.

The touch of his thumb sinking into the soft flesh at the top of her pubic mound sent a strong convulsion through her body. She lifted her head to see him duck down, but the kiss between her thighs ripped the strength from her body and she couldn’t watch as his lips gripped around her exposed clitoris.

Her hips bucked up when she felt the strong sucking that filled her swollen clitoris with a pulsing throb. There was no keeping still and she writhed around as the pleasure filled her veins. Her juddering movements became more extreme as Richard worked to take her to a climax.

Tension filled her body once more to make her back arch up and her body stretched out tautly while she was pleasured by the fluttering rasp of his tongue. She could sense her excitement was about to explode to orgasm again when the delicious touch between her thighs ended. Richard scrambled up her body to get over her and she felt his erection enter her.

Suddenly, he was pounding his thickly erect manhood into her like she was nothing more than a common whore to be used. It ripped the tension from her body in a shuddering climax and she let out a stifled squeal of delight as she got the feeling again.

She was held down as Richard’s hammering thrusts crashed between her thighs and the craving for sexual release became his world. Her face contorted in ecstasy as she looked up at him and his mouth opened wide in a guttural growl of pure bliss when he threw himself forward to bury his erection deep inside her for the very last time.

The still of the moment broke to his body bucking hard and he dropped down as powerful spurts of his seed erupted. He writhed around on top of her as the hot ecstasy of the release took his breath. Jane could feel the quivering jerks of his erection inside her as she lay in a breathless heap to let the sex come to a shuddering high. The pressure between her thighs grew more intense as he tried to force his erection deeper still until his strength melted away to make his weight slump onto her shaking curves.

Nothing was said as they lay entwined in the afterglow of the sex. She could feel the pulsing throb of his erection inside her, but the sensation gradually died away and he finally rolled off to lie beside her on the bed. The glow of elation slowly wore off to bring a moment of panic to Jane.

“Please,” she implored when she turned her head to look at him. “Say nothing of this to anyone.”

“I’m a man of honor,” Richard replied.

He rolled closer and she let him kiss her. When their lips parted, he moved to the side of the bed to get to his feet. She watched as he gathered his clothes, but was all too aware of her own disheveled appearance. Her nightgown was still hitched up around her chest to leave almost her entire naked body in view. She grabbed hold and squirmed around to ease the material back down, so she could cover herself up.

Her gaze returned to Richard as he dressed. He came to the side of the bed when he finished and leaned in to another kiss. When it ended, he straightened up and made sure his appearance was becoming of a gentleman.

“Will you leave tomorrow after your discussion with Aunt Constance?” Jane asked.

“I have no plans at the moment,” he said and smiled before moving across to the door.

He opened it quietly then glanced back before slipping out into the hallway. Jane banged her head down on the covers when the door closed to leave her alone. She felt weak as jittery tremors rippled through her body and she couldn’t still her mind.

Giving herself to Richard had ended in her innocence being taken, but she was sure it wouldn’t be the end of things. He’d remain at the house to visit her bedchamber the following evening and she knew she’d willingly give herself to him again.
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