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Chapter 1


London 1821

“If the author of Frankenstein is a lady, does this mean a lady scientist could create a man?” asked Miss Diana Astrier, looking up from the book she was surreptitiously reading.

“It would rather solve the man problem,” replied Lady Inez Eversholt, looking around the room while glumly sipping on her ratafia.

The ballroom was lit by thousands of beeswax candles. Flowers decorated all available surfaces. The musicians hit every single note.

And yet, the Halyday ball was a disaster for the debutantes of 1821.

To their right, a few older men panted at the sight of a flock of schoolroom misses in virginal white gowns. Older men were quite exciting in theory, but the only ones remaining on the marriage mart were ancient enough to require ear trumpets for conversation.

To their left was the entrance to the card room, which swallowed up married men and disgorged them when it was time to call the carriages.

Of blessed memory were the dashing officers lost on the Continent during the wars of the last decade that ended with the victory at Waterloo. How many potential husbands had died in the wars? How many hearts left without their match?

And directly before the sad, seated misses was a band of theoretically eligible young men: men of youth, breeding, wealth, and titles who should have been prime catches.

But there was a problem.

“Och, my cods are on fire, lads,” said one man without troubling to lower his voice.

Miss Susannah Hynde’s eyes widened behind her spectacles at the crude language carrying until it penetrated the sanctum of the wallflowers.

“That young blade seems to be in pain!” she exclaimed, confused about why the other gentlemen weren’t summoning a physician or helping the man exit the ball.

“They’re all in pain,” said Lady Lydia Rolff, her expression bored as she surveyed the young men. “They’re clapped.”

“Clapped?” asked Inez.

“Clapped, poxed, French-diseased,” said Lydia, making notes in her commonplace book as she spoke. “Venereal complaints. Did you think rakes suffer no consequences of their raking?”

“I believed the consequences would be confined to by-blows and romantic entanglements gone wrong,” said Susannah. “You mean to tell me that all of those young men…are suffering from infections of a most private nature?”

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

“Young men shouldn’t see such women,” said Inez, scandalized. “My mother says they’re spreaders of disease and moral contagion.”

“But these rakes aren’t?” replied Lydia, gesturing to one stylish fellow surreptitiously adjusting himself in his breeches with a wince. “They sow their wild oats, knowing the risks, then marry women and often pass the venereal complaints along to them. And their children.”

“We shouldn’t discuss such things,” whispered Diana. “If my father knew we were talking about this, he’d lock me out of the library for a month!”

“But why shouldn’t we know the risks?” asked Lydia. “A whole family will stand by and watch a girl exchange vows at the church, knowing that her new husband has just finished a mercury cure for his ailment.”

“If he’s cured, what could the problem be?” Inez asked, baffled that a fine young man might be deemed unsuitable for marriage simply because he’d once been ill.

“There’s no cure,” said Lydia, her face grave.

“You mean…once these men contract the illness, it never goes away?” asked Susannah, her eyes widening in shock.

“Even if they try various cures and seem to get better, they carry their ailment in some form for life,” replied Lydia. She put down her book and glared at the rakes. “At one point, some men thought that lying with a virgin would cure them of venereal complaints. Imagine the harm inflicted upon countless ladies.”

“But lying next to a young lady shouldn’t be so bad,” said Susannah, her eyes wide. “It might harm her reputation, but it shouldn’t hurt her body.”

Lydia’s brows arched. “They copulated with virgins, attempting to cure their diseased parts, ‌passing the contagion along to them.”

“Oh,” said Susannah, deflating in her seat.

Lady Catherine Kersall didn’t sink in her seat, because she’d already slumped as far as she could without pouring herself onto the marble floor. She’d been quietly working through equations in her head when she’d heard the girls nearby solve the equation for why she’d never be able to marry. Besides her interest in science and below-average looks, that is.

The ratio of men to women? Already destroyed by war. Adding potentially fatal venereal complaints to the remaining men dropped the odds of a happy marriage to almost nil, not if she wanted children by her husband.

And she did. Lady Catherine was a small, plain woman of middling dowry and consequence who dreamed of love and a large family. If she was honest, she also dreamed of the marriage bed, but who would she tell that to? She was an orphaned only child with vials and books for friends; she was hardly going to spill her erotic longings to her lady’s maid or the housekeeper.

She ran through options. Plenty of foundlings needed homes, so she could fill her house with children. She could design sheaths and methods for intimacy that avoided the exchange of fluids; she certainly handled laboratory ingredients with similar care. But would a man safely perform the tasks needed to sate her erotic desires each and every time they wished to share so much as a kiss?

It was the most impossible dream for homely Lady Catherine — and she had many far-fetched dreams.

Until that night, John Starling, Marquess of Fauconer, had been her most impossible dream. Had they exchanged more than the most inane pleasantries once at a musicale? No. Was she hopelessly smitten with this tall, strapping lord with a face carved by the angels? Of course. It was a cruel trick for the universe to play on an unassuming girl, but she’d always enjoyed staring at the stars, so why should she turn her gaze elsewhere when the entire sky was impossibly far?

But maybe not so far after all. She watched him slowly shift on his feet, his jaw locked. He appeared entirely in control, but Lady Catherine recognized the hidden signs of pain from watching her parents fade before her eyes with noble forbearance.

The object of her affection was unwell. And if the ladies next to her were correct, he was unwell because of a venereal complaint.

He glanced in her direction, then looked away again quickly. How mortifying; he wouldn’t even hold her gaze. If only she had some way to get this fascination with him out of her system for good.

As the girls continued to discuss the problem of the poxed rakes, Catherine mentally ran through the contents of her laboratory and certain occult scientific texts collected by her father. Unscientific men would think that actually copulating with a virgin was necessary, but they weren’t completely incorrect about the need for one.

The experiment would be dangerous to the point of being potentially fatal. Catherine might humiliate herself before it even began. She could end up miserable and disgraced, suddenly a laughingstock of the ton after being left in genteel obscurity for some time.

But humble as Lady Catherine’s appearance might have been, she had her eyes cast firmly on the heavens. And John Starling, the man who shined brightest of all, would hear from her the moment she was ready to make him an offer.

“I can heal you,” whispered Lady Catherine in a soft voice as she passed by the rakes on the way to collect her chaperone and set to work on the problem.


Chapter 2


Three weeks later

The physic serum seemed to glow a brighter red when Lady Catherine Kersall added a drop of blood. Not just any blood.

“Finally, the blood of a virgin,” she said while agitating the glass tube.

“Must it be your blood?”

Lady Catherine looked up as if she’d forgotten that she had a visitor in her father’s laboratory. She worked under the cover of night with just one candle to guide her experimentation. It wouldn’t do for the servants to discover that she had opened her father’s old laboratory and was entertaining a man to boot.

He was a rake of the first order, a buck of the first head. The scant light sculpted the planes of his beautiful face and filled his usually cold amber eyes. He was an exceptional specimen, if currently troubled by a considerable malady.

“Lord Fauconer, I can’t be sure that another lady would speak true about her status,” she said as she reviewed her notes.

“That makes two of us,” muttered John Starling, Marquess of Fauconer, thinking back to the many pleasurable nights that could have landed him here.

“I will allow the mixture to settle for ten minutes.”

“Whatever shall we do in the meantime?” asked John, putting on his customary leer despite the inauspicious setting and atmosphere for a tryst.

“My lord,” said Lady Catherine, almost impressed by his commitment to raking, “we are here to solve your little problem, not pass it along to me.”

“I’ll have you know it has never been called little before,” he said with a sniff, drawing himself to his full height.

“I was referring to the magnitude of your venereal complaint.”

For the first time in years, Lord Fauconer was shocked into silence. One didn’t discuss such things, especially not with young ladies!

Lady Catherine leaned over and placed her hand over his. “Please do not be shy about discussing it, particularly when we’re here to cure you of your affliction. And become something more to each other, should the treatment work.”

John regarded this small woman as if seeing her for the first time. Should this treatment work — which would amount to a scientific miracle the likes of which the world hadn’t seen since Jenner’s smallpox vaccine — he would soon bed one Lady Catherine Kersall. As both the inventor of the treatment and donor of the necessary virginal blood, she could set whatever terms she wished, and she apparently wanted his cock. His healed cock. Smart girl.

“Does it hurt?” she asked, not looking up from the vial of red physic.

John had to think before responding. Ahh, yes, the state of his ruined piece, exactly what he wanted to discuss in a dimly lit room with a young lady. “More like burns,” he said shortly, hoping to conclude this most diverting exchange quickly.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” she said gravely. “Have you tried the mercury cure?”

“All the treatments, I’m afraid. Only thing left is to lie with a virgin,” he said, flashing her a wolfish grin.

She puffed up like a hen offended at attempts to collect her eggs. “I’ll have you know, sir, that spreading such a disease results in no cure at all, and could imperil the life of the lady! And your offspring!”

Ahh, he’d gone too far in his needling. He’d need to win her back if he wanted this last attempt at curing his cods to work. “Just a bit of the blarney, my lady. If I’m truthful, it hurts very much indeed.”

Lady Catherine patted his thigh companionably, and his cursed piece stirred, the old dog never missing a trick. Should this absolutely last chance at fixing his little — very large — problem somehow work, he planned to endow a bordello and spend the rest of his days sinking into the decadent embrace of bawdy women who knew their way around a pair of breeches.

“I think that’s time,” said Lady Catherine, consulting a heavy, scarred pocket-watch.

“Not a likely piece of jewelry for a young lady these days,” said John.

“It was my father’s,” said Catherine, closing its lid carefully. “He was a scientist. This was his laboratory, his equipment. Those were his gloves.” She nodded to a pair of leather gloves draped across ingredient jars as if the man had only just stepped out.

John looked around the darkened laboratory and decided she was the person most likely to fix his problem. “So, you think this will work?”

“Would it be so bad for it to work?” she asked softly.

He regarded her slight form hunched over the vial that contained his last hope of returning to the best parts of life without a care in the world. His stomach twisted at the thought of taking her blood and scientific knowledge and leaving her with nothing but a quick fuck, but she had struck the deal: if she wanted more from him, she should have included it in the terms.

“We’ll make it work,” he said resignedly, taking the vial and tipping it into his mouth.

The physic tasted slightly salty, somewhat tangy. He stirred from his stool beside Lady Catherine and shuffled over to a rumpled cot. “It will only be a minute,” he said, falling into the pillow face first, his boots still on.

He dreamed of his first experience with a woman, the taste of raw flour just milled on his estate, and then believed himself to be walking through an English-looking desert for forty days and forty nights.

When he woke, the candle was out. He couldn’t see Lady Catherine, but he knew she was there.

“I need you,” he rasped, casting about for a glass of water while knowing it wouldn’t quench his thirst.

A match struck. He saw her dear face, that form that could only please him. He moaned with helpless, overwhelming desire.

“I need you,” he repeated, grabbing her free hand and pulling her closer.

“How do you need me?” she asked, her voice wary.

“I need to drink from you. Your blood.”


Chapter 3


Perhaps in her excitement, Lady Catherine had summoned Lord Fauconer too soon. She should have tested the physic more, considered the ways it could fail. But she’d been so eager to relieve his pain — then bed and forget the impossible object of her affection — that the moment she had a working serum, she’d sent a note to his bachelor lodgings, asking him to attend her that evening at home.

In her defense, Lord Fauconer hadn’t exactly asked many questions when offered the chance to potentially cure his cock, even if it required tupping a dowdy debutante. Perhaps they both had been too hasty.

“I could offer some tea?” she asked.

“I want you,” he breathed, grabbing her arm.

“Or some biscuits?” she squeaked. At this rate, she might be forced to summon a physician. Oh no, what if she killed Lord Fauconer, and he was currently living his last moments in her laboratory before he expired in a hard-to-explain heap on her floor?

“I could devour your little biscuit,” he growled, coming closer so his body pressed against hers.

His broad, tall form radiated heat through his fine tailoring, and the perpetually cold Lady Catherine quaked in his hold. He dipped his head as if to kiss her — imagine! — and she placed a hand on his chest to still his movement.

“We can’t,” she whispered, her voice tight with regret. “Not until we know if the treatment worked.”

He shuddered, as if experiencing the same longing she did. “I crave you.”

“Our aqueous parts can’t meet,” she said, licking her lips as he watched her face intently. “Such actions might pass along the contagion. Until we know the outcome of the experiment, we can’t let wet meet wet.”

“And are you wet for me?” he asked softly, his mouth just over her ear.

Catherine whimpered, cursing herself for making her own erotic longings come true before removing the serious impediment: the object of her affection’s venereal complaint.

“Is your cunny opening for my hard shaft as we speak?”

She panted against his chest, never imagining that John Starling might want her. But why did he suddenly want her? Just moments before drinking the physic, he had no interest at all in her. Drat.

“I fear I might have harmed you,” said Catherine, pulling away from his embrace to look into his eyes. “You see, you shouldn’t want me like this.”

“But I do,” he said, drawing her into his arms again. “Always have.”

“It’s unfair to you. I can’t be like Dr. Frankenstein. And I can reassure you: you have not always wanted me.”

“Are you calling me a monster?”

“No!” she exclaimed, shocked that he’d think such a thing. “I can’t make you something you’re not without harming you. I don’t want to control you.”

“You’re currently making me very hard.” He pressed his clothed cock into her belly. “And I want you to control me if it means planting this monstrous piece in you. What are you going to do to make it better?”

“But we can’t,” she said into his chest. How did she end up so close to him again?

“You said wet can’t meet wet. What about wet and dry?”

“That should be fine,” she said, curious about why he was so eager to define the parameters of safety.

“Pull up your dress,” he said, holding her until he saw she moved to comply. Of course she’d do as he said; he was John Starling.

He sank to the floor before Catherine, his suddenly wild eyes taking her body in as her hem went up and up, revealing more and more skin. Lord Fauconer ran his big hands up her shins, over her knobby knees, and to the tops of her trembling thighs. She pressed her legs together to keep from exposing the slit in her drawers. He leaned in and placed his cheek against the front of her plain underthings, as if they contained something very dear to him.

He looked up and met her eyes. “Wet and dry,” he said, rubbing his cheek into her mons like a cat. He breathed in deeply, holding the backs of her thighs to keep her steady. “Higher.”

She gathered her gown until it exposed everything up to her half stays.

Lord Fauconer kneeled before Catherine’s belly, waiting to move until her eyes connected with his. She was curious about what he intended to do. Then he leaned forward and ran his tongue over her navel.

“Oh, sir!” she gasped, shocked that anyone would do such a thing.

“Wet and dry,” he said before tonguing the rim of her navel as she cried out in ecstatic wonder. He was thorough, his hands holding her in place, and he lavished her belly with licks and kisses until she thought she might burst.

Catherine felt like she might burst from the pleasure of having this rake on his knees, her body under his expert control. But she needed more.

Her hand fluttered ever closer to her drawers and eventually, Lord Fauconer took her fingers and guided them to the slit where she so desperately needed attention.

“Touch yourself,” he growled. “Stroke your drenched cunny until I can do it for you.”

Lady Catherine slid her thin fingers between her cunny lips and found the bud that begged for her touch. She pressed and swirled and gently pinched. It felt divine to pet herself under his direction. If only he could be the one stroking her.

“Sounds so slick,” he said, longing clear in his voice. “I do so love a dewy pussy.” He lavished her navel with kisses as if it was a spot lower on her body.

“I can’t,” she moaned, rubbing harder and faster at her nub.

Lord Fauconer pressed a cheek to Catherine’s belly. “Slow it down, darling, be kind to my flower.”

Was he really saying that to her? Catherine was so shocked and overwhelmed at his interest that she feared she couldn’t reach release.

“But you’ve got me so hot,” she whined, unable to find the stroke that would unlock her orgasm.

He turned his nose into her soft middle and mouthed at her skin like a newborn kitten searching for his mama’s nipple. “I feel like my cock might erupt untouched just hearing you pet your pretty pussy.”

John’s words were so filthy, his mouth so hot, as she pulsed around nothing. If only she could be sure he was healed!

“I need…” she said, shaking and unable to complete the sentence. What she needed was his mouth, his fingers, his cock, anything to burst the ever-tightening pleasurable pressure.

“I ache for you, too,” he said into her belly. “Believe me, I do, love.”

His endearment made her feel somehow hotter, but it still wasn’t enough to release the incredible tension winding Catherine tight.

“Can’t you…”

He nodded, unable to look at her or allow himself to hear the slick sounds of her strokes just inches below. The delicious smell of her cunny made his mouth water, and he was tempted — just for a moment — to ignore medicine and morality, trust that her experiment had worked, and claim her on her laboratory floor.

But he couldn’t do that to his Catherine. After many balls and musicales furtively glancing at the brilliant scientist with her own sort of straightforward beauty, he had her. The walls he’d erected to keep the fascination at bay had come tumbling down the moment he’d consumed the physic. Consumed her blood. Now he needed to consume her in every way.

Except in any manner that might harm her.

He stood shakily from the floor to stop from ripping apart her damp drawers and kissing her cunny until she gushed on his face. John braced himself on the laboratory table, his head hanging low as he thought through his options. In his many years of raking, he’d never spent so much time in a moment of mutual bliss considering how his actions might affect the health of the lady; he sometimes used sheaths, but primarily to prevent pregnancy or protect his own health. He felt chastened by his memories and raged at the thought of some man treating Catherine this way.

There would be no other man for Catherine, he decided. John reached for the gloves he’d seen earlier and pulled them onto his hands. They were a tight fit, and the leather creaked when he made a fist, but they’d do for tonight. The only night he’d let anything come between himself and his bride.

“Come here,” he said roughly, gently guiding Catherine to stand against the laboratory table between his arms. He pressed her back against his chest and leaned forward, forcing her to lean with him.

“Lift your skirts again,” he said lowly into her ear.

She dragged up the hem and braced her arms on the table, not sure what was coming but certain that she’d need the strength of the table to help her remain upright.

She was under his control, utterly lost to his erotic maneuvering. If he touched her even the slightest bit, she was going to explode in pleasure.

“I’m going to rip your drawers,” he said, grasping the two sides and tearing them apart to make way for his gloved hands. “I can’t look at you or penetrate you today or I’ll go mad. But I must touch you and make you come. Do you want to feel exquisite pleasure?”

“Yes,” she whispered. Oh, she wanted him. On her, in her, anything to make this rope snap.

“Yes, who?”

“Yes…Lord Fauconer?”

He placed a hand on her bare belly and slid it incrementally lower until his glove rested over her mons. Catherine watched him claim her body and wished he would go faster because the ache was becoming intolerable.

“When I’ve got you in my arms like this, about to make your pussy sing, you should call me something else. Anything other than that cursed title.”

“Star?” she asked, suggesting his nickname.

He hummed, sliding one leather-encased finger between her nether lips. Her keening cry seemed to come from somewhere outside of herself, and her nipples begged for touch.

“John,” she tried. “Dear?”

He moved so quickly Catherine had to hold the edge of the table for support. He had her whole cunny in his hand, his fingers sliding most pleasurably over every bit of the exterior, spreading her wetness until each stroke made a sound that even an innocent like Catherine could recognize as erotic in nature.

She could barely keep her eyes open, so heavy was the sensation of pleasure at his expert touch. She needed just a little more, a little something to reach an unimaginable height.

John brought one hand to her breast and held her in place. “I’ll fill these, too,” he grunted while rutting against Catherine’s clothed arse. He felt his sack draw up as he prepared to experience his first release without pain since contracting the clap.

“But what about you, my dear?” she asked in that sweet voice that made his cock ready for firing. “Shouldn’t you be able to enjoy the pleasure of release?”

John trembled as if he was the one in her hold, being subjected to erotic pleasures. He nodded, unable to speak.

He watched Catherine grip the edge of the table more tightly in one hand while she used the other to grab one of her nearby work gloves. She put the cuff between her teeth and slowly worked her free hand inside, all the while being rubbed lavishly.

“What are you doing, Catherine?” asked John, his shaft solid and aching for her touch. He nosed at a curl escaping her bun.

“Open your falls, John,” she said, her voice trembling, but words confident. The sensuality of the moment overwhelmed her, but she needed him to break, too.

“But you can’t…oh,” he said when Catherine’s gloved hand fumbled behind her and landed near his hard shaft. He let her feel around as he opened the buttons that allowed her to brush against his smalls-enclosed cock and swollen sack, so ready for her body they ached — and not in the usual way. This was that old ache of lusty youth, his cock freed of the pain and discomfort of disease.

She was a miracle in every way, somehow finding his shaft without looking behind her and stroking him through his smalls until he dropped his mouth to her shoulder. He panicked that he might have harmed her, but the skin was dry.

Catherine felt her lover’s strokes grow demanding and sloppy as she became endlessly slick, as if to take his fat cock. He slowed his movements down while kissing her shoulder, teasing just the tip of her nub. Her channel ached to receive him, her body unsatisfied at being left unfilled.

“Is this the way you like it, love?” he crooned in her ear. “Soft and sweet as you lie in your virginal bed thinking of me, my wife?”

His strum and words shocked her, and her head flopped forward as she screamed her release at the hands of another for the first time. Her channel gripped around nothing, and she whined through her pleasure for want of his shaft. Catherine’s moan was uncontrollable, and she reveled in the sensation of breaking under his touch but wanted more.

Her keening was too much, and John felt tears gather behind his eyes for want of her, all of her. His teeth somehow ached, and he placed them on the skin of her exposed shoulder as if to bite her like an animal. He didn’t know from whence the urge came, but he lightly pinched her skin with his canines as he fought to keep himself under control as she ran her elegant fingers over his clothed shaft.

“Catherine, my darling, it’s too good. I’ll make a mess of my trousers.”

“Let it happen. I gave you my virgin blood. Now I want something of yours,” she said.

He groaned as his cock jerked and he filled his smallclothes with ropes of seed he wished he’d spent in Catherine. She worked him through the initial release and coaxed forth a second jet before he gently pulled her gloved hand into his and placed them both palms down on the laboratory table, his large hand entirely covering hers.

They both regarded their hands as they stood, her back to his chest, and caught their breath.

“I’ll see a physician to confirm—”

“Yes, please see Dr. Schalk on Harley Street. I find him to be most—”

“Of course, whatever you think is best.”

The room was quiet, but they did not move from their post-orgasmic embrace.

“Well, should the results be favorable, I’ll send a note round,” he said.

“Of course.”

On impulse, he blurted out, “I think we should marry.”

She jolted, the idea of marrying impossible only hours ago. Marrying John Starling? Laughable!

“I wouldn’t hold you to a bargain made under duress,” she mumbled. “You needn’t spend a night in my bed, and you certainly don’t need to take me to wife.”

“But I’ll hold myself to it,” he said. He was a coward, blaming his desire to have her with him always on a flimsy bargain that he could have broken at any time. In reality, he wanted Lady Catherine Kersall, a strange lady scientist, for his own. Always had.

Lady Catherine closed her eyes as shame rolled over her. She’d taken advantage of his illness to extract a promise he now felt honor-bound to keep.

“I’ll hold myself to it because I mean to have you, Lady Catherine Kersall. All of you.”

And with that, he swept from the laboratory.


Chapter 4


As the carriage pulled away from the fashionable St. George’s Church, Hanover Square, Catherine realized she was well and truly married. No longer was she Lady Catherine Kersall, a wallflower lady scientist. Now she was Catherine Starling, Marchioness of Fauconer, married to a fine specimen of a man.

A fine specimen of a man whose manhood had been certified healed by Dr. Schalk on Harley Street. At the earliest possible moment, John had seen the doctor and received a clean bill of health, much to the brilliant physician’s surprise.

He’d insisted on keeping their marriage bargain. Nay, demanded it, all the while whispering sweet nothings against Catherine’s neck as she tried to pour them tea last week in her drawing room. Within days, the special license was obtained, the church booked, and the multi-tiered bride cake baked.

“Are you sure we can’t skip the wedding breakfast?” he asked while sliding his hand up her stockinged leg.

“Oh, but we can’t!” exclaimed Catherine. “Your chef perfected the icing for the cake. I’d so hate to miss it and disappoint our guests.”

“I’d like to lick your icing right now,” growled John, seemingly oblivious to the lowered barouche top that allowed all of Mayfair to see them as they drove by.

“We’ll have time tonight, I promise.”

“I think I hear the crowd yelling for a kiss.”

“Where?” she asked, looking around.

He brought his hand to Catherine’s jaw and tilted her back towards him. “I think I heard cheers. We wouldn’t want to upset them, would we?”

“I suppose not,” she said, her breath quickening under his touch and gaze.

“Our first kiss, is it not?” he asked as he slid a hand over Catherine’s coiffure and veil, angling her just as he liked.

“I wasn’t keeping track,” she said, already sounding like a haughty marchioness.

“I’ll give you so many that you wouldn’t be able to keep track even if you wanted to,” he said, lowering his lips to hers.

***

In the doorway to the marchioness’s chambers, John paused. Catherine — his wife — sat before her dressing table, tying off the end of her braid.

She had taken her hair down from its wedding style, but she remained so neatly contained and tidy. He felt an urgent need to open her up, to make a mess of her most pleasurably. His agitation only grew when she stood and he saw she was wearing a thick, quilted dressing gown rather than the flimsy bridal nightrail he’d hoped to see.

“Off,” he said, helping her out of the dressing gown. When he pitched the wretched thing into the roaring fire before her bed, Catherine laughed in shock.

“Is it so bad?” she asked. “I was told to leave it with my old things, but it’s still a good robe. Was a good robe.”

“It’s so bad,” moaned John against his wife’s neck. “Want you so bad. Unbraid your hair.”

She removed the tie from her braid and ran her fingers through her hair to free it. “Wouldn’t want you to toss my hair into the fire, too.”

He held the sides of her precious face and planted kiss after kiss all over her eyebrows, cheeks, and lips as he sought to stamp himself on her. “I burn for you,” he said. “I need to sample you.”

Where these words, this profound urge, were coming from, he didn’t know. All John knew was that he must consume his darling bride — while never harming her.

Catherine received his kisses with blushes and stammers, uncertain of how a married lady was supposed to act. Especially one married to a fine figure of an experienced man like her husband.

“John…”

“Yes, love?”

She looked at him in surprise. Perhaps he was being free with his words, but he couldn’t contain the things he felt for her.

“I left off my drawers.”

His cock surged so hard and fast that John thought he might expire on the spot. How had his little scientist transfigured herself into a minx of the first order while retaining all the freshness that made him wild for her?

“You want your husband to get at that pretty little pussy without fighting through yards of fabric, do you?”

Her core heated at his provocative words. She felt wet and ready to take him, and they weren’t even in bed yet.

“Yes, John.”

Never had his name sounded so erotic, so alluring as when spoken by Catherine. His wife. If only he could consume her, drink her essence and keep her with him always.

He shook his head. What thoughts were these? Had his trip to the altar made his wife a siren and him a ravening lunatic? He needed to plant his cock in her fast to protect her from this new strain of lust.

“Pull off your nightgown, Catherine,” he whispered, hoping not to scare her with the magnitude of his desire.

She hastily complied, seeming to hear the need in his voice. It was the work of a moment, and his wife was bare before him. She fidgeted and moved to cover her breasts. She’d never felt so plain while also so desirous of being regarded and petted by another.

“No!” he cried, as if the world would end if he lost sight of those tight nipples.

Catherine jolted at his exclamation, fear entering her eyes for the first time. She feared he had realized she was nothing special compared to him and wished to end the dream that had started when he drank that physic.

“No,” he whispered, walking to her until his clothed front pressed against her naked breasts, belly, and thighs. “I think I’ll die if I can’t see you. The past days without you have been too long. I need you, wife.”

She brought a gentle hand to his face and caressed his stubble. Touching him made her heart beat more slowly.

“I should have shaved before coming to you,” he said. “I was too eager to see you again to wait another moment. It was as if I could smell you nearby and I needed a taste.”

Again, that strange hunger seemed to seep into his words. He scolded himself for troubling his young wife with such language, but her heavy lids and parted lips indicated she was as aroused as he was.

“I don’t quite know what that means, but I would find it difficult to deny you anything, husband.”

“Then get on the bed and let me show you the delights of marriage. You’ve so much to learn, and I want to give you everything.”

She turned and walked to the bed that was now hers, her pert arse tempting him as she moved away. If she insisted on letting that thing bounce within his view, he’d bite that, too.

What had been in the cake and punch today? he wondered. As Catherine arranged herself on the bed, John gripped his shaft over his breeches and willed himself to calm his lust so as not to scare his virgin bride.

But his knees almost buckled at the thought. His virgin bride. He nearly launched himself on the four-poster, diving between his wife’s thighs when she wiggled and he saw a hint of the fine hair in which he wanted to bury his face.

“John, what has gotten into you?” exclaimed Catherine with evident delight. She’d worried that her experiment had somehow trapped him into marriage, but his actions indicated he was as taken with her as she was with him.

He was kissing her soft inner thighs and licking the place where her femoral artery pulsed blood. When he ran his stubbled cheek against her leg, Catherine moaned and her legs parted further, giving him a view of heaven. “Catherine, my god, I’m ravenous for you,” he said, transported by the sight of her cunny. “Spread for me. Show me how beautiful you are.”

She shifted slowly, opening her legs even further, revealing to her husband the place that was now all his. Catherine reached down and opened her lips to show John where she was dewy and hungry for his touch, his cock. As a woman of science, she’d been aware of anatomy for some time, and she couldn’t wait for the chance to feel their bodies fitting together and working in concert to reach ecstatic release. She was desperate for his touch, and her channel contracted as she anticipated taking him inside of her hungry body.

John watched his wife, wiping his mouth as he waited patiently to savor her. He moaned as her fingers slid between her lightly furred lips. He took in her nub and the gloss on her skin, his eyes moving downward appreciatively until he froze. “What’s that?”

Catherine flinched and retracted her hand. “What? Is something wrong with me?”

Her blood ran cold, and she was once again terrified that he’d realized the whole thing was a mistake. Or a joke.

John was over her in an instant, cradling her head‌ as he planted kisses on her face. “Never, darling, you’re perfect. Too perfect for me, too beautiful.”

“Then what’s the matter?”

He looked into his wife’s eyes. “Did you never have a pony?” he asked.

Catherine was baffled. “I was more interested in working in my father’s laboratory than riding,” she said. “But I promise to learn if it makes you happy.”

“No, no, you are perfect just as you are,” said John, feeling his cock give an angry jolt as it demanded friction.

“Then whatever is the matter?”

“It’s just that your maidenhead is intact,” he said.

Was that all? Of course, she was a maiden!

“I am a virgin,” she intoned. “As long as what we did in the laboratory doesn’t count.”

John stroked her hair, his heart surging at his wife’s impossible sweetness. “What if we don’t keep count? What if life began anew the moment we married?”

Catherine smiled at him, happy to leave all that came before in the past. “That doesn’t change the fact that I have this impediment to our coupling.”

He closed his eyes and sought to control his lust. Her maidenhead, yes. He’d seen it when she’d spread for him, and he’d nearly spent in his breeches in excitement.

On his Grand Tour, John had seen Ghiberti’s doors to the Baptistery in Florence. He now mused that the name “Gates of Paradise” had been given too freely, as those Renaissance cloth merchants hadn’t seen his wife’s cunt, the true passage to heaven.

And located between his wife’s glistening channel and his newly healed cock was her hymen, which covered her channel except for an opening in the middle — nowhere near large enough for his straining shaft. “I’m going to have to break it, love,” he said, wiggling her legs open again so he could see and feel that spot that transfixed him.

“Yes, I think if you enter me, it shouldn’t take much?” she asked, her cheeks heating. “I have made scientific inquiries about how one rids oneself of it. In fact, I considered doing it myself—”

John whimpered, the thought of missing out on this more than he could bear. “It’s beautiful,” he said. “And my hunger for you only grows.”

With his eyes locked on hers, John dipped his head to touch his tongue to his wife’s nub.

It felt delicious, and Catherine’s back arched at the unfamiliar pleasure. “Oh,” she said, her head falling back against the pillow momentarily until she popped back up again. “John!”

He grinned and imagined the many ways he’d induct his young wife into the pleasures of marriage. He wanted nothing more than to know every way he could fuck and fondle his darling Catherine.

“Let me see it,” he begged until her thighs opened wider and he could see paradise again. He ran a fingertip over the edges, testing her hymen’s strength. “You’ve a tenacious guardian, love.” He felt her interior muscles clench at his words, though he was outside of their heavenly embrace. “I need to get in you.”

She felt shy of showing him this part of her body, but she was so needy for more of his touch that she’d do anything he asked. “Hurry, John,” she whispered, the distress in her voice making him almost frantic. “I ache for you inside.”

He licked her maidenhead, thinking that he’d only get it wet to ease the passage of his cock.

Catherine squealed, her hips bucking as his tongue tickled and heated and soothed her.

A wheel turned within John, seeming to unlock his will and every desire, drawing forth something within him that made his gums ache and cock surge. His tongue was not enough. Oh no, he needed her, needed his wife within him.

If he could safely take her inside, swallow her up — whole and unharmed like Jonah within the whale — he’d crack his jaw open. Her fragrance called to him. The beat of her blood set the rhythm of his heart. That damned femoral artery was so loud he could barely hear himself think.

“Catherine, I’m going to—”

“Yes, darling,” she said, running her fingers through his hair lovingly in a way that made his spine shake within his skin. She’d given him permission, he had leave to do it.

John slipped his tongue within the opening in her maidenhead and pushed and pulled against it, but it would not budge. All the while, Catherine writhed as she watched the handsomest man of the ton between her thighs, seemingly with no thoughts but how to pleasure her. The stretch of that membrane scared her, but she wanted him inside. Would do anything to have his cock deep within her.

“Catherine,” he groaned, “I need to…”

“Yes, husband?” she asked, stroking his ear and setting his skin tingling all over.

His tight hold broke, all thoughts of propriety and not scaring his bride gone. John worked tongue and teeth over that maidenhead that sought to deny him entrance to his beloved wife’s channel.

But why was it so easy to slice through the wisp of skin with his teeth? He curled back on himself, terrified that he’d hurt Catherine.

She shuddered at the sudden prick of pain, wondering if there would be more to come or if the pleasure might begin now.

And then he saw it. A drop of blood rolled slowly through her slit, and John watched, frozen by the sight. It moved towards that lovely pucker of her arse, and he dove in to catch the precious essence of his beloved, his tongue digging into her folds.

Catherine moaned, rocking against his face as he chased the taste of her blood.

“Does it hurt?” he gritted out.

“Feels wonderful.” She writhed as his flattened tongue stroked over her nub and made her legs shake on either side of his ears. She was wet. So wet and ready to take him.

“I’ll make it feel even better,” he said, plunging his tongue into her newly opened channel to test her virgin hole and make way for his shaft.

She wailed, her hands cupping her breasts instinctively as she moved to ride his tongue. “Aren’t you supposed to insert yourself into me?” She needed him. Needed more.

“But I am,” said John as he worked her ruthlessly with his tongue while trying to contain his cock’s urge to make a mess of his breeches. He needed to get the blasted things off, or he’d never get inside of his bride, but her taste was so devastating, so perfect, that he couldn’t stop licking her.

Seeing her handsome rake of a husband work his cock into the bed as he drove her body to pleasure made Catherine only grow hotter.

“I need more,” he grunted, moving against the bedclothes as his cock demanded satisfaction. “I need…”

He saw it: her femoral artery beating below her skin. His cock and desire surged at the thought of biting it, taking more of her essence into his hungry mouth. John swayed towards that siren thump already beating in his head and his gums only ached more. He ran his tongue over his teeth, making sure they were sufficiently sharp to pierce Catherine without tearing her unnecessarily. They felt like tiny knives shoved into his mouth, his own tongue coming away cut.

But wait. Had he gone mad, thinking of biting his wife? He covered his teeth with his lips and gave Catherine his tongue, resolved to make this first night of their marriage memorable for good reasons.

Catherine squirmed on the bed, her husband’s ardor a stunning revelation. He licked her between the thighs as though he wanted to devour her, and she struggled to keep her whimpers quiet so as not to wake the servants.

He’d lavished her channel with his tongue, and she now wiggled until his mouth was over her aching nub, desperate for his attention. “John,” she intoned, hoping he’d understand. She wanted to reach the promised peak she was within sight of.

Her husband dove in, sucking and licking until her legs straightened with growing pleasure. She was so close to something terrifying and wonderful, but falling into it scared her.

And then she felt it, the barest nick of pain — almost like a pinch — on one of her inner folds, and she squealed in ecstatic release as her body broke under John’s extravagant licks and that hint of discomfort that set her orgasm free. She shook and her eyes filled with unexpected, happy tears, but she needed more, needed him to fuck her.

“John,” she said, tugging at him, “don’t you think it’s time to consummate our marriage?”

He looked up and gave his wife a loving smile.

At first, she didn’t believe what she was seeing. The candlelight must be playing tricks on my eyes, she thought.

But, no, her new husband of less than one day, John Starling, Marquess of Fauconer, was looking up at her with blood smeared over his lower face.

She collapsed back against the bed and screamed, before, for the first time in her life, collapsing in a faint.


Chapter 5


For three days, Catherine Starling, Marchioness of Fauconer, had remained abed. Books of all sizes filled the large mattress, their covers open, smaller volumes cradled by larger ones.

Terrified of damaging the precious books, Catherine at first refused food. At the pleading of her new housekeeper, she eventually permitted entrance to blancmange. After that, the dam broke, and she consumed anything arriving on a tray that would permit her to continue her penitent labor.

On the third day, she rose from her bed, dunked her hands in the bowl of ice water she’d requested, and returned to her studies. It was four o’clock in the morning, and she needed to stay awake; she was sure she’d spotted something in an old occult text.

***

For three days, John Starling, Marquess of Fauconer, paced at his bachelor lodgings. The fire was lit, but his blood ran cold as he thought of Catherine fainting after he’d hurt her.

He’d so wanted to induct her into the ways of pleasure, to make his past as a rake feel worthwhile as he transferred his accumulated sexual knowledge to her hot and wanting body.

The way he’d fallen upon her when she was but an innocent disgusted him. What had possessed him to use her so brutally?

There was one saving grace in the whole mess: he’d realized later that the excess blood on his face likely came from his own body. His gums had been sore; he estimated that his mouth had been ‌prone to cuts. Of course, only after two servants also fainted at the sight of him did he realize his face was covered in blood, sending him scurrying from his townhouse like a frightened attic bat.

After three days of pacing, he slunk home and prepared to deliver the world’s most sincere apology to his still-maiden wife.

***

Catherine looked up from the medieval manuscript on imbalances in the humors when she saw John hovering at her doorway. At first, she jolted, her tired eyes thinking he looked an awful lot like an illustration in the text.

But as he came forward, she saw that dear face, and her heart lifted, knowing that he hadn’t hated her enough to stay away.

“John…” she said, her voice trembling.

Oh no, she hated him. He could hear it in her voice, the way it shook with fear at the sight of his terrifying visage again. John placed a hand upon the post at the foot of her bed, trying to find the strength to withstand anything she needed to say.

“You felt something change rather dramatically after you drank the physic, did you not? The physic containing my blood?”

He slowly came closer, this line of questioning not at all what he expected.

“Yes, my feelings changed dramatically,” he said, thinking of how admiration for his future wife had filled him upon waking from that strange slumber on the cot in her laboratory.

“You experienced a hunger, an unexpected thirst, did you not?”

She felt bereft. The physic had been the driving force behind their marriage and the pleasure they’d shared. It was as if she’d played a dirty trick on John, and he was now saddled with her. Catherine looked up at him in tears. “I fear I’ve ruined you. I’m so sorry.”

He had no choice but to advance on where she sat in that enormous bed, surrounded by books. He moved a few and took a seat before her. “Whatever do you mean, love? There was nothing innocent left in me to ruin. Trust me.”

She took his hands in hers, her eyes earnest. “Perhaps you weren’t innocent in the usual way, but you were certainly human. And I took that from you.”

John looked down at his waistcoat, not understanding what dear Catherine was saying. “Darling, I am deeply human. In fact, so very human and so very sorry for attacking you on the night of our wedding. I’m ashamed of the way I behaved. How I let my desire for you carry me away.”

“But I’ve been trying to tell you it’s not your fault,” she said, squeezing his fingers. “It’s mine.”

“Is it ever,” he murmured, sliding closer so he could sit alongside his wife, pillows at their backs.

She turned to him. “I put that hunger in you.”

John smiled, liking where this conversation was heading. “Did you ever,” he said, stealing a kiss on her neck.

“Or rather, my blood did.”

He paused.

“John, I fear that the physic containing my blood did something to you. Something occult.”

“It certainly cured me of the clap,” he said. “Is that sufficiently occult?”

“You see,” she said, leaning forward to fetch a book from her pile. She wore a nightgown of the sheer variety that John had hoped to see on their wedding night. The top of her bosom strained against the neckline, and he thought he could see the shadows of her areolae beneath the fabric.

“Focus, darling,” she said sternly, sending his shaft into a hard and fast salute. Oh, he should never have left home, not with Catherine under his roof. If he could just devour her…

“I’m going to put on a dressing gown if you don’t behave.”

“I never thought I’d get hard at my wife delivering a dressing down, but it seems I am a changed man.”

“That’s precisely what I’m trying to say. That physic changed something. Inside of you.”

Catherine tapped the book she’d grabbed, and John finally looked down.

“Good heavens, Catherine, give a man a warning. Here I’m randy for you, and you’re showing me some sort of village story monster.”

She regarded him, sadness in her eyes. “But that’s the thing: I fear this is what I’ve made you.”

He looked closer at the ravening monster. It looked nothing like him, not a mathematical cravat tie in evidence, certainly no Hessians on his clawed feet. “I fear I cannot see the resemblance, my darling.”

She tilted her head and studied the illustration more. “Set aside the more fantastical elements and look, say, at the teeth.”

He squinted at the slightly elongated teeth that seemed to narrow to sharp points. Oh. Oh dear.

John let himself collapse onto the pillows and placed a forearm over his eyes while he thought. “And what is this creature — that is me, but much, much uglier — called?”

“The French say ‘vampire’, but the idea is older. It’s possible that you’re not so new at all.”

“And here, the novelty was the thing I was counting on to turn this from disaster,” he said, his eyes still covered. “I don’t suppose this text says whether I’ll descend into ugliness like that fellow you showed me?”

Catherine leaned over and read to clear her muddled thoughts. “No, the dominant characteristic is that you’ll need to drink human blood, preferably that of your virgin bride. Who is me.”

“Who is you,” he said, a smile breaking at last as he lowered his arm. “How much blood do you expect I can drink before robbing you of your faculties?”

Catherine did calculations in her head, but John pulled her into an embrace before she could conclude. He felt so warm and strong, but she had to focus.

“I hadn’t finished yet!”

“I suppose I’ll have to be very careful,” he said against her neck. “Since you are so dear to me.”

“Where have you been, John?” her eyes betrayed her hurt.

“Have you been worried, my love?”

“I thought you absconded to a bordello,” she sniffed.

“When I have my wife at home? My virgin bride? Supplier of healing blood? Never!”

She regarded him warily.

“I was at my bachelor lodgings, worrying that I’d hurt and scared you.”

“Why do you still have bachelor lodgings when you’re married? And have a whole townhouse?”

“So many questions,” he said, pulling her on top of him so he could feel her warm breasts and belly against him. “I haven’t had time to dispose of the bachelor rooms. I maintained that place to hide my debauchery from the servants at the main house. Wouldn’t want them to share stories with my eventual wife.”

“People widely knew about your exploits,” she said, frowning.

“One of many errors I made in my youth,” he said breezily. “I’m a different man now. My tastes have entirely changed.”

His gaze held Catherine captive, the heat of his eyes melting her against his firm body. “So you’re unconcerned with how I’ve changed you?” she asked.

“As far as I can tell, you’ve cured me of an incurable scourge that made my life unpleasant, especially in areas I once enjoyed very much. Should you prove to be untroubled by my mild fascination with tasting your blood, I can only follow the pattern set for the family by my beloved wife.”

Catherine regarded him. It all seemed too easy.

“You talk about me in such a way now.”

“In what way?” he asked, kissing down her exposed chest to the neckline of that nightgown that was driving him to distraction.

“So lovingly,” she murmured.

“I suppose I do,” he said, licking below the fabric and catching on her hardened nipple. “It’s a consequence of being in love with you.”

She flinched in his hold, not believing his words.

“That’s the other thing!” she exclaimed. “You said that so quickly! I fear that I’ve magicked you unfairly.”

“And what of you?” he asked while pulling at her nightgown. “Did you not say words of affection to me quickly as well?”

“Yes,” she sighed, “but I watched you from the seats set aside for wallflowers at countless balls and perhaps felt something before sending that note to your lodgings concerning my discovery.”

John looked down at his wife, an enormous grin splitting his handsome face. “So you sat on your spindly chair and watched me, did you? I wondered why you picked me of all the men of the ton to approach with your discovery.”

“Don’t make fun of me when my heart has always been yours, even when you had your eyes fixed elsewhere,” she said.

“Oh, I watched you too, love. I was just more covert about it. The physic cured me of the need for secrecy, and now I may follow my bliss. Which is right between your legs.”

He tugged Catherine’s nightgown off and kissed down her sternum. “Did your pussy get hot watching me from your chair? Did you wish I’d take you in the garden?”

She paused. “Well, no, because I knew you were in some discomfort due to your venereal complaint. I didn’t wish to become ill, too.”

John froze, then laughed against her belly. “My dearest, we’re supposed to be exchanging flirtatious words right now, not recounting the ill effects of my raking days.”

Catherine’s fingers lovingly followed the shell of his ear. “I don’t know the ways of the bedchamber because I’m still a maiden. Perhaps my husband would like to take care of that?”

He was instantly off her, shedding his waistcoat, shirtsleeves, and breeches with impressive speed, seeking to couple with his wife at last. She watched John strip off his clothes with ruthless efficiency, and her blood pumped harder as she took in his lean, muscled form and his sculpted backside.

Finally, he turned, and she saw that cock she’d held and stroked in her laboratory; only now, she could touch it without the use of gloves. The fat head looked red and angry, just slightly glossy, and she licked her lips at the thought of his neat thatch of hair meeting hers when he fully entered her.

“Part your legs, darling,” he rasped.

More than anything, that strain in his voice reassured Catherine of his feelings.

Catherine let her thighs fall open, and he crawled to her like she was a magnet drawing him closer. “You’re drenched for me.”

It was a statement, not a question, but Catherine nodded yes, hoping they’d finally consummate their marriage.

With one hand parting her cunny lips, John guided the head of his cock into her channel with the other. “Oh,” she said, feeling his thick shaft ease into her, their wet skin fitting together most pleasurably.

Every nerve ending came alive as he pushed into her sensitive opening. Catherine felt full and strained and satisfied.

He watched her — that part he’d opened with his teeth and tongue — swallow his cockhead so graciously, spreading and stretching to allow him in. “Fuck, Catherine,” he said, pulling himself back so as not to push too hard, too fast.

She grunted and babbled, the thickness of him hitting her at the place her body needed him most. He continued to work himself shallowly, and she suddenly crested, the unfamiliar pleasure washing over her unexpectedly. Her body contracted and her cries became wails as John’s cursory strokes unleashed her orgasm.

When she regained her faculties, John held‌ her, his cock still lodged within her channel but unmoving as she made sense of the feelings. “I didn’t realize,” she said lowly, unsure of how to conclude the thought.

He kissed her forehead and then eased his shaft deeper into her slick, welcoming clasp. “You take me like skin breaking beautifully under teeth,” he babbled as he felt himself bottom out in her soft grip. He knew he should moderate his language and hunger before his lady wife, but she brought out feelings in him heretofore unknown. “Your little virgin cunny feels like a thousand down pillows pressing against my cock, working to swallow it.”

Catherine tilted her hips instinctively, desperate to take him deeper, please him more.

“You’re right: you’ve made a monster,” he said with a smirk. “I’ve a monstrous hunger for you, for filling my wife’s cunt. I’m afraid you’ve married a rake, and you’re the only one who can satisfy his lust.”

She glowed under the weight of his body moving on her and his unabashed approval. John was her husband, and he was hers.

At first, he was gentle, then his strokes grew punishing, causing Catherine to crowd against the headboard as he pushed her up the bed with the force of his attentions. Gathering her closer, he dipped his head to her ear. “I can’t help but be rough with you, love. My need overflows the bounds of propriety.”

She looped her arms around his neck, thrilled to have her once-impossible heart’s desire so near. “It’s gratifying to be the cause.”

John held her hips while riding her hard, his orgasm threatening to detonate at any moment.

“Would you like to sample me?” she asked. She was now confident in her husband’s regard, feeling the hard evidence stroking her relentlessly, and she wanted him closer. Wanted more of her within him.

He slowed. “But I have,” he said, confused. “Yet I’d be happy to lick your cunny any moment you wish.”

Catherine put a hand to his face, handsome despite the many sleepless nights he’d spent away from her. “My blood,” she said. “Do you want it?”

His shaft jerked within her channel, his lust pounding within his ears. Had he heard her right?

“Show me your teeth,” she said, minutely moving on his solid cockstand. That firm head felt like heaven on the front wall of her channel, and she worked herself to the precipice through the motion of her hips.

He could think of nothing to say, had no thoughts at all, so he merely opened his mouth. She slowly inserted a finger inside, running the tip over his strangely sharp incisors.

“Their length,” she said with wonder. “It explains the blood. Last time. In bed.”

He nodded, afraid to speak for fear he might hurt her finger. She pressed the pad harder against one tooth, and he felt the skin break. A few drops of blood hit his tongue. He sucked, his expression blank as he sought not to scare or harm her.

The eroticism of her husband sucking her blood off her finger set Catherine’s heart pounding. He’d sucked her all over her body; this was just another way they could be closer. Her cunny fluttered at the idea, and they both sighed.

“You could do that,” she said, shifting more emphatically on his cock. “Do that to my skin elsewhere. Taste my blood. I made you crave it. It’s only right that I share.”

“Just a taste,” he rasped. “I might put a baby in you tonight, and I wouldn’t want to steal from you both. Or steal from just you, my wife.”

“A taste,” she said, bringing his enormous hands to her breasts, which she imagined being full of milk for his‌ baby. “Fill me and feed from me.”

Every nerve from her nipples to her nub was alive and under his control. In his hands, Catherine’s chest heaved, and she desired to be swollen with milk for his enjoyment.

John ground his cock into his wife’s channel, fantasizing about the many ways he could take her now that they had settled the slight problem of his occult transformation. “But where to take from you? I wouldn’t want to leave a mark.”

She groaned, bringing his mouth to her neck. “I can think of nothing I’d like more than to be marked and filled by my husband.” His kiss made Catherine shudder.

“How about fucked,” he said, picking up the pace of his strokes as he licked her neck experimentally.

“Yes, fucked,” she said, moaning when he hit a spot that made her feel wetter than before. “Oh, that, yes.” He dropped a hand from her breast and fondled her nub. When she felt his teeth enter her skin, Catherine screamed and broke around his cock, her whines as long as the strokes he used to extend her orgasm. He was moving in and out as she gripped around him, her body seemingly no longer in her own control as pleasure moved through her limbs and core.

She was limp in his arms, though he’d taken just a few drops of her precious blood; the force of her orgasm had struck her almost senseless. John gathered his bride into his arms, her pleasurable surrender heating his blood further as she offered no resistance, her spasming cunny finally letting him work in and out without a fight. He’d claimed his darling wife, broken in her virgin cunny, and his heart only beat harder for her, having once again savored her blood. She was his.

Her eyes were closed, but she smiled softly as he whispered her name and poured his seed deep within. She took everything he had to give, gladly.

***

The next morning, as they enjoyed breakfast on a tray — after once again enjoying each other — Catherine looked up with an arrested expression.

“Darling, I gave bottles of the base physic to the other wallflowers, but I haven’t told them about the unexpected effects since I’ve been abed all this time. You don’t suppose that they will have used it before seeing that all is well in our household, do you? It’s just that they wanted so badly to experience the happiness we felt on our wedding day, so I sent them home with some.”

John stroked Catherine’s hair and gazed at her with admiration. To have such thoughts while experiencing the aftereffects of a tremendous paroxysm, she must have the finest mind of the age! “I can’t imagine that they would be so hasty as to use the physic without consulting you. To do so would unleash chaos on the nation!”

Catherine nodded thoughtfully, then tucked her head against her husband’s chest to take a much-needed nap. He was right; the other girls would never be so rash as to use the physic immediately.


Epilogue


Eighteen months later

“Baby Ada asked to see her mama,” said John, sweeping into Catherine’s laboratory at the Fauconer townhouse with their drooling infant in his arms.

He’d outfitted the former second drawing room as a surprise for their first wedding anniversary. She’d surprised him even more by revealing her interesting condition the same night. Passionate lovemaking ensued on the floor of said laboratory, the memory of which never failed to set Catherine’s cheeks aflame when she crossed over the rug where she’d taken him on her hands and knees.

She looked up from her experimentation and gave him a smile. Was it possible that he grew more handsome by the day? Seeing him cradle Ada as she stirred a solution made her heart soar. Never could she have dreamed so extravagantly when she was but a wallflower going to balls and observing the object of her affection from afar.

“Is she getting hungry, beloved?”

His eyes flashed, his own hunger evident. “No doubt she wants a taste of her mama. Not that I blame her.”

Catherine carefully put aside her experiment and settled into the rocking chair she’d had installed in her laboratory just before Ada had made her appearance four weeks ago. She adjusted her bodice and helped the baby latch, rocking all the while and enjoying the feeling of John’s hand stroking her hair.

“Have you had a good day?” she asked her husband, her eyes drifting closed.

“Yes, Ada and I reviewed correspondence with my man of business and had a first lesson on maintenance of the marquessate’s estates.”

Aside from his tendency to sprout sharp teeth in moments of pleasure and his enjoyment of her blood, John seemed to have suffered no ill effects because of drinking the physic that cured him of his venereal complaint. He would oversee those estates for many years to come.

“I’m afraid she won’t have much need for those lessons, given that she won’t be able to inherit,” said Catherine playfully.

John’s hand slowed. “About that.”

Catherine looked up, always willing to take in the fine form of her husband.

“If women — a woman, my woman, my wife — can cure the greatest scourge of the British Empire, why should primogeniture stand? Why shouldn’t Ada inherit my title?”

Catherine’s rocking slowed as she took in the meaning of his words. “You mean that you…”

“I intend to use my position and voice in the House of Lords to argue for a radical change to our country’s aristocratic inheritance laws, yes. Ada is her mother’s daughter, and I would be honored to recognize her as my true heir.”

More than any words he’d said to her, this declaration of his intentions towards their daughter told her everything she needed to know about where his heart lay. She wiped a tear and slowed her rocking as Ada drifted off to sleep.

“The nurse is waiting outside for her,” said John, collecting the baby from Catherine’s arms, already an expert at transferring Ada without jostling her awake.

When he returned, Catherine was still in the rocking chair. “Are you well, dearest?” he asked.

“You really do love me, don’t you?” she asked, pinning him with a look worthy of a marchioness.

“With all my heart.”

She rose from the chair and came to his side. “What is it?” he asked softly, concerned that she was feeling unwell.

“It’s just that I haven’t been churched yet, and ‌I’m ravenous for you,” she said, slanting him a sheepish look.

John’s face went slack, then he threw his head back in laughter. His darling wife was hot for him. They planned for her to be churched — blessed by the parson forty days after the birth of Ada — before resuming marital relations. John assumed Catherine would be recovering from the birth and uncertain about coupling again so soon after the baby’s arrival, but ‌she was as hungry for him as he was for her.

“I won’t cuckold the parson by stealing into your cunny early, my heart,” he said against her temple while holding his dear wife close.

“I know, and it’s best not to risk another baby so soon,” she said against his chest. “It’s just that I want you so much. I’ve been ravenous for you since I recovered from Ada’s arrival.”

“Your hot cunny needs filling, does it?”

She whimpered into his fine tailoring. She’d been dreaming of his thick shaft while sleeping and awake.

“I can’t fuck you, much as I want to,” he said. “And I should stay out of your channel. You might still be healing.”

She plucked at the buttons on his waistcoat angrily. “You mean to deny a new mother with unbalanced humors relief from her needs?”

“I couldn’t love you more,” he said, turning her dear face up for a kiss. “I can offer other relief. Do you remember what we did in your laboratory the night I drank the physic?”

She was reaching for her hem before he finished the sentence, pushing down her drawers to bare herself for his attentions. John backed her into a laboratory table and ground his clothed cock against her cleft.

“You do not know how much I’ve wanted you these past few weeks,” he whispered. “You’re more alluring than ever, and I must do my duty and keep away from you, but it’s so hard.” He pressed his hard shaft against her soft skin to emphasize the point.

“I’ve been sore and needing you, but now I mostly crave you,” she said, bringing his bare hand to her cunny. “Touch me.”

John slid a finger between her lips and groaned when he found her wet. She was slick and puffy, welcoming his touch. “I can’t go into your channel,” he said, his jaw tight as he forced himself to stay within the bounds of propriety.

Something about the forbidden nature of their laboratory frolic made Catherine’s core clench and her nipples gather tighter. She was on the verge of exploding.

Catherine cupped her husband’s cock in his breeches, then set about unbuttoning his falls. “You can’t enter me, but I can pleasure you,” she said with a sly smile. She’d blossomed into the most playful minx under her husband’s loving attentions, and he gasped when she stroked his cock.

As he crowded her against the laboratory table, John circled Catherine’s nub in that way that never failed to make her legs shake. “Tell me, wife, are you going to let me give you another baby after you’ve been churched?”

His motions slowed as she whimpered instead of responding directly. That swirling motion stole the words from her mouth every time.

“Y-yes, yes, anything you’d like,” she said when she recovered her senses.

He dropped his forehead to her shoulder and sniffed at the artery pulsing at her neck. “I suppose I also shouldn’t feed until you’ve been churched, my darling, but it’s so tempting. My gums ache for want of you.”

“I’ll beg you to feed from me once I receive the parson’s blessing,” she said, gracing him with a peck as her pleasure mounted. “I received a minor cut when I was experimenting.”

“That’s never going to be enough,” he said, bringing her hand to his mouth and sucking her finger extravagantly. John tilted Catherine’s neck to take the sort of open-mouthed kiss that showed his raking prowess — despite those days being far behind him.

Catherine keened, wishing she had some of her husband inside of her. Forty days was turning out to be a long time.

“My love, my savior, my only desire,” he intoned against her cheek as he brought her closer to orgasm.

“I’d give you my blood a thousand times over to always feel like this,” she said.

“Just promise me your heart.”

Catherine wailed as her orgasm struck her, John supporting her so she’d stay upright despite the contractions that made her legs shake. After she recovered, she caressed him in a way that drove him wild, guiding him through his intense climax.

As John held his wife in the rocking chair and stroked her back while they both recovered, she recalled his plans to change laws of succession. “You really mean to change the world?”

“Because you already have, my love.”

THE END

***
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Miss Susannah Hynde never planned to seduce a duke. But when her childhood crush turns out to be a scoundrel of the worst sort, she steals away with a secret physic — brewed by a brilliant friend and laced with her own untouched blood — and marches it across the garden to save his ailing father.
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A talented Regency tailoress takes two lords intent on doubling her pleasure.

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

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

But what happens if Bonnie and Molly are making more than just an heir — and they’re falling in love?
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His Duchess’s Lovers: The Complete Series

A duke with everything learns just how much he enjoys sharing.

When Julia Balistarius, Duchess of Astwell, declared over breakfast that she planned to take lovers, her cad of a husband Laurence responded in his usual bored manner.

Laurence realizes that an embarrassing public affair could threaten his political career, so he makes Julia an offer: he’ll tutor his wife in how to be the perfect, discreet lover — and he’ll do it while never making demands of her body.

Soon, the Duchess of Astwell is the most popular lady in London, lavished with attention by Laurence’s commanding best friend, entertained by a notorious baron, shared by masked secret society men, and caught between a stud and her own husband. All the while, Laurence’s lust for his wife only grows.

But what happens when all of that sharing makes Laurence realize he wants one thing just for himself: the love of his longtime wife?
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Matrons I'd Like to Tup: The Complete 1816 Season

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

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

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

Now these ravishing, mature women are working off their debts, taking a band of rakes, riding the cavalry, satisfying a club of libertines, and tempting hulking bodyguards.
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Their hallway tryst ended in heartache. She wants revenge — he’s desperate for another taste.

Lucy Makeblythe has spent months trying to forget the night rich, reckless, and ruinously charming Adam Chevestrer took her innocence in a ducal corridor…and vanished before she could catch her breath.

Now he’s back, offering everything from fine gowns to heartfelt apologies. But Lucy wants something more: a night at the Forest, where the masked, dominant Grand Bucks worship one woman with their mouths, hands, and bodies. And Adam? He’ll be watching. Restrained. Helpless. Desperate.

What he doesn’t know is that Lucy’s carrying more than a grudge. Their first encounter left her filled with a secret he’ll never forget — if she ever tells him.

The Mogul and the Maid is a standalone, 15,000-word super spicy Victorian romance featuring a clever heroine, a repentant rake, public restraint, and a HEA that’s both scandalous and satisfying.

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/GB1
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