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Reader Discretion Advised




This story is strictly for grown-ups—those of legal age and wicked inclination only. Within these pages, you’ll find explicit carnal congress, shameless nudity, inventive profanity, and enough wicked debauchery to make a Regency rake blush. 

If you wish to be spared such delicious but dreadful discoveries, are at risk of being offended or in possession of a delicate constitution, kindly read no further.

For the rest of you reprobates: pull up a chair, loosen your stays, and enjoy the show.


I

Lady Georgiana Suffolk had just turned twenty the week prior, and the freedom of it still tasted like stolen champagne. That afternoon she had finally persuaded her maidservant Bess (dear, scandalised Bess) to shave her smooth in the Italian fashion: a delicious, wicked secret hidden beneath layers of whalebone and silk. The maid had muttered prayers the entire time, razor trembling, while Georgiana bit her lip to keep from giggling at how sensitive everything felt afterward.

Now Bess had left her to soak in rose-scented water, promising fresh linens and candles. Georgiana had sunk back with a sigh, water lapping at the underswell of her breasts, soap sliding in lazy rivulets over a body she had only recently begun to think of as powerful. Full, high breasts that strained against every new gown; a waist she could almost span with her own two hands; hips that had started to sway without permission when she walked past the stable yard. And between her thighs, that shocking, silky bareness that made her feel both vulnerable and daring at the same time.

She was tracing idle circles in the water, watching her nipples tighten in the cool air above the surface, when a shriek split the quiet, followed by an almighty clatter on the stone stairs.

“Bess!” The name tore from her throat. Heart hammering, Georgiana surged up, water sluicing from her skin in shining sheets. She snatched for a towel and found none—Bess had taken the last one to air.

Another cry of pain decided her. Naked, dripping, utterly exposed, she ran.

She reached the landing just as Bess sat sprawled at the top of the servants’ stair, one ankle already swelling, linens and candles scattered like fallen stars.

And there, frozen three steps below, was James.

James the stablehand—nineteen, sun-browned, shoulders broad from hauling saddles, painfully shy whenever Lady Georgiana rode past. James, who fumbled his pitchfork and stared at the straw whenever she swung down from the saddle. James, who jerked his gaze to the rafters whenever her skirts brushed his boots by accident. His eyes were huge, fixed on her as though the world had narrowed to this single, impossible moment.

Georgiana felt every inch of herself catalogued in that stunned gaze.

Water streamed from her heavy breasts, tracing the slope of each pale globe before dripping from nipples drawn tight with cold and something else. Down the soft curve of her belly, pooling briefly in the delicate cup of her navel before racing lower, over the bare, immaculately smooth mound she had begged Bess to create in utter secrecy. The lips of her sex were plump and flushed from the heat of the bath, a mortifying gleam of arousal already gathering there because—God help her—she had been touching herself only minutes ago, daydreaming of things she barely had names for.

She was naked. Utterly, shockingly naked in front of a servant. In front of James.

A wave of humiliation crashed over her so violently her vision greyed at the edges. Her arms flew up one across her breasts, one hand cupping between her legs, but the gesture only pressed her breasts higher, made the gesture of modesty obscene rather than concealing. She could not move. Could not speak. Could only stand dripping and trembling while James stared as though someone had struck him dumb.

Bess whimpered from the floor, trying and failing to rise.

Georgiana swayed. The world tilted, blackness rushing in at the corners of her sight.

Strong arms caught her before she fell.

James had moved without thinking; two strides up the stairs, one arm behind her knees, the other cradling her soaked back. Suddenly she was weightless against his chest, bare skin pressed to rough linen and warm muscle, the scent of hay and leather and honest male sweat filling her lungs. Her cheek brushed the stubble along his jaw; one of her breasts flattened against his shirt, nipple dragging deliciously with every step.

He carried her as though she were made of Venetian glass, lowering her gently back into the copper tub. Water sloshed over the rim as she sank, rose-scented waves lapping at her collarbones once more.

“I—I beg your pardon, my lady,” he stammered, already backing away, cheeks crimson. “I’ll fetch the physician for Bess, make sure she’s attended to—”

“No—wait.” The word burst from her in a gasp, sharper than she intended, her hand shooting out to clutch his sleeve before he could turn. The linen was damp where her fingers gripped it, and she felt the corded muscle of his forearm tense beneath. “Please. Not yet.”

He halted, half-twisted toward the door, close enough that the steamy little chamber felt suddenly half its size and twice as dangerous. Georgiana’s pulse thundered in her ears, a frantic rhythm that drowned out the distant drip of water from her hair.

She should let him go. She knew it with the cold clarity of propriety drilled into her since the cradle: a lady did not detain a servant in her bath chamber, least of all one who had just glimpsed her in a state that would see them both ruined if whispered in the wrong ears. Bess needed aid, not this—this reckless tethering of him here, born of a vertigo that lingered like fog in her limbs.

But the faintness clung to her, a treacherous wooziness that made the room’s edges blur if she shifted too quickly. And beneath it, something sharper twisted: the raw, electric memory of his arms around her, the way his body had yielded just enough to cradle hers without bruising, as if he knew the precise measure of her weight, her fragility.

He could have dropped her in his shock, or worse, leered as he carried her like some tavern wench. Instead, he had held her with a reverence that made her chest ache, as though she were not a foolish girl but something sacred, breakable and bright.

“Please, James,” she said again, softer now, her voice threading through the steam like a secret. She released his sleeve but did not retreat, her wet hand leaving a dark bloom on the fabric. “Bess... she’ll manage a moment longer. I—I still feel unsteady. The drop in the bath, the shock of it all... I fear I might slip under again if I’m left alone.”

It was no outright lie, though the unsteadiness now hummed low in her belly rather than her head, a warmth that had nothing to do with the water and everything to do with the flush creeping up his neck. His eyes flicked to the door; her father was out riding, but any moment a footman might pass, or worse, one of the housemaids with her endless gossip. If he were found alone with the earl’s naked daughter, half-submerged and trembling like a nymph... dismissal would be the kindest mercy. A whipping, perhaps. Or transportation, if the earl’s temper ran hot that day.

Yet he stayed. Swallowed hard, the knot in his throat bobbing visibly, and knelt awkwardly at the tub’s edge. His cap was crushed in his big hands, knuckles scarred from reins and pitchforks, and he fixed his gaze determinedly on the floorboards—on a knot in the wood that looked, absurdly, like a startled face. Steam curled between them, thick and cloying, carrying the faint, illicit spice of her arousal beneath the roses. Georgiana’s breath came shallow, her body thrumming with the nearness of him: the heat radiating from his bent shoulders, the way his shirt clung damply to the ridge of his collarbone where her cheek had pressed.

“My lady,” he murmured, the words gravel-rough, “I shouldn’t...”

“I know.” She drew her knees a fraction higher, the water closing over them like a jealous lover, yet the movement only parted her thighs beneath the surface and kissed the heat between them. “But you’re here. And you caught me. You could have let me fall, James; you could have shouted for help and kept yourself safe. Instead you held me as if I weighed nothing at all… as if I mattered more than your place here.”

A low, startled breath escaped him—half laugh, half groan—warm against the steam. “Run and leave you to crack your head on the stones?” His eyes flicked up for the briefest instant, hazel catching firelight, then dropped again to the floorboards as if they burned. “Not while I’ve breath in my body, milady. I’d sooner face the devil himself—or the wrong end of your father’s musket.”

The unexpected humour, delivered in that low country drawl, sent a startled huff of laughter from her own throat. It broke the last of the brittle tension in her chest, and suddenly the absurdity of it all—her naked in rose-scented water, him kneeling like a supplicant with hay still clinging to his cuffs—felt less like ruin and more like a shared, reckless secret. Kind, yes, but quick too; clever in a way no drawing-room gentleman had ever bothered to be with her. The realisation settled warm and bright beneath her ribs, dangerous and irresistible.

Bess’s whimpers had faded to soft, pained breaths from the landing, a reminder of the world beyond this steamy cocoon, but Georgiana found she could not summon the will to send him for help. Not yet. Not when his presence anchored her, a solid warmth against the vulnerability that clawed at her edges.

She studied him sidelong, the way his dark hair curled damply at his temples from some earlier exertion in the yard, the faint scar along his jaw from a wayward hoof or thorny hedge. She had noticed him before, she realized—the way his hands steadied on the saddle when she mounted, the quiet competence that made her feel safe rather than coddled. And now, here he was, risking everything for a scrap of her comfort. It stirred something fierce in her chest, a gratitude that bloomed hot and insistent, mingling with the forbidden thrill of his nearness, the way his shirt clung to the ridges of his shoulders where her weight had pressed moments ago.

“James,” she said at last, her voice barely above the water’s lap, “look at me.”

His head lifted slowly, reluctance warring with obedience in the set of his jaw. When his eyes met hers—hazel and unguarded, flecked with gold like sun on stable dust—they held no mockery, no base hunger, only a quiet storm of awe and restraint that made her breath catch. He saw her. Not the title, not the silks and expectations, but her—the girl who had run dripping and desperate into disaster, who now sat in a cooling bath that did nothing to hide the curve of her collarbone or the damp tendrils of hair clinging to her throat.

The moment stretched, thick with steam and unspoken things. His kindness in staying—risking everything for her comfort—undid her far more thoroughly than any courtly sonnet ever had.

She forgot she was naked. Forgot she was a lady and he a stablehand. Forgot everything but the need to reward the gentleness in those downcast eyes—the eyes that now held hers with a steadiness that made her bold.

Leaning forward, water cascading from her breasts once more, Georgiana cupped his stubbled cheek and pressed her lips to his.

It was her first kiss; soft, trembling, tasting of shock and rosewater and desperate gratitude. His mouth was warm, uncertain, opening beneath hers with a muffled sound of wonder. She kissed him again, bolder, lips parting just enough for the tip of her tongue to brush his. A helpless noise escaped him; his hands rose, hovered, settled lightly on her wet shoulders as though she might vanish.

When they broke apart, both breathing hard, his forehead rested against hers.

“My lady,” he whispered, voice rough with reverence and terror, “you’ll be the death of me.”

Georgiana smiled shakily, and felt the strange, fluttering heat between her thighs bloom into something fierce and undeniable. “Lock the door,” she heard herself saying.

The click sounded impossibly loud in the steamy quiet.

“Undress,” she ordered next, the word barely louder than the drip of water from her skin into the bath. Her voice shook, but her chin lifted in that imperious way that usually sent footmen scurrying.

James stared, stricken. “My lady… if his lordship—”

She didn’t wait. With a bravery that astonished her more than it did him, Georgiana rose from the water and began tugging his coarse linen shirt over his head. The fabric caught on his broad shoulders; he helped her the rest of the way, emerging flushed and bare-chested, all tanned skin and stable muscle.

His breeches were next. She fumbled with the buttons until he took over, shoving them down with the frantic haste of a man who knows discovery means ruin. When he straightened, cock jutting proud and flushed from a thatch of dark curls, Georgiana’s breath snagged.

Christ and all the saints, that’s really his cock!

It was the first she had ever seen, thick, veined, curving slightly upward as if reaching for her. A bead of moisture trembled at the tip.

She took his calloused hand in her wet one and drew him backward into the tub. Rose-scented water sloshed over the rim as they sank together, her back to his chest, his thighs bracketing hers. Steam curled around them like a secret.

“Lie down with me, James,” she whispered, the words shocking on her tongue and thrilling for exactly that reason. “As a man does with his lady.”

James made a helpless sound. His eyes flicked to the locked door again, terror and longing warring on his face.

Georgiana cupped his stubbled cheek, turned him gently until he looked only at her. “The little window there,” she breathed, nodding toward the high casement, “opens onto the leads. Three steps across the roof and you’re in my chamber. If anyone knocks, you vanish down the back stairs before they can turn the key. No one will know.”

It was all the permission he needed.

His hands found her waist, small enough that his fingers nearly met, and gripped with sudden, eager strength. He pulled her back against him, mouth descending on the long, elegant column of her neck like a starving man. Hot, open-mouthed kisses, little nips that made her arch and gasp, water lapping at her breasts with every heave of her chest.

His big hands slid upward, cupping her breasts with reverent greed. Thumbs swept over her nipples; the peaks stiffened instantly, sending sparks straight between her legs.

“James,” she scolded, half-laughing, half-scandalised, “that is not proper—”

He silenced her by kissing her again, deeper this time, tongue stroking hers with shy, then certain hunger. She melted against him, forgetting propriety, forgetting everything except the slick heat of his palms kneading her breasts and the hard length of him pressed to the cleft of her bottom.

When they broke apart she was panting, lips swollen, eyes dazed.

“Please,” she whispered, not even sure what she was begging for—only that she needed it immediately, needed him.

James lifted her as if she weighed nothing, turning her in the narrow tub so she lay back against the sloped copper side, water lapping at her collarbones. He knelt between her spread thighs, the blunt head of his cock nudging the bare, slick lips of her sex, parting them just enough for her to feel how impossibly hot he was. Water lapped at her hips, rose petals clinging to the curve of her breasts like tiny pink kisses. Georgiana’s breath came in shallow, frantic puffs; she had never felt so small, so open, so utterly, tremblingly ready.

“Slow,” she whispered, not sure if it was a command or a plea.

James’s eyes—hazel shot with gold, wide with disbelief that this was truly happening—locked on hers. He pressed forward a fraction, the broad crown breaching her, stretching that untouched entrance with exquisite, burning care. Georgiana’s back arched off the warm copper; her nails dug into his shoulders.

“Oh—oh God—” The words fractured as he sank deeper, one careful inch at a time, letting her feel every throb of him, every ridge and vein. She was impossibly tight, silk and fire around his cock, and the knowledge that he was her first made her legs shake.

“Look at me,” he rasped, voice rough with restraint.

She did. Their gazes tangled as he pushed past the last fragile resistance and seated himself to the hilt in one long, shuddering glide. The stretch stole her breath; pleasure and pain duelled and clashed so rapidly she couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. Her thighs trembled around his hips; water sloshed over the rim in a warm cascade.

James stilled, buried deep, forehead pressed to hers. “Breathe, love,” he murmured, lips brushing her temple. “I’ve got you. Easy now.”

The tenderness struck her more deeply than the penetration. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes; not from hurt, but from the overwhelming sweetness of being filled, claimed, cherished by this shy, sun-browned boy who’d risked everything he had to look after her.

She flexed experimentally around him, a shy, fluttering squeeze, and James groaned like a man wounded.

“Georgiana… you’ll kill me.”

“Then die happy,” she whispered, shocking them both with the wicked little laugh that followed it.

He drew back slowly, so slowly she felt every dragging inch, then slid home again, deeper this time, hips rolling in a gentle, rocking rhythm that made the water churn. Her breasts broke the surface with each thrust, nipples grazing his chest hair, sending sparks down her spine.

“Feels… so… perfect,” he panted against her neck, punctuating each word with a thrust. “So tight and wet and—Christ—made for me.”

Georgiana’s head fell back, throat exposed, a low, helpless moan spilling from her lips as he found an angle that nudged something sparkling inside her. Her legs wrapped around his waist without permission, heels digging into the small of his back, urging him faster, deeper.

“More,” she begged, voice cracking. “James, please—more—”

He gave it to her: long, deliberate strokes that ended with a grind of his hips against her bare mound, his pubic bone rubbing her swollen clit until she saw stars. Water splashed in rhythmic waves, rose scent rising thick and heady around them.

She felt the pleasure coil tighter, brighter, until it snapped like a lute string. Her cry echoed off the tiled walls—high, shocked, and utterly abandoned—as she came around him, inner walls pulsing wildly, milking his cock in hot, greedy waves.

James followed with a guttural groan, burying his face in her wet hair as he spilled deep inside her, hips jerking helplessly. He stayed there, locked with her, heart hammering against her breast while the aftershocks rippled through them both.

When he finally lifted his head, his eyes were soft with wonder and something that looked dangerously like devotion.

“My lady,” he whispered, pressing a reverent kiss to her swollen lips, “you’ve ruined me for every other woman in England.”

Georgiana smiled, slow, sated, and utterly triumphant, and traced a lazy fingertip down his chest.

“Good,” she murmured. “Because I find I’m rather possessive of what’s mine.”


II

They lay tangled in the cooling water, James half-sprawled over her, one arm pillowing her head, the other lazily tracing the slope of her breast as if he still couldn’t believe it was his to touch. Rose petals clung to their damp skin like love notes. Georgiana’s legs were still loosely wrapped around his hips; every so often she flexed, feeling the delicious ache where he had been, and smiled at the way he shivered in response.

She turned her face into his throat, lips brushing the pulse that still hammered there.

“Tell me truthfully, James,” she murmured, voice husky with satisfaction and mischief, “have you ever looked at me with wicked eyes before tonight? When I rode past the stables in all my finery, did you ever imagine me like this—naked, ruined, and utterly yours?”

James exhaled a shaky laugh, colour rising anew beneath his tan. “My lady… Georgiana… I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t pictured you naked a hundred times. A thousand.”

She propped herself up on one elbow, water trickling from her heavy breasts, nipples grazing his chest and making them both gasp. “Only a thousand? I’m wounded.” She traced a teasing circle around one of his flat nipples. “When, exactly? Which gowns made you hardest, stable boy?”

He swallowed, eyes darkening as memory took him.

“That sky-blue silk last spring,” he said, voice rough, “the one pale as a robin’s egg. You leaned over the paddock fence to pat your mare’s nose and the sun shone straight through the skirts. I could see every line of your legs clear as day. Thought I’d die on the spot.”

Georgiana bit her lip, delighted.

“And the soft linen one,” he continued, emboldened, hand sliding down to span her tiny waist, thumb stroking the dramatic dip above her hip, “the one with the bodice laced so loose I spent half a morning praying the knot would give. Your breasts looked ready to spill out with every breath. I used to linger by the mounting block just for the chance you’d need a hand up and I might finally catch them for you.”

“Scandalous,” she scolded, but her smile was pure wickedness. She cupped her own breasts, lifting them in mock demonstration, water streaming from the heavy curves. “These poor, overburdened things. They do try so valiantly to behave, but they’re simply too large for polite society, aren’t they? Especially on such a little waist.” She squeezed gently; her breasts overflowed her small hands, nipples peeping rosily between her fingers. “No wonder you stared. They’re practically criminal.”

James groaned, cock already stirring against her thigh. “Criminal, aye. And that red velvet at Christmas—God help me—the way it hugged you here—” his palms replaced hers, kneading reverently, “—so tight I could see the outline of your nipples when the firelight caught you. I went back to the loft that night and spent myself twice just remembering how they rose and fell when you laughed.”

Georgiana’s breath hitched; the playful outrage melted into something softer, hotter. She arched into his touch, letting him feel her weight, her warmth.

“You wicked man,” she whispered, nipping his lower lip. “All this time I thought you blushed because you were shy. Turns out you were imagining my tits bursting free like some common harlot.”

“Every single day,” he confessed against her mouth, thumbs circling her stiffening nipples until she whimpered. “Dreamed of catching them in my hands, my mouth—burying my face between them and never coming up for air.”

She laughed, low and delighted, and rolled them so she straddled his hips, water sloshing over the tub’s rim. Her breasts swayed heavily above him, dripping onto his chest.

“Well then,” she said, guiding his hands back to their favourite perch, “consider your sentence commuted. You may worship my ladies as long as you like. They’ve been waiting for you far longer than decency allows.”

James groaned, hands rising to cradle the undersides, thumbs stroking the soft, wet skin.

“They’re perfect,” he rasped. “Heavy, soft… Christ, I could live between them.”

Georgiana’s laugh was breathless, delighted. The words spilled out before she could pretty them up:

“Live there, then. Bury your face in my bosom and suck until I forget my own name. They’ve been aching for a proper mouth since the first time you handed me those reins and tried not to stare down my bodice.”

James’s eyes widened, shocked and enchanted. A helpless sound escaped him—half laugh, half growl—and he clapped one large, calloused hand gently over her dainty mouth.

“Georgiana,” he whispered, scandalised, “the walls have ears. What if someone hears the earl’s daughter talking like a Drury Lane doxy?”

She nipped playfully at his palm, then pulled it away with her teeth.

“Only Bess is home,” she said, arching so her breasts brushed his lips, “and Father’s taken all the men out hunting.” A sudden wince of genuine remorse flickered across her face. “Oh Lord, Bess. I forgot her completely while you were busy ruining me.”

James kissed the tip of one breast, soft and reassuring. “Bess won’t mind. She’s loyal to the bone. She’d sooner cut out her tongue than betray us.”

Georgiana relaxed again, tracing lazy circles on his wet shoulders. “And you, James? Are you a good and loyal servant?”

He met her gaze, solemn. “To my last breath, my lady.”

She tilted her head, all mock innocence, water dripping from the ends of her dark hair onto his chest.

“Then why, pray tell, are your hands not on my breasts?”

The words were barely out before his mouth descended—greedy, worshipful, utterly without restraint. His hands kneaded the soft weight of her, lifting, squeezing, thumbs flicking the stiff peaks until she was writhing in the water, thighs clenching around his hips.

Georgiana’s head fell back, filthy praise pouring from her lips like wine.

“Yes—God, just like that—suck my big, spoiled lady-tits until they’re red and dripping. They’re too proud, James, too full—punish them for me. Bite them, bruise them, make them remember who they really belong to. I could have charged a guinea a feel in Covent Garden and retired rich, but no wonder I was born to silk instead of sin—what a tragic waste—”

James made a strangled sound against her breast, half laughter, half helpless lust, and switched to the other nipple with renewed fervour, as though trying to silence her with sheer devotion.

Georgiana only laughed breathlessly and kept going, voice dropping to a wicked purr.

“Imagine if the ton knew their perfect little lady-to-be was begging a stablehand to maul her big, needy breasts in a bathtub. They’d faint dead away. And I’d still be here, spreading my legs for more.”

She felt him shudder, felt his cock—already half-hard again—twitch eagerly against her thigh, and a delicious, dizzying realisation bloomed inside her.

I would have made a magnificent whore, she thought, arching into his mouth with shameless abandon. What cruel irony that fate wrapped me in ermine instead.

“You know,” she said out loud, voice low and velvet-rough, “when I used to ride past the stables in that red velvet gown, the one that made my tits look like they were one deep breath away from scandal… I’d imagine something truly dreadful.”

James’s thumbs paused in their slow circles around her nipples. “Dreadful, my lady?”

“Mm.” She traced a lazy fingertip down the center of his chest, watching gooseflesh rise in its wake. “I’d pretend I’d taken a tumble from my horse. Nothing serious—just enough to leave me sprawled in the straw, skirts flipped up, legs splayed like a tavern wench. And there you’d be, poor honest James, sent to check on me… only to find your fine lady with her cunt bare to the air and her great big tits heaving out of her bodice.”

His cock jerked against her thigh beneath the water, already half-hard again. Georgiana smiled, slow and wicked.

“I’d lie there pretending to be stunned,” she continued, voice dropping to a conspiratorial purr, “while you tried so very hard to be proper. But you’d see everything—how wet I was from the ride, how my nipples had gone stiff from the breeze. And I’d let you look. I’d arch my back just enough to make them jiggle, make you ache to touch. Then I’d whisper, ‘James… I think I’ve torn my gown. Could you… check how badly?’”

She shifted, deliberately letting one breast brush his lips. He groaned and latched on instinctively, sucking hard enough to make her gasp.

“I’d have made you ruin me right there in the hay,” she went on breathlessly, fingers threading through his hair to hold him to her breast. “Made you shove my skirts to my waist and fuck me like the lowest whore in Southwark—hard and fast and filthy, with the grooms just on the other side of the wall. I’d have bitten my own glove to keep from screaming your name when I came.”

James released her nipple with a wet pop, eyes dark with shock and hunger. “Georgiana…”

“Oh, I had worse thoughts,” she confessed, cheeks pink but eyes gleaming. “At balls, when some dull lord was droning on about hounds or Parliament, I’d imagine slipping away to the card room. Only instead of cards, I’d hike up my petticoats and bend over the table—offer myself to every man who wandered in. Let them take turns stuffing my greedy little cunt while I kept my gloves on and my tiara straight, smiling like the perfect lady even while they painted my thighs with their spend.”

She laughed softly at his stunned expression, then leaned in to nip his earlobe.

“I’d have charged them a sovereign a go,” she whispered. “Made a fortune off this spoiled, overbred body. These tits alone—God, James, they’d have bankrupted half the peerage. I’d have lounged naked on silk cushions while they fought for the privilege of sucking them raw, then sent them home to their wives reeking of my cunt.”

Her hand slipped beneath the water to wrap around his now fully hard cock, stroking slowly.

“Sometimes,” she admitted, voice trembling with the thrill of saying it aloud, “I’d touch myself in my bed at night and pretend I’d been caught. That Father had discovered what a shameless trollop his precious daughter truly was. He’d have no choice but to sell me to a brothel—strip me of title and gowns and deliver me to some bawdy house in Covent Garden. I’d have spent my days on my knees, these big, beautiful tits bouncing while I earned my keep with my mouth and my cunt and—oh—my tight little arse, taking cock after cock until I forgot I was ever anything but a common whore.”

James made a strangled sound and thrust into her fist, helpless.

“But then you’d come find me,” she breathed against his hair. “My sweet, stupidly loyal James. You’d buy me for the night with every penny you’d saved, and when we were alone I’d crawl into your lap and beg you to remind me who I really belonged to.”

Her voice cracked on the last word—half laugh, half sob of pure, filthy want.

James pulled back just enough to stare at her, stunned and utterly ensnared.

“Christ, Georgiana,” he rasped. “You’ve got the mouth of a Billingsgate fishwife and the body of a goddess. If your father ever heard half of what just came out of those pretty lips…”

She smiled, slow and dangerous, and pressed her sticky breasts to his chest.

“Then we’d best make sure he never does,” she murmured. “Now shut me up properly, stable boy—I want it in my mouth next. A lady’s virginity isn’t truly lost until she’s tasted a man, is it?”

James’s eyes went wide as saucers. “My lady—Georgiana—that’s… that’s what whores do in the—” He froze, horror flooding his face. “I didn’t mean—God, I’m sorry, I’d never call you—”

She cut him off with a laugh, bright and wicked, pressing a finger to his lips. “Who says a lady can’t be a whore in private?”

Before he could protest further, she sank down in the tub, water lapping at her waist, breasts bobbing free above the surface. The draught from the high window kissed her nipples into tight, aching peaks; she shivered, loving the exposure, loving how his gaze devoured her.

James stood awkwardly, water streaming from his thighs, cock jutting proud and flushed toward her face. Georgiana knelt taller, hands sliding up his hips to steady herself, and leaned in.

Her first lick was tentative—just the flat of her tongue along the underside, tasting salt and rosewater and the faint musk of their earlier joining. James groaned, hips jerking.

Encouraged, she swirled around the head, lips parting to take him in an inch, then two. It was strange and thrilling: the weight on her tongue, the throb against the roof of her mouth, the way his breath stuttered every time she sucked gently.

Georgiana experimented—hollowed cheeks, soft little hums that made him curse under his breath, one hand cupping his balls while the other stroked what her mouth couldn’t yet reach. Water sloshed with every eager bob of her head.

After a moment she pulled off with a wet pop, lips swollen and shining, and looked up at him through damp lashes.

“Tell me,” she whispered, voice husky, “what do you really want to do to me?”

James swallowed hard, hands clenching at his sides. “I—Christ, Georgiana—I want to fist your hair and fuck your throat until you choke on me. Just… use that pretty mouth like it was made for it.”

The confession tore out of him like a sin, raw and desperate. He immediately looked aghast. “But I’d never— it’s only a filthy fantasy, I swear I’d never actually—”

Georgiana’s grin was slow, feline, devastating. She reached up, took his trembling hands, and laced his fingers firmly into her wet hair—guiding them exactly where he’d dreamed.

“Then make it real,” she said, and opened her mouth wide.

James stammered— “Georgiana, I—”

But she was already moving, pushing forward, taking him deeper than before, relaxing her throat the way instinct suddenly taught her. Inch by thick inch slid over her tongue until her nose brushed the dark curls at his base and her eyes watered beautifully.

She looked up at him—innocent, doe-eyed, throat stretched obscenely full of stablehand cock—and hummed.

The sound vibrated straight through him. James’s composure shattered. His hips gave one helpless thrust, then another, fingers tightening in her hair exactly as he’d confessed. Georgiana moaned around him, encouraging, nails digging into his thighs as he began to move—slow at first, careful, then faster, deeper, fucking her mouth in earnest while she took every thrust with eager, sloppy devotion.

She kept him there for what felt like an eternity of wet heat and velvet suction, cheeks hollowing, tongue swirling, swallowing around him with greedy little pulses that dragged low, broken groans from his chest. Her hands stroked his hips, urging him deeper, faster, until the stable air filled with nothing but the slick sounds of her devotion and his ragged breathing. Yet even as she poured everything into worshipping him, his cock stayed stubbornly, maddeningly shy of the edge, never quite tipping over.

A subtle slackening, the tiniest softening beneath her tongue, and Georgiana felt it like a slap. She stilled, throat fluttering once more around him in confused encouragement, but the spark refused to catch. Hurt flickered through her—sharp, unexpected—and she drew back slowly, letting him slip from her lips with a soft, mournful pop. A single silver thread of saliva stretched, trembled, broke. She sat back on her heels in the warm water, breasts rising and falling, eyes suddenly uncertain as they searched his face.

“James,” she said, voice small for the first time that night, “have I… done something wrong?”

He flushed crimson to the tips of his ears, shaking his head so hard water flew from his hair.

“No—God, no, my lady. It’s only…” He swallowed, mortified. “It’s your voice does for me most of all. When you talk like that—like the wickedest, cleverest creature alive—I can’t hold a heartbeat. The pictures you paint… Christ, they ruin me faster than anything else ever could.”

Warm delight bloomed through her chest like brandy on a cold morning. All that careful sucking, the bouncing of her heavy tits in her own hands—and it was her words he craved most.

“Well, why in God’s name didn’t you say so, stable boy?” she laughed, low and thrilled, already shifting forward. She rose up on her knees, water sluicing from her body, and straddled him properly this time. “Front or back?” she asked, guiding his cock to her entrance with one imperious hand.

“Front,” he rasped instantly, eyes fixed on her face like a starving man shown bread. “Please—I want to see your perfect face. And… and your tits, of course, but mostly your face when you talk filth to me.”

Perfect face. Not perfect tits, magnificent though they were. Something tender and fierce flared inside her at that.

Georgiana seized his big hands and planted them firmly on her breasts, pressing until his fingers sank deep into the soft, heavy flesh.

“Hold on tight, darling,” she purred, and sank down in one slick, deliberate glide until he was buried to the hilt in her still-fluttering cunt. She rolled her hips once, twice, savoring the stretch, then began to ride him in earnest—slow, filthy rises and sharp drops that made water slap over the tub’s rim and her breasts bounce wildly in his grip.

And then she opened her mouth and let the earl’s daughter disappear entirely.

“That’s it—grope your lady’s big, greedy tits while she fucks you senseless. Can you feel how wet I am, James? That’s from choking on stable-cock like a five-guinea whore. I want you to spend so hard you forget your own name—just flood my spoiled little cunt until it drips down your balls for days. Imagine the scandal if Father knew his precious heiress was riding a servant raw in her own bath, begging him to bruise her tits and fill her belly like common trash.”

She squeezed her inner muscles viciously on every upstroke, milking him, voice dropping to a wicked, velvet growl.

“Harder—maul them. They’re yours tonight. Pretend you paid a king’s ransom for the privilege of ruining a lady of the realm. Bite them, slap them, make them remember who really owns this body. I want to walk into breakfast tomorrow feeling your fingerprints on my skin and your spend leaking out of me while I smile sweetly across the marmalade.”

James’s eyes rolled back; his hips snapped up to meet hers, a broken groan tearing from his throat.

Georgiana leaned forward, breasts swaying inches from his lips, and whispered the coup de grâce against his mouth.

“Come for me, my beautiful, filthy boy. Spend everything you have inside the girl you’ve longed for since she first flashed her stockings at you. Mark me. Claim me. Make me yours in the one place no one else can ever touch.”

The words shattered him.

James cried out—raw, shocked, helpless—and surged up, hands clamping on her breasts like iron as he spilled hot and endless inside her, hips jerking through wave after wave. Georgiana kept riding, kept talking, softer now, sweet and filthy and proud, until the very last pulse ebbed and he sagged beneath her, trembling and utterly spent.

She cupped his dazed face, kissed him slow and deep, tasting herself on his tongue, and smiled against his lips.

“There,” she whispered, clenching one last time around his softening cock just to watch him shudder. “That’s how an earl’s daughter says thank you.”

And somewhere in the back of her mind, the wicked little voice that had always known the truth laughed in delight. Some ladies are born for silk and titles, and some are born for this—and Georgiana Suffolk had finally discovered which one she truly was.


III

Georgiana melted against James’s chest, the water still warm enough to cradle them like a secret. She wrapped her arms around his neck and burrowed close, legs tangled with his, breasts squashed soft and sticky between them. Every few breaths she squeezed him tighter, as if afraid the moment might dissolve like steam.

She nuzzled into his damp hair, fingers stroking slow paths down his arms, tracing the corded muscle that jumped under her touch. Gooseflesh rose in the wake of her nails; she smiled against his throat each time it happened, wicked and fond.

“Tomorrow at breakfast,” she whispered, lips brushing his ear, “I’ll sit there in my prim little morning gown, smiling sweetly while my tits throb like they’ve been mauled by a tiger. Every time I reach for the breadbasket I’ll feel your fingerprints blooming purple under the lace, and I’ll have to bite my tongue to keep from moaning out loud.”

James exhaled a shaky laugh, hands sliding down her back to cup her arse and pull her closer. “You’ll kill me, my lady. I’ll be in the stables polishing your harness and suddenly remember how you begged me to bruise them, and I’ll drop the bloody saddle on my foot.”

One of his hands drifted lower, parting her thighs gently in the water. His fingers found her cunt lips—swollen, silky, tender from use—and began a slow, reverent massage, tracing the plump outer folds with the pads of his thumbs. Georgiana’s breath hitched; she rocked into the touch without thinking.

“So soft,” he murmured, wonder in his voice. “Like wet satin. Never felt anything so perfect.”

A sudden flutter of real nerves tightened her stomach. She caught his wrist, stilling him for a moment, and hid her face against his shoulder.

“James,” she said, the teasing gone, voice small and earnest, “do you truly like it bare like this? Or do I just look… silly? Like some painted whore in Covent Garden playing at being fashionable?”

He pulled back just enough to cup her face, thumbs stroking her flushed cheeks, eyes fierce and soft all at once.

“Listen to me,” he said, low. “You look like sin made flesh. Every smooth inch of you makes my mouth water and my cock ache. There’s nothing silly about it—only the most beautiful, wicked lady in England deciding to gift some lucky bastard the sight of her pretty cunt naked and smooth for him. And that lucky bastard is me.”

The nerves melted into a warm, liquid rush. Georgiana’s smile broke wide and radiant; she kissed him slow and deep, tasting gratitude and lingering lust.

“Good answer, stable boy,” she whispered against his lips. “Because I’m planning to keep it this way. Every time you hand me the reins from now on, you’ll know exactly what’s waiting under my riding habit—bare, shaven, and already wet just thinking about you.”

James groaned, fingers resuming their gentle worship between her legs, and pulled her down into the water with him until they were chest to chest, heart to pounding heart.

“Keep talking like that,” he said, voice rough with adoration, “and breakfast tomorrow will be the least of our worries. I’ll be sneaking into the dining room to drag you under the table and lick you clean in front of the footmen.”

Georgiana laughed—soft, delighted, utterly ruined—and clung tighter, letting the warm water and warmer words wrap around them both like the safest, filthiest blanket in the world.

✽✽✽

The water had cooled to a pleasant languid warmth, and Georgiana was tracing idle hearts on James’s chest with a wet fingertip, when she noticed the faint pink tint swirling between them.

She froze, cheeks flaming hotter than the bath had ever been. “Oh. That’ll be… me.”

James followed her gaze. The blush started at his collarbones and raced upward until his ears glowed like lanterns. Yet beneath the embarrassment was something else; his shoulders straightening with a tiny, unmistakable swell of masculine pride.

Georgiana caught it instantly. She flicked water at his chest. “Don’t you dare sit there looking smug, stable boy. One maidenhead does not a conquering hero make.”

He ducked his head, grinning sheepishly. “Can’t help it, my lady. Feels a bit like I’ve stolen the crown jewels and got away with it.”

“Borrowed,” she corrected primly, then ruined the effect by laughing and kissing the corner of his smug mouth. “And only because I left the door open for you.”

The laughter faded as Georgiana’s gaze drifted to that very door—the one they’d slipped through in a fevered rush, leaving poor Bess sprawled just beyond it with her twisted ankle. “Lord have mercy, Bess!” she gasped. “We can’t leave her any longer.”

James rose from the water in one fluid motion, rivulets racing down the hard lines of his chest and thighs. There was no towel within reach; without hesitation he snatched his own discarded shirt from the floor, still faintly warm from his body, and wrapped it around Georgiana first, lifting her carefully from the pink-tinged bath. She stood dripping on the mat while he dried her—slow, reverent strokes down her arms, across her collarbones, lingering over the heavy curve of each breast until she shivered for reasons that had nothing to do with cold.

When he was finished, she took the linen from him and returned the favour, kneeling so she could dry his cock with deliberate care. It stirred predictably under her touch, thickening against her palm.

“Down, boy,” she murmured to it, then glanced up at James with a wicked smile. “Both of you. Poor Bess is still on the landing, and I don’t know what we’re going to say to her.”

James exhaled, steadying himself. “Right. Duty first.”

Georgiana stepped close, rising on tiptoe to press her lips to his ear.

“After midnight,” she whispered, “use the servants’ stairs behind the tapestry in the west corridor. Third door on the left. I’ll leave it unlatched.”

He swallowed audibly.

She nipped his earlobe. “And then, stable boy… I want you to lay every single one of my pretty gowns across the bed and tell me which ones make you hardest. Following which I want you to choose your favourite and fuck me in it. Petticoats rucked to my waist, bodice shoved down so you can watch my tits bounce while you ruin me all over again.”

James’s hands clenched at his sides as if only iron will kept him from taking her against the bathroom wall that instant.

“Yes, my lady,” he promised, voice rough. “Midnight. I’ll be there.”

✽✽✽

Midnight came and went, the grandfather clock in the corridor chiming its solemn twelve strokes while Georgiana fumed silently. She had dithered for a mortifyingly long time after Bess finally hobbled away—ankle bound, cheeks pink with second-hand scandal, promising the silence of the grave. Shift on or off? Virginal lace to tease him, or bare, shameless want? In the end she had let the garment slither to the floor and climbed naked between cool linen sheets, every nerve alight, cunt already slick with anticipation.

Quarter past ticked by. The house was silent as a tomb.

Georgiana’s lower lip jutted in an honest-to-God pout. If that stable boy had lost his nerve…

A soft scrape of bark against stone. The old oak outside her window shivered, and then James was tumbling over the sill in a flurry of night air and clumsy limbs, landing on the rug with a muffled thump.

“I’m sorry, my lady—truly—old Merlin threw a shoe and then decided to colic, I couldn’t—”

Georgiana was already off the bed, bare feet silent on the carpet, moonlight pouring over every naked inch of her like silver gossip. She planted her hands on her hips, breasts lifting with the motion, and fixed him with an imperious stare.

“I don’t care if the entire stable caught fire, James. I have been waiting here, wet and aching and utterly bare, imagining you peeling one of my gowns off me inch by inch. You will march to that wardrobe right now and choose which unfortunate dress gets ruined tonight.”

James’s mouth opened, closed. His gaze raked over her—slow, reverent, hungry—and the apology died in his throat.

Georgiana caught the glint in his eye and felt her own widen in delicious alarm. Oh. She had sounded every inch the spoiled little marchioness, hadn’t she?

She lifted her chin higher, leaning into it with wicked delight.

“Well?” she purred. “If you think your lady’s being an unbearable brat, perhaps you ought to teach me some manners.” She turned, presenting the smooth curve of her back and the impudent tilt of her arse. “After you pick the dress, of course.”

James’s laugh was low, dangerous, and utterly thrilled. He crossed the room in three strides, caught her by the waist, and spun her to face him.

“Careful what you ask for, princess,” he murmured, voice rough with promise. “Brats get bent over and spanked until they remember who they belong to.”

Georgiana’s knees nearly buckled at the words. She bit her lip, eyes sparkling.

“Dress first,” she managed, breathless. “Then you may punish me all you like.”

James released her with visible reluctance and strode to the vast mahogany wardrobe. He flung the doors wide; a waterfall of silks and satins spilled moonlight across the floor. His hands moved over the gowns with reverent greed: the sky-blue that turned her into springtime, the ivory lace that made her look like an innocent sacrifice, the scarlet velvet that had once nearly stopped his heart.

He pulled out the scarlet, held it up against her naked body, and growled.

“This one,” he said. “The one that hugs these criminal tits like it’s trying to murder them. I want to see them spill out the top while I fuck the brat right out of you.”

Georgiana’s answering smile was slow, triumphant, and just a little nervous.

“Then stop talking,” she whispered, reaching for her dress, “and start teaching, stable boy.”

✽✽✽

Georgiana’s fingers trembled as she stepped into the scarlet velvet, the fabric whispering up her bare legs like a lover’s threat. She shrugged the gown over her hips, the cool lining kissing her still-sensitive skin, and drew the bodice up over her breasts with a little shiver of anticipation. The dress fought her every inch, cut so wickedly low and tight that even breathing felt like an effort.

She turned her back to James, gathering her hair over one shoulder.

“Lace me in,” she ordered, voice already husky. “And make it tight. I want to feel my heartbeat in my tits tonight.”

James rose from where he’d sprawled across her bed like he owned it; trousers shoved down to his ankles, cock in his fist, stroking slow and shameless. The sight sent a hot pulse straight between her legs: impressed, yes, but also deliciously annoyed. That was her bed, damn him.

He stepped behind her, rough fingers brushing her spine as he began the lacing. Each tug cinched the velvet tighter, forcing her breasts higher, fuller, until they threatened to spill over the neckline like overripe fruit. When he tied the final bow she could barely draw breath without feeling the gown bite.

Georgiana turned, slow and deliberate, letting the skirts swirl around her bare ankles. James sank back onto the bed again, legs spread, hand moving lazily on his cock as he drank her in.

She arched a brow. “Comfortable, stable boy?”

“Never been less,” he said, voice rough, “and never more.”

Georgiana sashayed closer, hips rolling under layers of scarlet, until her knees bumped his. She leaned down, hands braced on either side of his thighs, breasts swaying dangerously in the strained bodice.

“Do you remember the Christmas ball last year?” she began, soft and wicked. “The one where every gossip in the county swore I’d laced myself into a corset two sizes too small, just to torture every man present?”

James’s hand slowed, eyes fixed on the creamy swell threatening to escape.

“I went without a chemise,” she continued, letting the words drip like honey. “Not even the whisper of one. The lining was too fine—anything underneath would have shown. Just this velvet against my bare skin… and nothing at all beneath the skirts.”

He made a strangled sound. “You’re telling me you danced half the night bare-cunted under that gown? Smooth and naked and—”

Georgiana smiled, cat-slow. “Do you want true, James, or do you want filthy?”

He locked eyes with her, hand stilling entirely. “With you, my lady, the true is usually filthy.”

She let him stew on that for a moment; let him imagine her whirling through country dances with cool air kissing her shaved slit, nipples stiff against scarlet velvet every time a gentleman’s hand brushed her waist. She didn’t tell him the half-truth: she had indeed gone bare beneath the skirts, but that night her mound had still worn its neat dark curls. Some secrets were too delicious to surrender all at once.

“Every step was torture,” she went on, voice dropping to a conspiratorial purr. “The bodice was cut so low I spent the entire evening terrified one good twirl would set me free. During the minuet with Lord Pembroke, he spun me too fast, and the left side slipped clean down to my nipple. I had to pretend I’d caught my heel, dip into the deepest curtsy I could manage, and shove the treacherous thing back in before anyone else noticed.”

James’s cock jerked in his fist; his breath came shallow.

“Then there was the waltz with Lord Harlow,” she continued mercilessly, leaning closer so her breasts nearly brushed his cheek. “He held me scandalously tight. With every turn the neckline crept lower. I could feel the lace edge of the bodice catching on my breast, tugging it half out. By the final figure I was dancing with one hand clutching my fan across my chest like a shield, praying no one noticed the dark rim of my areola peeking above the scarlet. I fled to the retiring room three times that night—twice to haul my tits back into prison, once because the breeze from an open window had made me so wet I was terrified someone would smell it on me.”

She straightened, letting the gown strain to its limits, and gave a delicate little shimmy. The velvet creaked; her breasts lifted, threatened, subsided.

“So you see, darling,” she whispered, “this dress has been trying to expose me for months. Perhaps tonight you should let it win.”

James’s eyes were black with want. “Georgiana—”

She placed one finger against his lips, smiling like sin itself.

“Rip it,” she said simply. “Or I’ll keep talking until you spend all over my best velvet without even touching me. Your choice.”

James’s eyes flashed dark and delighted at her challenge. He lunged.

The scarlet velvet gave a dramatic, doomed rip as his hands seized the neckline and tore downward. Seams popped like gunfire; the bodice split clean to her waist, her breasts bursting free in a glorious bounce that sent her spinning half around from the force of it.

She squeaked (actually squeaked) and stumbled, only for James to catch her around the waist with one strong arm, hauling her back against his chest. His other hand never stopped its lazy stroke along his cock, the slick sound obscene in the quiet room.

“Steady, love,” he teased, mouth grazing her earlobe, voice rough with laughter and lust. “Fall now and you’ll bruise the prettiest pair in England.”

Georgiana twisted in his grip, indignation flaring bright and competitive. He was getting far too comfortable in her presence; sprawled across her ancestral bed like he owned the place, no “if it please your ladyship,” just easy, grinning insolence. She missed the shy stablehand already. Time to remind him who gave the orders here.

She hooked a foot behind his ankle and shoved. James toppled backward onto the mattress with a surprised grunt, and Georgiana pounced, straddling his chest, pinning his wrists above his head with all her triumphant weight.

“There,” she crowed, breasts swaying inches from his face, nipples still flushed from the cool air. “Who’s the brat now?”

For one triumphant second she had him.

Then James bucked—once, lazily—and flipped her as easily as turning a page. Suddenly she was on her back in a tangle of ruined scarlet, wrists caught in one of his big hands, his heavy thigh wedged between hers.

“Still you, I think,” he said, smirking down at her.

His palm cupped her first, possessive, then two rough fingers drove up into her slick heat without a whisper of warning. Georgiana’s spine bowed like a drawn bowstring, a raw, broken cry spilling from her throat as her body welcomed the sudden invasion.

She had only known the thick stretch of his cock in the bath; these blunt, calloused fingers felt entirely different, more deliberate, more wickedly precise. He crooked them at once, hunting, and when he stroked that secret place deep inside her hips jerked helplessly, thighs snapping tight around his wrist as if she could trap him there forever.

“Look at you,” he murmured, voice velvet-rough, “already dripping for me again. Shall we make this interesting?”

Georgiana tried to glare through the haze of pleasure. “Interesting how?”

“A wager.” He added a third finger, stretching her deliciously, thumb settling over her clit with wicked precision. “First to spend loses. If I win, you spend the next week letting me peel you out of every prim little gown you own—slowly, whenever I please. If you win…” He shrugged, grinning. “Well, you won’t.”

Her competitive fire roared to life. She had never lost a wager in her life.

“Done,” she snapped, and lunged for his cock with both hands; small, determined fists wrapping around the thick length, stroking fast and ruthless.

James groaned, hips jerking, but he didn’t stop the slow, devastating thrust of his fingers inside her. And then he started talking.

“You know what the footmen said after that Christmas ball?” he asked conversationally, as though he weren’t currently knuckle-deep in the earl’s daughter. “They drew straws to decide who got to clear the refreshment table nearest where you’d been standing, hoping for a glimpse down that neckline when you leaned over. One of them swore he saw the edge of your nipple when you reached for champagne—spent the rest of the night hard as iron behind his tray.”

Georgiana’s strokes faltered; heat flooded her cheeks and her cunt in equal measure.

“The girls weren’t much kinder,” he continued mercilessly, curling his fingers just so. “All those sour little debutantes whispering behind their fans about how immodest Lady Georgiana was, how her tits were practically falling out, how no decent gentleman would ever marry a girl who dressed like a courtesan. And the gentlemen? Christ, they were worse. Compared you to ripe melons, to pillows they wanted to suffocate between. Lord Pembroke told half the card room he’d pay a hundred guineas just to watch you take a deep breath and finally set them free.”

The words hit her like lashes of pleasure; humiliating, accurate, perfect. Her hips rolled helplessly against his hand; her grip on his cock turned sloppy.

“Everyone in that ballroom knew exactly what a shameless, tit-flashing wanton you were,” he whispered, leaning down until his lips brushed hers. “And every single one of them went home and wanked themselves raw thinking about it.”

Georgiana’s breath fractured into desperate whimpers. She clawed at his shoulders, thighs trembling, every muscle drawn tight as a bowstring. She fought it—God, she fought—biting her lip until it stung, clenching down hard to stall the inevitable, determined not to give him the satisfaction so soon.

James only laughed, soft and dark, and pressed harder, faster, whispering, “Come on, princess. Show me how quickly my spoiled lady spends when someone finally tells her the truth.”

The words snapped something inside her. White heat exploded behind her eyes; a high, mortified squeak tore free as her back arched off the bed, thighs slamming shut around his wrist, cunt spasming in frantic, greedy pulses that soaked his hand and the ruined scarlet velvet beneath her.

He rode her through it with gentle, coaxing strokes, murmuring praise against her temple until the last shudder left her boneless and gasping.

Only then did he lift his head, grinning like a devil who’d just claimed a soul.

“Summer dress next,” he said cheerfully, nodding toward the wardrobe. “Something pale and innocent. I want to see how fast I can make that one drip too.”

Georgiana lay sprawled in the wreckage of crimson silk, chest heaving, vision still swimming, thighs slick and trembling.

She had lost the wager in record time.

She had never been happier to be so thoroughly, deliciously defeated.


IV

Georgiana’s legs were still trembling as she padded to the wardrobe, the ruins of the scarlet velvet pooled forgotten on the floor like a battlefield surrender. She found the sky-blue silk—light as a May morning, scandalously thin—and stepped into it with a wobble that made James’s eyes soften even while his cock gave an interested twitch.

“Steady,” he murmured, reaching out a hand.

She ignored it, stubborn as ever, and drew the gown up over her hips. The fabric floated around her thighs like cool water, whispering against skin still flushed and sensitive. The bodice was little more than two delicate panels tied with satin ribbons at the shoulders and sides; when she pulled the ribbons tight her breasts squeezed together, creating a deep, shadowed cleft that the neckline barely pretended to cover.

Georgiana turned to him, swaying slightly. “I’m all… floaty,” she admitted, a shy little laugh escaping. “May I curl up beside you for a minute? Just till my knees remember their job?”

James’s expression melted. He scooted back against the pillows, opening his arms. “Come here, princess.”

She crawled onto the bed and burrowed into his side, head on his chest, one thigh slung over his. His heartbeat thumped steady beneath her ear; his hand settled warm and possessive on the curve of her waist, thumb stroking idly along the ribbon ties.

Georgiana let out a happy sigh, nuzzling closer. “I can still talk, you know,” she said, voice soft but already edged with mischief. “My tongue’s perfectly fine. It’s just my cunt that’s sulking after you made it spend so spectacularly.”

James chuckled, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “Then talk, angel.”

She tilted her face up, eyes glittering in the moonlight. “This dress,” she began, tracing lazy circles on his stomach, “was a mistake from the moment the modiste measured me. She swore it would be ‘ethereal.’ What she meant was ‘indecent the moment the wind breathes on it.’”

Her fingers drifted lower, toying with the ribbon at her hip. “The fabric’s so thin you can see the shadow of my nipples if the light’s behind me. I wore it to the garden party at Lady Whitmore’s in June… remember how hot it was? Every breeze lifted the hem to my knees, and the sun turned the whole thing almost transparent. I spent the entire afternoon pretending to admire roses while praying no one noticed I wasn’t wearing a stitch underneath.”

James’s hand tightened on her waist; his cock stirred against her thigh.

“I’d feel the air on my bare cunt every time I bent to smell a bloom,” she continued, voice dropping to a conspiratorial purr. “Cool little kisses right against my clit. By the time the string quartet started, I was so wet the insides of my thighs were slippery. I had to sit with my legs pressed tight together on a stone bench, terrified someone would notice the damp patch I was leaving behind.”

She shifted, letting the silk slide higher on her thighs until the hem barely covered her. “And these ridiculous ribbons,” she said, plucking one at her shoulder so the bow loosened and the neckline sagged, revealing the upper swell of one breast. “One good tug and the whole thing falls off. I spent half that party imagining some gentleman ‘accidentally’ catching a ribbon on his watch chain and unveiling me to the entire lawn. All those proper ladies gasping while my tits spilled out for the roses to see.”

James’s breathing had gone ragged; his hand slid up to cup the exposed curve, thumb brushing her nipple until it stiffened visibly through the thin silk.

Georgiana smiled, wicked and warm. “I came twice that afternoon,” she confessed against his chest. “Once behind the yew hedge, biting my own arm to stay quiet, and once right there on the bench when the breeze flipped the skirt all the way up and the cool air kissed my cunt so perfectly I couldn’t help it. I had to pretend I’d dropped my fan so I could stay seated while I spent all over Lady Whitmore’s antique stone.”

She lifted her head, eyes shining. “So you see, darling, this dress has been begging to be ruined ever since the day it arrived. It’s practically a public service, what you’re about to do to me.”

James’s breath came hot and ragged against her ear as he shifted beneath her, his fingers still tangled in the sky-blue silk that clung to her like a lover’s reluctant farewell.

“Is it true?” he breathed, voice thick with want. “Were you really naked underneath that day—bare and dripping under those skirts for the whole world to guess at?”

Georgiana tilted her head back against his shoulder, a slow, teasing smile curving her lips. She rolled her hips lazily, feeling his cock twitch where it pressed against her thigh. “Once again, darling… true or filthy? Which do you want?”

“Filthy,” he growled without hesitation, one hand sliding down her belly to cup her mound possessively. “Always filthy with you.”

She laughed, low and delighted, the sound vibrating through them both. “Then picture it: me in this flimsy blue scrap of nothing, stepping into the carriage with the sun already kissing my bare cunt through the fabric. No drawers, no chemise—just my smooth, shaved lips rubbing together with every jolt of the wheels. By the time we arrived at Whitmore’s, I was so slick I had to cross my legs in the receiving line, pretending interest in the host’s dull anecdotes while my clit throbbed like a traitor.”

James groaned, his cock hardening fully against her. He maneuvered her with easy strength, flipping her onto her back amid the pillows and settling between her thighs. The blunt head of him nudged her soaked entrance, parting her folds just enough to make her gasp—but no further. He rocked there, teasing, slicking himself in her wetness without giving her an inch.

Georgiana’s hips bucked instinctively, chasing the penetration that didn’t come. “James—please—”

He held her down with one hand on her hip, grinning that infuriating, boyish grin. “Not yet.”

“Why?” she demanded, frustration sharpening her voice into a whine. She wrapped her legs around his waist, trying to pull him in, but he resisted with maddening ease, still just teasing—sliding along her clit, dipping shallow, withdrawing. Her cunt clenched on nothing, aching and empty.

“Two reasons,” he said, leaning down to nip her lower lip. “First, you’re being a brat again—demanding, pouting, like a spoiled little lady who thinks she can snap her fingers and get fucked on command.”

She flushed, the light humiliation sending a fresh gush of heat between her legs. “And second?”

“Second,” he murmured, voice dropping to a rough whisper as he dragged his cock through her folds again, “I want to enjoy this wardrobe properly. Who knows when I’ll get another chance to dress you up like my personal doll and ruin every pretty thing you own?”

Georgiana heaved a dramatic sigh, her breasts rising and falling with it, nipples still peaked and begging for his mouth. “Fine,” she grumped, crossing her arms under her chest to push them up higher in playful defiance. “Which dress do you want to ruin next, then? The green satin? The white muslin that makes me look like a debauched angel?”

James’s eyes gleamed as he finally eased off her, sitting back on his heels with his cock jutting proud and glistening from her arousal. “Surprise me, princess. But make it one that’ll look even better in shreds.”

✽✽✽

Georgiana rose from the bed with a languid stretch, the remnants of the sky-blue silk fluttering to the floor like a discarded promise. She crossed to the wardrobe, hips swaying with deliberate grace, and drew out the white muslin (pure as fresh cream, high-waisted and innocent, the one she wore to Sunday services when she wanted the vicar to stammer through his sermon).

She stepped into it slowly, letting the soft fabric drift over her bare skin like a benediction. The empire waist gathered just beneath her breasts, lifting them into soft, scandalous prominence; the neckline was demure by day, but on her body it became a shameless frame for the deep shadow between. Tiny pearl buttons marched up the back, and she fastened them with deliberate care, knowing his eyes tracked every motion.

“It’s my church dress,” she said, turning to him with a cheeky, dimpled smile. “The one I wear when I want to feel particularly pious.”

James went scarlet from collarbones to hairline, his cock (which had been half-hard and hopeful) giving a guilty leap against his belly. “Georgiana… we’re not… that’s—”

She padded closer, barefoot on the carpet, the muslin swishing around her calves like angel wings. “God made me this way, James. Gave me these ridiculous, sinful tits that refuse to behave in any gown ever sewn. I have to assume He had a reason.” She cupped them lightly through the fabric, lifting so the muslin went taut and her nipples printed clearly against the white. “And anyway… God is love, isn’t He?”

James’s throat worked; his eyes were wide, stunned, utterly ensnared. “Does that mean… do you really—”

Georgiana reached him, rose on tiptoe, and kissed him; the softest, sweetest press of lips, warm and slow and full of promise. “Easy, stable-boy,” she whispered against his mouth. “We’ve only known each other properly for a day and a night. But if this is how you make love…” She let her forehead rest against his, fingers threading gently through his hair. “We’re clearly very, very good at it. So who knows what tomorrow might bring?”

He exhaled like a man saved from drowning, hands rising to cradle her face as though she were made of light itself.

Then the tenderness cracked, just a little, and hunger rushed back in. His palms slid down her throat, over her shoulders, and cupped her breasts through the muslin with reverent greed. He squeezed, kneaded, thumbs circling the stiff peaks until the fabric was damp from his mouth and her nipples stood proud and dark against the white.

Georgiana’s breath hitched; she arched into his touch, letting him maul her like a starving man finally handed bread. After a moment she pulled back just enough to speak, lips swollen, eyes glassy.

“Don’t you want to take it off?” she asked, voice husky.

James shook his head slowly, eyes fixed on the way the muslin clung to every curve he’d mapped with his hands. “This one,” he said, rough, “I always imagined groping you through. Like you were still the untouchable lady and I was the filthy groom who’d snuck into the vestry to steal a feel of heaven.”

Georgiana’s heart fluttered; half scandalised, half delighted. She surrendered to the whim of her man, letting her head fall back as he buried his face in the soft valley between her breasts, mouthing at them through the fabric, leaving wet patches that turned the fabric translucent.

But she was never entirely passive. Slipping her hand beneath the hem of the dress, she gathered the light skirts higher and higher until cool air kissed her thighs. Her fingers found her cunt—still slick, still swollen—and began to circle her clit with slow, deliberate strokes.

“Look at me,” she whispered, and when he did, eyes dark, she smiled like a fallen angel. “If you won’t undress me, I’ll just have to keep myself ready for you. Imagine the congregation tomorrow, James. Me in the family pew, thighs pressed tight together, trying not to squirm while I remember exactly how your cock felt splitting me open in this very dress.”

James groaned, a broken, reverent sound, and redoubled his assault on her breasts; pinching, tugging, shaping them through the muslin until she was panting and grinding shamelessly against her own fingers. Georgiana’s fingers were already slipping beneath the muslin hem, circling faster, her breath coming in soft, frustrated puffs. The contrast (his rough hands groping her like a starving groom, her own delicate fingers teasing her clit) was driving her mad.

“James,” she gasped, hips rolling shamelessly, “take it off. I need to feel your mouth on my skin, not this bloody dress.”

He lifted his head from where he’d been sucking a wet patch over one nipple, eyes gleaming with wicked denial. “No.”

She tossed her hair back, the dark waves spilling over her shoulders like a brat’s banner of defiance. “Please.”

James laughed, low and fond and utterly unmoved. “Keep that up, princess, and I’ll handle you the way I handle a spoiled filly who forgets who holds the reins.” Her brows shot up in splendid outrage; he leaned in, voice dropping to a velvet growl. “Bend you over my knee and paint that perfect arse red until you’re begging to behave.”

Georgiana bit her lower lip, heat flooding her cheeks and cunt in equal measure. The image flashed bright and filthy behind her eyes: herself, the earl’s proud daughter, draped ignominiously across a stablehand’s lap while he disciplined her bare arse.

She met his gaze, lashes fluttering, and whispered, “Go on then. I dare you, stable boy.”

The air between them snapped taut.

James’s eyes flashed with surprise, hunger, and sudden dark delight. In one fluid motion he sat up fully, caught her by the waist, and hauled her forward. Georgiana squeaked as she found herself tumbled face-down across his thighs, the innocent white muslin rucked up in his fist until it bunched at her waist and cool air kissed the curves of her naked arse.

“James—!”

His palm landed with a sharp, ringing crack; solid, deliberate, the sound shockingly loud in the quiet room. Heat bloomed instantly across her skin; Georgiana’s back arched, a high, startled squeal bursting from her lips.

Too high. Too loud.

She slapped both hands over her mouth a heartbeat later, eyes wide in the mirror across the room. They both froze, breath suspended, listening for footsteps in the corridor, for a sleepy footman or—God forbid—her father.

Nothing. Only the distant tick of the clock and the soft rustle of linen.

James exhaled, a shaky laugh of pure relief and exhilaration. “Good girl,” he murmured, stroking the warm handprint blooming pink on her pale skin. “Keep those pretty noises quiet, or the whole house will know what a naughty little thing their fine lady truly is.”

His hand rose and fell again with a crack. Georgiana whimpered into her palms, thighs clenching, cunt throbbing with every heartbeat. Another smack, and another, until her arse glowed rosy and tender, each impact sending sparks straight to her clit.

Between her legs she was dripping—shamefully, gloriously wet, the muslin hem now damp where it brushed her thighs. James paused to trace the heat he’d painted across her skin, voice rough with wonder.

“Christ, look at you,” he whispered. “Taking your punishment like you were born for it. My perfect, spoiled, filthy lady.”

Georgiana peeked over her shoulder through her fingers, eyes glassy, lips curved in a trembling, defiant smile.

“Harder,” she breathed, the word muffled but unmistakable. “Make me feel it when I sit in church tomorrow.”

Crack. Another firm swat, perfectly placed on the tender undercurve where arse met thigh. Georgiana squealed into her palms, the sound muffled and frantic, her hips jerking so hard the muslin skirts flipped higher.

“Count for me,” he ordered, voice low and velvet-rough. “Out loud. And if I hear anything above a whisper, we stop until you learn control.”

She whimpered, then managed a breathless, “One… sir.”

Crack.

“Two, sir—oh God—”

Crack. Harder, the imprint of his hand blooming bright.

“Three, sir… I’m sorry, I’ll be good—”

“Liar,” he said fondly, landing the next one with a cupped palm that made a deeper, shocking thud. “You’re only sorry you got caught being a spoiled little tease.”

Georgiana’s thighs parted without permission, slick sounds betraying exactly how wet the punishment was making her. James traced two fingers through the mess, gathering it, painting it over the hot, stinging skin of her arse like balm.

“Look at you,” he murmured, almost reverent. “Arse red as cherries, cunt dripping like you’re in heat. Is this what happens when someone finally tells Lady Georgiana no?”

She nodded frantically into the mattress, then remembered herself. “Yes, sir. Please—”

“Please what?”

“Please don’t stop. I’ve been dreadful, I deserve it—”

Crack. Crack. Two in rapid succession that made her kick her feet and sob into her own hands.

“Four… five…” she whimpered. “I’m your dreadful girl, James, only yours—please—”

He paused, hand soothing over the glowing skin, feeling her shiver and push back into the touch like a cat.

“Such pretty manners when you’re desperate,” he said, voice warm with approval. “One more, love. Make it a good one. Tell me who this arse belongs to tonight.”

Georgiana turned her flushed face just enough for him to see the glitter of tears and mischief in her eyes.

“Yours, sir,” she whispered. “Every inch of me is yours, darling. Please, James—”

He brought his hand down in a final, resounding crack that echoed like a promise. Georgiana’s whole body arched; she bit her own wrist to muffle the broken cry as pleasure and pain knotted so tightly she couldn’t tell them apart.

James gathered her up instantly, flipping her gently into his lap so she straddled him again, sore arse carefully avoided against the mattress. He pressed soft kisses to her damp temples, her trembling lips, cradling her close while she hiccupped and clung.

“There,” he murmured, rocking her like something precious. “All done. My brave, impossible girl.”

Georgiana buried her face in his neck, voice muffled and blissed-out. “I’m going to feel that in the carriage to church on Sunday,” she said, half laugh, half groan. “Every bump a reminder that the earl’s daughter got her bottom smacked scarlet by the stablehand.”

James’s arms tightened around her, lips brushing her ear.

“And every time you shift on that hard pew,” he whispered, “you’ll squeeze those pretty thighs together and remember exactly who you belong to.”

Georgiana shivered, sore and sated and utterly, radiantly happy.

“Yes, sir,” she sighed, and kissed him slow and sweet, tasting salt and possession and the promise of many, many more lessons to come.


V

Georgiana knelt up in the tangle of sheets, the white muslin still bunched at her waist like a surrendered flag, her freshly spanked arse glowing warm against the cool linen. She folded her hands primly in her lap—or as primly as a girl with a scarlet bottom and a dripping cunt could manage—and fixed James with her sweetest, most innocent smile.

“Now will you please strip me, sir?” she asked, polite as a debutante requesting a dance. “Have I earned it after that spanking?”

James leaned back on his elbows, cock jutting proud and glistening between them, and pretended to consider. “Hmm. I don’t know. I rather like you dressed up like a vicar’s wet dream. All that pure white clinging to the filthiest girl in England…”

Georgiana’s mouth fell open in genuine outrage. “James!”

He grinned, wicked and boyish, and let the silence stretch just long enough for her to squirm. Then, in one swift motion, he sat up, seized the hem of the church dress, and whipped it over her head like a magician unveiling his best trick.

The muslin caught for a heartbeat on her breasts, lifting them high before they spilled free with a soft, heavy bounce that made James actually laugh out loud, a giddy, incredulous sound.

“Christ almighty,” he said, staring as if he’d never seen them before in his life. “Every single time. How do you even walk upright?”

Georgiana swatted at his shoulder, cheeks flaming brighter than her arse. “Stop it! You’ve had your face buried in them for hours—how can you still be surprised?”

“Because they’re ridiculous,” he said happily, catching her wrists and pulling her closer until she toppled against his chest. “Impossibly, unfairly, gloriously huge on this tiny little frame. It’s like God decided to put two prize-winning melons on a sapling and dared gravity to complain.”

She rolled her eyes so hard it was audible, but the blush deepened, pleased and flustered in equal measure. “You’re terrible.”

“Terribly lucky,” he corrected, and let her go only long enough for her to straddle his lap properly.

Georgiana cupped the back of his head, guiding him down until one stiff, rosy nipple brushed his lips.

“Then suck me till you remember exactly how lucky,” she whispered, voice trembling with laughter and want. “Worship these ridiculous tits until you see them dancing before you in your sleep.”

James’s answer was a low, reverent groan. His mouth closed over her nipple, hot and wet and perfect, teeth grazing just enough to make her gasp and arch into him. One hand splayed across her back to hold her close; the other kneaded the neglected breast, rolling the nipple between rough fingers until it ached in the sweetest way.

Georgiana’s head fell back, hair spilling over her shoulders as she rocked against him, cunt sliding along the length of his cock with eager slickness.

“That’s it,” she breathed, cradling his head like something sacred and profane all at once. “Show my breasts who they belong to. Mark them up so I have to wear high necks for a week and blush every time I remember why.”

James hummed his assent around her nipple, his tongue swirling lazy circles around the nipple until it ached in the sweetest way. She threaded her fingers deeper into his hair, holding him there, but beneath the haze of pleasure a familiar shadow crept in; quiet, insidious, one that whispered spitefully even in moments like this.

She pulled back gently, just enough to meet his eyes. James sensed the shift immediately; he lifted his head, concern flickering across his flushed face.

“What is it, love?”

Georgiana bit her lip, then let her hands fall to cover her breasts with a sudden, self-conscious squeeze. The motion pushed them together, made them look even larger, and she winced.

“Do you ever think…” She hesitated, cheeks heating. “Do you ever think they’re just… too much? Too big, too ridiculous? Like some cruel joke played on my dressmakers every season?”

James blinked, genuinely startled. “Too much?”

She gave a shaky laugh that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “I know it sounds mad. Every man in three counties stares like he’s starving. But sometimes I catch my reflection sideways in a mirror and I think, God, I look like a Greek statue some bored sculptor exaggerated for a laugh. Tiny waist, then these… these great big tits swinging like pendulums. I have to sleep on my back or I wake up bruised. Riding sidesaddle without incident is a daily battle. And half the girls in my set call me ‘the Suffolk Dairy Maid’ behind their fans.”

Her voice cracked on the last part, small and raw. She tried to make it a joke, but it wobbled.

James sat up slowly, cupping her face in both hands, thumbs stroking her cheekbones until she met his gaze.

“Listen to me,” he said, quiet and fierce. “Those tits of yours have haunted my dreams since the first time I saw you mount a horse. I’ve spent years imagining exactly this—how heavy they’d feel in my hands, how perfectly they’d spill over my palms, how your nipples would darken when you got wet. And now that I’ve had them bare against my tongue? You’re everything I ever dreamed of, and more.”

Georgiana huffed a wet laugh, but the insecurity lingered. He shifted, guiding her hands away so her breasts settled naturally again, full and soft and unapologetic.

“They’re not a joke,” he said. “They’re yours. They rise and fall when you laugh, they bounce when you ride, they make every gown you wear look like it’s begging to be torn off. And when you come—” his voice dropped, reverent—”they tremble like they’re proud of you. I could spend the rest of my life with my face buried between them and die the happiest man in England.”

A tear slipped free; she dashed it away, embarrassed.

“I hate that I care,” she muttered. “I want to be the confident wanton who flaunts them. Most days I am. But sometimes… I wonder if men only want the caricature. The walking pair of tits with a title attached.”

James leaned in, pressing a slow, deliberate kiss to the upper slope of one breast, then the other. “Shh, love,” he whispered against damp skin. “Hold me.”

She reached between them at once, fingers fumbling for his cock, certain he was impatient for more. But when her hand closed around him—hot, rigid, pulsing—he only pressed closer, forehead to hers, eyes locked so deeply she felt stripped all over again.

“Feel this,” he said, voice rough with wonder. His cock stiffened further in her dainty grip, swelling against her palm without a single glance downward. “That’s from looking at you, Georgiana. Just you. Your eyes, your smile. Am I looking at your tits?”

Another tear slid free; she shivered, shook her head, no.

“Feel how hard I get watching this perfect blush crawl down your throat,” he murmured, thumb brushing the heat staining her chest. “From these soft, pouting lips that say the wickedest things I’ve ever heard.” He traced them gently, reverently. “From these tiny little ears that turn pink when I tell you exactly what I want to do to you.”

A helpless giggle escaped her at that, watery and surprised.

“Most of all,” he said, voice dropping to something raw and steady, “I get hard for Georgiana Suffolk. The girl who teases me every time I help her saddle up, who sneaks sugar lumps to the foals, who laughs like sunrise and swears like a stable lad when she stubs her toe. The most beautiful creature I’ve ever met, ever will meet, ever dared to touch.”

Georgiana’s breath caught. She surged forward, kissing him slow and deep and tender, pouring every trembling thank-you into the slide of her tongue against his. James groaned into her mouth, hips jerking once, helplessly, and then he was spending—hot, thick pulses over her fingers, across her belly, marking her skin with shuddering proof.

She drew back just enough to stare, wide-eyed and wondering, at the mess cooling between them.

“All that,” she whispered, voice cracking on a laugh, “without even glancing down?”

James flushed to the roots of his hair, bashful and utterly sincere. “I wasn’t lying, love. They’re magnificent, but… it’s you. All of you. Always has been.”

Georgiana’s heart turned over, soft and aching and impossibly full. She curled into him, pressing sticky skin to sticky skin, and let the last of her tears soak into his shoulder—happy ones now, every single drop.

“Then keep me,” she said simply, voice muffled against his neck. “All of me. The greedy tits, the ridiculous fears, the whole spoiled, ridiculous girl.”

James’s arms tightened around her like a vow.

“Already done, my lady,” he whispered. “Already done.”


VI

The little porcelain clock on her mantel chimed two, soft as a secret. Georgiana had forgotten the hour, the day, the century; there was only the steady thud of James’s heart under her ear and the slow, syrupy warmth pooling in every limb. She pressed closer, arms winding tight around his neck, body still trembling with the force of what he’d just given her: not just pleasure, but the quiet, fierce certainty that she was wanted for the parts of her that actually mattered.

Gratitude welled up in her, bright and fierce. She wanted him to feel it too, this wonderful glow of knowing that he was cherished beyond measure.

“I owe you more dresses, don’t I?” she whispered, lips brushing his. “The night’s still young, and you’ve been so terribly good to me. Do you have any more… secret fantasies tucked away in that handsome head? Ones involving my wardrobe, perhaps?”

James flushed scarlet, ears to collarbones, and tried to look anywhere but at her knowing smile.

Georgiana’s laugh was pure delighted mischief. She slid from his lap in a fluid tangle of limbs, catching his hand and pulling him after her like a prize. Moonlight poured through the curtains, turning the open wardrobe into a spill of liquid color; ivory, jonquil, scarlet, sky-blue. She threaded their fingers together and drew his broad, work-roughened hand through the hanging gowns, letting cool satin and whisper-thin muslin slide over his knuckles like a dare.

“Tell me,” she coaxed, pressing his palm to first one fabric, then another. “Which ones have kept you awake in the stables, stroking yourself raw while you pictured me in them?”

James swallowed hard, but her warmth and the gentle pressure of her hand won out.

“This one,” he said hoarsely, drawing forward a gown of deep emerald silk, cut daringly low in front and laced up the back like a present waiting to be unwrapped. “You wore it to the hunt ball last autumn. The corset pushed your tits up so high I swear I could see the shadow of your nipples when you laughed. I spent the whole night imagining unlacing you in the stables, bending you over a hay bale with the skirt rucked to your hips and that silk still clinging to your arms while I fucked you senseless.”

Georgiana’s breath hitched; she leaned into him, feeling his cock stir against her hip.

“And this,” he continued, voice rougher now, fingers brushing a delicate confection of pale gold taffeta, layers of frothy petticoats beneath. “Your coming-out gown. You looked like an angel sent to torment mortals. I used to dream of catching you alone in the library, lifting all those petticoats one by one until I found you bare underneath, then sitting you on the desk and eating your cunt until you soaked the silk and had to walk back to the ballroom with my come on your thighs.”

She made a soft, needy sound and pressed his hand to the next gown: ivory lace, almost bridal, with tiny woven lilies from throat to hem.

James groaned. “That one’s cruel. You wore it to your cousin’s wedding. I pictured peeling it off you with my teeth while you tried to stay quiet in the vestry, then turning you around, pressing your tits against the stained-glass window, and taking you from behind so anyone who looked up would see Lady Georgiana getting ruined in her Sunday best.”

Georgiana turned in the circle of his arms, pressing the length of her naked body to his, feeling him hard and ready again.

“Choose one,” she whispered, lips grazing his jaw. “Any one. And I’ll wear it while you make every filthy dream come true.”

James’s answer was a low, reverent curse and the sudden, decisive yank of the emerald silk from its hanger.

“This one,” he said, voice shaking with want. “Be warned, though, princess—I intend to fuck you in this dress until the only thing left of your fine manners is the way you scream my name.”

Georgiana shivered, her skin prickling deliciously. “Promises, darling.”

She pivoted slowly, sweeping the dark fall of her hair forward over one shoulder, and let the emerald silk slither down her bare back like cool water. The fabric caught for a heartbeat on her hips before settling, whispering against still-flushed skin. “Lace me tight,” she said, voice already husky with anticipation. “I want to feel like I’m on display again.”

James’s hands were steadier than his breathing. He drew the laces slow at first, then sharper, cinching her waist until the bodice hugged her like a jealous lover, forcing her breasts up and together in a deep, shameless cleft. When he tied the final bow, the silk gleamed across her skin like wet leaves, every breath threatening to spill her over the neckline.

She faced him, chin high, and gave a slow, deliberate twirl. The skirts flared, then settled against her hips.

James’s eyes were dark, almost stormy.

“You know what this dress does to me,” he said, low.

Georgiana’s smile was pure provocation. “Tell me.”

He stepped closer, fingers brushing the lacing at her spine. “The hunt ball. Every man in the county was there, half-drunk on port and the sight of you. You knew it, too. The way you leaned over the banquet table to reach the grapes, letting the neckline gape. The way you laughed at their stupid jokes and let them stare down your dress like they had a chance in hell.”

His voice roughened, years of swallowed frustration rising. “You looked… you looked like you wanted every single one of them to drag you into the stables and—”

“And what?” she prompted, breathless, stepping into him until her breasts brushed his chest. “Say it, James. I looked like what?”

He swallowed hard, jaw tight. “Like the kind of girl who’d let them.”

Georgiana’s pulse hammered between her legs. She didn’t deny it. Couldn’t. She laid her palms on his chest, feeling his heart thunder beneath.

“I was dreadful,” she confessed, soft and wicked. “The only woman there besides the maids. All those red coats and hungry eyes. I kept thinking how easy it would be to slip away, let one of them catch me alone, press me against the wall and shove my skirts up. I was soaked all night, James. Posing, flaunting, imagining their hands on me, their mouths—God, I was such a shameless little slut in this dress.”

James made a raw sound, half groan, half growl. His hands fisted in the silk at her hips.

“You have no idea how many nights I jerked myself raw remembering the way you moved in it,” he rasped. “Watching you sway past every drooling lord while I prayed, prayed to God above that none of them would ever get their hands on what should have been—”

“Yours,” she breathed, pushing back until her arse pressed flush to the rigid line of his cock. “Then prove it, huntsman. Bend your shameless little cock-tease over and punish her properly for flaunting what only you get to ruin.”

The last word cracked like a whip inside him.

With a sudden, savage yank he seized the neckline and ripped. Silk tore like gunfire, straight down the front, baring her breasts in one violent motion. Georgiana gasped, stumbled back a step, but he was on her—yanking the ruined sleeves down her arms, trapping them at her sides as the gown pooled at her waist.

She hit the bed on her back with a soft cry, skirts rucked high, breasts bouncing free. James loomed over her, eyes wild.

“Still feel like teasing?” he growled.

Georgiana’s laugh was breathless, reckless. “Always. Come on, James—fuck your slutty little debutante cunt. That’s what I wanted that night, isn’t it? One of those red-coated bastards to throw me down and stuff me full while the whole ballroom choked on its champagne.”

He snarled, grabbed one torn sleeve and ripped it clean away. The other followed. Before she could catch her breath he folded one length of emerald silk, pressed it over her eyes, and knotted it tight behind her head.

Blind, breathless, she felt the mattress dip as he knelt between her thighs. Cool silk brushed her lips—then lower, teasing her clit, sliding easily through her soaked folds. He pushed, slow and deliberate, stuffing the ruined sleeve inside her until the fabric was swallowed by her greedy cunt, emerald soaked dark with her arousal.

Georgiana moaned, hips rolling, the strange fullness exquisite.

Then his cock pressed against the silk-sheathed entrance and thrust.

The sensation stole her breath—hot, rigid flesh wrapped in cool, slippery silk, stretching her wide. He fucked her hard, hips snapping, the wet sounds obscene. Each stroke dragged the bunched fabric against her walls, rubbing places his bare cock alone had never reached.

“Take it,” he snarled against her ear. “Take every inch like the teasing whore you were.”

Georgiana writhed, blindfolded and helpless, every thrust winding her tighter. Just as the coil snapped he yanked the blindfold up, crushed his mouth to hers in a messy, desperate kiss, and spent deep inside her with a broken groan—cock pulsing, silk soaked, come flooding hot around the fabric still buried in her cunt.

They collapsed together, panting. James buried his face in her neck, arms trembling.

“Christ, Georgie—I’m sorry, I was too—”

She silenced him with a laugh, cuddling him close, legs still wrapped around his hips.

“Don’t you dare apologise,” she murmured, kissing his temple. “I loved it. Love knowing my sweet stable boy can be dangerous when he wants to be. When he needs to be.”

James exhaled shakily, pressing closer.

“Next time,” he whispered against her skin, “I’ll be gentle again.”

Georgiana smiled into his hair, feeling the ruined silk still inside her, his spend trickling warm down her thighs.

“Only if I deserve it,” she said.

They both knew the chances of that were slim.

✽✽✽

James’s arms tightened around her in lazy, possessive contentment, his breath slow against her temple. But Georgiana felt no such peace; her last climax had only sharpened the hunger, like striking flint instead of quenching it. Every slow pulse of his seed still trapped inside her by the soaked silk felt like a taunt, a promise half-kept. Far from sated, she was ravenous; heat coiled tighter in her belly, a greedy, impatient ache that refused to be ignored a second longer.

She slid from his hold with a slow, feline smile and padded to the wardrobe, bare feet silent on the carpet. The gold taffeta shimmered like liquid sunlight as she drew it free—her coming-out gown, all frothy petticoats and innocent sparkle. Instead of stepping into it, she carried it back to the bed like a prize, the heavy skirts trailing behind her.

James watched, propped on one elbow, eyes heavy-lidded and sated but already kindling again.

Georgiana stretched out beside him on her side, arranging the gown over her naked body with deliberate coyness, every movement a calculated invitation. She let the bodice settle across her breasts like a teasing veil, the delicate cups barely covering her nipples—enough to shadow them in gold, but not to hide the stiff, dusky peaks straining against the lace. The skirts she draped low over her hips, fanning them out so they framed the ruined emerald sleeve still peeking from between her thighs like a naughty secret, the silk darkened and glossy with their mingled spend.

She looked like a debauched princess—fallen from some celestial court into the earthly grit of desire—untouchable elegance twisted into something gloriously profane. The taffeta rustled softly with her every breath, a silken sigh that made her acutely aware of her own bareness beneath, the cool air kissing her inner thighs where heat still throbbed insistently.

“Tell me,” she said, voice husky and threaded with command, as she traced a single finger along the gold lace edging her cleavage. The touch was light, almost absent, but it sent a shiver racing down her own spine, her nipple tightening further against the fabric. “This one. You said you dreamed of lifting every petticoat until you found me bare underneath. Be specific, darling. I want every filthy detail—the kind that kept you awake, cock in hand, cursing my name. And only if it’s good enough will I decide whether you’ve earned the right to watch me come in it... or perhaps on it.”

James’s breath hitched, a sharp, ragged sound that betrayed him utterly. He rolled onto his side to face her fully, the sheets sliding lower to reveal the heavy, half-hard line of his cock against his thigh. His hand found her hip beneath the draped skirts, sliding possessively over the taffeta, fingers splaying wide as if to claim every inch of gold-dusted skin. The warmth of his palm seeped through the fabric, grounding her even as it stoked the fire low in her belly.

“This dress,” he started, voice rough with memory and fresh want, gravel scraping over silk, “made you look untouchable. Like a daydream born of sunlight and sin, the kind a man like me had no business chasing. The night you wore it, every man in the room was hard within five minutes of you walking in—viscounts and earls shifting in their seats, pretending to adjust their cravats while they stared at the way it hugged your tits like a lover’s hands. The gold caught the chandeliers and turned your skin to warm honey, Georgie... Christ, you glowed. I was in the shadows by the doors, polishing silver, and all I could think was how I’d burn the whole ballroom down just to have you look at me and smile.”

His fingers tightened on the fabric, bunching it slowly upward in a torturously languid drag, the taffeta whispering protests as cool air kissed the newly bared skin of her thigh. Georgiana bit her lip, thighs parting just a fraction on instinct, the motion nudging the silk sleeve deeper and drawing a soft, involuntary gasp from her throat. He noticed—of course he did—and his eyes flicked down, darkening further at the sight, a muscle ticking in his jaw.

“I pictured you on the library desk first,” he went on, voice dropping to a growl that vibrated through her bones, low and filthy, like smoke curling from a hidden fire. “That massive oak thing the butler uses for his ledgers, all polished mahogany and stern authority. I’d have you perched on the edge, skirts flipped up like a golden bell around your waist, petticoats starched and ridiculous, every layer peeled back until I found the prize beneath—no drawers, just you, bare and dripping for me. Legs spread wide, heels digging into my shoulders while I buried my face in your cunt, nose pressed to that pretty little clit, tongue fucking you slow and deep until you were clawing at the blotter, ink smudging your gloves. You’d have to bite your own fist to stay quiet when you came, pray it muffled those sweet, broken screams while I drank every drop like it was the finest claret—lapping at your folds until you were clean, then dirtying you all over again just to taste you fresh.”

The image bloomed vivid in her mind, sharp as a fever dream: the scratch of leather-bound volumes against her back, the scandalous rustle of taffeta drowning out her gasps, his mouth hot and unyielding between her thighs. Georgiana’s hand faltered on the lace, fingers pressing harder into the swell of her breast, pinching her nipple through the gown until it ached sweetly. “And if someone walked in?” she breathed, voice trembling with the thrill of it, her free hand drifting lower to toy with the edge of the skirts. “Your precious lady, splayed like a feast on her father’s desk—would you stop, or make me beg louder?”

His hand slid higher under the gathering fabric, calluses rasping deliciously against her inner thigh, stopping just short of where she burned for him. “I’d make you beg,” he murmured, leaning in until his lips brushed her ear, breath hot and teasing. “Tell them to watch, or fuck off—your choice, milady. But I’d keep going, sucking that swollen clit until you shattered, flooding my mouth while they saw what a greedy little thing you are under all the gold.”

Heat flooded her core, the soaked silk shifting with a wet, obscene sound as her hips rolled toward his hand. Her breasts spilled free as he dragged the bodice lower, the taffeta catching on her hardened nipples before giving way with a soft sigh. James cupped one roughly, palm engulfing the heavy curve, thumb sweeping over the peak in firm, deliberate circles that made her arch into him, a whine escaping her throat.

“And these,” he rasped, voice thick with reverence and ruin, squeezing just hard enough to border on pain, “pressed against that tiny little bodice all night, begging to be freed like ripe fruit straining the vine. I wanted to rip it down the front right there in the ballroom, hooks be damned—fabric tearing like a thunderclap while you gasped in shock. Bend you over the refreshment table, arse up and skirts hiked, and fuck you slow and deep while the orchestra played on, violins whining like jealous lovers. Make every lord and lady watch their perfect little debutante get ruined in her coming-out dress—tits bouncing free for the whole ton to envy, your moans drowning out the minuet as I split you open, inch by filthy inch.”

Georgiana moaned outright, thighs parting wider in shameless invitation, the emerald sleeve grinding deeper with the motion, slick and insistent against her fluttering walls. The fantasy clawed at her, vivid and vicious: crystal flutes shattering on the floor, gasps rippling through silk-clad spectators, his cock stretching her while whispers turned to scandalized silence. “More,” she demanded, voice cracking on the edge of a sob, her hand fisting in the sheets as she fought the urge to touch herself. “Tell me what you’d do when they all saw what a desperate, cock-hungry slut their golden girl really was. Don’t hold back—paint it so I feel it.”

James’s free hand tangled in her hair, tugging her head back just enough to expose the vulnerable line of her throat, his teeth grazing the pulse there in a nip that stung like promise. He released her breast with a final, possessive squeeze, trailing his fingers down her belly to circle her navel lazily, teasing the boundary of her mound without mercy. “I’d make you keep the petticoats on,” he whispered, lips brushing her earlobe, tongue flicking out to taste the salt of her skin. “Bunch them high around your waist like a crown of sin, so every thrust made them rustle like applause—soft, starched whispers mocking the impropriety of it all. You’d be on your tiptoes, palms flat on the tablecloth, champagne spilling sticky across your wrists while I railed you from behind, balls slapping wet against your thighs. The ton would see it all: how your cunt grips me like a vise, milking every drop, how you push back greedy as a whore in heat, tits swinging heavy and free, nipples grazing the lace doilies until they’re raw.”

He paused, breath hot against her neck, letting the words hang like smoke, and Georgiana whimpered, hips canting upward in silent plea. The ache between her legs was a living thing now, pulsing in time with her heartbeat, the silk sleeve a cruel, perfect torment that rubbed just shy of where she needed it most. “And when you came?” she pressed, nails digging into his arm, urging him on. “Screaming for the stable boy while they stared?”

“I’d hold you down,” he growled, voice dropping to that dark, velvet timbre that always unraveled her, his hand finally dipping lower to press the soaked emerald against her clit in a single, firm circle. “Pin your wrists in the small of your back so you couldn’t hide—make you take it all, every brutal thrust, until you shattered around me, cunt clenching so tight it dragged the come right out of me. You’d come screaming my name, Georgie—James, plain and filthy—while the ton finally saw the truth. That Lady Georgiana Suffolk wasn’t born for curtsies and contracts, but to be bent over and filled, dripping and ruined, begging for more like the cock-starved wanton you’ve always been under that golden glow.”

The words snapped her control like brittle glass. Georgiana’s back arched off the bed, a keening cry tearing from her throat as her hand dove between her legs, fingers grinding the ruined silk harder, faster against her cunt—chasing the razor-edge his voice had shoved her toward, the fantasy crashing over her in waves of unrelenting filth. Her body seized, thighs clamping around her hand as pleasure ripped through her, hot and merciless, milking phantom thrusts from the thought of her own debauchment. Stars burst behind her eyelids, every nerve alight, the taffeta crumpling beneath her writhing form like a fallen halo.

James watched her unravel, eyes blazing with feral pride, his own hand stroking lazily over his cock—now fully hard again, thick and insistent—as she came apart in gold and emerald and pure, filthy need. Exactly the way he’d dreamed for years, but better: real, gasping, his name a broken prayer on her lips.

And as the tremors ebbed, leaving her boneless and gleaming with fresh sweat, he leaned in with a wicked, satisfied grin. “Earned it, did I?” he murmured, voice rough with promise. “Or should I tell you what I’d do to that gown next?”


VII

Georgiana woke first, blinking at the moon-silvered room, the faint scent of sex and crushed silk still heavy in the air. For one heartbeat she lay still, James’s arm draped possessively across her waist, his breath warm against her shoulder. Then indignation flared—half an hour wasted! Thirty precious minutes she could have spent riding him senseless, or on her knees, or bent over the footboard while he—

She glanced at the little porcelain clock on the mantel. Only half past three. Plenty of night left.

James slept like the dead, lashes fanned against his cheeks, lips parted, utterly spent. Poor darling, she thought, affection flooding her chest. Up at dawn to muck stables, then all evening satisfying his greedy, demanding little mistress. No wonder he was out cold.

A wicked idea bloomed, bright and immediate.

She slipped from his arms without waking him and padded to the wardrobe. Her fingers found the sapphire gown instantly; the one from Christmas two years past, the same dress that had turned her into a winter-night jewel. Georgiana stepped into it naked, the heavy silk cool against overheated skin, then hunted out the long matching gloves. Moonlight glittered on the beaded bodice as she twisted her hair into a hasty but elegant knot, pinning it with practiced flicks until it sat high and innocent at her nape, a few tendrils left to curl against her throat exactly as they had that night.

She looked eighteen again; wide-eyed, untouched, trembling with brand-new desire.

Perfect.

Georgiana crept back to the bed and eased between James’s spread thighs. His cock lay soft and heavy against his thigh, still sticky from her. She leaned down, gloved fingers delicate as she lifted him to her lips, and took him gently into her mouth.

One slow, reverent stroke of her tongue over the head.

A second, swirling carefully, tasting them both on his skin.

James stirred, murmured something wordless. His eyes fluttered open, confusion clouding them for a heartbeat; where was he, whose bed, whose—

Then he looked down.

Georgiana gazed up at him through her lashes, sapphire silk pooling around her knees, lips stretched delicately around his thickening cock, gloved hands cradling him like an offering.

“Shh,” she whispered, letting him slip free just long enough to speak, voice pitched soft and trembling with feigned innocence. “It’s Christmas night, James. The house is asleep. I… I couldn’t wait any longer. I saw you in the stables earlier, so strong and quiet, and I’ve never even been kissed properly, but I need… I need to know what a man tastes like. Please don’t be angry with me for sneaking in here.”

James groaned, low and wrecked, hands rising to tangle gently in her pinned-up hair.

Georgiana took him deeper, cheeks hollowing, then pulled off again with a shy little pop.

“I’m still a virgin,” she breathed, as if confessing a sin. “My sweet little cunt has never had anything inside it but my own curious fingers. But my mouth… my mouth wants to learn everything. I want to be your good little pupil, James. Teach me how to suck a man’s cock until he spills down my throat.”

She licked a slow, deliberate stripe up the underside, watching his hips jerk.

“Will you show me?” she asked, wide-eyed and trembling. “I’m so empty here—” she pressed a gloved hand between her own thighs, letting him see the way the sapphire silk darkened where she touched herself—”but I want to be full of you first. I want my very first taste of come to be yours. I want to choke on it like the greedy little virgin I am.”

James’s head fell back against the pillows with a broken sound, fingers tightening in her hair.

Georgiana smiled around him and sank down again, taking him slow and careful, cheeks flushed with pretend modesty.

“I’ll have to be brave, won’t I?” she murmured between gentle pulls, voice sweet. “My poor little virgin cunt is aching just thinking about how big you’ll feel when you finally ruin me. But for now I just want to practice being your perfect cock-warming angel. I want to keep you in my mouth until the sun comes up, swallowing every drop like it’s my duty.”

She hummed softly, the vibration making him curse, then whispered, “Do I look pretty with my lips all stretched around you, James? Is this what good girls do when they can’t sleep because they’re desperate for their very first cock?”

James could only groan her name, hips lifting helplessly as she took him back in—slow, worshipful, relentlessly innocent. Georgiana swirled her tongue around the head before pulling off his cock with a shy little gasp, her gloved fingers still wrapped delicately around the base. She glanced down at the sapphire satin stretched over her hands and let out a nervous, tinkling giggle, cheeks flushing a perfect, maidenly pink.

“Oh dear,” she whispered, holding one glove up to the moonlight as though seeing the damage for the first time. “I’ve quite ruined them, haven’t I? They’re… they’re all wet and sticky. Whatever will the laundress think?”

James’s laugh was rough, almost pained, his cock jerking in her loose grip. “Worth every penny those gloves cost, love. Worth ten times that to see a proper little lady drooling over stableboy cock like it’s Christmas pudding.”

Georgiana pulled back with a wet, deliberate pop, her lips glistening as she licked them clean, eyes locked on his with that wicked, unrepentant gleam. “Pudding, is it? Then I’d best save some for later—wouldn’t want to spoil my appetite.” She rose slowly, deliberately, the sapphire silk of her Christmas gown whispering down her body in a shimmer of midnight blue that hugged her hips and flared at her thighs. The beaded bodice caught the candlelight, drawing his gaze to the swell of her breasts, still flushed from her own teasing.

But James was done watching. With a growl that vibrated through her bones, he surged up from the bed, hands rough and reverent as they caught her waist and spun her toward the carved oak post of the canopy. “Tease all you like, princess,” he growled against her ear, one palm sliding up her spine to fist the gown’s laces at her nape, the other hiking the heavy skirts high enough to bare her arse to the cool air. “But if you’re hungry, I’ll feed you proper—fill that greedy cunt of yours with something thicker than silk.”

She braced her palms against the polished wood, arching back into him with a breathless laugh that dissolved into a moan as the blunt head of his cock nudged her slick folds, teasing just enough to make her thighs quiver. “Beast,” she taunted, even as her body betrayed her, hips canting to invite him deeper. “Show me, then. Stuff your cock-hungry debutante until she forgets how to curtsy.”

He didn’t make her wait. With one swift, claiming thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, the stretch exquisite and overwhelming, her walls fluttering around him like they’d been waiting for this since the first sinful glance across the stable yard.

Georgiana’s universe shrank to the blunt, punishing glide of James’s cock and the sinful hush of sapphire silk whipping around her hips with every thrust. The heavy skirts leapt and fell against her thighs like a courtesan’s petticoats, while the beaded bodice sawed mercilessly over her pinned, swollen nipples, turning each slam of his hips into bright, scraping bliss. She was still completely, gloriously dressed, her Christmas gown now rucked up and ruined, transformed into the perfect frame for a lady being fucked senseless from behind.

The thought blazed through her, dizzy and delicious: I’m getting railed in the dress I wore to midnight mass. The same one the vicar complimented while trying not to stare at my cleavage. The same one I curtsied in, demure as an angel, while secretly praying some man would drag me behind the yew hedge and do exactly this.

James drove in again, hard enough to jolt a broken moan from her throat, and the beading rasped across her trapped nipples like a wicked promise. She felt filthy, adored, reborn: debutante turned eager slut in the very gown that had once proclaimed her untouched and untouchable. The sheer wrongness of it sent a greedy spasm through her cunt, milking him in helpless delight.

He was iron-hard again, throbbing inside her though he hadn’t even glimpsed her bare breasts this time. Just her mouth in the dark, her teasing pretense of innocence, and the sight of Lady Georgiana bent over in sacred sapphire silk. The thought made her dizzy with gratitude.

She tried to twist, to look back at him, to give him the words trembling on her tongue.

“Thank you,” she gasped, voice splintering as he struck that perfect place again. “For wanting me, not just my tits—”

James laughed, breathless and fond, slamming deep enough to steal the words from her throat.

“It’s never been just your tits, you beautiful little idiot,” he rasped against her ear, one hand fisting in the sapphire silk at her waist. “I’m hard for your gorgeous face. That clever, wicked mouth that says the filthiest things in the sweetest voice. Those eyes that look at me like I’m the only man in the world. That’s what’s got me ready to spend again already.”

The words detonated inside her.

Georgiana’s back bowed, a raw sob tearing free as her climax crashed over her without warning; fierce, blinding, and devastating. She came hard around his cock, cunt spasming in long, milking waves, tears spilling hot down her cheeks because he saw her—really saw her—and still wanted her more than anything.

James groaned at the feel of it, hips stuttering as her body dragged him over the edge with her. He buried himself deep and spent again, pulsing hot inside the ruined Christmas dress, marking her in every way that mattered.

When the tremors finally eased, he eased out gently and gathered her up, sapphire silk and all, cradling her against his chest. Georgiana clung to him, face buried in his neck, aftershocks still fluttering through her.

“Still think I only want your tits?” he murmured, pressing kisses to her damp temple.

She laughed, watery and radiant, and kissed him slow and deep, tasting salt and sex and something that felt dangerously like forever.

“Never again,” she whispered against his lips. “Now ruin the rest of me, stable boy. We’ve got dresses left, and I’m nowhere near done being your favourite idiot.”

✽✽✽

James eased out of her slowly, leaving her empty and aching, the sapphire skirts still rucked high around her waist like a banner of surrender. He rolled onto his back, chest heaving, cock slick and shining between them, and fixed her with a lazy, dangerous grin.

“Something different first,” he said, voice rough from her cries. “Something filthier.”

Georgiana pushed up on her elbows, hair a wild tumble from its ruined pins, the beaded bodice of her Christmas gown sagging just enough to tease the upper swells of her breasts. “Filthier?” she echoed, breathless and delighted. “Darling, I’m already ruined in the dress I wore to church. How much filthier can we possibly—”

He cut her off with a look; dark, hungry, and utterly unrepentant.

“Spread yourself for me,” he said. “Wide open. Find something in this room to hold yourself that way. I want to see exactly how desperate that pretty virgin cunt still is, even after I’ve fucked the innocence out of it.”

Georgiana’s mouth fell open in genuine shock, a hot flush racing from her cheeks straight between her legs.

Spread herself. With something. From her own bedroom, one of the trappings of her privileged, proper life.

The idea was scandalous, humiliating, perfect.

She bit her lip, eyes darting around the moonlit room; there was the silver hairbrush on the dressing table, the long pearl necklace coiled beside it, the heavy crystal perfume bottle… Her gaze landed on the pair of silk stockings draped over the chair, the ones she’d worn to a society ball three months ago, still faintly scented with rosewater and rebellion.

A wicked smile curved her lips.

She crawled from the bed on unsteady legs, sapphire skirts trailing, and fetched the stockings; long, ivory, and whisper-soft. James watched, stroking himself slowly, as she lay back against the pillows, knees falling open.

With deliberate slowness, Georgiana slid one stocking around each thigh just above the knee. Then she drew her legs up and apart, looping the free ends around the carved bedposts on either side. The silk pulled taut, forcing her thighs wide, her cunt splayed open and glistening in the moonlight—swollen, flushed, and utterly shameless.

Her breath came in shallow pants, the position exposing her completely; cool air kissing her dripping folds, the soaked sleeve from the emerald dress still half-tucked inside her like a filthy secret. She felt obscene, displayed, more wanton than a lady had any right to be.

James’s groan rolled out, raw with worship. “Christ, Georgie… look at you. Legs spread, cunt dripping, stuffed with your own silk. You’re the prettiest thing I’ve ever seen.”

She whimpered, hips rolling helplessly, the stockings holding her mercilessly spread.

“Please,” she whispered, voice cracking with need. “Please, James. I’m so open for you. So empty. I need—”

He crawled forward, eyes fixed on her exposed cunt, and leaned down to blow a cool breath across her clit. Georgiana jolted, a broken cry escaping her.

“Need what, my lady?” he murmured, lips brushing her inner thigh. “Need me to fill this pretty, ruined cunt again? Or need me to watch you come just like this… tied open in your Christmas dress, dripping for a stableboy while the whole house sleeps?”

Georgiana’s answer was a desperate, wordless moan as her hips bucked against the restraints, the sapphire silk rustling like applause for her downfall. James chuckled, low and fond, his fingers slipping between her spread thighs to hook the soaked emerald silk still lodged deep inside her.

“Time to retrieve my property, princess,” he murmured.

He tugged—slow at first, then firmer—and the bunched fabric slid free with a wet, obscene pop that echoed in the quiet room. Georgiana’s real blush flared crimson from collarbones to hairline, her bound thighs twitching in the stockings.

James held the dripping sleeve up between them, come and arousal stringing from it in silvery threads.

“Two loads,” he said cheerfully, shrugging. “Can’t blame the silk for clinging.”

Before she could muster a reply, he folded the warm, sticky mess and pressed it over her eyes. Georgiana squeaked with amusement and faux-outrage. “James! I’ll have your spend all over my face—”

“Exactly,” he agreed, tying the knot tight at the back of her head. The fabric clung to her skin, cool and tacky, and she felt the slow seep of him trickling down her temples, over the bridge of her nose, a lewd little tear tracking toward her parted lips.

“See? Much better,” he said, voice warm with wicked amusement. “My filthy girl, blindfolded with the evidence of how thoroughly she’s been fucked.”

Georgiana whimpered, legs trembling in their silk restraints, the humiliation curling hot in her belly and flooding straight to her cunt. She could feel herself dripping anew, exposed very aware of how she must look: thighs forced wide, sapphire skirts rucked high, come streaking her face like a debauched saint.

James padded away—she heard his bare feet on the rug, the soft clink of silver on wood. When he returned, something cool and smooth brushed her inner thigh. She jolted.

“Easy,” he soothed, and then the flat, cold back of her own hairbrush traced up the sensitive skin toward her cunt.

Georgiana’s back arched clear off the bed. “Oh God—that’s freezing!”

James made a soft, apologetic sound and withdrew. She heard him cross to the hearth, the faint scrape of metal on stone as he set the brush near the low fire—just long enough for the silver handle to warm, not burn.

While he waited, Georgiana’s mouth ran away with her.

“I feel like such a slut,” she whispered, half laughing, half mortified. “Tied open with my own stockings, come dripping down my face, legs spread for—for whatever you’re planning. I must look obscene. You must think I’m the most depraved creature in England—”

“I think,” James said, returning with the now pleasantly warm handle, “you look like the most beautiful woman I’ve ever had the luck to ruin.”

He silenced the rest by pressing the rounded silver tip to her entrance and sliding it in—one slow, steady push until the brush’s ornate handle was seated deep inside her, the soft bristles fanning pleasurably against her clit.

Georgiana’s moan was long and broken, hips rolling helplessly to take it deeper. The metal was warm, unyielding, foreign in the most delicious way—filling her while the ruined emerald blindfold kept her in the dark, come still cooling on her cheeks.

James leaned down, lips brushing her ear.

“There,” he whispered. “Now you’re truly stuffed, princess. My come on your face, my gift inside your cunt, and every inch of you trembling because you love being this filthy for me.”

Georgiana could only nod, blind and certain and utterly lost, as he began to move the brush in slow, deliberate strokes that promised she wouldn’t be coherent for some time yet.

✽✽✽

Georgiana’s world was darkness and heat and the thick, unyielding slide of her own silver hairbrush moving inside her. James twisted it slowly at first, letting her feel every ridge of the ornate handle as it dragged along her walls, the warmed metal slick with her arousal, stretching her in ways his cock alone never quite managed. Each gentle push nudged the bristles against her clit, a teasing tickle that made her hips jerk against the silk restraints binding her thighs wide.

She could hear him just beside her ear; the wet, rhythmic slap of his fist on his cock, steady and unhurried. The sound sent a fresh rush of guilt and greed twisting through her.

“James,” she whispered, voice trembling behind the sticky blindfold, “let me talk to you. Please. I feel dreadful just lying here like a lazy little princess while you do all the work.”

A low, approving grunt was her only answer, but the brush thrust deeper, harder, making her gasp.

Georgiana licked her lips, tasting the faint salt of his earlier spend, and let the words spill slow and filthy, each one drawn out like warm honey.

“You know what this is, don’t you?” she breathed. “The brush I use every single morning and night. The one that glides through my long chestnut hair while I sit at my dressing table in nothing but a silk wrapper, dreaming of things I’m not supposed to want. One hundred strokes, James. One hundred strokes to make it shine. And now… now the same handle is buried in my cunt, soaked with me, fucking me open while I lie here tied and blind and dripping like the greediest debutante in England.”

The brush twisted; her back bowed off the bed.

“Every time I pick it up from now on,” she continued, voice husky and shaking, “I’ll feel this. I’ll sit in front of that mirror, perfectly proper on the outside, and my cunt will clench all on its own remembering how you used my own hairbrush to ruin me. I’ll blush crimson trying to keep a straight face while Bess laces me into my gown, knowing the silver between my thighs is still warm from last night’s fucking.”

James’s breath hitched; the brush plunged faster, deeper, a steady, punishing rhythm that had her thighs quivering against the stockings.

“I’ll never be able to brush my hair again without getting wet,” she moaned, the confession spilling out like sin. “I’ll be at some dull dinner party, excusing myself to the retiring room just to brush my hair and remember how full I felt while you jerked that gorgeous cock and stretched me till I saw stars. Everyone will wonder why Lady Georgiana keeps blushing like a bride. They’ll never guess it’s because her hairbrush still smells like her cunt and your come.”

The brush slammed home, bristles grinding hard against her clit, and James’s fist sped up beside her ear, wet, frantic, and desperate.

Georgiana’s climax coiled tight and bright, every muscle straining against the silk holding her open.

“Please,” she sobbed, “please, James, I’m so close—knowing I’ll never be innocent again, knowing this brush will make me drip every time I touch it—fuck me with it, ruin me completely—”

He did.

The handle plunged deep and twisted, bristles raking her clit in one final, perfect stroke, and Georgiana came undone—a long, shattered cry muffled against the ruined emerald blindfold, cunt spasming wildly around the silver, thighs shaking so hard the bedposts creaked.

James followed seconds later with a guttural groan, spending hot across her belly and the sapphire skirts in thick, pulsing ropes, marking the Christmas dress one final, filthy time.

When the tremors finally ebbed, he collapsed beside her, dragging the blindfold free so he could kiss the tears and come from her cheeks.

Georgiana smiled, dazed and radiant, and nuzzled into his throat.

“I’m never buying another hairbrush,” she whispered hoarsely.

James laughed, breathless and wrecked, and pulled her close.

“Good,” he said against her temple. “Because that one’s got my name on it now, love. In places you’ll feel every morning.”


VIII

James eased the hairbrush free with a slow, slick twist that left Georgiana whimpering into the pillows, her cunt clenching greedily at the sudden emptiness. He set the silver handle aside, still glistening with her, and padded naked to her dressing table. The drawer slid open with a soft rasp; his fingers closed around the long string of pearls she wore only on the most special occasions—her dearest friend Poppy’s gift from Paris, luminous and cool against his palm. He turned back to the bed, necklace coiled like a promise in his fist.

Georgiana lifted her head, blindfold askew, and caught the glint of moonlight on the pearls. Her breath hitched. “That’s Poppy’s necklace,” she said, half scandalised, half laughing. “James, you beast.”

He grinned, climbing onto the bed between her still-spread thighs. “I remember Poppy. The pretty one. The only other woman in your set with proper tits.”

Georgiana gasped, a delighted, shocked peal of laughter escaping her. “She does have lovely breasts! Not quite as… generous as mine, but yes, very nice. She caused quite the stir at Eliza’s wedding—”

Her words dissolved into a sharp inhale as James draped the cool strand over her mound, letting the pearls pool in the hollow just above her clit. He gathered the necklace into a single line and pressed the first smooth bead against her entrance. “Generous is one word for these,” he murmured, eyes flicking to where her breasts strained against the sapphire bodice. Then he pushed.

The first pearl slipped inside with obscene ease, swallowed by her slick heat. Georgiana’s back arched; the second followed, then the third, each one a cool, perfect pressure that made her toes curl against the stockings still tying her open. “James,” she managed, voice trembling with laughter and lust, “those pearls have been against the throats of duchesses. They’re priceless.”

“They’re about to be priceless in a whole new way,” he said, feeding another bead in, slow and deliberate, watching her cunt stretch and close around the strand. “Imagine Poppy knowing her gift is currently stuffed up her prettiest friend’s greedy little cunt while I decide how many she can take.”

Georgiana moaned, hips rolling helplessly. “She’d faint dead away. Or ask for details.”

He chuckled darkly and gave the necklace a gentle tug; just enough for her to feel the beads shift inside her, rubbing every sensitive spot he’d mapped with cock and fingers and brush. She cried out, thighs quivering against the restraints. “More?” he asked, voice velvet and cruel.

“Yes—God, yes—fill me with them, James. Turn Poppy’s Paris pearls into my own secret shame. Every time I wear them to a ball I’ll feel them cool against my throat and remember how you fucked me with them, how my cunt swallowed every single one while I begged like a whore.”

James’s cock jerked against his belly at the words; he fed the strand deeper, bead by bead, until the necklace disappeared inside her save for the final clasp dangling just outside her entrance like an obscene tail. Georgiana was panting now, breasts heaving against the sapphire silk, blindfold still leaking faint traces of his earlier spend down her flushed cheeks.

He leaned over her, lips brushing her ear. “There,” he whispered. “All tucked away safe. Now let’s see how pretty you look when I make them dance.”

His fingers closed on the clasp and he began to move the strand; slow pulls and gentle thrusts, the pearls rolling inside her like a string of perfect, filthy secrets. Georgiana’s moans rose in pitch, her body straining against the stockings, the sapphire gown, the blindfold, every inch of her trussed and trembling and utterly his.

“You know,” James said conversationally, giving the strand the gentlest tug so the pearls rolled inside her like slow, deliberate kisses, “I always rather fancied your friend Poppy.”

Georgiana’s eyes snapped open behind the sticky blindfold. “You what?”

“She was terribly pretty,” he went on, voice warm with fond memory. “Smiled at me like I was a person, not just the help. Remember the summer she came to stay? That yellow dress she wore to the picnic—God, the way it clung when she laughed…”

Georgiana made an outraged sound and tried to twist, one gloved hand flailing blindly toward his face. “I will murder you—”

James caught her wrist easily and, with a wicked grin she couldn’t see, yanked the necklace hard.

The pearls ripped through her in one fast, bumping cascade, bead after bead dragging along her sensitive walls, popping free with wet little kisses that lit every nerve on fire. Georgiana’s back bowed; a strangled cry tore from her throat as the sudden, overwhelming friction hurled her right to the edge. “James—fuck—!”

He stopped just short of letting her tip over, fingers settling lightly on her swollen clit, tracing lazy circles that kept her trembling on the brink. “Remember how she’d lean over the terrace balustrade in that yellow muslin? The way the sun lit her up… Christ, she was stunning.”

Georgiana’s hips jerked; a furious little growl escaped her throat. “Oh, was she?”

“Couldn’t help myself,” he went on mercilessly, giving the pearls a slow tug that dragged them an inch deeper and made her sob. “Those eyes—so like yours, but softer, you know? Less spoiled. And her mouth… always smiling at me like I was worth the dirt on my boots. Made a man feel seen.”

“James,” she snarled, trying to twist, to slap at him, to do anything, but the stockings and his weight on her thighs pinned her utterly. “I swear to God, if you mention her tits—”

“Oh, I’m getting there,” he said cheerfully, leaning down until his lips brushed her ear. “Because they were gorgeous, weren’t they? High and firm, bouncing just enough when she walked across the lawn. Not quite as obscene as yours, of course—no one could accuse her of that—but perfect. Elegant. The kind of breasts a man could worship without feeling like he needed a wheelbarrow to carry them.”

Georgiana made a strangled sound of pure outrage, her cunt clamping down so hard on the pearls she hissed in pleasure. “You absolute bastard,” she spat, voice cracking. “I’ll— I’ll have you flogged for this, I’ll—”

“You’ll what?” he taunted, fingers stilling entirely on her clit until she whined in frustration. “You’ll throw a tantrum because I once jerked myself raw imagining bending Poppy over the rose arbor and fucking her until she forgot her own name? Because I pictured those perfect, ladylike tits spilling out of that yellow dress while she begged me for more in the same voice you use when you’re trying to sound posh and proper?”

“James—please—” It was half sob, half moan, jealousy and arousal braided so tight she couldn’t tell them apart.

James’s voice dropped to a wicked purr. “Imagine if she knew, Georgie. Imagine Poppy finding out her closest friend is currently tied to her own bedposts, cunt stuffed with the pearls she brought back from Paris, while the stable boy who used to stare at her like a desperate dog now fucks said friend senseless and teases her about her tits.”

Georgiana’s back bowed; tears of fury and lust leaked from beneath the blindfold. “I hate you,” she choked. “I hate you so much—”

“No you don’t,” he whispered, suddenly gentle, fingers pressing hard on her clit at last while he began to pull the pearls free—one slow, deliberate bead at a time. “You love it. You love knowing I looked at her and saw pieces of you. Same eyes. Same smile. Same wicked little heart that wants to be ruined.”

He tugged faster, the pearls bumping over that perfect spot inside her again and again. “I fancied her,” he said, voice raw now, “because she was the closest I’d ever get to you. Until tonight.”

The confession, paired with the relentless drag of pearls and the sudden, perfect pressure on her clit, shattered her. Georgiana came with a hoarse, furious scream, body convulsing, cunt spasming wildly around each retreating bead as wave after wave crashed through her. James pulled the last pearl free just as she crested, replacing it with two thick fingers that fucked her through the aftershocks until she was sobbing his name with eyes screwed shut.

When it finally ebbed, he whipped the blindfold off and gathered her trembling body against his chest, pearls discarded in a glistening heap on the sheets. Georgiana buried her face in his neck, voice muffled and wobbly. “Hate you,” she muttered again, but her arms wound tight around him, clinging like she’d never let go.

James kissed her temple, laughing softly. “Liar.”

She peeked up at him, eyes red-rimmed and sparkling. “You’re never allowed to mention Poppy’s name again.”

“Deal,” he said solemnly, then ruined it with a grin. “As long as you promise to keep being this jealous. It’s the prettiest you’ve ever looked.”

Georgiana bit his shoulder—hard enough to make him yelp—then kissed the mark better. “C’mere, you wicked, wicked man,” she whispered, pulling him down into the tangle of ruined silk and scattered pearls. “Hold me. Make me believe you’re mine again.”

✽✽✽

Georgiana lay curled against James’s chest, the sapphire gown a ruined halo around them, pearls scattered like fallen stars across the sheets. Her body felt soft and liquid, every muscle humming with the lazy satisfaction of being thoroughly, perfectly used. James’s arms banded around her, one hand tracing idle patterns along the curve of her spine, the other cupped possessively over the swell of her breast, as if even now he couldn’t quite believe it was his to hold.

For a long moment they simply breathed together, the room quiet except for the soft crackle of the dying fire and the faint rustle of silk when she shifted closer. She pressed a kiss to the hollow of his throat, tasting salt and warmth and him. “You absolute monster,” she murmured, voice husky and fond. “Making me jealous of my own dearest friend. I’ll never look at Poppy the same way again.”

James chuckled, the sound rumbling under her cheek. “Good. Maybe next Christmas you’ll sit a little closer to me at dinner and remind me whose tits I’m actually allowed to ruin.”

Georgiana lifted her head, eyes glittering with leftover mischief and something softer. “Allowed?” She walked her fingers down his stomach, tracing the line of hair that led lower. “Since when does my filthy stable boy care about what’s proper? I seem to recall him tying me open and stuffing me with pearls like I was a particularly expensive Christmas cracker.”

His cock gave an interested twitch against her thigh; she smiled, slow and catlike, and wrapped her fingers around him. He was half-hard already, heavy and warm in her palm, and she began a lazy, teasing stroke. “You know,” she said conversationally, thumb circling the head until he hissed, “last Christmas, Poppy and I had to share a room. The house was full of guests, and someone had to double up. I walked in while she was changing.”

James’s hips lifted into her hand, breath catching. Georgiana’s voice dropped to a wicked purr. “She had her back half-turned, just stepping out of her chemise. And there they were—her pert little tits, high and perfect, nipples all rosy and stiff from the cold. Not like these great big breasts of mine that spill everywhere the moment a gown loosens. Hers sat so pretty, like they’d never caused a single stiffening. I stood there staring like a perfect idiot, before pretending to hunt for my nightgown while I memorised every inch.”

She tightened her grip, stroking him root to tip, slow and deliberate. “I kept thinking how easy it would be to cross the room, cup them in my hands, feel how firm they were compared to my own soft, heavy ones. How she’d gasp and pretend to be shocked, but her nipples would get even harder under my palms. I wondered if she ever touched herself thinking about it later, remembering her most trusted confidante ogling her like a starving man at a banquet.”

James groaned, cock fully hard now, pulsing in her fist. Georgiana leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “Imagine if I’d done it,” she whispered. “If I’d walked over and squeezed those perfect little tits while she pretended to protest. Told her how jealous I was that hers never tried to escape every gown she wore. Maybe I’d have sucked one into my mouth, just to see if she tasted as sweet as she looked.”

Her hand moved faster, slick with the bead of precome at his tip. “Would you like that, James? Knowing your lady spent a whole Christmas night wet and aching because she couldn’t stop thinking about her dearest friend’s pretty, perky tits? Maybe next year I’ll invite Poppy to stay again. You can watch us compare. Side by side. Hers high and neat, mine spilling everywhere like the greedy, overripe things they are. You can decide which pair you want to come all over first.”

James’s breath fractured; his hips bucked helplessly into her grip. Georgiana smiled against his neck, stroking him with slow, worshipful twists. “Come on, darling,” she crooned. “Paint your jealous girl again. Show me whose tits you really want.”

He lasted three more strokes before he spilled over her fingers with a broken groan, hot and thick and utterly undone. Georgiana hummed, satisfied, and brought her hand to her lips, licking him clean with deliberate, kittenish swipes of her tongue. “Oh, I’m not finished with you yet,” she whispered, voice honeyed with revenge.

Before he could protest, she snatched one of the ruined emerald sleeves—still damp with their mingled spend—and knotted it snugly over his eyes. James laughed, startled and delighted, hands rising instinctively before she batted them away. “See how you like it, stable boy,” she said, tying the final knot with a flourish. “No peeking, unless you want come in your eyes.”

Blindfolded and sprawled amid the wreckage of silk and pearls, he looked deliciously vulnerable. Georgiana’s heart raced with wicked glee. She slipped from the bed, bare feet whispering across the carpet, and dove into the wardrobe’s deeper shadows. Her fingers closed around the one dress she had never dared wear: a confection of blush-pink chiffon and ivory lace, sent by Poppy two seasons ago with a note that read, Darling, this looked so fetching on me I simply had to see it on you.

Georgiana had tried it once in secret, alone in her room, and her breasts had rebelled spectacularly—spilling over the delicate bodice like rising dough, refusing to be contained by any amount of tugging or prayer. Too mortified to ask the modiste to let it, she had hidden it away. Tonight, that made it perfect.

She wriggled into it now, the chiffon whispering up her thighs, the lace bodice catching on her hips before she forced it higher. The moment her breasts met the neckline they rebelled again—popping free with an audible bounce, too full, too heavy, too gloriously obscene for the modest cut meant for Poppy’s neater, daintier figure. The gown hung open down the front, framing her bare chest like a lewd portrait frame.

Georgiana pinned a few strategic curls to mimic Poppy’s softer style, took a breath, and glided back to the bed. She knelt between James’s spread thighs and gently tugged the blindfold free.

James blinked—and froze. Georgiana sat back on her heels, hands folded demurely in her lap, head tilted with Poppy’s characteristic sweet shyness, voice pitched to that soft, self-deprecating lilt her friend used when she thought no one was listening. “James, darling,” she said, letting her lashes flutter, “I simply couldn’t sleep. The house is so quiet, and I saw your light under the door… I know it’s frightfully improper, but I’ve been thinking about you all evening. Ever since you helped me up into the carriage this afternoon and your fingers brushed mine.”

James’s mouth opened, then closed. His cock, which had been resting soft and spent against his thigh, gave a visible, helpless jerk. Georgiana let her lower lip tremble, just the way Poppy did when she was trying not to laugh at her own boldness. “I feel so silly,” she went on, tracing a gloved finger down the gaping front of the gown where her breasts—Poppy’s gown, her own outrageous tits—spilled shamelessly into view. “This dress was always a little snug on me, but tonight it simply won’t behave at all. Look—they just keep falling out. I can’t imagine what you must think of me.”

James made a strangled sound, half laugh, half groan. Georgiana leaned forward, letting the chiffon gape wider, and rested a hand on his knee with perfect, genteel concern. “Would you… would you mind terribly helping me?” she asked, voice trembling with feigned innocence. “I’m afraid if I bend over to fix it myself I’ll only make it worse. And I did so want to look pretty for you.”

She watched his cock rise, thick and urgent, against his belly—and smiled Poppy’s sweet, conspiratorial smile. “Though between us,” she added, dropping her voice to a whisper, “I rather like how it feels when they’re free. Makes a girl feel… naughty. Do you think I’m very wicked, James?”

James’s answer was a helpless thrust into the air, followed by a breathless, “Georgiana—”

She cut him off with Poppy’s soft laugh, pressing one finger to his lips. “Shh. Tonight I’m not Georgiana. Tonight I’m her lonely friend Poppy who can’t stop thinking about the stable boy’s big, strong hands. Now be a dear and show me what those hands can do when no one’s watching.”

Georgiana leaned closer, her breath feathering across James’s cheek as she held his wrists steady, pressing his palms against the overflowing warmth of her breasts. The pink chiffon framed them like a teasing afterthought, the lace edging barely containing their heavy spill.

“Poppy,” James rasped, his voice thick with wonder and want, fingers flexing instinctively to knead the soft, yielding flesh. “Christ, Poppy, you’ve been driving me mad for years. Sneaking glances when you visited, that prim little smile while I pictured dragging you behind the stables and getting my hands under all these layers.”

Georgiana’s heart skipped at the name on his lips, but she stayed in character, letting her voice lilt with Poppy’s soft, hesitant charm, that self-conscious sweetness that always hid a spark of mischief. She tilted her head, batting her lashes as if shocked by her own boldness. “Oh, James,” she murmured, her gloved fingers trailing lightly down his arms while he groped her, thumbs circling her nipples until they stiffened against his palms. “You mustn’t say such things. It’s not seemly. But… I suppose I can confess a little secret, since we’re alone like this.”

She arched into his touch, letting a soft gasp escape as he pinched lightly, the light sting sending heat pooling between her thighs. “Last summer, when I came to stay at the estate... I saw you bathing in the stream one afternoon. You thought no one was watching, but I couldn’t look away. Your strong back, the way the water ran down your chest... I went back to my room and touched myself, imagining your rough hands on me. What a wicked girl I am, dreaming of the stable boy’s cock while everyone thought I was napping.”

James groaned, his hips bucking up against nothing, cock straining toward her as his hands grew rougher, squeezing her breasts with a dominance that made her breath hitch. “Poppy, you tease—tell me more. Did you come thinking of me?”

Georgiana bit her lip, mimicking Poppy’s shy little laugh, even as she ground subtly against his thigh, the chiffon whispering between them. “Oh, darling, I did. Twice. Picturing you pinning me against the hayloft wall, shoving my skirts up and taking me hard, like the common wench I secretly long to be. My nipples got so hard they poked through my chemise—much like now. Feel how eager they are for you? Such a disgraceful thing for a lady to admit… oh, I’m so ashamed of myself.”

He growled, pulling her down for a messy kiss, his tongue claiming her mouth while one hand slipped beneath the gown’s hem, fingers teasing the slick heat between her legs. Georgiana moaned into him, her body melting under his grip, the way he handled her like she was both treasure and toy.

She bit her lip, a truly devilish idea blooming behind her eyes. “You know,” she said, voice low and velvet-rough, “I’ve been thinking about Christmas again. That year Poppy stayed. The three of us—me, you, her—alone in the east wing while the rest of the house slept off the punch.”

James’s cock twitched in her hand; he swallowed hard. “Georgie…” She leaned in, lips brushing his ear, stroking him slow and deliberate. “Imagine it,” she whispered. “Poppy slipping into your room first, all shy and nervous, thinking she’s being so daring. You’d have her on her knees in that yellow dress before she finished apologising, her pretty mouth stretched around you while she pretends she’s never done anything so wicked in her life.”

James groaned, hips lifting into her grip. “Then I walk in,” Georgiana continued, voice trembling with the picture she painted, “catching my best friend on her knees for the stable boy. She’d be mortified—those perfect little tits heaving with shame—but I wouldn’t let her stop. I’d kneel behind her, push her forward so her face is buried in your lap, and whisper how I’ve always wanted to taste her too. I’d lick where your cock meets her lips, steal little kisses from both of you while she whimpers and tries not to come from the scandal alone.”

She sped her strokes, wrist twisting just the way he liked. “You’d have us side by side,” she breathed, “Poppy’s neat, perky tits and my ridiculous ones pressed together while you decide whose mouth to fuck first. We’d take turns—her sweet, careful sucking and my greedy, sloppy one—until you couldn’t tell whose tongue was whose. And when you finally bent us over the bed, skirts rucked up, you’d fuck us one after the other, comparing how tight we both are, how differently we moan your name.”

James’s breath came in ragged pants; his cock throbbed in her fist. “I’d make her watch while you ruined me,” Georgiana went on, relentless, “hold her pretty face turned so she could see exactly how hard you make me come. Then I’d do the same for her—spread her thighs and lick her clit while you took her from behind, tasting how much wetter she gets knowing her friend is watching her get fucked like a common whore.”

She leaned down, tongue flicking the head of his cock once, twice. “We’d end up tangled together,” she finished, voice shaking with want, “you in the middle, Poppy riding your face while I ride your cock, our tits rubbing together every time we move. You’d come inside one of us—maybe her, maybe me—and we’d both lick you clean after, kissing over your spent cock like the filthy, jealous, loving little sluts we are.”

Georgiana straddled James’s lap, the ruined blush-pink chiffon barely clinging to her shoulders, her breasts swaying heavy and free with every breath. She cupped them from underneath, lifting them high, while her fingers kept up their slow, teasing strokes on his cock. “You like that part best, don’t you?” she murmured, voice low and wicked. “Our tits rubbing together. Poppy’s pretty little handfuls dragged across my big, greedy ones until we’re both shaking.”

James’s groan was raw, his hips rolling helplessly into her grip. “Imagine it,” she whispered. “Poppy on her back, cheeks flaming because she knows how wrong this is, her neat, perfect breasts trembling with every breath. Then I crawl over her, slow, so she can feel what’s coming. My huge tits swing forward and the second they touch hers she gasps—like ice meeting fire. Her little nipples are already hard, but when mine drag across them they stiffen even more, like they’re shocked to be outmatched.”

She squeezed her own breasts together, demonstrating, the soft flesh spilling over her palms. “Again and again,” she continued, voice husky, “I lower myself until we’re pressed flush. My heavy tits smothering her smaller ones, flattening them, making her feel every ounce of how much bigger I am. She tries to arch away, mortified, but that only rubs us harder—her stiff little peaks scraping across mine until we’re both moaning like whores. You’d watch her face, James—watch Poppy bite her lip white trying not to cry out when she realises her closest friend’s tits are making her wet.”

James’s cock jerked violently in her hand; pre-come slicked her fingers. Georgiana didn’t let up. She leaned in, letting her breasts brush his lips as she kept talking, relentless. “You’d reach between us,” she breathed, “grab both sets of nipples at once. Twist mine hard because you know I love the sting, then roll hers gently at first—teasing, until she’s whimpering and trying to hide her face in the pillow. But you wouldn’t let her. You’d pinch them both at the same time, make us gasp in unison while our tits slide together, slick with sweat and the mess you’ve already made of us.”

She sped her strokes, wrist twisting on every upstroke. “Over and over,” she crooned, “my huge, soft tits grinding against her pretty little ones until she’s shaking with shame and want. You’d laugh at how red she gets—proper Poppy, reduced to rubbing herself against her friend’s big, greedy tits while you play us both like instruments. And when she finally breaks—when she sobs and begs for more—you’d shove us together harder, make us kiss while our nipples drag and catch and torture each other until we come just from that, just from the feel of our tits and your cruel fingers and the knowledge that we’re both your filthy, desperate girls.”

James groaned, cock throbbing in her fist, pre-come slicking her fingers. “Christ, Poppy…”

Georgiana’s smile faltered for a heartbeat, a flicker of real jealousy tightening her chest. She sat back on her heels, the ruined blush-pink chiffon slipping further off one shoulder, and fixed him with a stare that was half fire, half genuine hurt. “You really do keep circling back to her, don’t you?” she said, voice quieter now, edged with something raw. “Poppy’s perfect little tits. Poppy’s tidy little cunt. Poppy, Poppy, Poppy.”

James opened his mouth, caught the look in her eye, and closed it again.

Georgiana leaned forward, breasts swaying heavy and deliberate as she caged him with her arms, hair spilling wild around them both. “Do you know how many times I’ve stood in a ballroom feeling like I’m on display?” she asked, soft but sharp. “Watching the way men look at me—like I’m a pair of tits that happened to grow a girl underneath? And every single one of them secretly wishing I were just a little more like her. Smaller. Neater. Easier to tuck into a corner and kiss without causing a scandal.”

Her fingers tightened around his cock—not stroking now, just holding, possessive. “I love my tits,” she said, glancing down at her own chest with a bitter twist of her mouth. “I love how they feel when you bruise them, how they bounce when you fuck me, how they make you groan like you’re dying. But sometimes… sometimes I hate them too. Because they make me impossible to ignore, and still not enough. Never quite refined enough. Never quite the elegant little lady everyone wants.”

James’s hands rose slowly, carefully, cupping her face. “Georgie—”

She shook her head, cutting him off, but didn’t pull away. “And then you,” she whispered, “the one person who’s ever made me feel like every inch of me is exactly right—you keep drifting back to her. To the version of me that’s quieter, prettier, easier to love.”

Her voice cracked on the last word. James sat up fully, wrapping his arms around her waist and pulling her flush against him, her breasts crushed between them, his cock trapped hot and hard against her belly.

“Listen to me,” he said, low and fierce. “I think about Poppy because she looks like you. Because when I was too terrified to even speak to you, she was the safest way to imagine touching the girl I actually wanted. Every fantasy I ever had about her ended with me pretending it was you underneath me, you moaning my name, you coming apart exactly the way you do.”

Georgiana’s breath hitched; her eyes searched his, wary and hopeful.

“I don’t want smaller,” he said, hands sliding down to cup her breasts, lifting their heavy weight like an offering. “I don’t want neater. I want these—big and soft and impossible, the ones that make you gasp when the gown finally gives up and lets them free. I want the girl who’s jealous and messy and brilliant and so bloody alive she makes the rest of the world feel half-asleep.”

He pressed his forehead to hers. “I want you, Georgiana Suffolk. All of you. The parts that overflow every dress, the parts that swear like a stablehand when you come, the parts that get jealous because you care. Especially those parts.”

Georgiana’s eyes filled again, but this time the tears were different—relief and love and a fierce, possessive joy. She kissed him hard, messy, claiming, her hands fisting in his hair.

“Then take me,” she whispered against his mouth. “Take all of me. And next time you think about Poppy’s perfect little anything, remember she’ll never be jealous enough to tie you to her bed and ride you until you forget every other woman’s name.”

James laughed, breathless and wrecked, and rolled her beneath him. “Deal,” he said, and set about proving it with hands and mouth and cock until the only name on his lips was hers—over and over and over again.

✽✽✽

Much later, when the candles had burned low and their bodies were slick and tangled once more, James nuzzled into the damp curve of her neck. His teeth grazed that wicked spot just below her ear, the one that always made her shiver and clench around him.

“I’m close again, love,” he murmured, voice rough with fresh hunger, hips already rocking lazily against her thigh. “Tell me another. You spin them so filthy and sweet I could live on the sound.”

Georgiana’s breath caught; a slow, catlike smile curved her lips. She pushed him onto his back with deliberate grace, the ruined blush-pink chiffon slipping from her shoulders and pooling on the floor like discarded innocence. Naked and gleaming, she straddled him properly, knees bracketing his hips, heavy breasts swaying as she settled. The slick heat of her dragged along his hardening length without taking him in, teasing them both.

“Greedy boy,” she purred, leaning down until her nipples brushed his lips. “Very well. Last Christmas, the night before the ball… Poppy and I shared that little yellow room at the end of the east wing. I came in quietly—she thought I was still downstairs flirting with the officers.”

She paused to nip his earlobe, rolling her hips so the head of his cock nudged her entrance, then pulled away again. “She was bent over the washstand, chemise rucked up to her waist, washing herself. And there it was—her pretty little cunt, all neat and pink, lips tucked together like a secret. A perfect triangle of dark curls, trimmed short the way Frenchwomen do. So much tidier than mine. When she bent further, I saw how small she was—barely a seam, really, with just the tiniest hint of her clit peeking out, already swollen because she’d been touching herself before I walked in.”

James groaned, hands rising to grip her hips, trying to pull her down onto him. Georgiana laughed softly and held herself just out of reach. “I stood frozen in the doorway,” she continued, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, “watching the water trickle down her thighs while she sighed and circled that sweet little button with two fingers. Her cunt lips parted just enough to show me how pink she was inside, how wet. She had no idea I was there, James—my confidante and companion, fingering her perfect, ladylike pussy while she thought of God-knows-who. Maybe even you.”

She finally sank down an inch, letting him feel how soaked the story had made her, then rose again. “I wanted to drop to my knees right there,” she confessed, breath hitching as his cockhead dragged through her folds. “Wanted to push her legs wider and taste how proper she was, lick that tidy little slit until she forgot she was married and begged her wicked friend to make her come. I’d have spread her open with my thumbs, shown her how much prettier her cunt looks when it’s flushed and dripping and ruined.”

James’s grip tightened, a growl rumbling in his chest. “Tell me more,” he demanded, voice ragged.

Georgiana smiled, slow and filthy, and took him fully inside her at last—sinking down until he was buried to the hilt, her huge breasts bouncing with the motion. “I’d have made her watch in the mirror,” she said, beginning to ride him in long, deliberate strokes. “Made her see how her neat little pussy stretched around my tongue, how her clit throbbed when I sucked it. And when she came—God, James, she’d have come so prettily, all quiet little gasps and trembling thighs, trying so hard to be a lady even while her cunt gushed all over my face.”

She leaned forward, letting her breasts drag across his chest, nipples catching on his skin with every roll of her hips. “That’s what you want, isn’t it?” she whispered against his lips. “Both of us on our knees for you, Poppy’s perfect, tidy cunt and my greedy, sloppy one, taking turns riding your cock while we kiss over your shoulder and compare how we taste on your tongue.”

James’s answer was a desperate thrust upward, hands sliding to her arse to pull her down harder, faster. “Keep going,” he rasped, thumb brushing her lower lip. “Tell me more about Poppy’s cunt. How much of a perfect lady she is, even when she’s wet and wanting.”

Georgiana’s smile sharpened, wicked and warm. She leaned down, letting her breasts drag across his chest as she continued the slow, teasing rhythm of her hand. “Oh, she’s the epitome of ladylike,” she purred, voice dripping with honeyed filth. “Even when she’s touching herself, she does it so delicately—like she’s afraid of leaving fingerprints on her own body. Those two elegant fingers circling her clit with the tiniest, politest little motions, as if she’s stirring tea instead of trying to come. Her cunt stays so tidy, James—those neat lips barely parting, just a glimpse of pink, like she’s too refined to get properly messy.”

She sped her strokes slightly, watching his hips lift into her grip. “She’d have gasped if she knew I was watching,” Georgiana continued, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “Covered herself with one hand while the other kept rubbing, because even in private she can’t bear to be improper. Her clit would have been so small and perfect, peeking out like a shy little pearl, and when she came she’d have bitten her glove to stay quiet—legs trembling but pressed together like a good girl, only a single drop of her ladylike arousal slipping free.”

James groaned, the sound raw and broken, his cock throbbing hot in her fist. “Christ, Poppy…” he rasped again, the name slipping out like a prayer he couldn’t quite swallow.

Georgiana’s smile faltered for the space of a heartbeat, just long enough for the old jealousy to flicker; then curved into something softer, more dangerous. She slowed her strokes to a languid glide, thumb sweeping over the slick crown each time, collecting the bead of pre-come and spreading it down his length until he was gleaming.

“Listen carefully, darling,” she whispered, leaning in until her lips brushed his ear, breasts pressing heavy and warm against his chest. “That perfect, tidy little cunt you’re picturing? It belongs to a woman who will never be this wet for you.” She squeezed him once, hard, possessive. “She’ll never grind herself shameless on your cock while she tells you exactly how filthy her dearest friend looks with her legs spread. She’ll never come so hard she forgets her own name, let alone yours.”

James’s hips jerked helplessly, a strangled sound tearing from his throat.

Georgiana shifted higher, knees sliding wider until she hovered just above him. With deliberate slowness she guided the head of his cock through her soaked folds, coating him in the evidence of how thoroughly he belonged to her now. Then she sank down in one smooth, claiming glide, taking every inch until he was buried to the hilt and they both shuddered.

“Feel that?” she breathed, rolling her hips in a slow, grinding circle that dragged her clit against him and made stars burst behind her eyes. “That’s me, James. Messy and greedy and so full of you I can taste it. Poppy’s dainty fingers never made her this wet. Her polite little pearl never throbbed like this.”

She began to ride him in earnest—long, unhurried strokes that lifted her nearly off him before slamming back down, breasts bouncing with each impact, the ruined chiffon long forgotten on the floor. Every downward thrust forced a broken groan from him; every upward drag made her moan at the exquisite stretch. Their bellies slid together, slick with sweat and earlier spend, the room filled with the wet, rhythmic sounds of bodies that had forgotten the world existed.

James’s hands roamed everywhere; gripping her arse to angle her deeper, sliding up to knead her breasts, thumbs flicking her nipples until she sobbed. He watched her through half-lidded eyes, reverent and wrecked, as if she were the only thing tethering him to earth.

“Say it,” she demanded on a gasp, leaning forward so her hair spilled around them like a curtain, caging him in gold and heat. “Say whose cunt you’re in.”

“Yours,” he growled instantly, voice hoarse. “Georgiana’s. Only yours—fuck—always yours.”

The words snapped something inside her. Pleasure coiled tight and bright at the base of her spine, then shattered outward in a blinding rush. She came with a low, keening cry, walls fluttering wildly around him, milking him in rhythmic pulses that dragged him over the edge with her. James arched beneath her, fingers digging bruises into her hips as he spilled deep, hot and endless, her name a ragged litany on his tongue.

For a long moment there was nothing but the sound of their breathing, the faint crackle of the dying fire, and the lazy thump of two hearts finding the same rhythm again.

Georgiana collapsed forward, boneless, cheek pressed to the damp hollow of his throat. James’s arms came around her instantly, strong and careful, gathering her close as if she were something infinitely precious. She felt him soften inside her but made no move to separate them; the gentle fullness was too sweet, too perfect.

He pressed a kiss to her temple, then her closed eyelids, then the corner of her mouth; soft, reverent brushes that felt like apologies and vows all at once.

“Stay,” she mumbled, already half-drowsy, nuzzling into the warm curve where his neck met shoulder. “Just like this.”

“Never leaving,” he whispered against her hair, one hand stroking slow, soothing paths down the length of her spine. The other settled possessively over the swell of her breast, thumb tracing idle circles around her nipple.

Georgiana hummed, a sleepy, contented sound, and let her leg hook over his, tangling them tighter. The sheets were a hopeless wreck, the room smelled of sex and candle-smoke and them, and she had never felt more utterly, perfectly at home.

Outside, the wind rattled the windowpanes, but inside there was only warmth: his heartbeat under her ear, the lazy drag of his fingers through her hair, the faint ache between her thighs that promised she would feel him tomorrow and smile every time she moved.

James tugged the counterpane up over them both, tucking it around her shoulders with the same care he used to blanket horses after a hard ride. Georgiana sighed, melting against him, and let sleep pull her under; safe, sated, and wrapped in the arms of the only man who had ever seen all of her and wanted more.

In the hush before dawn, they slept twined together, two bodies that had ruined every rule and found, somehow, that the world still turned.


IX

Sunlight slipped through the gap in the curtains like warm honey, brushing Georgiana’s cheek and coaxing her awake. For one drowsy heartbeat she didn’t know why her bed felt so full, why there was a heavy arm across her waist and a steady heartbeat beneath her ear. Then memory arrived in a rush—pearls sliding inside her, silk tearing, James’s voice calling her Poppy while she begged for more—each moment clicking into place like dominoes toppling one after another.

She smiled, slow and secret, and burrowed closer. James slept on, lips parted, one hand still cupped possessively around her breast as though even unconscious he couldn’t bear to let go. His skin was furnace-warm, smelling of sweat and sex and the faint hay-and-leather scent that clung to him always. Georgiana pressed her nose to the hollow of his throat and breathed him in, luxuriating in the simple, astonishing fact that he was hers. Hers to hold, hers to ruin, hers to wake up tangled with.

She could have stayed like that forever.

The little porcelain clock on the mantel gave a soft, apologetic chime—six delicate notes.

Six.

James should have been in the stables an hour ago.

Panic flared bright and cold. Georgiana sat up, the sheet pooling around her waist, and shook his shoulder with sudden urgency.

“James—darling—wake up.”

He stirred, blinking sleepily, eyes crinkling at the corners in a way that made her heart do something ridiculous.

“Mm?”

She cupped his face, kissed him slow and lingering, as long as she dared; then guided his head gently down until his cheek rested against the soft weight of her breast.

“Listen to me,” she whispered, fingers threading through his hair. “It’s six o’clock.”

The words took a moment to penetrate. Then James jolted upright, nearly toppling them both from the bed.

“Christ—” He scrambled for his clothes, cursing softly as he hunted for a boot that had somehow ended up beneath the dresser. “I’m meant to have the hunters out by five-thirty—”

Georgiana lounged back against the pillows, sheet barely covering her, and watched him with lazy, guilty pleasure. The way his back muscles flexed when he bent over, the stretch of his thighs as he yanked on breeches—every movement was unfairly beautiful in the morning light.

“Will you be all right?” she asked, trying to keep the worry from her voice.

James paused, one boot half-on, and gave her a rueful grin. “Depends whether the master decided today was the day to inspect the tack room at dawn. If he did, I’m in for it.”

He found the second boot, shoved his foot in, then crossed the room in two strides to kiss her—hard, quick, desperate.

“I’ll manage,” he said against her lips. “I always do.”

Georgiana caught his wrist before he could pull away. “Tonight?” she asked, the question small and hopeful.

“Tonight,” he promised, pressing one last kiss to her forehead. “Leave the loft window unlatched.”

Then he was gone, slipping out the way he’d come, silent as a shadow.

Georgiana flopped back among the wrecked sheets, heart racing, body still humming with the memory of him. She would find a way to the stables after breakfast—Bess would help, Bess always helped—and until then she would carry the ache of him between her thighs and the taste of him on her tongue and the knowledge that, for the first time in her life, she was utterly, gloriously, irrevocably someone’s.

She smiled at the ceiling, stretched like a cat in sunlight, and decided the day could wait a little longer before it began.

✽✽✽

Two hours later, Georgiana descended the grand staircase in a gown of dove-grey silk that hugged her curves with demure insistence, her chestnut hair pinned in a loose chignon that Bess had wrestled into submission with a mix of tortoiseshell combs and whispered prayers. The maid had arrived at her door just after dawn, eyes wide as saucers when Georgiana cracked it open, and spent the next hour dabbing arnica on the constellation of lovebites blooming across her throat, collarbone, and the tender undersides of her breasts.

“Lord love us, miss,” Bess had gasped, her fingers trembling as she smeared the salve over a particularly vivid mark just above Georgiana’s left nipple, “he’s marked you like a pirate’s treasure map. If your papa sees even a hint of this, we’re both for the gutters.”

Georgiana had bitten her lip to stifle a laugh, the memory of James’s teeth on her skin sending a fresh throb between her thighs. “He was… enthusiastic,” she’d confessed, voice husky with the delicious ache of it all.

“Enthusiastic,” Bess echoed now, giving the final knot on Georgiana’s stays a firm tug. “That’s one word for it, miss.”

They’d dissolved into nervous giggles then, the kind that bubbled up from shared secrets and the giddy terror of what they’d wrought. Bess had powdered her neck with a feather-light hand, until Georgiana looked once more like the picture of untouched elegance—save for the faint, knowing flush that no amount of rice powder could quite erase.

Now, as she entered the breakfast parlour, the scent of fresh coffee and toasted bread wrapped around her like a familiar embrace. Her father sat at the head of the long oak table, the morning light slanting through the tall windows to gild his silvered hair and the lines of quiet sorrow etched around his eyes. He looked up from his paper, and Georgiana’s heart stuttered.

There was something different in his gaze—something formal, weighted, like a letter sealed with wax and waiting to be broken. Her stomach twisted. Had he heard them? The creak of the bedframe last night, or the muffled cries she’d tried so hard to swallow? Did a smudge of powder fail to hide the bite on her collarbone? She slid into her chair with forced grace, unfolding her napkin across her lap, her pulse a wild drum in her ears.

“Good morning, Papa,” she said, voice light as she reached for the toast rack. “Are you quite well this morning? Did the hounds keep you awake last night?”

He folded the paper with deliberate care, setting it aside. His eyes lingered on her a moment longer than usual, tracing the line of her throat, the careful drape of her shawl. Georgiana’s fingers tightened on the butter knife. He knows. Oh God, he knows.

But when he spoke, his voice was steady, laced with a tenderness that made her chest ache.

“Georgiana.”

The formality of her full name hung between them like a curtain drawn. She paused, knife hovering over the marmalade, a dollop of golden preserve trembling on the blade.

“You are no longer a child, Georgiana,” he said, the words quiet yet weighted, as though each one cost him something dear. His eyes, storm-grey and always so stern, softened at the edges. “Since your mother was taken from us… I have hoarded you. I have sent away every suitor with polite lies about mourning periods and finishing lessons and one more season you simply must enjoy beneath my roof. Selfish, monstrously selfish. You have been the only light left in this house, the single bright thing that made the mornings bearable. I told myself I was protecting you, but the truth is simpler, and uglier: I could not endure the thought of this place growing dark again once you were gone.”

Georgiana’s throat closed; she set the knife down, the marmalade forgotten. His words wrapped around her heart like velvet-gloved fingers, squeezing until tears pricked her eyes.

“But I must be selfish no longer,” he said, voice roughening with emotion. “The Duke of Norfolk—Charles Brandon—has made me an offer for your hand. A most generous one, in every sense. He is a fine man, Georgiana: young, titled, possessed of a sharp mind and a kind heart. He has spoken of you with such regard, such evident affection. It would secure your future, and… and, I believe, your happiness.”

Thunder roared in Georgiana’s ears. The room tilted, the sunlit walls blurring at the edges. Her mouth went dry as dust, the toast turning to ash on her tongue.

Charles Brandon. The duke. Long dark hair falling in careless waves, eyes that crinkled with sly humour, a mouth always curved in that half-smile that promised a jest sharp enough to draw blood or a compliment sweet enough to heal it. He was the prize every girl from three counties chased with fans and flirtations, the one who danced with them all but claimed none—until now.

Had this come yesterday, before James’s hands on her skin, before his cock buried deep and his whispers turning her bones to honey… oh, she could imagine the delight blooming in her chest like fireworks. Charles, with his clever quips and the way he’d once leaned close during a quadrille to murmur, “If dancing were a duel, Miss Suffolk, you’ve just disarmed me.” They’d shared one waltz at her father’s Christmas ball, his hand warm at her waist, and she’d landed the first laugh—about the dowager countess resembling a tipsy peacock—before he could turn the tables. He’d been whisked away after that, but the memory had lingered, a spark of possibility.

And now this. He had chosen. Her.

But why? They’d barely spoken since. A single flirtatious dance, a letter or two exchanged through mutual friends—polite, teasing, but nothing to warrant a proposal. What did he see in her that the others didn’t? Or was it her dowry, her name, the alliance that would bind their estates like a Gordian knot?

Her father’s voice droned on, something about settlements and a betrothal ball, but the words washed over her like distant waves. All she could see was James’s face in the dawn light—eyes crinkled with sleep, mouth curving in that boyish grin as he kissed her goodbye. Her cunt clenched, not with the sweet ache of memory, but with a guilty twist that made her shift in her seat. James, with his calloused hands and honest hunger, who saw her not as a prize to be won but a woman to be worshipped, ruined, cherished. Who made her laugh and cry and come undone in the same breath.

What would he say? What would he do?

Georgiana swallowed, forcing her voice steady. “Papa… I… this is sudden. Charles is… he’s everything you say, but I find myself overwhelmed. May I have a little time? To consider?”

Her father’s eyes softened, the lines around them deepening with understanding and sorrow. “Of course, my dear. Take the morning. Walk the gardens. But know this: he waits for no one long. And neither, I fear, can we.”

She nodded, numb, and rose from the table as if her legs were not her own. The door clicked shut behind her, and only then did the thunder crash fully—leaving her swaying in the empty hall, one hand pressed to her belly where James’s seed still lingered, a secret fire against the cold weight of duty settling like chains.

✽✽✽

Georgiana’s feet carried her toward the stables before her mind could catch up, the gravel path crunching under her half-boots like a whispered betrayal. The morning air was crisp, laced with the earthy tang of hay and horseflesh, and for a fleeting moment she let herself imagine James’s hands on her again—rough and sure, pulling her into the shadowed tack room where no one would hear her gasp his name. Her thighs ached with the memory of him, a secret throb that made her steps falter just a little. She needed to see him, to touch him, to steal one stolen breath before the world remembered its rules.

The stables loomed ahead, the great oak doors ajar, sunlight slanting through to gild the straw-strewn floor. And then—

Charles Brandon swung down from his mount with effortless grace, the horse’s flanks steaming from a hard ride, his dark hair tousled by the wind, falling in that careless wave that made half the county’s debutantes sigh into their fans. He was laughing—deep, rich, the kind of laugh that started in the belly and ended in a flash of white teeth—as he slapped the reins into James’s hand.

James. Her James. His shoulders tensed under the familiar slap, but he didn’t flinch, didn’t pull away. Just nodded, tight-lipped, eyes fixed on the horse’s bridle as if it held the secrets of the universe.

Georgiana stopped dead, the world tilting like a ship in sudden swell. This was—improper. Utterly, scandalously improper. A duke, calling on his betrothed without so much as a groom or a chaperone in sight? Without sending word to her father first? The ton would devour the story by luncheon: the bold Duke of Suffolk, stealing a moment with his future bride before the ink dried on the contracts. And James—

James wouldn’t look at her. Not a glance. His jaw was set, that strong line she loved tracing with her fingers now carved from stone.

Brandon must have told him. Of course he had—the honorable thing, man to man, before the banns were cried. The thought twisted in her gut like a knife, sharp and guilty. James, hearing her name tied to another man’s forever, while she stood here, thighs still slick with the evidence of their night.

Could she run? Duck behind the yew hedge, find Bess in the herb garden, let her swirling thoughts settle like silt in a jar? Her feet itched to bolt, to pretend this was all a fever dream spun from too much champagne and too little sense.

But it was too late.

Brandon turned, reins exchanged, and his eyes found her. His face lit—pure, unguarded wonder, like she’d stepped from a painting into his morning. The laugh died on his lips, replaced by something softer, deeper, that made her stomach twist in a way she hadn’t expected.

“Miss Suffolk,” he said, voice warm as sun-warmed stone, and sank to one knee in the straw-dusted yard as if she were a queen and he a supplicant. His breeches stretched tight over muscled thighs, his coat falling open to reveal the crisp white of his shirt, and up close—God, up close—he was devastating. That jaw, sharp enough to cut glass; those eyes, hazel flecked with gold, crinkling at the corners with the promise of a joke she hadn’t heard yet. Handsome didn’t cover it. He was the kind of man who made gowns feel too tight and breaths too short, who could disarm with a single arched brow.

Her feet moved of their own accord, carrying her closer, skirts whispering over the gravel. Too late to flee. Too late for anything but the polite mask she’d worn a thousand times before.

“Your Grace,” she managed, curtsying with mechanical grace, her voice steadier than her heart. “This is… unexpected.”

He rose fluidly, dusting a speck of straw from his knee, that half-smile tugging at his lips—the one that said he knew exactly how improper this was and found it amusing. “Unexpected for me as well. I had hoped to speak to your father, but fate is a kinder mistress than I deserve this morning.”

A flush crept up her throat, unbidden and traitorous. Damn him for being so effortlessly charming, the sort that made her itch to parry with a quip of her own, to test if she could draw first blood. Tempting as sin, too: handsome and titled and utterly within reach, if she only dared stretch out her hand.

She glanced at James—still fixed on the horse, shoulders rigid as a fence post—and her chest tightened again. “You honor me, Your Grace. But my father—”

“Your father is a man of rare candor,” Charles interrupted gently, that rueful grin making her stomach somersault in ways it had no business doing. “He warned me you might require convincing. So I’ll start with the truth: I’ve been half in love with you since your family’s ball last spring.”

She smiled—damn him, she smiled—despite the thunder rolling in her chest, her gaze flicking involuntarily to James. Who stood frozen by the mounting block, reins slack in his hands, face a careful mask of neutrality. He still wouldn’t look at her. Not at her eyes, not at the flush staining her neck, not at the way Charles’s fingers brushed hers as he bowed over her hand, his lips grazing her knuckles with a warmth that sparked traitorous fire up her arm.

“Convincing?” she echoed, drawing her hand free before the touch could root her in place. “You presume a great deal, my lord, for a man who’s danced with half the county and chosen none.”

Charles’s smile deepened, unrepentant and wicked. “Half the county lacks your wit, and the other half your fire. As for presumption...” He glanced toward the stables, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur. “To that I plead guilty, I’m afraid. A man must seize his moments.”

James moved then—just a fraction, shifting his weight, jaw tight as carved oak. The reins creaked in his grip. Georgiana’s heart twisted; she wanted to cross to him, press her palm to that clenched fist, whisper that this meant nothing, that last night’s promises still burned in her veins like fever. But Charles was watching her, expectant, and the air between them crackled with the unspoken weight of what her father had set in motion.

“Seize them how?” she asked, voice cooler than she felt, stepping back toward the path. “By proposing in a stable yard, without so much as a chaperone to witness the impropriety?”

He laughed again—that rich, rolling sound—and bowed, deeper this time. “By begging a walk in the gardens, Miss Suffolk. No proposals. No pressure. Just you, me, and whatever sharp thing you’d like to say next. Allow me the honour?”

Georgiana hesitated, gaze darting once more to James. He met it then—finally—just for a heartbeat, his eyes dark and unreadable, a storm behind the calm. Then he turned away, leading the horse into the shadows of the stable, the door swinging shut with a soft, final thud.

Her chest ached. “A walk,” she said faintly, turning back to Charles. “Very well. But only that.”

As they fell into step along the gravel path, his arm offered but not taken, Georgiana’s mind raced. Charles’s presence beside her was a distraction of warmth and wit, his voice weaving compliments that made her cheeks warm despite herself. But every step echoed with James’s silence, the ghost of his touch on her skin, and the terrifying certainty that the life she’d only just begun to taste was slipping through her fingers like morning mist.

✽✽✽

The gravel crunched softly beneath their boots as Charles led her down the rose-bordered path, the late-morning sun glinting off the dew still clinging to the petals. He was even more striking in daylight: tall, broad-shouldered, dark hair curling against the collar of his coat, eyes the colour of winter seas. Every inch the duke.

Now they walked in silence that was not quite awkward but certainly charged. Charles kept a perfectly correct distance, six inches of propriety; yet every time the breeze stirred it carried the warmth of him to her skin. She was painfully aware of the faint ache between her thighs, the small bruises hidden beneath lace and powder, the memory of James’s mouth on her breast only hours ago.

At the fountain he stopped, turning to her with a smile that did not quite hide the seriousness in his eyes.

“I owe you an apology,” he began, voice low. “I have gone about this all wrong. Cornering your father before I had properly courted you. I should have begun with walks and terrible poetry, not a formal offer.”

Georgiana managed a breathless laugh. “Most gentlemen forego the poetry, Your Grace.”

“Most gentlemen,” he said, stepping just close enough that she caught the faint scent of bergamot and horse on his coat, “have not spent the last six months listening to your closest friend sing your praises until I was half in love with a girl I had danced with only once.”

Her heart stuttered. “Poppy?”

Charles’s smile turned rueful. “I was courting her first, you know,” he said quietly. “Or thought I was. She talked about you constantly—your laugh, your daring, the way you once climbed the oak at Willowmere in a ballgown because someone wagered you wouldn’t. Every story made me want to meet the girl who inspired them. By the time I finally danced with you at Christmas, I was already half in love with the version of you she’d painted. Meeting the real thing only finished the job.”

Georgiana’s heart performed an awkward somersault. Guilt, flattery, and a treacherous warmth all tangled together. “Poppy is incorrigible.”

“She is effective,” he corrected gently. “I came to that ball intending to charm the mysterious friend she would not stop describing. Then I met you, and you made me laugh before I’d even managed a proper bow.”

He reached out, slowly enough that she could have stepped away, and brushed a curl from her cheek with the back of one gloved finger.

“I know this is sudden,” he said. “I know I have startled you. But I also know I have never wanted anything the way I want the chance to earn your regard. Walk with me, talk with me, let me prove I am more than a title and a hasty proposal. And if, after a month, you still wish me gone, I will go. No pressure, no obligation. Only… hope.”

Georgiana’s throat ached. Twenty-four hours earlier she would have flung herself into his arms without a second thought. Now every heartbeat felt like treason.

She swallowed, forcing brightness into her voice. “A month, Your Grace? You are very sure of your charm.”

His answering grin was quick and crooked and entirely disarming. “Terrified, actually. But I have been known to rise to a challenge.”

He offered his arm. After the smallest hesitation she took it, feeling the strength beneath the fine wool, the way his fingers settled lightly over hers.

They walked on, the gravel path warm beneath the sun, and Georgiana tried very hard not to think of hay-scented skin and a loft window left unlatched, or of the stable boy who was even now somewhere beyond the hedges, mucking stalls with a furious frown.

✽✽✽

The long afternoon bled into a golden evening. Charles lingered as long as propriety allowed, filling the drawing room with easy laughter and stories that made her father beam and Georgiana’s pulse stutter in traitorous ways. When the sky finally deepened to indigo and the duke rose to take his leave, he bowed over her hand with a look that promised tomorrow, and the day after, and every day thereafter if she would only say yes.

Georgiana managed a smile bright enough to satisfy her father, a murmured goodnight soft enough to satisfy Charles, and a curtsy graceful enough to satisfy the watching footmen. Then he was gone, the crunch of hooves on gravel fading into the night.

The house settled into its usual hush. Lamps were lowered, doors locked, servants’ footsteps retreating below stairs. Georgiana dismissed Bess with a shaky smile, and sat at her window in her wrapper, candle unlit, watching the stable yard.

Midnight slipped past, then quarter past, then half past, each chime from the porcelain clock a small, indifferent knife.

The loft window stayed dark.

At half past one she gave up pretending and crawled into bed fully dressed, curling around the ache in her chest like it was something she could cradle and keep. The sheets still smelled faintly of James; hay and warm skin and the faint bite of his teeth along her collarbone. She pressed her face into the pillow and let the first sob break free.

He hadn’t come. He knew about the proposal; thought, perhaps, that she had known all along. Now he hated her for it.

The tears came in waves: hot, angry ones for the sting of being abandoned; colder, sharper ones for the terror that she might have lost him forever; and beneath them all, a low, constant throb of humiliation that the man who had ruined her so thoroughly could leave her waiting like a foolish girl at her own window.

She cried until her throat was raw and her eyes swollen, until the candle guttered and the moon slid behind a cloud and the house slept on, indifferent.

Eventually exhaustion dragged her under, still fully clothed, still clutching the pillow that smelled of him. The last coherent thought before darkness took her was a desperate plea whispered into the empty room.

Please come back. Please don’t let this have been the end.

Outside, the loft window stayed dark, and the night held its silence.


X

Three days crawled by like a fever dream.

Georgiana moved through the house and garden as though wading waist-deep in water: every smile cost her, every curtsy felt borrowed from someone braver. Meals were endured rather than eaten; evenings were spent at the pianoforte, fingers stumbling over pieces she had once played flawlessly, while her father watched with gentle affection, believing her to be falling in love. Charles’s letters arrived daily—witty, warm, edged with a patience that felt almost cruel in its perfection.

James never came.

The loft window stayed stubbornly dark. No note tucked beneath her pillow, no pebble against the glass, no shadow slipping through the servants’ corridors after midnight. Only silence, thick and accusing, until she began to feel like a brand across her skin.

She could have gone to him. Could have pulled a cloak over her nightgown, flown barefoot through the wet grass, and hammered on the stable door until he faced her. Pride—brittle, burning pride—stopped her cold. She had already waited once with her heart in her throat and tears on her cheeks; she would not do it again. The memory of that night still bruised: the candle guttering lower, the sheets growing cold, the moment hope curdled into humiliation.

She had handed him every secret inch of herself, stripped herself bare, and he had taken it all; spent himself inside her, then vanished as if she were a whim already forgotten. The difference in their stations only sharpened the blade: how dare he treat a lady with such disdain? She loathed the spoiled creature inside her who thought it, yet the thought came anyway, hot and poisonous: how dare a stablehand make a Suffolk feel small, used, and utterly stupid?

On the fourth morning the sun rose brazen and gold, flooding the drawing room with light so cheerful it felt like mockery. Georgiana sat on the window seat in a simple muslin gown the colour of weak tea, knees drawn up, staring at nothing, when the butler announced in his most sepulchral tone announced:

“Miss Poppy Langton, miss. She insists it is urgent and will not be denied.”

Georgiana’s heart performed a startled, traitorous lurch. Poppy. Sweet, reckless, impossible Poppy—who had once smuggled champagne into a convent garden and who loved Georgiana with the fierce loyalty of sisters made rather than born.

“Show her in,” she croaked, and barely had time to stand before the door burst open and Poppy herself swept through it like a spring storm—hat askew, cheeks pink from riding, curls escaping their pins in joyous rebellion.

“Georgie!” Poppy cried, flinging her arms wide. Gloves, crop, and reticule went flying in three separate directions as she launched herself across the room. “Your father tells me you have wonderful news, my darling, and I cannot wait to hear it.”

Georgiana found herself crushed against Poppy’s travelling cloak, breathing in violet water and horse and the particular bright scent that was simply Poppy. Something inside her chest cracked neatly in two. She clung back, fingers twisting in the velvet collar, and to her horror felt the tears start again.

Poppy drew back at once, cupping Georgiana’s face between gloved hands in shock. “Oh, my love. What has happened?”

The gentleness undid her. Georgiana pressed a hand to her mouth, shaking her head, unable to speak.

Poppy’s gaze sharpened. She turned, spotted the tea tray the footman had just set down, and took command with the ease of long practice. “Out,” she told the hovering servant, soft but absolute. “And close the doors. No one is to disturb us until I ring.”

Doors clicked shut. The key turned with a decisive snick.

Only then did Poppy steer Georgiana to the sofa, press a cup of tea—laced liberally with brandy from the decanter on the sideboard—into her trembling hands, and say, “tell me everything.”

Georgiana looked at her oldest friend: at the fierce love in those hazel eyes, the mouth already curving with ready mischief even while worry pinched her brow. She set the cup down untouched.

“Promise you will never breathe a word. Not even on your wedding day, not even if they put thumbscrews to you.”

Poppy took her hand without hesitation. “I swear on my family’s honour and my best riding habit. Now talk.”

So Georgiana talked.

The words came in a rush at first, tripping over themselves—James’s hands under her skirts in the moonlit library, the pearls, the stocking ties, the way she had sobbed his name into the pillow. Then slower, rawer: the taste of hay on his skin, the bruising tenderness after, waking tangled together like they had been born for it. She told Poppy about Charles’s proposal in the stable yard, the way James had not looked at her, the nights since spent waiting for a lover who never came.

When she reached the part about crying herself to sleep for the third night in a row, her voice cracked entirely and the tears came again.

Poppy listened without interrupting once. Only her eyes grew wider, brighter, until they glittered like wet leaves in sunlight. When Georgiana finally fell silent, hoarse and emptied, Poppy let out a long, slow breath.

“Well,” she said at last, voice hushed with awe and something that might have been envy. “That is… considerably more than I expected when I rode over to scold you for ignoring my letters.”

Georgiana gave a watery laugh that turned into a hiccup.

Poppy reached for her hand, threading their fingers tight. “You love him,” she said softly. Not a question.

Georgiana could only nod.

Poppy’s cheeks flushed a sudden, vivid rose. She looked away, toward the sunlit windows, then back again, biting her lip. “And Charles?”

The name tasted wrong in her mouth, like a coin turned out to be counterfeit. “Charles is… everything proper. Everything safe. Everything my father wants for me.” She swallowed. “And he is kind. And clever. And so handsome it ought to be illegal.”

Poppy’s blush deepened until she was scarlet. She toyed with the fringe of her shawl, then said, very quietly, “He is, isn’t he?”

Georgiana blinked. The air in the room shifted, charged with something new. “Poppy Langton,” she said slowly, “you are pink as a peony. What do you know about Charles Brandon that I do not?”

Poppy’s laugh came out high and nervous. “Nothing! Well. Almost nothing. He, he may have ridden over to Willowmere twice this week. To discuss… crops. And drainage.” She was twisting the fringe into knots now. “He asks after you constantly. Describes your hair as ‘chestnut fire’ and says your laugh makes him stupid. Which is alarming, because Charles is never stupid.”

Georgiana stared. A helpless smile tugged at her mouth even while her heart twisted. “He told you that?”

“He told me a great many things,” Poppy admitted, then lifted her chin with sudden defiance. “And I have told him a great many things about you, because someone had to make him see what a fool he would be to let you slip away. You are not merely a good match, Georgie. You are extraordinary. And if he is too dazzled by titles and dowries to notice—” She stopped, cheeks scarlet, and finished in a rush, “Charles Brandon is the safest, kindest, most worthy man I know. He would never leave you waiting at a window until you cried yourself sick.”

The words landed like a slap, gentle but stinging. Georgiana flinched.

Poppy’s eyes filled with instant remorse. She scooted closer, wrapping both arms around Georgiana’s shoulders. “I’m sorry. That was beastly. But darling, James is a stablehand. Even if he loves you—and heaven help him if he doesn’t—where can it possibly lead? Scandal, ruin, a cottage with a leaky roof and six children before you’re thirty. Charles offers you the world.”

Georgiana rested her forehead against Poppy’s. “I don’t want the world,” she whispered. “I want his smile and his hands bruising my hips and the way he says my name like a prayer when he comes inside me.”

Poppy made a small, strangled sound—half laugh, half groan—and hid her face in Georgiana’s neck. “You are impossible, Georgie,” she mumbled against the skin there, breath warm. “Because Charles kisses like a gentleman and courts like a prince, and still you choose the one who ruins you in a bathtub.”

Georgiana felt the words sink into her like stones dropped into still water, ripples spreading outward until every inch of her ached. She closed her eyes, breathing in the scent of Poppy’s hair, and let the truth settle.

“I know,” she whispered. “I know how mad it is. I know exactly what I’m risking.”

Poppy drew back just far enough to search her face, eyes shining with unshed tears and something fiercer. “Then let me say the rest, while I still have the courage. Charles Brandon is steady. He is kind. He will give you children who never want for anything, a name that opens every door, a life where no one ever whispers ‘fallen woman’ behind her fan. James can give you none of that. Only stolen nights and a broken heart when the world remembers its rules.”

Georgiana’s throat worked soundlessly. She could find no argument; every word was true, every word a blade.

Poppy took both her hands, squeezing hard. “I love you too much to watch you throw yourself off a cliff for a feeling, no matter how exquisite. Promise me you’ll think—really think—before you decide. One month. That’s all Charles is asking for, isn’t it? Take the month. Let him court you properly. And if, at the end, you still want the hayloft more than the manor house… then I will help you run to it, scandal and all. But don’t choose ruin because you’re afraid to choose happiness.”

Georgiana stared at their joined hands, at the faint tremor in Poppy’s fingers that matched her own.

“One month,” she echoed, the words tasting of ash and possibility.

Poppy exhaled, shaky with relief, and pressed their foreheads together. “One month,” she repeated, like a vow.

Outside, a cloud drifted across the sun; the drawing room dimmed to soft amber, as though the day itself were holding its breath.


XI

The invitation arrived just after dinner, delivered by Charles himself.

He stood in the entrance hall in riding coat and boots still flecked with the evening’s dust, hat in hand, looking every inch the contrite suitor. Lord Suffolk, summoned by a wide-eyed butler, descended the stairs with the wary expression of a man who suspects the fox has talked its way into the henhouse.

“Your Grace,” her father said, one brow arched. “To what do we owe this… unorthodox hour?”

Charles bowed, low and formal. “My lord, I come to beg a favour I have no right to ask and every intention of deserving. The travelling players I engaged for tomorrow’s assembly have arrived a night early. I have taken the liberty of staging a private performance in my own hall, and I should like, with your permission, to borrow your daughter and Miss Langton for the evening. Chaperoned, of course—my aunt Lady Marchson is already in residence, along with half the dowagers in the county. Carriages will return them home at whatever hour you decree, or they may remain under my roof with every propriety observed. I place myself entirely in your hands.”

Lord Suffolk studied him for a long, silent moment. Georgiana, frozen on the half-landing, felt her heart climb into her throat.

At last her father gave a small, reluctant smile. “You are a scoundrel, Norfolk, but an honest one. My daughter has looked like a ghost these past days; if an evening of Shakespeare and fresh air will put colour back in her cheeks, I am not such an ogre as to deny it.” He lifted his voice. “Georgiana, Poppy, come down. You have half an hour to change your gowns. His Grace has stolen the moon for you, and I have apparently agreed to let him borrow my daughter as well.”

Charles’s grin flashed, swift and grateful, as Georgiana descended the stairs on legs that barely felt like her own. He offered her his arm with perfect decorum, eyes promising a thousand temptations once her father’s back was turned.

And just like that, with one courteous bow and her father’s amused blessing, they were gone, swallowed by the warm night and the swaying lamps of the ducal carriage, bound for candlelight, comedy, and whatever came after the final curtain.

✽✽✽

Charles’s estate rose out of the dark like something conjured: windows ablaze, torches flaring along the drive, music drifting on the warm air. Servants lined the steps with lanterns; the great doors stood open in welcome.

“Beatrice and Benedick await,” Charles said simply, and offered an arm to each of them.

The hall had been transformed. Rows of chairs faced an improvised stage draped in crimson; hundreds of candles floated in glass bowls, turning the air into liquid gold. Only twelve guests—close neighbours, a sprinkling of friends who’d ridden down for the lark—yet the intimacy made it feel illicit, as though they’d all sneaked into a cathedral after hours.

Poppy was seated centre-front between Charles and Georgiana, squeezing Georgiana’s fingers every time Benedick delivered a particularly wicked line.

The play unfolded like a fever: Beatrice’s sharp tongue, Benedick’s swagger, the moment their insults turned to kisses and the whole hall held its breath. Georgiana felt every barb and caress as though it were aimed straight at her ribs. When Hero was falsely shamed, Poppy’s grip turned bruising; when Claudio begged forgiveness on his knees, Georgiana’s eyes burned.

At the final curtain the actors took their bows to thunderous applause and laughter and more than one lady dabbing at her eyes with a lace handkerchief. Charles rose, offered his hand, and somehow the crowd melted away, leaving only the three of them in a pool of candlelight and drifting applause.

He led them through a side door, down a corridor lit only by the moon spilling through tall windows, until they stepped out onto a terrace strung with lanterns like low-hanging constellations. The night smelled of roses and candle smoke and distant rain.

Poppy’s smile wavered for the briefest heartbeat before she pressed a hand to her flushed cheek. “I’ve just remembered I promised Lady Albemarle I’d rescue her from Lord Fotherington’s poetry,” she said, voice light, almost convincing. “Do forgive me.” She gave Georgiana the smallest, bravest smile, squeezed her fingers once in silent apology, and slipped away, skirts whispering like a secret she refused to speak.

Then they were alone.

Charles leaned against the stone balustrade, hands braced on either side of her hips, caging her without touching. The lanterns painted gold across the sharp line of his cheekbones, the soft curve of his mouth.

“I wanted you to see it here,” he said quietly. “In my house. So you could imagine what evenings might be like, if you ever decided to stay.”

Georgiana’s heart beat so loudly she was certain he could hear it. “You stole an entire theatre troupe on a whim.”

“I would steal the stars if I thought it would make you squeeze my arm like you did when Beatrice told Benedick to kill Claudio.” His voice dropped. “Though I hope you never ask that of me.”

She laughed, startled and shaky. “I make no promises.”

He swallowed hard, the sound audible in the hush between them. “Georgiana…”

Her name came out ragged, almost pleading. He lifted one hand, gloved knuckles brushing the air beside her cheek as though the very touch might brand them both, then let it fall again.

“I swore I would wait,” he whispered. “No chaperone, no answer to my proposal, your father’s trust and goodwill at stake… I swore I would behave tonight. As a perfect gentleman should.” His eyes searched hers, tormented. “Tell me to stop.”

She didn’t.

His hand rose, gloved fingers brushing her jaw, tilting her face to his. The kiss, when it came, was nothing like James’s hungry claiming. It was deliberate, reverent, a question asked with lips and breath and the faintest tremor in the thumb stroking her cheekbone. Warm, wine-sweet, impossibly gentle.

And she answered.

Her hands found the front of his waistcoat, curling into silk as she rose on her toes and kissed him back. For one treacherous heartbeat the world narrowed to the slide of his mouth, the faint scrape of evening stubble, the way he exhaled shakily against her lips when she parted for him. Heat pooled low in her belly, startling and sweet, and she felt her resolve crack like thin ice under spring sun.

Charles made a soft sound, half surprise, half surrender, and deepened the kiss, one arm sliding around her waist to pull her flush against him. She could feel his heart hammering through layers of linen and whalebone, matching her own frantic rhythm. His tongue traced the seam of her lips, coaxed them open, and she let him in with a helpless sigh that tasted of champagne and surrender.

When they broke apart they were both breathing hard. He rested his forehead against hers, eyes closed, as though memorising the moment.

“Stay,” he whispered. “Stay the night. Both of you, of course. Separate rooms, twenty chaperones if you like. Just stay until morning. Let me prove I can be more than stolen plays and candlelight and letters I cannot stay to watch you open.”

Georgiana’s throat ached. James’s absence throbbed like a bruise behind her ribs, but here was warmth and certainty and a man who looked at her as though she were the only fixed star in his sky.

She pressed her face to the curve of his neck, breathing him in, bergamot and candle-wax and something uniquely Charles, and felt the last of her resistance melt into the summer dark.

“Yes,” she heard herself say, the word small and trembling and true. “I’ll stay.”


XII

Georgiana lay in the guest chamber—a lavish affair of brocade and beeswax, with a four-poster bed that swallowed her whole—staring at the canopy’s embroidered vines as though they might uncoil and strangle her doubts. Beside her, Poppy snored softly, one arm flung out in abandon, curls splayed across the pillow.

Sleep was a traitor. Every time Georgiana closed her eyes, the terrace replayed: Charles’s mouth on hers, warm and questing, his hand splayed across the small of her back like he’d mapped it in dreams. It had been chaste, by stableboy standards—lips and tongues and the barest press of bodies—but enough to ignite the banked embers James had left smoldering inside her.

And enough to make her shift restlessly now, thighs pressing together against the insistent throb that had nothing to do with decorum and everything to do with the ache of being wanted, truly wanted, by a man who could give her the life she’d always dreamed of.

She turned her head. Poppy slumbered on, oblivious, a faint smile curving her lips as though she dreamed of a duke of her own. The chaperone—a stout widow of impeccable dullness installed in the dressing room—wheezed gently through the half-open door, her snores a rhythmic counterpoint to the house’s settling sighs. Georgiana bit her lip, tasting the ghost of Charles’s kiss, and let her hand drift lower, fingers brushing the silk of her nightrail where it clung damply to her skin. Just a touch, she told herself. Just enough to quiet the storm.

But the first slow circle sent fire licking up her spine. Her hips lifted of their own accord, chasing the pressure, and the second circle became a third, harder, shameless. Silk bunched beneath her palm; the mattress creaked softly. A low, involuntary sound escaped her throat; half sigh, half sob.

It wasn’t enough. Not nearly.

She needed weight pinning her down, needed the scrape of stubble along her throat, the stretch and burn of being filled until thought itself dissolved. She needed hands that knew her; she needed to be seen in the merciless glare of candlelight, nightrail rucked to her waist, legs spread, every pretence stripped away with her clothes.

And Charles would recoil. Of course he would.

She clung to the thought the way a drowning girl clutches driftwood.

He was a duke, after all. Dukes did not wake to find their fiancées slipping barefoot into their chambers in the small hours, hair wild, eyes fever-bright, demanding to be ruined with the single-minded greed of a street-corner wanton. He would sit bolt upright among the pillows, shock bleaching the aristocratic languor from his face. He would ring for his valet, for her father, for the carriage that would carry her home in disgrace before the servants stirred. The betrothal contract would be torn up with exquisite politeness; her reputation would shatter like dropped crystal; her father would roar until the rafters shook; Poppy would weep prettily into her handkerchief; and Georgiana…

Georgiana would be free.

Free to bolt down the servants’ stair, across the stable yard still silvered with dew, and fling herself into James’s narrow cot smelling of hay and leather and the faint, clean sweat of a man who had never pretended to be anything he was not. Free to let him take her with the same stunned reverence he’d shown when he’d lifted her dripping from the bath, only this time without hesitation, without the terror of discovery, because there would be nothing left to lose.

The fantasy unfurled so vividly she could almost feel the coarse blanket beneath her back, could almost hear James’s sharp intake of breath when he realised she was there, truly there, offering everything society had taught her to guard with her life.

Charles would end it. He must. No man of his station could stomach such brazen impropriety. One look at her flushed, trembling, soaked with wanting, and he would retreat behind centuries of breeding, murmuring cool apologies while he summoned the footmen to escort her away.

She repeated it like a litany, fingers moving faster now, hips rocking in tiny, desperate circles. Charles will recoil. Charles will end it. Charles will set me free.

The lie tasted of salt and honey; sweet, necessary, and already crumbling at the edges. Because some treacherous part of her suspected that if she crept to his door tonight, hair tumbling loose, nightrail slipping from one shoulder, he might not recoil at all.

He might smile that slow, dangerous smile and draw her inside.

And then what would become of her careful, cowardly little plan?

She bit down on her lower lip to stifle the moan that wanted to follow the thought, thighs trembling as pleasure crested sharp and sudden, rolling through her in hot, guilty waves. Her back arched off the mattress; her toes curled against the sheets.

When it passed, she lay panting in the dark, heart hammering against her ribs, the taste of Charles still lingering like a dare.

Poppy sighed in her sleep and turned over, one arm flinging out as if to claim more of the bed.

Georgiana stared at the canopy overhead, silk tester swaying gently in the draught, and could bear her own racing thoughts no longer.

She slipped from the bed like a thief, bare feet silent on the Aubusson rug. It took only moments to reach the master’s suites; his door creaked faintly as she nudged it wider, spilling moonlight across the threshold.

Charles’ bedroom was a study in restrained opulence: walls paneled in dark walnut, a fire banked low in the grate, casting flickering gold over the vast bed where he lay sprawled, one arm thrown above his head, sheets tangled low across his hips. Shirtless, thank God or the devil—his chest rose and fell in the deep rhythm of near-sleep, dusted with dark hair that arrowed downward, vanishing beneath the linen like an unspoken invitation.

Georgiana’s breath hitched. He was beautiful in repose, all long limbs and shadowed hollows, the sharp intellect of his days softened into something vulnerable. She should turn back. Apologize in the morning with a blush and a jest about nocturnal wanderings. But her feet carried her forward, traitorous and bold, until she stood at the bed’s edge, close enough to catch the clean scent of him—bergamot laced with the faint salt of exertion from hosting his illicit revels.

“Charles,” she whispered, the word half plea, half command.

He stirred, eyes fluttering open, hazel irises catching the firelight like struck flint. For a heartbeat confusion clouded his gaze, then sharpened into something hotter, hungrier. “Georgiana?” His voice was gravel-rough with sleep, but he sat up swiftly, sheets pooling at his waist, revealing the taut plane of his abdomen, the faint scar snaking across his ribs from some boyhood mishap with a blade or a brother. “What—has something happened? Poppy?”

She shook her head, fingers twisting in the hem of her nightrail, the silk whispering against her thighs. “No. Nothing. Everything.” The words tumbled out, jagged and unpolished. “I couldn’t sleep. And I... I needed to see you. Like this. Without the masks.”

His throat worked on a swallow, gaze dropping to where the fabric clung to her breasts, nipples pebbling traitorously under his scrutiny. “You are in my bedchamber,” he said, not quite a question, voice dropping an octave. “Unchaperoned. At...” He glanced at the mantel clock, its face a smug witness. “...half past two.”

“I know.” She dipped her chin, a humiliated flush spreading through her cheeks. “If you think I’m some dreadful wanton, I understand. And I’ll go quietly. End this farce before it even begins.”

Charles went still, the air between them thickening like honey left too long in the sun. Then, slowly, he extended a hand—not to summon servants, but to her. Palm upturned, fingers long and steady, the gesture achingly simple. “Come here.”

Her pulse thundered in her ears, a wild drumbeat urging retreat or surrender. She took his hand instead, letting him draw her down onto the edge of the mattress, the featherbed yielding like a sigh. Up close, he was warmer than she’d imagined, skin radiating heat through the thin barrier of her gown. His thumb traced idle circles on the back of her knuckles, a touch so feather-light it bordered on torment.

“You think I’d send you away?” he murmured, eyes searching hers with that unnerving directness, as though he could peel back her layers and read the chaos inscribed on her bones. “After tonight? After that kiss that’s been burning me alive since the terrace?”

Georgiana’s laugh came out breathless, edged with something brittle. “You say that now. But I’m not... I’m not what you imagine. Not some blushing debutante to be wooed with sonnets and stolen glances. I’m—”

She faltered, the confession rising like bile. Not a virgin. Not untouched. Marked by another man’s hands, his seed, his savage worship. “I’m bold. Reckless. If you knew...”

“Then tell me,” he said softly, and his hand lifted, palm warm against her jaw, thumb stroking the frantic pulse beneath her ear. He tilted her face until their breaths tangled, until she had nowhere left to hide. “Or better yet, show me. Poppy spent months painting you in letters: fierce, impossible, the girl who’d climb oaks in silk stockings and laugh at dukes who tried to cage her. If the real Georgiana is wilder, darker, more than even Poppy dared imagine… I want every inch of her. I want the parts you think will frighten me most.”

Her breath caught on something that felt perilously close to tears. She searched his face for the lie, for the polite retreat, for the moment the aristocratic mask slipped back into place. There was nothing but open hunger and a kind of wondering steadiness that made her chest ache.

But James—God, James. The name alone twisted like a knife in her gut, hot and unforgiving. Did she love him? The question slithered through her mind, unbidden and treacherous, coiling tighter with every beat of her traitorous heart. Maybe. Christ, perhaps she did, in the foolish, all-consuming way of first fires—the kind that burned bright and left you scarred, begging for the ashes. He had been her secret dawn, the rough-hewn boy who’d caught her mid-fall and held her like she was the only solid thing in a tipping world.

And then he had shattered it. Assumed she knew of the engagement all along and turned on her with eyes gone cold as winter stone. He’d treated her like a child’s whim, a dalliance to be discarded once duty reared its head, leaving her to pace her chamber like a caged thing, replaying every touch, every gasped promise, until they curdled into doubt.

How could she love a man who could look at her so—dismiss her so—without a single word of farewell? And yet, here she was, thighs still humming with the ghost of his possession, her body a map of his claims, every freckle and bruise a testament to the boy who’d ruined her for anyone else.

Charles’s thumb stroked her cheek again, gentle, patient, waiting. Here was kindness without conditions. Here was a man who looked at her fractured edges and asked only to hold the pieces.

The conflict tore at her, James’s ghost snarling in one ear, Charles’s steady warmth in the other, until something inside her snapped like an overtight string.

She surged forward and kissed him.

Not the tentative brush of the terrace, but a fierce, almost punishing clash. Her teeth caught his lower lip in a sharp, deliberate bite that dragged a startled hiss from him. He tasted of brandy and restraint finally, gloriously undone, and when his mouth opened beneath hers with a broken groan, the sound vibrated straight through her bones and settled, molten, between her thighs.

“Christ,” he breathed against her lips, fingers tightening on her hips as if she might dissolve into the candle-smoke. “You feel like sin made flesh, Georgiana. Like every wicked thought I’ve ever had decided to take shape and ruin me.”

She drew back just far enough to fix him with a glare of mock outrage, one brow arched high as she pressed a palm flat to his chest—right over that thundering heart, feeling it slam against her heart like a trapped thing desperate to reach her.

“Sin made flesh?” she repeated, drawing the words out slow and dangerous. “Charles Brandon, you unrepentant devil. A lady sneaks into your bedchamber in the dead of night and the very first thing you do is compare her to perdition? Before you’ve even managed to get her out of her nightrail? I should box your ears and march straight back to my room.”

His eyes flew wide, colour flooding from throat to hairline in a tide so vivid she could almost trace its path. “No—no, that’s not what I—” He swallowed, the words tangling adorably on his tongue. “I only meant you’re… devastating. Overwhelming. Forgive me, please, I—”

The stammer, the frantic earnestness, the way his hands loosened on her hips as though terrified he’d bruised her—it undid her completely. A helpless laugh bubbled up, soft and fond, and she let it spill free.

“Oh, hush,” she murmured, sliding both palms up to cradle his flushed face. Her thumbs stroked the sharp line of his cheekbones, gentle, forgiving. “There’s nothing to forgive, darling. I am in your bed, after all. Perhaps I do have sinful intent.”

He exhaled a ragged breath, the tension easing from his shoulders as he searched her face, relief and hunger warring in those hazel depths. “You’ll be the end of me,” he whispered, half laugh, half groan, his hands settling tentatively back on her waist—firmer this time, as if testing the waters of her forgiveness.

“Oh, I intend to,” she promised, the words a silken threat wrapped in velvet, her nails scraping lightly down his chest to hook into the placket of his smalls. She tugged once, teasing, feeling him harden further beneath the fabric, thick and insistent against her thigh. “Now lie back, Your Grace. Let me show you just how sweetly your lady can unravel you.”

He obeyed with a soft curse, sinking into the pillows, his breath hitching as she shoved the linen down his hips and freed him—long and flushed, curving toward his belly with a bead of slick at the tip that made her mouth water. She wrapped her hand around him, slow and sure, stroking from root to crown with a twist at the end that drew a punched-out moan from his throat. God, the power of it thrilled her—the way his hips bucked helpless into her fist, the duke reduced to this: flushed and pleading, utterly at her mercy.

“Georgiana—please,” he gasped, one hand fisting the sheets, the other reaching for her as if he couldn’t bear the space between them.

The plea snapped the last of her restraint. She shoved him back against the pillows, following him down in a tangle of limbs and laughter, her nightrail tearing at the shoulder in her haste. Cool air kissed her skin as she bared one breast, then the other, and Charles’s eyes went dark, reverent, his mouth falling open on a silent curse. She guided his hand upward, pressing his palm to the soft weight of her, watching his fingers flex tentatively, then bolder, thumb circling her nipple until it pebbled hard and aching.

“Like that,” she gasped, grinding down harder, the friction sending sparks skittering along her nerves. “Pinch it. Make it hurt just a little. Yes—God, yes, just like that.”

He obeyed with a fervor that bordered on worship, rolling the peak between callus-roughened fingers—marks from reins and quills, not hay and bridles—and she arched into it, a moan spilling free that echoed too loudly in the hushed room. Charles froze, eyes darting toward the door, but she caught his chin, forcing his gaze back. “Let them hear,” she whispered, wicked heat coiling tighter. “Let your whole house know the Duke of Norfolk whimpers like a dog when his betrothed rides his thigh.”

“I do not whimper,” he protested, even as his hips bucked up, seeking more, his voice cracking on the lie. But the flush creeping down his chest betrayed him, and she laughed—low, throaty, the sound vibrating between them as she captured his mouth again, tongues tangling in a wet, desperate slide.

“Look at you,” she murmured, pumping his cock once, twice, thumb smearing the bead of precome over the sensitive head until he hissed and thrust into her fist. “So pretty and untouched. Bet you’ve spent more nights with your hand than a lover’s, haven’t you? Stroking yourself to thoughts of some faceless bride, imagining her on her knees, choking on your cock like it’s her favorite sin.”

Charles’s head thrashed on the pillow, a broken sound escaping his throat—half denial, half confession. “Only you,” he rasped, eyes squeezed shut, hips canting helplessly. “Always you. Since that bloody waltz, your laugh in my ear, your hand so soft in mine. I’d come so hard I’d see stars, whispering your name like a prayer.”

The image hit her like a lash—sweet, filthy, him alone in this very bed, fisting his cock to visions of her. She tightened her grip, twisting on the upstroke, and he cried out, the sound raw and unrestrained. “Then let me make it real,” she said, shifting to kneel between his spread thighs, her hair tumbling forward to brush his skin like silk whips. “Let me take you in, Charles. Let me show you how it feels to claim a mouth that knows exactly what it wants.”

Before he could stammer a protest—or plea—she bent, tongue flicking out to trace the underside of him, from base to tip in one long, languid lick. He tasted clean and musky, salt and desire, and she hummed her approval, the vibration pulling a guttural groan from his depths. His hands fisted the sheets, knuckles white, as she took him deeper, lips stretching around his girth, hollowing her cheeks to suck with deliberate, torturous pulls.

“Georgiana—oh Christ, your mouth— it’s too much, too—” His words dissolved into a whine as she bobbed lower, taking him to the back of her throat, swallowing around him until her nose brushed the coarse hair at his root. She gagged once, just enough to make her eyes water, and the raw edge of it only fueled her, the power of reducing this poised, powerful man to babbling need.

She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting them, and grinned up at him, feral and flushed. “Too much? Darling, we’ve barely begun. I want you mindless. Want you to fuck my throat until you can’t remember your own title.”

He stared at her, chest heaving, something wild and worshipful breaking open in his gaze. “You’re a demon,” he said, half laughing, half wrecked, and surged up to haul her back to his mouth, kissing her with bruising fervor, tasting himself on her tongue. “My beautiful, silver-tongued demon. Please—God, please, I need to be inside you.”

The plea shattered her. She shoved him flat again, straddling his hips, one hand bracing on his chest as she reached between them to notch him at her entrance. She was soaked, dripping down her thighs, and the first press of his cockhead breaching her made them both gasp—him at the tight, wet heat enveloping him, her at the stretch, the burn, the perfect fullness that James had taught her to crave.

Slowly, inch by torturous inch, she sank down, rolling her hips to take him deeper, watching his face contort in agonized bliss. “So big,” she breathed, nails raking lightly down his chest, leaving pink trails that made him arch. “Filling me up like you were made for it. Can you feel that? How I’m gripping you, sucking you in like I’ll never let go?”

“Yes—fuck, yes,” he ground out, hands clamping her hips to still her teasing grind, though his fingers trembled with restraint. “You’re so wet, Georgiana. So tight. I can feel every flutter, every—Christ, don’t move yet, or I’ll spend like a sailor three days ashore.”

She laughed, the sound husky and triumphant, and defied him—lifting almost off him before slamming back down, the slap of skin on skin echoing obscenely in the quiet room. He bucked up to meet her, a ragged curse tearing from his throat, and just like that they found a rhythm: her riding him with languid rolls that ground her clit against his pubic bone, him thrusting up with increasing abandon, the bedframe creaking its protest.

Pleasure built in relentless waves, coiling tighter with every slide, every grind, but beneath it lurked shadows—flashes that intruded unbidden, sharpening the edge to something bittersweet. The way Charles’s hands spanned her waist, gentle and reverent, so unlike James’s bruising grip that left fingerprints like brands. His thrusts measured and considerate even now, where James had been all raw power, pounding into her until she shattered and sobbed. Charles whispered endearments—”beautiful,” “mine,” “so perfect”—while James had growled filth, calling her his greedy little slut, his cock-drunk whore, until she came chanting the words back like gospel.

It tore at her, this collision of tenderness and tempest, making every clench of her walls around him ache with divided loyalty. Did she love the man who’d ruined her in shadows, or the one who offered her the sun? The question throbbed in time with her pulse, unresolved, and she chased it deeper into him, hips snapping faster, nails digging crescents into his shoulders.

“Harder,” she demanded, voice cracking on the edge of desperation, leaning down to bite his collarbone—not hard enough to break skin, but enough to mark, to claim. “Fuck me like you mean to keep me, Charles. Like you’ll die if you don’t come inside me right now.”

He obeyed with a snarl, flipping them in a tangle of limbs—her back arching off the mattress as he loomed over her, one hand pinning her wrists above her head, the other hitching her thigh higher around his waist. The new angle drove him deeper, the head of his cock nudging that spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids, and she keened, legs locking around him, heels digging into the small of his back.

“That’s it,” he panted, thrusts turning erratic, sweat-slick skin slapping against hers. “Take it—take all of me, just like that. I’m going to—God, I’m going to come so deep in you, fill you up until it’s dripping down your perfect thighs.”

The words—precise, filthy, pulled from some hidden well of his restraint—tipped her over. She shattered around him, cunt spasming in ruthless pulls, milking him as waves of bliss crashed through her, white-hot and blinding. Charles followed with a guttural roar, burying himself to the hilt and pulsing inside her, hot spurts painting her walls as his body shook, forehead pressed to hers in shuddering release.

They clung there, breathless and boneless, the world reduced to the slick slide of cooling skin, the stutter of hearts slowing in tandem. Charles rolled off her with a groan, pulling her into his side, lips brushing her temple in a kiss so soft it nearly broke her. “You’ve ruined me utterly,” he murmured, voice slurred with sated exhaustion, fingers tracing lazy patterns on her hip. “And I’d thank you for it, if I could form words.”

Georgiana curled against him, head pillowed on his chest, listening to the thunder of his pulse. Warmth bloomed in her chest, intimate and unearned, but the shadows lingered—James’s ghost in the hollow of her throat, the ache of his absence a counterpoint to Charles’s steady breathing. She was torn, viscera-deep, two halves of her soul warring for primacy: the wild, consuming fire of the stables, or this—comfort wrapped in candlelight, a future she could almost taste.

Perhaps more would clarify it. More nights like this, more of his awkward confessions and eager thrusts, until the echoes faded or overpowered them. She pressed a kiss to the salt-damp skin of his collarbone, tasting victory and loss in equal measure.

“Rest now,” she whispered, though her own mind raced on, adrift in the afterglow. “We’ve time yet to decide what comes next.”


XIII

Georgiana lay boneless against him, the aftershocks still humming through her limbs like distant thunder, her cheek pressed to the damp hollow of his collarbone. Charles’s chest rose and fell in ragged harmony with hers, one arm curled possessively around her waist, fingers splayed wide across the generous swell of her hip. The room smelled of them—of sweat and spend and the faint, lingering bergamot of his skin—and for a moment, she let herself sink into it, into the solid warmth of him, the way his heartbeat steadied beneath her ear like a lullaby she could almost trust.

But the embers refused to die down. Her body, traitorous and insatiable, stirred against his thigh where she’d draped one leg in lazy possession. She could feel the slick evidence of their joining cooling between her thighs, and with the barest shift, she aligned herself more deliberately, her folds parting to nestle against the hard muscle of his leg. A slow, experimental grind—wet and deliberate, her clit catching on the soft hair there—and a fresh spark ignited, drawing a soft, involuntary moan from her throat.

Charles tensed beneath her, his hand flexing on her hip. “Georgiana?” The word was a question wrapped in wonder, his free hand coming up to brush sweat-damp curls from her forehead. “Are you... all right?”

She lifted her head, propping her chin on his chest to meet his gaze. Those hazel eyes, still glazed with satiation, held a flicker of concern that made her chest ache with something perilously close to fondness. He looked thoroughly debauched—lips swollen from her bites, a faint red mark blooming on his throat where she’d sucked too hard—and yet there was that earnestness, that duke’s polish peeking through the cracks like sunlight on polished marble. It made her want to shatter him all over again.

“More than all right,” she murmured, her voice a husky purr as she rocked her hips once more, dragging her soaked cunt along his thigh in a languid slide that left a glistening trail in her wake. The friction was exquisite, a teasing pressure that built without mercy, and she watched his eyes widen, pupils dilating as he felt the heat of her, the slippery evidence of his own release easing her glide. “But not nearly sated, darling. Not when you’ve been writing me those pretty letters for days—wax-sealed sonnets about my ‘laugh like summer bells’ and my ‘eyes that hold the dawn.’ All that poetry, and not a drop of filth to be found.”

His flush returned, creeping down his neck, and he shifted beneath her—half attempt to accommodate her grind, half instinctive retreat from the direction her words were veering. “I... I meant every word. They were honest. I didn’t want to—”

“Insult me?” She arched a brow, her full breasts shifting heavily with the motion, the undersides brushing his ribs like a deliberate taunt. Freed and flushed from their earlier frenzy, they swayed pendulously as she moved, nipples grazing his skin with every roll of her hips. “Oh, Charles. You proposed to me in a stable yard, stole a theatre troupe for my amusement, and took my innocence on the night we met properly. We’re long past politeness, I fear.”

He swallowed, Adam’s apple bobbing, his cock twitching against her belly in faint, hopeful interest despite the fresh spend. But his gaze darted away, toward the fire’s dying glow, and she felt the hesitation in him like a held breath. “I won’t... I can’t speak to you like some tavern wench. You’re—”

She slapped his thigh then—light but sharp, the flat of her palm connecting with the taut muscle just above his knee, where her slickness had already marked him. The sound cracked through the quiet like a whip’s kiss, and he jolted, eyes snapping back to hers in startled surprise. A red bloom spread under her hand, faint but there, and she ground down harder in reward, her clit throbbing against him as she chased the edge of pleasure-pain in her own veins.

“Try again,” she commanded, voice dropping to a velvet growl, her breasts heaving with the quickened rhythm of her hips. “Because those letters you sent? They made me wet just reading them, imagining your fine hand scratching out all that restrained longing. But now I want the rest. The dirty duke, the one who dreams of burying his face in these—” she cupped one breast, lifting it high, the weight spilling over her fingers as she thumbed the nipple to a tight, aching peak “—and calling them what they are. Heavy. Ripe. Made for your mouth to bruise and your cock to fuck between until you’re painting them white.”

Charles’s breath hitched, his thigh flexing involuntarily under her grinding cunt, which only dragged a whimper from her lips—soft, needy, a sound that made his cock harden fully against her belly, thick and insistent once more. “Georgiana, I—” He licked his lips, gaze locked on her hand, on the lush curve she offered like forbidden fruit. “They’re... beautiful. Lush, like summer fruit begging to be devoured. I want to—”

Another slap, firmer this time, her palm stinging from the contact, and he hissed, hips bucking up in reflex. The motion pressed his leg firmer against her folds, and she rewarded him with a deeper grind, circling her hips to smear her arousal higher, coating the dark hair of his thigh until it gleamed wet in the firelight. “Not good enough, Your Grace. Beautiful is for ballrooms and betrothal portraits. I want filthy. I want you to edge yourself with words while I edge myself on your leg like the desperate wanton you’ve turned me into. Or do I need to fetch that quill from your desk and make you write it out? ‘Dearest Georgiana, your tits are—’”

“They’re fucking magnificent,” he burst out, the words tumbling rough and ragged, his hand shooting to her wrist—not to stop her, but to hold her palm against his thigh, as if anchoring himself to the sting. His eyes burned now, dark with a mix of shame and hunger, and she felt the tremor in him, the war between his gentleman’s code and the beast she’d coaxed snarling to the surface. “Heavy and full, spilling over like they’re daring me to grab them, to knead them until you’re arching and begging. God, Georgiana, they’re so bloody perfect—soft as sin, with nipples that harden like they’re made for my teeth, for me to suck until you’re dripping down my leg just like you are now.”

She moaned at that, low and approving, her grind turning erratic as the praise—filthy yet laced with that reverent awe—sent heat lancing through her core. Her breasts bounced with the motion, heavy and hypnotic, and she released her own to brace both hands on his chest, nails scraping lightly over his nipples in retaliation. “Better,” she gasped, leaning down until they dangled tantalizingly close to his mouth, brushing his lips with each forward rock. “But don’t stop. Tell me what you’d do to them. Tease me with your words, Charles. Stroke that pretty cock of yours and make me believe you deserve to come again.”

His hand obeyed before his mind caught up, wrapping around his length with a groan that vibrated through them both—fist loose at first, tentative, as if testing the waters of his own depravity. He pumped once, slow and shuddering, precome beading at the tip to slick the way, and his eyes fluttered half-shut. “I’d... I’d bury my face between them. Fuck them with my tongue until you’re trembling, then slide my cock right there, in that perfect valley, thrusting until the head catches your chin and you’re licking it clean.”

The words coiled tight in her belly, a fresh gush of wetness easing her grind along his thigh, but she wasn’t done unraveling him yet. Not when his gaze kept flicking lower, to the curve of her hips, the way her arse flexed with every deliberate roll. She slowed her rhythm just enough to tease, lifting slightly so her slick folds dragged torturously against him, and caught the way his free hand twitched, as if aching to follow. “Good boy,” she purred, the endearment laced with wicked affection, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial hush. “Now the rest of me. This arse you’ve been staring at all night, clenching your jaw every time I shift. Describe it, Charles. Tell me how you’d claim it—how you’d spread me open and make it yours.”

He faltered, fist stalling mid-stroke, the flush on his cheeks deepening to something almost pained. His eyes darted to her face, then away, toward the shadowed drapes as if they held some advice for navigating this particular inferno. “Georgiana... that’s... I couldn’t. It’s not—”

“Not what?” She slapped his thigh again—sharper this time, the crack echoing like a challenge, her palm blooming hot against his skin. He yelped, a startled, boyish sound that made her cunt clench in delight, and she ground down harder in recompense, circling her hips to smear her arousal in a deliberate, glistening claim. “Not gentlemanly? Darling, your cock’s weeping for it right now, thick and begging while you pretend at propriety. Or is it that you’ve never even whispered the word ‘arse’ without blushing like a vicar’s son? Come now—edge yourself properly. Stroke for me and say it. Say how you’d squeeze this arse until I’m sobbing your name.”

Charles’s breath came in shallow bursts, his hand resuming its rhythm with a jerk, slower now, as if the confession lodged in his throat like a thorn. “It’s... full,” he managed at last, the word halting, eyes squeezing shut as though the sight of her might undo him entirely. “Curved like... like a promise I shouldn’t make.”

She laughed, throaty and unyielding, and shifted off his thigh in one fluid motion—leaving him bereft, his leg gleaming wet in the firelight, a testament to her greed. Before he could protest, she turned, planting her knees wide on either side of his chest, her back to him now, arse hovering perilously close to his face. The position arched her spine just so, presenting the lush swell of her buttocks like an offering—or a gauntlet—mere inches from his parted lips, the heat of her skin radiating against his breath. She could feel his exhale hitch, warm and ragged, ghosting over the cleft where her thighs met, and she reached back with one hand to spread herself slightly, exposing the shadowed dimples at the base of her spine, the faint sheen of sweat tracing the crease.

“Try again,” she commanded, glancing over her shoulder with a smile sharp as sin, her free hand dipping between her legs to circle her clit once, teasingly, just to hear him groan. “Look at it, Charles. Really look. This arse that’s been taunting you all evening, round and ripe and begging for your hands, your mouth, your cock wedged right between until you’re rutting like an animal. Describe it. Filthily. Or I’ll sit right here and smother that pretty face until you do.”

He broke with a sound like surrender—a low, guttural rumble that started in his chest and ended in a curse she hadn’t thought him capable of voicing. His hands shot to her hips, fingers digging in with reverent desperation, thumbs tracing the swell where cheek met thigh as if mapping a sacred relic. “Fuck,” he rasped, voice wrecked and worshipful, pulling her back just a fraction closer so his nose brushed the soft underside, inhaling her like opium. “Your arse—God, it’s a masterpiece, Georgiana. Plump and plush, the kind that jiggles when I slap it, that spreads so beautifully when I part it wide and watch you clench for me. I’d bury my face here until you’re dripping down my chin, then notch my cock at your entrance and sink in slow, inch by filthy inch, stretching you around me until you’re howling.”

The praise poured from him now, unchecked and fervent, each word a lash of heat that made her thighs quiver and her fingers stutter on her clit. She rocked back experimentally, brushing her cheeks against his stubble, and he chased the contact with a hungry groan, nipping at the flesh there—not hard enough to mark, but enough to sting sweetly, his breath fanning hot over her most secret skin. “That’s it,” she gasped, half laugh, half moan, her grind resuming in the air now, hips circling as if riding an invisible thigh. “My filthy poet duke. Keep going—tell me how you’d come all over it, paint these cheeks white so I feel you drying on my skin all day, a sticky secret under my skirts while I curtsey for your guests.”

“I’d spend so deep,” he vowed against her, lips trailing open-mouthed kisses along the curve, his fist pumping faster now, slick sounds mingling with her whimpers. “Fill you up until it leaks out, then flip you over and lick it clean, tasting us mixed together on that glorious arse that’s ruined me for anyone else. Round and wicked, bouncing on my lap like it owns me—because it does, love. After tonight, it does.”

The raw devotion in his filth tipped her perilously close, her body trembling on the cusp, but she pulled away just enough to turn back, straddling his thigh once more with a wicked grin. His eyes were wild now, pupils blown black, and she rewarded him by sinking down, her soaked cunt enveloping his leg in a fresh, slippery glide that made them both shudder. “Again,” she demanded, slapping his thigh once more—lighter now, affectionate, the heat blooming under her palm like a secret shared. “Touch yourself like you mean it. Faster. And tell me about my cunt this time. The one that’s marking you like territory, dripping for you because your words are making me ache.”

Charles’s fist tightened, stroking in earnest now, the rhythm matching her desperate circles—up and down, slick and fervent, his thumb circling the head on each pass until his breath came in sharp pants. “Your cunt,” he rasped, the word foreign on his tongue yet fervent, like a prayer finally spoken. “It’s a velvet vice, greedy and glistening, clenching around nothing now but begging to swallow me whole again. So wet for me, love—so fucking soaked you’re painting my thigh like a canvas, leaving me reeking of you tomorrow, a secret under my breeches while I sit at luncheon pretending I’m not hard as iron just from the memory.”

She keened, the image searing—him, the poised duke, undone by her scent all day—and slapped his thigh in encouragement, the sharp crack pulling a whine from him that made her clit pulse. “Yes—God, Charles, like that. Don’t you dare come yet. Hold it. Beg for it. Tell me how you’d eat me after, how you’d lap up every drop like it’s the finest claret.”

He stilled his hand at the base, squeezing hard to stave off the brink, his body taut as a bowstring beneath her. Sweat beaded on his brow, trickling down his temple, and he looked up at her with eyes gone liquid, pleading. “Please—Georgiana, let me. I’d spread you wide on this bed, bury my tongue so deep you’d ride my face until I drown, sucking that swollen pearl until you’re gushing down my throat. Your cunt deserves verses, not slurs—it’s a feast, a miracle, tight and hot and tasting like forever. Let me come, darling. Let me spill for you while you shatter on my leg. Please.”

The begging undid her, that mix of poetic reverence and raw need, and she ground down one final time—hard, circling, her heavy breasts swaying to brush his chest as climax ripped through her like wildfire. She came with a cry muffled against his shoulder, walls fluttering in empty spasms, her slick flooding hot over his thigh in rhythmic pulses that left them both trembling.

Charles followed a heartbeat later, his fist blurring in frantic strokes, ropes of spend arcing across his belly and her hip, marking her in turn. He shuddered through it, a low, broken litany of her name spilling from his lips—”Georgiana, my ruin, my revelation”—until he collapsed back, spent and gasping, pulling her down to nestle against him once more.

She curled into his side, leg still draped over his, her cunt twitching with aftershocks against the slick mess they’d made of his skin. Warmth bloomed there, intimate and unyielding, his arm banding around her shoulders to tuck her close, lips pressing lazy kisses to her hair. “You’re a tempest,” he murmured, voice slurred with exhaustion and awe, fingers tracing idle hearts on her back. “And I... I’d weather every storm for this.”

Georgiana hummed, nuzzling into his neck, breathing him in deep—the salt of sweat, the faint spice of his cologne, the undercurrent of their mingled release. It was comfort wrapped in carnality, a haven that soothed even as it stirred the turmoil beneath.

Outside, the first gray light of dawn crept through the curtains, indifferent to the lovers entwined in the duke’s chamber, while miles away, a loft window creaked open on a bed cold and untouched.


XIV

Georgiana stirred as sunlight filtered through the heavy brocade curtains, painting the room in strokes of rose and gold. She lay tangled in the duke’s vast bed, sheets twisted around her legs like lovers’ limbs reluctant to let go, her body a map of the night’s indulgences: faint bruises blooming on her hips, the delicious ache between her thighs, and the steady rise and fall of Charles’s chest beneath her cheek. He slept deeply still, one arm slung across her waist in possessive abandon, dark lashes fanned against his cheeks, lips parted on a soft exhale that stirred the sweat-damp curls at her temple.

She watched him for a long moment, tracing the elegant line of his jaw with her gaze, the faint stubble shadowing it like a secret he hadn’t meant to share. There was something achingly tender in his vulnerability, this man who commanded estates and parliaments by day, reduced to flushes and fervent whispers by her hand alone. The turmoil that had chased her into sleep—James’s ghost, the pull of shadowed lofts versus sunlit halls—felt distant now, muted by the warmth curling through her like smoke. She wanted to wake him slowly, sweetly, to etch herself into his mornings as surely as she’d claimed his nights.

Shifting with care, she trailed kisses down his chest, feather-light and lingering: over the faint scar on his ribs, across the flat plane of his abdomen, where the muscles twitched faintly under her lips. His cock lay heavy against his thigh, semi-hard even in sleep, flushed from their earlier exertions and stirring now as her breath ghosted over it. Georgiana smiled against his skin, a wicked curve she hid from the world but savored in these stolen hours. She nuzzled the base, inhaling the musky blend of them—salt and spend and the faint bergamot that clung to him always—before parting her lips to take him in, gentle as a sigh.

Just the head at first, cradled on her tongue, warm and velvet-soft as she suckled softly, humming a low note that vibrated through him. Charles shifted in his sleep, a murmur escaping him that might have been her name, his hips canting instinctively toward the wet heat of her mouth. Emboldened, she took more, sliding down inch by inch with languid ease, her hand wrapping loosely around the root to stroke what she couldn’t yet swallow. He tasted of their mingled release, tart and intimate, and she savored it, hollowing her cheeks just enough to draw a sleepy groan from above.

His eyes didn’t flutter open—not yet—but his body knew her, responding with a twitch and a throb that filled her mouth fuller, the crown nudging the soft back of her throat. Georgiana worked him tenderly, no frenzy this time, just the slow, worshipful drag of her lips, the swirl of her tongue around the sensitive ridge, her free hand splaying across his thigh to feel the tremor building there. She could feel him swelling, hardening fully against her palate, and the power of it—of reducing this poised duke to helpless twitches with nothing but her mouth—sent a fresh pulse of heat low in her belly.

Charles came with a startled gasp, his body arching off the mattress before he’d even fully surfaced from dreams, hips bucking shallowly as hot spurts flooded her mouth in erratic bursts. She swallowed greedily, milking him through it with gentle pulls, her hum turning coaxing as he shuddered and stilled, breath sawing ragged from his chest. Only then did his eyes fly open, hazel irises wide and dazed, locking on her with a mix of bliss and dawning horror.

“Georgiana—God, I—” He bolted upright, nearly dislodging her, one hand flying to her shoulder as if to steady them both, the other tangling in the sheets as though they might anchor his mortification. His cheeks blazed crimson, hair tousled into charming disarray, and he looked so utterly flustered—lips parted, chest heaving, cock still twitching softly against her retreating tongue—that she had to bite the inside of her cheek to keep from laughing. “I’m sorry. Christ, that was... you were... I didn’t even wake properly, and I—damn it, I wanted to please you in return this morning. To make it last, to—to worship you like you deserve. But you’re too beautiful. Too much. Forgive me, I couldn’t hold fast.”

The words tumbled out in a rush, earnest and endearing, his gaze dropping to where her lips glistened with the evidence of him, then snapping back to her face in abject apology. Touched and inwardly amused, Georgiana rose up on her knees, cupping his flushed face in both hands. She ruffled his hair fondly, fingers threading through the dark waves with affectionate tugs that made him lean into her touch despite himself, a sheepish half-smile breaking through the embarrassment.

“Darling, I thought I told you,” she murmured, voice soft as stroked velvet, leaning in to press a lingering kiss to his forehead, tasting the salt there. “There’s no sorry in this bed. Not for coming undone so sweetly for me. And as for pleasing me...” She drew back just enough to catch his eye, her own sparkling with wicked warmth, and guided his hand downward, over the soft curve of her belly, between her thighs where she burned for him already. His fingers brushed her folds—slick, swollen, parting easily under the barest pressure—and she sighed into the contact, hips tilting to nestle his palm fully against her. “You can still do that. Right now. If you like.”

Charles’s breath caught, his hand going still as if burned, though he didn’t pull away. His gaze dropped to where they joined, reverent and hesitant, thumb hovering just shy of her clit as though afraid one wrong twitch might shatter her. “Are you sure?” he whispered, voice rough with lingering awe and that boyish uncertainty she found so intoxicating. “I mean... do you like this? Me touching you there, like this? I don’t want to—”

She nodded, biting her lip against the bubble of laughter rising in her throat—not mockery, but pure delight at his earnestness, the way he treated her body like a fragile relic even after she’d ridden him to ruin the night before. “Very sure,” she assured him, voice threaded with humor she couldn’t quite suppress, her free hand covering his to press his fingers deeper, parting her with gentle insistence. “And yes, Charles, I like it. Very much. Though perhaps not quite so tentatively. Here—let me show you.”

He watched, transfixed, as she drew his hand up to her mouth, parting her lips to take two fingers inside, sucking them slow and thorough, her tongue curling around the digits with the same languid care she’d lavished on his cock moments ago. His eyes darkened, a fresh flush creeping down his neck, and she felt the subtle twitch of his spent length against her knee—eager already, despite the evidence of his quick surrender. She released them with a soft pop, glistening now with her saliva, and guided them back down, circling her entrance once before pressing the tips inside.

“Like this,” she breathed, voice dropping to a husky guide as she rocked onto his fingers, taking them to the first knuckle with a sigh that bordered on a moan. “Curl them just so—yes, there, against that spot that makes me tremble. Slow at first, darling. Let me feel every inch stretching me open, like you’re learning my secrets one by one.”

Charles obeyed with wide-eyed focus, his brow furrowing in concentration as he pumped shallowly, thumb finding her clit in clumsy but earnest circles that drew a gasp from her lips. “Like that?” he asked, voice low and seeking, his free hand coming up to cup her breast, thumbing the nipple in time with his strokes—a bid for balance, perhaps, or simply the need to touch more of her. She nodded, hips canting to meet him, the wet sounds of his fingers working her filling the sun-dappled room like a private symphony.

“Perfect,” she praised, leaning in to nip at his earlobe, her breath hot against his skin. “Now fuck me properly with your hand, Charles. Deeper. Harder. Don’t hold back—wet them again if you need, but give me what I crave.”

He hesitated one last beat, eyes searching hers for any flicker of doubt, but she arched into him, breasts pressing heavy against his chest, and that seemed to snap the final thread of his decorum. He withdrew his fingers only to plunge them back in—two now, scissoring gently to stretch her, the faint burn blooming into pleasure that made her clench around him greedily. “God, you’re so tight,” he murmured, wonder threading the words, his thrusts gaining confidence, knuckles brushing her clit with each pass. “So wet for me already. Does it feel good, love? Tell me—am I hurting you?”

“Not a bit,” she promised, voice breathy as she captured his mouth in a messy kiss, tongues tangling while his fingers curled inside her, stroking that hidden ridge until stars sparked behind her eyelids. “More. Add another—stretch me wide, Charles. Make me feel full, like your cock but slower, deeper, until I’m begging.”

He added the third with a reverence that bordered on worship, his hand twisting slightly to ease the way, and she moaned into his shoulder, nails raking lightly down his back. The fullness was exquisite, a building pressure that coiled tighter with every thrust, her walls fluttering around his knuckles as he found his rhythm—steady, insistent, his palm grinding against her mound with each plunge. “Three feels like heaven,” he confessed against her throat, lips trailing kisses there, nipping softly as if to mark his progress. “But you can’t take more, surely—I’d hurt you, split you open—”

Georgiana laughed then, low and throaty, pulling back to meet his gaze with eyes gone liquid with want. “Oh, darling,” she teased, clenching deliberately around his fingers to draw a hiss from him, her hips snapping forward to take him deeper. “Your cock’s bigger than three fingers. And I took every inch of it last night, didn’t I? Remember how I rode you, soaking your thighs while you begged? Give me four, Charles. Fuck me like you own me.”

The words had their intended effect—his eyes flared with a mix of shock and savage pride, cheeks flushing anew as he withdrew just enough to slick his smallest finger with her arousal, then pressed it alongside the others. The stretch burned sweetly, her body yielding with a wet sound that made him groan, low and guttural, as he sank in to the hilt. “Christ, Georgiana—look at you, taking me like this. So greedy, so perfect. My hand disappearing inside your pretty little cunt, stretching you wide for me.”

She keened, head falling back as he began to move again, the added girth turning each thrust into a delicious drag that bordered on overwhelming. Her breasts bounced with the force of it, heavy and swaying, and Charles’s gaze fixed on them like a man starved, his free hand palming one roughly, pinching the nipple until she arched and sobbed. “That’s it—fuck, yes, just like that. Harder now, curl them all—oh God, Charles, you’re ruining me so beautifully.”

He was relentless then, decorum shattered in the face of her praise, his hand pistoning with building fervor, thumb circling her clit in tight, frantic loops that had her thighs quivering around his wrist. Sweat beaded on his brow, trickling down to mingle with the slick sounds of his possession, and she could see the wonder in him warring with something darker, hungrier.

“Four’s too much,” he panted, even as he drove deeper, voice rough with awe and denial. “You feel—fuck, so tight clenching like that. But... what if...” He trailed off, eyes flicking to where his hand vanished inside her, then back to her face, a daring spark igniting there that surprised even her. “Could you take five? All of me, love—my whole hand in your perfect little cunt?”

Georgiana’s breath seized, her body going taut as a bowstring, shock flooding her veins like cool wine poured over fevered skin. Five? His entire hand—knuckles and wrist and all—buried inside her, claiming her so utterly she’d feel hollowed out without it?

The thought alone made her clench around his fingers, a traitorous spasm that pulled a ragged moan from her throat, but beneath the heat lurked something sharper, more fragile: a secret, delighted shame that bloomed hot in her chest. Only whores did this, surely—women of the night who spread for coin in shadowed alleys, not ladies of the ton who whispered promises in drawing rooms.

And yet here she was, thighs splayed wide in a duke’s bed, begging for it like the wanton she’d become, her body a vessel for every forbidden whim. The vulnerability of it cracked her open, raw and aching, tears pricking her eyes not from pain but from the sheer intimacy of surrender, the terrifying trust in letting him reshape her so completely.

“Try me,” she whispered, the words trembling on the edge of a sob, her hand finding his wrist—not to stop him, but to hold on, anchoring herself to the man who saw her ruin and called it revelation. “If you dare. But slow, Charles—God, so slow. It’s... it’s everything.”

He dared, with a reverence that made her heart stutter. Slowly, carefully, he eased back to his knuckles, folding his thumb alongside the others. The pressure built: slow, inexorable, impossible. Georgiana’s hands flew to his shoulders, nails biting crescents into his skin as she bore down, breath hitching on a sob that was half fear, half surrender.

It shouldn’t have worked. It couldn’t. And yet her body, faithless, glorious thing that it was, opened for him. The stretch burned white-hot, a bright ring of fire that stole her breath and gave it back in a broken cry as the widest part of his hand slipped past her entrance. She felt herself flutter, panic and pleasure braided so tightly she couldn’t tell them apart, and then, with a slick, obscene sound she would hear in her dreams forever, his entire fist slid home.

For one suspended heartbeat the world narrowed to that impossible fullness: his wrist flush against her, her cunt stretched taut around it, pulsing in shocked wonder. A single tear slipped free, tracking hot down her cheek, and she laughed through it, breathless and disbelieving.

“Look at me,” Charles whispered, voice ragged with awe. She forced her eyes open and found him staring, not at the place they were joined, but at her face, as though trying to memorize the exact moment she came undone. “You’re doing it, love. You’re taking all of me. My brave, beautiful girl.”

The praise cracked something open inside her chest. Another tear fell, then another, and she didn’t bother hiding them. She felt stripped raw, more naked than mere skin could ever make her: every pretense, every careful mask, dissolved in the slick heat where his hand filled her beyond reason. A whore, her mind whispered, delighted and ashamed and proud all at once. A wanton. A Duchess who would never be respectable again, and God, it felt like absolution.

“Charles,” she whimpered, voice cracking like fine porcelain, her free hand clutching his shoulder as if he were the only shore in a swelling sea. “I—I feel you everywhere. So deep, so... oh God, it’s breaking me open, and I want it, I want you to see how filthy I am for you.” The words spilled out, laced with that delighted shame, a wicked thrill twisting through the tenderness: yes, she was his whore in this moment, proud and trembling, her cunt a velvet fist around his, pulsing with the rhythm of her unraveling heart.

He held still at first, eyes locked on hers with a tenderness that bordered on agony, his free hand stroking her thigh in soothing sweeps, thumb tracing circles over the quivering muscle. “Breathe, love,” he murmured, voice thick with his own wonder, leaning in to kiss the salt from her lashes. “You’re taking me so beautifully—my brave, perfect girl, stretching for me like this. Does it hurt? Tell me—”

“No,” she gasped, shaking her head even as fresh tears welled, her hips shifting experimentally to test the fullness, the drag of his knuckles against that hidden place inside her sending sparks skittering along her nerves. “It feels full like I’ve never been, like you’re rewriting me from the inside out. Move now, darling—please, just be slow, make me feel every bit of how you’ve ruined me for anyone else.”

“Move,” she begged, voice cracking. “Please, Charles, move.”

He did: tiny, careful rocks at first, then deeper, curling his fingers inside the fist to press against that devastating spot until her hips jerked helplessly. The pleasure was too big, too much, a bright, terrifying wave that threatened to drown her. She clung to him, forehead pressed to his, tears and laughter mingling on her lips as her body sang around the impossible intrusion.

The shame coiled tighter with every thrust, a delicious humiliation that made her clit throb against his palm, her breasts heaving with each ragged breath: whores took fists in backroom beds, not betrotheds in ducal chambers, and yet the thought only fueled her, turning vulnerability into fire, her walls fluttering wildly around him as pleasure built like a wave cresting too high to crest.

Climax crashed over her in relentless waves, her cunt spasming around his hand in ruthless pulls that milked him deeper, drawing broken praises from his lips—”So beautiful like this, taking all of me, my perfect, filthy love”—until she sagged against him, boneless and trembling, his arm withdrawing with a wet, final kiss of suction. He gathered her close then, murmuring nonsense into her hair, his own arousal stirring anew against her belly as dawn fully claimed the room.

“You’re extraordinary,” he whispered, voice thick with wonder, pressing a kiss to her sweat-damp temple. “And I... I think I’m utterly lost to you.”

Georgiana hummed, curling into his warmth, the ache of fullness lingering like a sweet bruise. Lost, indeed—but perhaps, in this gilded tangle, she was finding her way through.


XV

Morning arrived with a vengeance: cold, bright, merciless.

Georgiana woke to the sound of birds quarrelling outside the window and the faint, unmistakable scent of sex still clinging to the sheets. Charles’s arm lay heavy across her waist, his breath warm against her nape, and for one dizzy heartbeat she let herself stay there, cocooned in the hush of what they had done. Then memory rushed in: Poppy asleep in the next room, the chaperone’s wheezing snores, the corridor, the entire household stirring. She slipped from the bed like a thief, heart hammering, and fled back to the guest chamber before the sun had fully cleared the horizon.

Poppy was already dressed when Georgiana eased the door shut behind her. Her friend stood at the mirror pinning her curls with mechanical precision, lips pressed thin, eyes fixed on her own reflection as though it had personally offended her.

“Good morning,” Georgiana ventured, voice small.

Poppy’s smile was quick, brittle, gone before it reached her eyes. “Hello. The carriage is ordered for nine. We should dress.”

Nothing more. Not a clipped sentence where once there had been laughter and secrets traded like sweetmeats. Georgiana’s stomach dipped, but she told herself it was only fatigue. A late night watching the players, after which they had both slept poorly, perhaps. That was all.

Breakfast was worse. Poppy picked at toast, answered Charles’s polite inquires after her family with monosyllables, and refused to meet Georgiana’s gaze. When he kissed Georgiana’s knuckles in farewell—lingering, promising, oblivious—Poppy turned abruptly to the window, shoulders rigid beneath her travelling cloak.

The carriage ride home was torture.

They sat opposite each other on the velvet squabs, knees almost touching, the space between them colder than the November air outside. Poppy stared fixedly at the passing hedgerows, gloved fingers pleating and unpleating the fringe of her shawl. Georgiana tried once, twice, three times to bridge the silence.

“Are you unwell?”

A tiny shake of the head.

“Did something happen after the play?”

A shrug.

“Poppy, talk to me.”

Poppy’s mouth twisted, but no words came.

The miles unspooled in silence thick enough to choke on. Georgiana’s chest grew tighter with every turn of the wheels, dread pooling low and sour. She rehearsed a dozen light topics, but each died on her tongue.

At last the familiar rise of her father’s estate appeared, the stables a dark smudge against the pale sky. Georgiana exhaled in relief; home, sanctuary, space to breathe.

Poppy spoke first.

“I thought you loved him,” she said, so quietly Georgiana almost missed it beneath the rattle of harness and hoof. When Georgiana turned, Poppy was staring at her at last, eyes glittering with unshed tears and something fiercer. “James. I sat in that drawing room and listened to you weep for him, swear he was the only man who’d ever truly seen you. And I believed it. I believed you.” Her voice cracked on the last word, but she forged on, eyes glittering. “But one man isn’t enough for you, is it? Always reaching, always wanting more, until you’ve taken everything that isn’t nailed down.”

The words struck clean through the breastbone. Georgiana actually flinched, hand flying to her heart as though she could shield the wound. “Poppy—”

“Don’t!” Poppy’s laugh was awful now, wet and furious. “Don’t you dare pretend. I heard you last night. Moaning his name like a prayer, begging like a painted—”

“Stop.” Georgiana’s own voice, when it came, was small and ragged. “Please.”

The carriage lurched around a bend; the estate’s chimneys appeared on the horizon, smoke curling like accusing fingers. Georgiana’s heart hammered against her ribs. All the pieces she had refused to examine suddenly fell into place with a sickening snap.

She remembered the letters from last spring and summer, Poppy’s looping hand glowing with stories of the Duke of Norfolk’s visits to Willowmere: how he rode over twice a week, how he lingered in the rose garden until dusk, how he laughed at Poppy’s jokes and begged for more tales of “your wild friend Miss Suffolk.” Georgiana had teased her mercilessly (“He’s clearly smitten, Poppet”), and Poppy had always laughed it off, cheeks pink, eyes bright, insisting it was only neighbourly politeness.

Then, sometime in August, the visits had stopped. The letters had simply… stopped. No note, no explanation. Poppy’s next letter had been breezy, almost defiant:

He has grown bored, I expect. And truly, Georgie, I am relieved. Can you imagine me as a duchess? I should die of starch and ceremony before the honeymoon was over. Besides, the estates are too far apart, the families too grand. It was never truly suitable. Better this way—no hearts broken, only a little pride dented.

Georgiana had believed her. Had wanted to believe her, because Poppy had sounded so convincingly light-hearted. She had even applauded the bravery of it, the way Poppy refused to mourn what was never hers to begin with.

Only now, in the cold light of this morning, did the truth reveal itself for the lie it had been.

Georgiana saw it now in the brittle set of Poppy’s shoulders, in the white-knuckled grip on her reticule. Poppy had lied to protect her pride, to spare herself the humiliation of admitting the duke had weighed her in the balance and chosen elsewhere. She had painted Georgiana in vivid colour for him, believing he listened for her sake, only to watch him fall, helplessly and obviously, for the girl in the stories instead of the storyteller.

Georgiana’s throat closed. “Poppy… I didn’t know,” she whispered. It sounded feeble even to her own ears.

Poppy stared out of the window, jaw clenched so tight Georgiana could see the muscle jumping beneath the skin. “Of course you didn’t,” she said at last, voice flat and terrible. “You were too busy spreading your legs for both of them.”

The cruelty of it stole Georgiana’s breath. She pressed a gloved hand to her mouth, tears stinging hot and sudden. The carriage rocked on, wheels rattling over frost-hardened ruts, and neither woman spoke again until the stables loomed ahead like a judgement.

Poppy gathered her reticule with slow, deliberate movements. When she finally turned, her eyes were bright with unshed tears and something colder.

“I told myself I was glad when he stopped coming,” she said, almost conversationally. “I told myself it was for the best. And I almost believed it—until I watched him look at you last night the way he never once looked at me. Like you were the only woman in the world.”

Her voice cracked on the last word. She dashed the tears away with the heel of her hand, furious and quick.

“Tell me one thing,” she said, voice raw. “When you go to James tonight, when you sneak into that loft like nothing’s changed, will you tell him what you did? Will you let him taste another man on your skin and pretend it’s still only him you love? He deserves the truth, Georgie.” A tear dripped from her chin onto her glove, soundless. “They both do.”

Georgiana opened her mouth and found nothing there: no defence, no denial, no promise. The silence stretched, damning and absolute.

The carriage rolled to a halt in the stable yard. Grooms hurried forward; sunlight glinted off brass fittings and the frost on the cobbles. Poppy gathered her skirts and reticule with shaking hands, not looking back.

“I used to think you were brave and wonderful,” she said quietly, just before the door opened. “Turns out you’re only selfish and greedy.”

Then she was gone, descending the steps with brittle grace, leaving Georgiana alone in the velvet hush of the carriage, the echo of Poppy’s words ringing louder than any shout.

Selfish. And greedy.

Outside, dead leaves skittered across the cobbles like frightened things. Georgiana stayed seated as though frozen to the spot. She had lost her oldest friend and her first love in a single week, and the reflection staring back at her now was uglier than she had ever imagined.


XVI

The sky hung low and leaden, a slate-gray bruise threatening rain that never quite fell. Poppy’s boots sank into the mud with every step, the squelch pulling at her hems like reluctant fingers, as though the earth itself wanted to keep her from what she was about to do. Her heart hammered a frantic rhythm against her ribs, each beat a reminder of the carriage, of Georgiana’s stricken face, of the words she could not unsay.

Ahead, the stables loomed, their weathered beams a familiar silhouette against the gloom. Smoke curled from the smithy beyond, carrying the sharp tang of hot iron and damp wool. Poppy paused at the threshold, breath fogging in the chill, and smoothed her skirts with hands that trembled. Propriety be damned; she had come this far.

Inside, the air was warmer, thick with the musk of horse and hay and leather oil. James was there, as she had known he would be—bent over a bay’s flank, comb rasping in steady arcs, his shirt sleeves rolled to the elbows, forearms corded with the easy strength of a man who wrestled beasts for a living. He glanced up at the scuff of her boot, dark eyes sharpening from idle focus to wary surprise.

“Miss Langton,” he said, voice careful as he set the comb on the ledge. “Didn’t expect you. Is it... her? Georgiana? She all right?”

The kindness in it nearly undid her. Poppy shook her head, throat so tight she had to swallow twice before the words would come. “I’m not here for her,” she said softly, stepping into the dim light of the stall, the straw crackling under her boots. “But there’s something you must know.”

He went still, hands flexing at his sides as if bracing for a blow. She told him then, as gently as splintered glass allowed: the duke’s proposal, the stolen night, the way Georgiana had tumbled headlong into Charles’s arms and bed without a backward glance. Poppy kept her voice low, measured, stripping the details bare but sparing the rawest edges—the fucking, the begging, the way Georgiana had glowed come morning like a woman reborn. But it was enough. More than enough.

James sagged against the stall door, the breath punching out of him in a ragged exhale. The comb slipped from his fingers, clattering to the floor like a verdict. His face crumpled—not with the clean snap of rage, but a slow, devastating fold: mouth twisting, eyes squeezing shut as if he could will the world back to yesterday. “Christ,” he whispered, one hand scrubbing over his face, coming away damp. “All this time, thinking maybe she’d choose me after all. And she was...” He trailed off, shoulders hunching as a tremor ran through him, raw and unfiltered.

Regret crashed over Poppy like a rogue wave, cold and choking. This wasn’t her secret to wield, not her blade to swing. She had come to wound Georgiana by proxy, to lash out at the girl who had stolen the one bright thing in her grasp without even trying. But James—good, honest James, with his calloused hands and quiet devotion—he didn’t deserve this. Not from her. Not like this.

“Oh, sweet boy,” she murmured, propriety shattering like thin glass under her heel. She stepped forward without thought, closing the scant distance, and pulled him into her arms. He stiffened at first, a low sound escaping him that might have been protest or pain, but then he folded into her, heavy and trembling, his forehead pressing to her shoulder as though she were a confessor and he the penitent. Poppy held him fiercely, one hand cradling the back of his head, fingers threading through his hair, the other splayed wide across the broad plane of his back. He smelled of earth and effort, and beneath it all, a faint, heartbreaking trace of hay and despair.

“There now,” she whispered against his temple, her voice steady even as tears pricked her own eyes. “Let it out. You’re allowed to break, just this once. No one’s watching but me.”

He shuddered against her, arms coming around her waist in a grip that bordered on desperate, and for long minutes they stood like that in the dim stable light—two hearts adrift in shared grief, clinging to the wreckage.

Poppy’s heart hammered so loudly she was sure he could feel it. Awareness crept in, treacherous and bright: no man had ever held her like this, as if letting go might break them both. The heat of his chest burned through her thin bodice; the faint rasp of stubble grazed the sensitive skin above her collar; each uneven exhale stirred the loose curls at her temple.

All her life she had been the gracious afterthought: the friend who smiled while others danced, who soothed the sting of rejection, who stepped aside with a laugh and a wave so the prettier, braver girls could claim their prizes. Sweet, steady Poppy, always yielding, always watching from the wings.

Until now. Now she was the one being held like something precious, and the realization hurt almost as much as it healed.

James lifted his head then, slow as a man surfacing from deep water, and their eyes locked—a heartbeat too long, two, three. His were raw, red-rimmed, searching hers with a vulnerability that mirrored her own: the ache of being unseen, unwanted, the sharp sting of loving without reciprocity. Something shifted in the air between them, charged and fragile, like the hush before a storm breaks.

She didn’t think. Didn’t let herself. Poppy surged forward, cupping his face in both hands—rough cheeks warm under her palms—and kissed him. Fierce and unthinking, lips crashing against his with all the pent-up fury of a woman scorned, a friend betrayed, a heart finally claiming its due. He tasted of salt and surprise, his mouth slack for the barest instant before he groaned—a low, broken sound that vibrated through her bones—and kissed her back.

“Poppy—” he gasped when they broke apart, foreheads pressed together, breaths mingling hot and ragged. But she silenced him with another kiss, hungrier now, her fingers threading through his sun-streaked hair to tug him down. Propriety be damned; the world be damned. She wanted this—the heat of him, the solid weight of his body crowding hers against the stall, the way his cock stirred thick and insistent against her belly like a promise finally kept.

“Up,” she whispered against his mouth, nipping his lower lip hard enough to draw a hiss. “The loft. Now.”

He didn’t argue. Didn’t hesitate. With a growl low in his throat, he scooped her up as if she weighed nothing, her skirts bunching around her thighs as he carried her toward the ladder. Poppy clung to him, legs wrapping his waist, kissing the salt from his jaw while he climbed one-handed, muscles bunching under her palms. The hayloft smelled of sun-warmed straw and forgotten summers, a nest of faded blankets and scattered bridles that he kicked aside with a boot before lowering her onto the yielding pile.

They tumbled together in a tangle of limbs and laughter—hers breathless and disbelieving, his rough and relieved, as if the act of falling had righted some cosmic tilt. Poppy shoved at his shirt, baring the broad planes of his chest dusted with dark hair that arrowed down to where his breeches strained obscenely. “Off,” she demanded, voice husky with command she hadn’t known she possessed, and he obeyed with fumbling fingers, kicking free until he knelt before her in nothing but flushed skin and hunger.

God, he was beautiful: lean and work-hardened, cock curving thick and ruddy against his belly, the tip already glistening like an apology for the ache he’d carried too long. Poppy’s mouth watered, a fresh pulse of heat throbbing between her thighs, but she caught his wrists before he could reach for her laces, pinning them to the hay on either side of her head. “No,” she said, eyes locking on his, a thrill of dominance curling through her like smoke. “You don’t get to rush this. Not after... everything. Lie back. Let me take what’s mine for once.”

James’s breath hitched, eyes darkening to burnt umber, but he sank down at her urging, sprawling across the blankets with his arms still outstretched—a willing captive, chest heaving. “Yours,” he echoed, voice gravel-rough, a tremor of surrender in it that made her clit ache. “Fuck, Poppy—take it. Take all of me.”

She did. Slowly at first, savoring the power of it: straddling his thighs, her riding habit rucked up to her waist as she ground her soaked drawers against the length of him, the damp cotton barrier dragging delicious friction over her folds. He groaned, hips bucking up instinctively, but she pressed a hand to his chest, nails digging just enough to sting. “Still,” she ordered, leaning down until her breasts—full and straining against her bodice—brushed his chest, her lips hovering a whisper from his. “You don’t move until I say. You’ve been the one doing the taking, haven’t you? Rough hands, rough cock, making her beg like a desperate little slut in the dark. But me? I’m going to make you beg. Going to ride this pretty prick until you’re whimpering my name, until you forget hers entirely.”

The words spilled from her like venom turned nectar—wicked, precise, laced with the sharp edge of her own hurt—and James shuddered beneath her, cock twitching against her core, precome soaking through the fabric to mingle with her own slick. “Poppy—Christ, yes. Please. I’ll beg. I’ll—” His voice cracked on a laugh, half wrecked, half wondrous, as she shifted to free herself from the cursed drawers, tossing them aside like shed skin.

Bare now, she notched him at her entrance and sank down inch by torturous inch, the stretch a burn that bordered on bliss, her walls clenching greedy around his girth. He was thicker than she’d imagined a man could be in her loneliest nights, filling her with a pressure that made her gasp, head falling back as she bottomed out, hips flush to his. “So big,” she moaned, rocking shallowly, testing the drag, the way he nudged that spot inside her that sparked like flint. “Filling me up like you were carved for it. How does it feels for you, darling?”

He arched beneath her, hands fisting the blankets, a low whine escaping his throat as she ground down harder, circling her hips to grind her clit against his pubic bone. “Feels like heaven,” he rasped, eyes squeezed shut, sweat beading on his brow. “Hot and wet and—fuck—so tight, Poppy. Gripping me like you never want to let go. Like you’re punishing me for wanting you this bad.”

She laughed then, throaty and triumphant, leaning forward to brace her hands on his chest, nails scraping red trails down to his hips. “Punishing? Oh, darling, this is mercy. Blessed relief, for both of us. Now show me what those rough hands can do when they’re not bruising someone else’s thighs.”

He surged up then, a single, devastating thrust that buried him deeper, drawing a cry from her lips that echoed off the rafters. They found a rhythm fast and filthy: her riding him with abandon, breasts bouncing free from her bodice as she unlaced herself mid-stride, heavy and swaying until he craned up to capture one nipple in his mouth, sucking hard enough to make her walls flutter around him. “Yes—like that,” she gasped, fingers tangling in his hair to hold him there, grinding down to meet every snap of his hips. “Suck them raw, James. Mark me like you marked her, but better. Make me come all over this cock so you drown in it, so you taste me on your tongue for days.”

The words undid him—or perhaps it was the shared grief, the way their loneliness twined like vines, turning solace to something sacred and savage. He flipped them with a growl, pinning her beneath him in the hay, one hand bracketing her throat—not squeezing, just holding, a warm weight that made her pulse thunder under his thumb.

“My turn,” he murmured, voice dark with reclaimed hunger, thrusting deep and deliberate, the wet slap of skin on skin a counterpoint to her moans. “Gonna fuck you until you’re sobbing, Poppy. Until this perfect little cunt clenches so tight you forget every man who looked past you. You’re not second anymore—not to her, not to anyone. You’re the one I ruin today.”

She shattered on the promise, climax ripping through her in white-hot waves, cunt spasming around him in ruthless pulls that dragged him over the edge with her. He buried his face in the crook of her neck, groaning her name like a curse and a prayer as he spilled inside her, hot and endless, their bodies locked in trembling aftershocks.

They lay tangled in the hay long after, breaths syncing in the quiet, his weight a comfort she hadn’t known she craved. Rain pattered on the roof above, a soft curtain against the world, and for the first time in months, Poppy felt seen—not as the gracious friend, the proxy heart, but as the woman who took what she wanted, mud and all.

Outside, the sky wept on, indifferent to the mending and the breaking below.


XVII

An hour slipped by in the hayloft like a dream half-remembered, the rain a steady murmur on the shingles above, turning the world outside to a watercolor blur. Poppy lay curled against James’s side, her cheek pillowed on the warm slab of his chest, one leg thrown possessively over his thigh. The blankets beneath them were a rumpled testament to their earlier frenzy—damp with sweat, prickled with stray bits of straw that caught in her hair like errant stars. His arm encircled her waist, fingers tracing lazy, absent patterns along the dip of her spine, as if mapping a territory he’d only just claimed. She could feel the steady thump of his heart beneath her ear, slowing now from the wild gallop of release, and it anchored her, this simple rhythm, against the storm still churning in her chest.

For a while, neither spoke. The silence was a balm, thick and shared, broken only by the horse’s occasional stamp below and the soft, uneven cadence of their breaths syncing like a secret code. Poppy let her eyes drift shut, savoring the ache between her thighs—a tender, pulsing reminder of how thoroughly he’d filled her, how she’d shattered around him without a single regret. But as the haze of satiation thinned, the shadows crept back in: Georgiana’s flushed face under the lanterns last night, the duke’s hand lingering on her friend’s waist, the carriage ride home thick with accusations she’d hurled like stones.

“Why hasn’t she come?” Poppy murmured at last, the words slipping out unbidden, her fingers tightening on the coarse hair dusting his chest. “Georgiana. You’d think she’d at least send word. A note. Something to explain why she’s thrown herself at him like a moth to a flame and left you—you, of all people—rotting in the dark.”

James shifted beneath her, his hand stilling on her back for a beat before resuming its gentle strokes. She felt the rumble of his sigh vibrate through her bones, deep and weary. “Maybe she thinks it’s kinder this way,” he said, voice low and rough, like gravel under boot. “Not coming back. Letting the silence do the cutting. Or maybe she’s too busy playing duchess-in-waiting to remember the likes of me.” There was no bitterness in it, not really—just a quiet resignation that twisted like a knife in her gut. He tilted his head, pressing a kiss to her temple, warm and lingering. “But if that be the case, it’s her blame to shoulder, not yours. You’ve got no call to carry it.”

Poppy lifted her head, propping her chin on his chest to search his face. The loft’s single beam of light slanted across his features, gilding the faint stubble on his jaw, the crinkles at the corners of his eyes that deepened when he smiled. But there was no smile now, only that soft, steadfast gaze that made her feel seen in a way she’d forgotten was possible. “It is mine to carry,” she countered, voice fierce despite the tremor in it. “I pushed her toward him, you know. All those stories I told him about us—the tree-climbing, the midnight picnics, the way she makes me laugh until I can’t breathe. I thought... God, I thought if I made the two of us shine bright enough, he’d see the light in me too.”

She swallowed, throat tight. “But that doesn’t matter now. She had you, James… had you already. All that fire in the dark, and she couldn’t even be bothered to stoke it one last time. It’s cruel. Selfish. Like we’re all just... pieces on her board.”

He was quiet for a moment, thumb brushing her cheekbone in a caress so tender it nearly undid her. “Maybe,” he allowed, his free hand coming up to tuck a wayward curl behind her ear, fingers lingering to trace the shell of it. “But you’re not a piece, Poppy. Not to me. And if she can’t see what she’s tossing away...” He trailed off, gaze dropping to her mouth, then lower, to the swell of her breasts still half-bared from their earlier haste, rising and falling with her quickened breaths. A faint flush crept up his neck, but he didn’t look away, and something in the heat of it—the unhurried appreciation—sent a shiver skittering down her spine.

“Do you remember last summer?” he asked suddenly, voice softening to a rumble that vibrated against her skin. “The picnic at the lake? You in that yellow muslin dress, the one with the tiny embroidered bees along the hem. Looked like you’d stepped out of a painting, all golden and glowing in the sun. I couldn’t stop stealing glances. Christ, Poppy—you were pretty as a summer dawn. Made my chest ache just watching you laugh with her, the way your eyes crinkled at the corners, all mischief and warmth.”

The words landed like sunlight on frost, melting something deep and guarded inside her. Poppy’s breath caught, a flush blooming hot across her cheeks and down her throat, pooling low in her belly where it twisted into something sharper, sweeter. No one had ever spoken to her like this—not with that rough-edged reverence, as if her very existence were a gift he’d unwrapped in secret. It made her feel luminous, cherished, suddenly the center of his world. Her nipples tightened against the rumpled fabric of her bodice, a fresh ache throbbing between her thighs, and she shifted restlessly against him, chasing the friction without quite meaning to.

“Say more,” she whispered, the plea slipping out husky and unashamed, her hand sliding up to cup his jaw, thumb tracing the line of his lower lip. “Please, James. Tell me... tell me what else you saw. What you thought, when you looked at me like that.”

He hesitated, a flicker of surprise in his eyes, but then his smile broke slow and sweet, crinkling those corners she suddenly wanted to kiss. His fingers threaded gently into her hair, combing through the tangled curls with a touch so soft it bordered on worship, cradling her head as if she were something fragile and fierce all at once. “All right,” he murmured, voice dropping to that gravel timbre that sent sparks skittering along her nerves. “That dress clung just so when the breeze came off the water—hugged the curve of your waist, dipped over your pretty breasts. And your hair... loose that day, catching the light like spun gold. Wanted to bury my hands in it, pull you close and breathe you in till I drowned. You were alive, Poppy—on fire with it, especially when you tossed your head back and teased her about that awful bonnet. Made me wish I had the words to tell you how every laugh of yours felt like a hook in my chest, tugging me toward you.”

Each syllable wrapped around her like warm silk, tightening the coil in her core until she was slick and aching, her body humming with the sheer novelty of it: being wanted, not as a stand-in or a gracious afterthought, but as the sun-dappled girl in yellow who’d haunted his glances all summer long. It was intoxicating, this flood of affirmation, making her skin prickle and her breath come short, as if his voice alone could unravel her. She pressed closer, thigh sliding higher along his, feeling him harden beneath her in slow, inevitable response. “More,” she breathed again, almost a whine, nuzzling into the curve of his neck, lips brushing the pulse there. “James—please. I need to hear it. How... how you wanted me.”

His hand tightened in her hair, not pulling but holding, a gentle anchor as he tilted her face up to meet his gaze—eyes dark and earnest, lips curving in that crooked half-smile that made her heart stutter. “Wanted you fierce, love,” he said, thumb stroking her cheek now, dipping to trace the swell of her lower lip. “Wanted to steal you away from the chatter, lay you out on that blanket and kiss every freckle the sun kissed first. Your mouth—full and quick with quips—well, I dreamed of it curved around my cock, taking me deep while you looked up with those big hazel eyes. And your skin... soft as it looks, flushing pink under my hands, your thighs parting for me like they were made for it. You’re a wonder, Poppy Langton. Pretty doesn’t cover it—you’re the kind of beautiful that sneaks up and steals a man’s breath, leaves him stupid and smitten.”

The praise poured over her like honeyed wine, sweet and heady, flooding her veins until she was dizzy with it, her cunt clenching on nothing as wetness gathered anew, soaking the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. For the first time, she felt truly desired—not borrowed light from her friend’s glow, but her own fierce flame. It made her bold, reckless, the words tumbling out before shame could catch them.

“I’ll give you anything,” she gasped, shifting to straddle him fully, her hands framing his face as she rocked against the hard length of him, seeking friction through the thin barrier of her shifted skirts. “Anything you want, James. Better than her—something she wouldn’t. Let me be the one who gives you everything.”

He cracked an embarrassed smile then, breath hitching as her grind dragged a groan from his throat, but his hands settled on her hips—steadying, not urging. “That don’t leave much territory uncharted, darling,” he said, voice rough with humor and heat, though his eyes held a flicker of uncertainty. “She was... generous, in her way.”

His gaze dipped then, involuntary, to the lush curve of her arse where it pressed against his thighs—full and rounded, still half-hidden by the rucked fabric of her habit. He whipped his eyes away almost before the glance landed, cheeks darkening to a dull red, but Poppy caught it. Caught the hunger there, raw and unvoiced, and something twisted inside her: the prim girl who’d blushed at a stolen kiss screaming in horror, You can’t mean that—it’s filthy, impossible, not for ladies like us. But beneath the panic bloomed a darker thrill, sharp as thorns: the chance to eclipse Georgiana at last, to claim a piece of him she’d never touched, to be the one who pushed him past restraint into something irrevocable.

“I saw that,” she whispered, voice trembling but laced with wicked certainty, leaning down until her breasts brushed his chest, nipples pebbling against the linen. “You looked at my arse like you wanted to devour it. Like you wondered what it’d feel like clenching around you, taking you deep where she never let you go.”

James saw the shift in her eyes—the temptation flickering there, wild and uncharted—and shook his head, even as his fingers tightened on her hip. “No, love,” he murmured, voice rough with restraint, thumb stroking soothing circles into her skin. “Not that. You’re a lady, Poppy—sweet and proper and... God, you’d regret it come morning, sore and sticky and hating the man who talked you into it. We don’t need to chase her ghost like that. What we just had? That’s enough. More than.”

The protest only fanned the flames, his chivalry twisting the knife of want deeper. He thinks you too fragile, too good for it, the reckless voice whispered, mingling with the praise still echoing in her veins. But you’re not. You’re the storm he named you. Show him.

She rolled off him in a fluid motion, turning onto her stomach before the doubt could catch her, knees drawing up beneath her skirts until her hips canted high, arse presented like a dare wrapped in silk. The air kissed her exposed skin, cool against the flush, and she reached back with trembling fingers, parting the cheeks just enough to bare the shadowed cleft, the tight, untouched pucker that clenched instinctively under her own gaze.

“Here,” she said, voice a wrecked whisper, glancing over her shoulder to hold his stunned eyes. “She never gave you this, did she? All those nights, all that hunger, and she held this back. But I won’t.”

He stared, breath sawing ragged, cock jerking against his belly like a live thing. “Poppy—no. That’s not... Christ, you’re a lady, not some dockside doxy. It’d hurt you, love. Ruin you proper, and I couldn’t—” He broke off, jaw clenching, clearly warring with the beast she’d glimpsed in his eyes. “Let me just hold you, or kiss you soft, or—”

The protest only fanned the flames, his gentlemanly fumbling making her feel powerful, desired in her defiance. Tears pricked her eyes again—not from sorrow now, but from the sheer intensity of wanting to be his everything, to heal his wounds with her own. “But I want to,” she insisted, voice cracking on the edge of a sob, rocking harder against him until he hissed through his teeth. “I want to give you what she wouldn’t, James. Let you mark me there, own me completely. Please—don’t make me beg for this. Don’t tell me I’m not brave enough, pretty enough, to take it for you.”

He groaned, low and tortured, one hand sliding up to cup her face, thumb dashing away a stray tear with heartbreaking gentleness. “You’re the bravest thing I’ve ever held,” he murmured, voice thick. “Fuck, Poppy, the way you look at me now, all fire and tears...” To pacify her, to chase the shadows from her eyes, he relented with a sigh that was half surrender, half vow. “All right. But just a finger, darling. Slow, with the saddle oil from the shelf. We’ll see how it feels, and if it’s too much—”

“No,” she cut in, even as a fresh wave of heat flooded her at his firmness, the glimpse of command in his tone making her thighs clench around him, slick and eager. “I want your cock. All of it, stretching me until I can’t think straight.”

His eyes darkened, jaw setting in that unyielding line, and he shook his head once more—gentle but absolute, the authority in it sending a thrill straight to her core. “My finger, or nothing at all,” he said, voice dropping to a rumble that brooked no argument, even as his free hand squeezed her arse in promise. “I’ll make it good for you, love. Soak you proper, talk you through every inch until you’re soaking the hay and begging for more. But we do this my way. No more arguments.”

Poppy shivered, the prim voice silenced at last by the heat pooling low and insistent, and she nodded, backing down with a breathy laugh that tasted of surrender. “Your way,” she echoed, nipping at his thumb where it lingered on her lip. “For now.”

He rolled her gently onto her stomach then, the blankets soft beneath her as he fetched the small vial of saddle oil from the shadowed shelf—clear and faintly scented of leather and earth. His hands were steady as he warmed it between his palms, but she heard the faint tremor in his breath, felt it in the way he kissed the nape of her neck, a trail of reverence down her spine. “So beautiful like this,” he whispered, parting her thighs with his knee, the broad warmth of his body blanketing hers. “So pretty, Poppy. God, I’m the luckiest man alive.”

The first touch of slick finger circling her rim made her gasp, arching back instinctively, the cool oil a shock against her heated skin. He soothed her with murmurs—more praise, endless and filthy-sweet: how soft she was, how eager, how her body bloomed under his touch like a secret flower. The pressure built, insistent and careful, until he breached her with a single knuckle, the burn blooming bright and foreign, twisting quick into pleasure that had her moaning into the hay, hips pushing back for more.

“That’s it,” he groaned, sinking deeper, his free hand stroking her flank in long, calming sweeps. “Taking my finger so well, love. So tight around me—fuck, feel that? Clenching like you want to pull me in deeper. You’re perfect, Poppy. My perfect, greedy girl.”

His finger curled again, a deliberate hook that dragged a fresh moan from Poppy’s throat, her body arching into the sensation like a bowstring drawn taut. The praise still echoed in her ears, warm and insistent, wrapping around the old wounds until they throbbed less like scars and more like secrets waiting to be kissed better.

But it wasn’t enough—not quite. The ghost of Georgiana lingered in the loft’s shadowed corners, her laughter a faint echo from summers past, her curves the unspoken measure against which Poppy had always found herself wanting. She twisted her head on the blanket, hazel eyes locking on James’s over her shoulder, her voice emerging husky and edged with something perilously close to desperation.

“Say it,” she whispered, hips canting back to take him deeper, the burn flaring bright and addictive. “Say mine are better. Say... say my breasts are prettier than hers, fuller, the ones you really want in your hands, your mouth. Not hers—mine. Please, James. I need to hear it. Just once.”

James stilled, his finger buried to the hilt, the gentle rhythm faltering as surprise flickered across his face. He searched her gaze, thumb stroking the curve of her hip in that steadying way of his, as if he could smooth the jagged plea from her words.

“Poppy,” he said softly, voice a low rumble that vibrated through where they joined, “no. I won’t do that to you—or to her. You’re both beautiful, love. Different as dawn and dusk, but each one a wonder that stops a man cold. Hers are lush, aye, but yours...”

He leaned closer, his free hand sliding beneath her to cup the modest swell again, lifting it with reverent weight, his thumb circling the nipple until it tightened like a pearl under silk. “Yours are elegant. Delicate and fierce, fitting my palm like they were carved for it. The way they flush when you’re riled, the sweet little peaks begging for teeth—Christ, they’re a torment all their own. But better? No. Just yours. And that’s more than enough to drive me wild.”

She pouted then, lips pursing in a full, petulant curve that betrayed the heat still coiling low in her belly, her walls fluttering around his finger in petulant demand. The refusal stung, not cruelly but cleanly, like a truth she hadn’t wanted to hear wrapped in kindness she couldn’t quite shove away. “But I want to be,” she murmured, the words half whine, half confession, her body shifting restlessly under his. “Just once, I want to be the one who’s more.”

His chuckle was dark, affectionate, the hand on her breast giving a gentle squeeze that pulled a gasp from her even as he withdrew his finger just enough to tease the rim, circling with slick insistence. “Careful with that pout, darling,” he warned, voice dropping to a gravel edge that sent fresh shivers racing across her skin. “Keep pushing, and I might have to smack that pretty arse of yours to remind you of your manners.”

Poppy went utterly still, shock blooming hot through her veins like spilled wine, her eyes widening as she twisted to stare at him properly, cheeks flaming anew. The image crashed over her unbidden—his broad palm cracking against her flesh, the sting blooming pink and possessive, a lesson in yielding she hadn’t known she craved.

“You wouldn’t dare,” she breathed, even as she pushed back against him—not away, but into, her hips grinding in defiant invitation, the words a challenge laced with something darker, needier. He wouldn’t. He couldn’t.

And yet... God, maybe she needed it. Needed the sharp edge of correction, the firm hand to hush the spoiled girl inside her who’d always begged for scraps of attention, who pouted when the world didn’t bend just so.

James’s eyes darkened, that crooked smile tugging at his lips as he held her gaze, unblinking, his finger pressing back inside with deliberate slowness, stretching her anew until she whimpered. “Wouldn’t I?” he murmured, the threat velvet-wrapped steel, his free hand drifting lower, palm hovering just above the curve of her arse like a promise deferred. “Try me, love. But if you want it—if you need a good, stinging reminder to behave—then beg for it proper. Nice and sweet, like the proper young lady I know you to be.”

The command landed like a spark on dry tinder, humiliation shivering through her delicious and deep, a flush creeping from her cheeks down her throat to mingle with the sweat beading between her breasts. She bit her lip, the weight of his finger inside her, the heat of his palm so close to delivering on the threat—it all conspired to unravel her, turning defiance to delicious surrender.

“Please,” she whispered at last, voice small and trembling, her hips stilling under his as she pushed her arse up higher, presenting like an offering wrapped in shame. “Please, James—smack my arse. Teach me my manners. Make it sting so I remember how good it feels to be yours, to stop fighting and just... take it. I need it. From you.”

His groan was her reward, low and approving, and then his palm connected—not hard enough to bruise, but firm, the crack echoing sharp in the loft, blooming heat across her skin that made her clench around his finger with a sob of pure, wicked relief.

“That’s my girl,” he rasped, rubbing the sting away with tender circles even as he thrust deeper, the praise and the pain twining until she was perilously close to shattering all over again. Her knees shook as he bent close, breath hot against her ear. “And since we’re done pretending…”

She twisted just enough to meet his eyes, wide and trembling.

“Your arse, Poppy Langton, is the finest thing I’ve ever had under my hands. Georgie’s is pretty, I’ll not lie, but yours…” He curled his finger deliberately, dragging a helpless cry from her throat. “Yours grips me like it’s jealous of every second I’ve ever looked elsewhere. Rounder, softer, like it’s hoarding secrets no one else has ever been allowed to touch. I could spend a lifetime learning every inch of it and still not have enough.”

The words rolled through her like warm brandy. Not second place, not a consolation prize, but a different victory entirely. A secret territory all her own. Something Georgiana, for all her lush bounty, had never given him.

Poppy’s breath hitched, a slow smile curving her lips even as fresh tears pricked, this time from pure, astonished relief.

“So I win something after all,” she said, voice husky with wonder. She rolled her hips in a languid circle, taking his finger deeper, savoring the way his praise lit her up from the inside. “Good. Because this arse is yours now, James. Every wicked inch of it. And I want you to prove you mean what you say.”

His answering groan was pure surrender. He leaned over her, chest to her back, lips brushing her ear.

“Then hold still, love,” he murmured, adding a second slick finger alongside the first, stretching her open with deliberate patience. “Because I’m going to spend the rest of this rainy afternoon showing you exactly how much better you feel than any dream I ever had of anyone else.”

✽✽✽

In the end she took three thick fingers in her arse, slow and deliberate, until the stretch stole her breath and left her trembling on the very edge of too much. James refused to give her a fourth, no matter how prettily she begged, and though Poppy gave a sulky little huff against the hay-strewn blanket, the refusal settled warm and liquid through her chest.

He was greedy for her—she could feel it in the tremor of his wrist, the way his breath shook against her nape—yet he drew the line anyway, stubborn and gentle and maddeningly careful. That restraint, the quiet proof that he wanted her safe even more than he wanted everything else, glowed sweeter than any climax. It spread through her like heated honey, pooling low in her belly, a slow, secret aftershock that left her softer and more undone than the fiercest orgasm ever could.

Poppy turned her head, cheek still flushed against the blanket, and caught his gaze over the curve of her shoulder. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with the effort of holding back, but there was something wickedly tender in the crinkle at their corners, as if her sulk amused him even through the haze of his own want. She bit her lip, feeling the fullness of his fingers shift inside her with the motion, a lazy spark that made her thighs clench. “James,” she murmured, voice husky and half-lost, “may I... may I suck you? While you’re still... like this?”

The words hung in the loft’s close air, bold and trembling, and for a heartbeat James went utterly still—fingers buried deep, breath catching like she’d stolen it. Shock rippled across his face, raw and unguarded, his mouth falling open on a soft, disbelieving laugh that rumbled through his chest and into her bones. “Christ, Poppy,” he said, the sound warm and wrecked, his free hand coming up to cup her jaw, thumb tracing her lower lip as if to coax the daring from hiding. “You—with my fingers stretching that sweet arse and your mouth on my cock? You’re full of surprises, love. Might be a devilish tangle to manage, but... hell, show me how you want it.”

She shivered at the permission, delicious and deep, the fullness inside her twisting into something sharper as she braced her palms against the blanket and twisted her hips—slow, experimental, a languid spin that kept his fingers sheathed without mercy. The drag was exquisite, a slick burn that pulled a gasp from her throat, her walls fluttering in protest and plea all at once. James groaned low, his hand steadying her hip to guide the turn until she lay on her back beneath him, thighs splayed wide, his arm angled just so between them. He shifted up on his knees then, backing over her face with careful grace, his cock—thick and flushed, curving heavy toward her lips—hovering like a promise just out of reach.

“Like this?” he asked, voice roughened by restraint, one hand bracing on the blanket above her head while the other stayed buried, three fingers crooking gently to remind her of her fullness. Poppy nodded, heart hammering, and parted her lips to take him in—tentative at first, the velvet head slipping past her teeth with a taste of salt and him that made her hum in surprise. It was her first time like this, all clumsy eagerness and uncharted territory, her tongue pressing flat and awkward against the underside as she bobbed shallowly, sucking with unpracticed pulls that left saliva trailing down her chin.

“Oh—sorry,” she mumbled around him, pulling off with a wet pop, cheeks burning as she licked her lips, glancing up at him through her lashes. “I’m terrible at this, aren’t I? Too messy, or—God, I don’t know, just... let me try again.” She dove back in before he could answer, slurping sloppily now, her free hand wrapping tentative around the base to stroke what her mouth couldn’t reach, the rhythm uneven and fervent, saliva slicking her fingers and dripping onto her breasts.

James’s laugh broke ragged above her, half groan, half wonder, his hips twitching forward despite himself. “Terrible?” He echoed the word like it was the absurdest thing he’d ever heard, his fingers thrusting shallow inside her in counterpoint, curling to brush that spot that made her whine around his length. “Poppy Langton, you’re sucking my cock while letting me finger your tight little aristocrat’s arse, and you’re apologising for it? Fuck—that’s the hottest thing I’ve ever—ah, Christ, just like that, love. Messy and perfect, your mouth so warm and greedy. Don’t you dare stop.”

The encouragement undid her, turning her apologies to eager sucks that vibrated along his shaft, her tongue swirling clumsily but earnestly around the head until he bucked, a broken sound tearing from his throat. She giggled when she felt it—that bright, bell-like peal that always surprised even her, bubbling up around him like sunlight through storm clouds—and it was that, the prettiness of it, the sheer joy threading through the filth, that shattered him. James came with a guttural curse, hips stuttering as hot spurts flooded her mouth, thick and endless, spilling over her tongue until she swallowed reflexively, the rest dribbling down her chin in salty evidence of her novice triumph.

He pulled free with a shuddering breath, collapsing beside her on the blanket, but Poppy was already sliding off his fingers—a slow, slick withdrawal that left her gasping, empty and aching in the best way. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, cheeks flushed and eyes shining, and curled into him without hesitation, tucking her head under his chin as his arm banded around her waist. “You came because I laughed,” she whispered, awed and soft, nuzzling the damp skin of his throat. “Not because I was good at it, but because…”

“Because it was you,” James finished for her, still panting slightly. He pressed a kiss to her temple, lingering there as if to seal the truth of it. “That laugh of yours—it’s a weapon and a wonder. Now come here.” His hand drifted lower, cupping her mound with gentle insistence, but she caught his wrist, shaking her head with a shy smile.

“I want you to rest first,” she murmured, though her body thrummed with unmet need, clit pulsing against the press of her thighs. “You’ve given me so much already. But... will you watch? While I... touch myself?” The words came out smaller than she’d meant, heat flooding her face anew, but his gaze met hers—steady, heated, without a trace of hesitation.

“Will I watch?” He echoed, a wicked glint sparking in his eyes as he propped himself on one elbow, the blanket tenting slightly over his spent length. “Poppy, of course I’ll watch. Wouldn’t miss a second of you chasing your pleasure, all flushed and desperate for me.”

She bit her lip and let her hand drift downward, fingers parting her slick folds with a sigh that bordered on a sob. “And... say nice things? Like before? About me?”

James leaned closer, voice a heated murmur against her ear, his breath fanning hot over her skin. “You want the truth, love? Then listen close.”

She couldn’t take her eyes off him as he spoke. “Last summer, every time you rode past the gatehouse you slowed your mare just to ask old Wilkins how his rheumatism was faring. You remembered his granddaughter’s name, sent her a ribbon from town. You tipped the scullery girl who carried your parcels twice what anyone else would, and you did it with that smile—like the sun itself had decided to shine on her for a moment. I watched it happen, again and again. You never made a show of it; you just… gave warmth away like it cost you nothing.

“You’re kind the way sunlight is kind: steady, generous, impossible to look away from. You warm the cheeks of stable lads who’ve never had a gentle word in their lives, you ask the kitchen maid about her favourite song and hum it while she works, you thank the footman who lights your candle like he’s done you a favour instead of his duty. That warmth lives in you, bright and quiet and fierce. It’s why the dogs follow you across the yard, why the people bow to you at village fêtes, why even the grumpiest old dowager softens when you laugh.

“And right now,” his voice dropped to a reverent growl, “that same warmth is wrapped around my fingers, clenching sweet and hot while you let me do filthy, beautiful things to you. You give it to everyone, Poppy, but you’re giving it to me now, all of it, and I’m greedy enough to drink it down like a man dying of thirst.

“You’re sunshine made flesh, love. And I’ve been standing in your light since the first day you smiled at me over a cup of lukewarm lemonade. I’d have torn that yellow dress to ribbons just to feel that warmth bare against me, to press you into the picnic blanket and sink into you while the whole damned party watched the sun itself come undone.”

The words poured over her like liquid gold, melting every last doubt. Poppy shattered harder than she ever had at her own hand, climax ripping free in shuddering waves that bowed her back and tore a cry from her throat, walls clenching around her fingers as slick heat flooded her palm. Stars burst behind her eyelids, the loft spinning in a haze of honeyed light and his endless, filthy words, until she sagged, spent and glowing, into the cradle of his arms.

James pulled her close without a word, tugging the rumpled folds of her dress over them both like a makeshift tent, the wool heavy and warm against the chill seeping through the rafters. They nestled there in the hayloft’s golden hush, limbs tangled and breaths mingling, the rain a distant lullaby as Poppy drifted on the edge of sleep, safe in the knowledge that, for this stolen afternoon at least, she was precisely enough.


XVIII

The rain had stopped. A thin, watery light slipped between the boards of the loft, gilding the stable floor in pale gold and turning every drifting mote of dust into slow-falling sparks.

Georgiana’s boots were soaked through, her hem heavy with mud, but she scarcely felt the cold. She had run the whole way from the house, heart battering against her ribs like a trapped bird, Poppy’s final words echoing. She could not bear another minute of it.

James deserved the truth. Poppy deserved an apology that went deeper than words. And she—she deserved whatever punishment waited, so long as it came from their mouths and not from the cold, gnawing guilt that had taken up residence behind her breastbone.

The ladder creaked beneath her weight. One rung, two, ten. Her fingers trembled on the rough wood; straw dust clung to her damp palms. At the top she paused, drawing a breath that tasted of hay and rain-washed air and something warmer—something intimately human.

She pushed the trapdoor up an inch. Just enough to peer through.

And the world stopped.

James lay on his back in the scattered gold, shirt open, chest rising and falling in the heavy, sated rhythm of a man who had been thoroughly loved. Poppy—her Poppy—was curled against him, cheek on his bare shoulder, one arm flung across his waist as though staking a claim. Her riding habit lay in a crumpled heap nearby like a discarded memory. A single red mark glowed on the pale curve of Poppy’s arse where a loving palm had disciplined her only minutes before. James’s fingers traced idle, worshipful circles over it even now, reverent and possessive.

Poppy laughed softly at something he whispered—her real laugh, bright and unguarded—and the sound struck Georgiana like a blade between the ribs. James tilted his head to press a kiss to Poppy’s temple, murmuring words too low to catch but unmistakably tender, and Poppy’s answering smile was luminous, unguarded, the smile Georgiana had once believed belonged only to her.

They looked… inevitable. As though the hayloft had been waiting centuries for exactly this moment, exactly these two hearts to find their rightful tangle.

Georgiana’s fingers slipped on the ladder. The trapdoor fell shut with a soft thud that might as well have been a gunshot in the sudden silence below.

She did not wait to see whether they heard. She descended blindly, boots skidding on wet rungs, tears blurring the world to watercolor streaks of grey and gold. By the time her feet touched the stable floor her breath was coming in raw, silent sobs she refused to let out until she was far enough away that no one—not James, not Poppy, not the indifferent sky—would ever know she had come at all.


To Be Continued…

Four hearts, two beds, one impossible tangle.

The threads are knotted tight. To untangle them—if they ever can—will take another book entirely.

END OF BOOK ONE
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STRICTLY FOR MATURE READERS. Intense, explicit love scenes and language from the very first instalment.

Anne Boleyn: Naked Ambition! (Penny Dreadfuls)

Anne Boleyn knows exactly what she wants: the crown, the king, and every last drop of pleasure Henry Tudor can wring from her willing body. When a feigned “affliction” grants her a secret audience in the king’s private chambers, Anne wastes no time.

Skirts fall. Breath catches. And the most powerful man in England discovers that the dark-haired French girl who haunts his dreams is even more intoxicating in the flesh.

But royal audiences are never private for long.

Sweet, wide-eyed Jane Seymour stumbles upon their tangled bodies—and instead of fleeing, finds herself drawn inexorably closer. Anne, ever the generous mistress, decides the shy beauty might prove useful… especially when pretty Isabelle, her loyal and innocent lady-in-waiting, is summoned to join the game.

Witness Anne’s raw, naked ambition—bare skin, bared souls, and the breathless morning she seizes a kingdom one shattering climax at a time.

Short, shameless, searingly hot. Standalone with a deeply satisfying finish. For mature readers who crave their history deliciously debauched.

Nell Gwyn: Bare on the Boards! (Penny Dreadfuls)

Pretty, witty Nell Gwyn, the darling of the Drury Lane boards, has dazzled London with her saucy charm and unapologetic fire. Now she stars in a twice-banned play that dares to dramatize the King's own infamous dalliances—playing the saucy mistress who conquers the monarch while the Queen is conveniently away.

But on premiere night, His Majesty Charles II slips into the theater in secret, his eyes fixed on the woman who has long held his heart (and warmed his bed). In the heated interval, he whispers a delicious command: perform the scandalous bedchamber scene completely nude, just as nature—and desire—intended.

Nell obeys, her flawless skin glowing under the lights as she seduces the King beneath silk drapes. The crowd roars in ecstatic shock, devoured by the sight... until the outraged lords threaten riot.

Then Nell delivers the coup de grâce: the actor beneath those drapes? Replaced mid-act by the real Charles himself—his royal face hidden, his identity deliciously concealed. Who dares object when the King commands the stage?

Short, scorching, shamelessly hot. No cliffhangers here (but oh, how you'll crave the next installment). For mature audiences who adore their history soaked in sin.

Truth or Bare: an irresistibly feel-good friends to lovers romance

What happens when the one person who’s never looked at you twice… suddenly can’t look away?

Emma Grace has spent years perfecting the art of looking flawless.

Early alarms for the full contour routine. Push-up bras engineered by NASA. A wardrobe of dresses cut to promise cleavage that… technically doesn’t exist.

So when a top London modelling scout slips her a card (lingerie catalogues, big money, even bigger exposure), Emma’s stomach flips. The pay could change everything… but the idea of her uni mates passing around photos of her barely-there curves makes her want to die of shame.

Enter Callum: shaggy-haired, permanently sarcastic best friend and professional taker-of-the-piss.

He’s the only guy who treats Emma like an actual human instead of a china doll. He mocks her endless outfit changes, steals chips off her plate, and once told her she looked like a “posh vampire” when she overdid the winged eyeliner. In other words, he’s safe. Completely, gloriously platonic.

Until the afternoon Emma decides she needs an honest opinion.

Just one tiny, mortifying favour.

From the one boy she trusts never to fancy her.

What starts as a ridiculous, beer-fuelled dare in her bedroom turns into the most awkward, electric, heart-in-throat moment of both their lives. Because when Emma lifts her top and Callum finally—finally—sees her, something shifts. The teasing stops. The air thickens.

And two best friends who swore they were immune to each other discover that “just friends” has an expiry date.

Funny, tender, and deliciously slow-burn, Truth or Bare is a love letter to messy friendships, honest bodies, and the terrifying joy of being wanted exactly as you are (insecurities and all).

The Nudist Office: Season One

She was his best friend. His work wife. The one woman he could never have.

...Until the clothes came off.

In 2029, Matt and Alysha are co-leads on a groundbreaking new VR game that feels more real than reality itself. They finish each other’s code, steal each other’s coffee, and try to pretend the heat between them is strictly professional.

Then an eccentric Swedish billionaire acquires their studio and introduces an optional workplace nudity program.

For Matt, the policy is pure torment. Watching the brilliant, beautiful women he works alongside—women he’s respected, teased, and secretly desired—choose how much skin to show turns everyday coding sessions into electric battles of restraint.

Especially when Alysha, his brilliant, blonde, fiercely competitive best friend, turns it into a dare: “If I strip, you strip.”

Funny, filthy, and achingly tender, The Nudist Office is a scorching slow-burn exploration of friendship on fire, where going bare means finally facing what—and who—you’ve always wanted.

Season One delivers five interconnected, pulse-racing episodes, each spotlighting one woman’s journey into vulnerability and desire.

Step into a studio where nothing is off-limits… and everything is on display. 

Snowed In with a Movie Star: a steamy celebrity billionaire romance

What happens when the world’s most unattainable leading man crash-lands in the middle of your worst Christmas ever… and decides you’re the only present he wants to unwrap?

Penny Hale is having the holiday from hell: grounded in a tiny Nebraska airport on Christmas Eve, phone dead, family drama waiting on the other end of a cancelled flight. So when a private jet skids in through the blizzard and out steps Chris Oakshaw (absurdly gorgeous, movie superhero, face on every billboard in America), the last thing Penny expects is for him to head straight for her little band of stranded misfits.

He’s funnier than his movies. Sweeter than he is on-screen. And when the airport shuts down for the night, he does the most ridiculous thing imaginable: he pays for Penny’s room at the only hotel with power left in town.

One problem: there’s only the honeymoon suite left.

One bed. One outdoor jacuzzi still bubbling in the snow. And two people who’ve spent years convincing themselves they hate Christmas… suddenly very grateful for a whiteout.

What starts as survival turns into the best worst idea either of them has ever had: truth or dare in a hot tub, secrets spilled between flurries, and a kiss that tastes like hot cocoa and bad decisions. Because Chris isn’t just looking for a holiday fling – he’s looking at Penny like she’s the first real thing he’s touched in years. And Penny? She writes about disastrous dates for a living, but nothing in her columns ever prepared her for the moment a superstar kissed her mid-sentence.

Funny, steamy, and heart-meltingly romantic, Snowed In with a Movie Star! is a forced-proximity festive fever dream full of blistering banter, sizzling chemistry, and the reminder that sometimes the best gifts come wrapped in a six-foot-two movie star who blushes when you tease him.

Standalone. Scorching heat level. Swoony, snow-melting HEA guaranteed.

Download now and get snowed in with the romance of the season.

Get Your Hands Dirty: How to Write Romance that Hits Hard and Sells Big!

Feel like trying this yourself? Ready to craft sexy, addictive romances that make readers stay up all night—and actually climb the bestseller charts?

Juliette Jaysen pulls back the curtain on the craft that’s made her readers fall hard. No fluff. No gatekeeping. Just battle-tested tools, real examples, and the kind of straight-talking advice that feels like a late-night chat with your sharpest writer friend.

Inside, you’ll discover:
  ●  Why you already know more about story structure than you think (and how to harness it)
  ●  A flexible beat sheet that keeps your romance breathing while giving it unbreakable bones
  ●  How timeless classics like Pride & Prejudice and steamy modern hits follow the same hidden blueprint
  ●  Tropes that never die—and how to twist them until they feel brand new
  ●  Writing intimacy that sizzles with emotional truth (without veering into cringe)
Titles, blurbs, and KDP secrets to get your book in front of eager readers fast
This isn’t about following rigid rules. It’s about arming yourself with techniques that work, then breaking them when your story demands it. Juliette shows you where the magic lives—and how to bottle it.

Whether you’re drafting your first kiss or your tenth launch, Get Your Hands Dirty will remind you why you fell in love with romance in the first place… and give you the confidence to make readers fall just as hard.

Grab your laptop and dive in. It’s time to get your hands dirty.
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