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Chapter 1


London, 1816

“Your lordship, there’s been an accident!”

Augustus Henry Warene, Earl of Clyst, started from the chair in which he’d been dozing, on and off, for seemingly thirteen months now.

He wiped the sleeve of his dressing gown over his eyes, then mouth, and asked as if miles away, “Can she be saved?”

The footman, patient for over a year of his master’s mourning, nearly erupted at the earl’s lethargy while a life hung in the balance. “It’s a lad. He went down when His Grace’s cesspit wall collapsed as they were shoveling it out. He’s going to drown!”

“I’ve only told Exeter to reinforce his pit a hundred times,” grumbled Augustus, finding his feet. “First the leaks into our root cellar and now this poor lad drowning in excrement. In sufficient quantities, even a duke’s shite can kill. Lead the way.”

In his garden, where flowers once covered his own tidy and routinely serviced cesspit, was a gaping hole in the earth where the walls of Exeter’s travesty of a personal sewage system had taken out his own.

“Jones, should I die attempting to remedy this fiasco, ensure that His Grace is brought up on charges and do not let his title halt the course of justice,” said Augustus while stripping off his dressing gown. He paused at his smallclothes, looking into the hole made wet by recent days of rain. Shuddering, he left them on and tried to catch sight of the lad.

“Never let it be said that the aristocracy does not care for the common people,” he said. “None of that French sentiment on our shores. If I lose my head, it shall be because of a duke’s collapsed cesspit wall, as it should be.”

Spotting a towhead bobbing some meters away, he slid into the churning mess, shouting, “Once more unto the breach!”

***

Some minutes later, in the earl’s stables, an unlikely pair struggled to use hastily delivered buckets of water to divest themselves of the sludge acquired during their afternoon swim.

The earl, a hardened veteran of Waterloo, directed his energy at increasingly colorful language and insults hurled at the direction of his toplofty, but insolvent neighbor’s house. Insolvent but altogether too solvent this afternoon, thought Augustus, his brain seeming to reawaken after a year of stupor because of the slippery rescue.

The lad, meanwhile, was heaving his guts up in the stall that once held the lady of the house’s favorite mare.

“Is it not your job to deal with shite, lad?” asked the earl.

The youth continued to retch until his legs gave out and he collapsed on the straw.

“Well, we can’t have this,” said Augustus. “Peel off that garment, and we’ll make fast work of it.”

Shortly after the threadbare, gray sackcloth hit the floor of the stall but just before his bucket of water hit the youth, Augustus realized his error: the lad he had rescued was no lad at all, perhaps not even a particularly young lass.

“Damn and blast,” he said, recognizing the signs of a mature female even after more than a year of pushing all such thoughts and sights firmly away.

The young woman shivered despite the unseasonably warm weather while hunching in on herself in the stall’s corner.

“Come now, let’s get this sludge off so you can take a proper bath inside,” he said. “I will not hurt you.”

The lass bravely held her arms outstretched and allowed the earl to send buckets of water over her head and limbs.

“That’s sufficient,” said Augustus, wrapping cotton sheeting around his own torso. “Now come here and wrap up.”

With careful movement and dignity befitting a queen, the lass stepped forward and allowed the earl to wind a large sheet around her whole body. “Hold that edge,” he said, turning towards the house. She made to follow him, but the wrap bound her legs and sent her crashing into one of the empty buckets.

“None of that,” he said, hefting the slight woman into his arms and storming off towards the back entrance of the townhouse.

***

Augustus had finished bathing and was once more in his dressing gown, preparing to return to his stupor, when he heard a hair-raising scream from below stairs.

“Whatever could that be?” he muttered wryly, taking off to investigate the latest spectacle being inflicted on his household.

He found the staff clustered at the door of the kitchen, where his housekeeper was attempting to more or less publicly bathe the youth that she still believed to be a lad.

“Ahh, this won’t do,” he said, intervening. “I had hoped to spare you the ordeal of carrying more water to my chambers, but needs must.” Augustus drew the lass, still attired in her makeshift toga, away from the crowd.

“While I attend to the sanitization of our guest, prepare the household and carriages. We are to leave for Clyst Park at the earliest possible moment. I refuse to live in this house while my man of business oversees the repairs necessary after the Exeter excrement debacle.”

He hustled the woman upstairs and down a corridor until he reached the recently emptied tub in his chambers.

“Quick, before the hot water arrives. How did you come to be in the business of shoveling shite?” he asked.

“It was that or lift my skirts for money,” she said with no rancor, only a calm acceptance of her lot in life.

“Have you any husbands, warrants, or known diseases?” he asked.

“I have nothing,” she replied.

“And where do you stay?”

“Before today, before the accident, I bunked with the other night soil shovelers in the Dials,” she said.

“And what happens after today?” he asked.

“No doubt the foreman will blame us lads for the collapsed cesspit. He’ll beat and turn us off,” she said.

By then, the footmen had arrived with bucket after bucket of hot water, which they poured into the tub.

Once they’d filled it, Augustus dismissed them.

“Why did you scream below stairs?” he asked.

“I don’t want all those people looking at me without my clothes on, same as anyone,” she said.

“Can you bathe yourself?” he asked.

“Aye,” she said. “But…”

Augustus turned as she dropped the sheet and slipped into the large tub, following the modest curve of her backside before resolutely studying the mural on his ceiling.

“You could make demands of me,” she said shyly. She turned a bit to give Augustus a partial view of her front, but he’d swear on the ancestral Bible that he kept his eyes looking towards the heavens.

“Make demands?” he asked, his brain overtaxed by the sudden increase in daily activity.

“Make demands of my body,” she said. “As recompense for rescuing me.”

“As recompense…as recompense for not letting you die horribly in my neighbor’s cesspit?” he asked with dawning horror, deeply affronted that she’d suggest that he might expect such a thing. “I’d never force myself on someone of lower standing—anyone—in exchange for performing a service. Do you think me without honor?”

“Not at all,” she said, her lower lip beginning to tremble. “I merely thought to thank you for your kindness.”

“A spoken thanks would more than suffice, young lady,” he said sternly. “Put all such thoughts aside. There now, don’t cry. Should you imperil your life and require rescue again, I’ll make whatever demands of your body you require.”

She giggled while wiping away the few tears that had fallen, taking in the hint of lines around his eyes and the first strands of silver at his temples now that he was dry and clean. Oh, but he was handsome and noble, just the sort of commanding man who might serve as a balm for years of anguish. She’d let him evade her for now, but she had plans to make them both very happy indeed.

“Could you wash my hair?” she asked, desperate to feel his capable hands on her, somewhere, anywhere.

“Unable to manage it after today’s ordeal?” he asked, settling in to wash her chopped locks with a bar of his custom scented soap.

“I just haven’t had someone do it for me since I was a little girl,” she said.

She may have almost drowned, but Augustus was the one in deep shite.


Chapter 2


Augustus reflected on the easy way he’d agreed to wash her hair when he woke on the way to Clyst with his nose buried in a halo of curls that smelled like his soap.

She’d been despondent when he’d tried to install her with the servants in their hastily hired carriage, so she’d rode with him in the barouche that bore his crest. Then she’d been ill because of the unfamiliar sway of the closed vehicle. Somewhere just outside of London, he bowed to the inevitable and pulled her into his lap, hoping to calm the reflexive retching that was interrupting his attempts at a nap.

“You’re not breeding, are you?” he asked.

“Breed—oh no, I know which herbs to take,” she said, not opening her eyes.

He knew she was no virgin from that answer, yet he still didn’t know her name.

“I don’t know if we’ve been formally introduced. I am Augustus, Earl of Clyst, as you may have gathered from our destination.”

“Augustus is a very nice name,” she murmured into his cravat. The little minx! He had acquaintances of some twenty years that your lordshipped him!

“And your name is?”

“I was called May at the foundling home. They’d run out of variations on Mary,” she said.

“Is that where you learned to talk like a Mayfair debutante, May?”

“I had a family once, and I came to the home already speaking, but I remember nothing of them,” she said. “They didn’t even drop me off with a trinket to help me find them someday.”

“And how old might you be, May?” he asked, hoping to determine the depth of the hell into which he would be cast.

“I’m at least twenty,” she said. “How the home knew that, I don’t know. But I was walking and fully talking when I arrived eighteen years ago.”

Thirty-six years of age at the time of his marriage, he’d thought himself a prize in the prime of his life. Just three years and oceans of grief later, he knew better and felt immeasurably older. May was no girl, but she would be best served by distance from his decrepit self.

They soon arrived at the first of several coaching inns on the journey to Clyst. May clung to Augustus on the way down the carriage steps, to the raised eyebrows of his servants and the innkeepers alike, but he narrowly prevented another outburst by ordering her a trundle bed that was placed in his own room.

And thus they slept and rode for days over the countryside. Why he agreed to her every whim was a mystery until he recalled the gnawing guilt that had kept him locked in grief for over a year. He supposed he was engaged in some sort of delayed, misplaced penance for following the drum to fight Napoleon despite his bride’s pregnancy.

Could he have saved her when her labors stretched into two days? Perhaps. In the end, she delivered an heir, but mother and child almost instantly died and Augustus never held either of them before they were interred in the family crypt, holding each other.

And so, he held his misplaced May, memorizing the interplay of her own scent and the fragrance of his soap.

It was in one of those moments of inadvisable closeness that the barouche hit a pothole, causing her to shift in her sleep, finally setting her arms about his neck. It was already warm but now grew warmer. They had been close but were now closer. Her lithe body settled against him in an act of complete, unconscious trust.

For the first time since receiving word of the loss that transformed his life, Augustus’s cock swelled. It was under her slim arse, trapped by a girl and breeches. Oh, such torture! The pleasurable pain felt right, and he gripped the seat of the carriage to prevent himself from grinding against May, who in no way consented to such degradations.

He was breathing with purposeful slowness when his carriage driver announced Clyst Park.

At last, he thought, he could set his cesspit foundling aside and get back to…staring at walls. She was as ephemeral as the smoke from a cannon; after a few minutes at his vast country seat she’d scatter from his consciousness and would no longer plague him.


Chapter 3


At Clyst Park, he heard no screams from May, but then, Mrs. Anderson was a softhearted elderly woman, unlike the battle-axe that reigned as his London housekeeper. He pictured his new friend in some distant wing or down in the servant’s quarters. She was so far from his concern that he did not issue orders about her placement or inquire about her whereabouts. He didn’t look for her in the halls. Or listen for her measured voice.

Some three days after their arrival, Augustus was reviewing papers in his study overlooking the lawn when he finally spotted May. She wore a becoming white dress, and she seemed to have some flowers in her hair while running about. He wondered at first if she’d simply run mad, but he soon saw that she was playing alone with a silk kite.

There, she was fine. She didn’t need him.

He returned to his papers, not at all distracted by the sight of her. He didn’t watch her as she drew closer and closer to the stream that fed into River Clyst, didn’t brace his hands on his chair as she stumbled on the banks while distracted by her red kite.

He tore down the lawn and reached her, seemingly just seconds after she tipped into the stream.

“Are you determined to drown?” he shouted.

“So that’s where you were,” she said, plastering her wet front against him.

“You’re wet,” he said.

“Kind of you to notice,” she replied.

“I can’t always rescue you,” said Augustus, gathering her in his arms, wet skirts and all.

“But I enjoy being rescued by you.”

He hauled her away from the stream and into the entrance of a leafy maze built in the last century.

“Are you carrying me off to demand your recompense?” she asked, her expression altogether too innocent.

Augustus paused. “Did you fall into the stream…so that I might rescue you?”

“That would be silly, wouldn’t it?” she asked. “Any woman regularly getting what she wants wouldn’t be driven to such games.”

Storming into the center of the maze, Augustus settled May on a stone bench facing a fountain showing entwined lovers. They would be the only pair coupling on his watch!

“I could birch your arse for risking your life like that,” he said, striding back and forth before drawing near to her face so she’d see how serious he was.

“I certainly wouldn’t say no if that’s the recompense you require,” she said, her lips nearing his. “Shall I draw up my gown so that you might begin the punishment?”

He jolted back, shocked by her boldness.

“Have I offended you?” she asked, pulling him to sit beside her. They faced each other as she slowly crawled into his lap, quite accustomed to the feel of his body under hers. “Does your hand twitch at the thought of blistering my hide?”

“I suppose I could teach you a lesson, if you insist,” he said doubtfully.

“I knew I could count on your stern demeanor,” she said, smiling into his shoulder as she removed her shoes and drew up her skirts.

Augustus’s hands moved to cradle her backside. “I’ll need to take down your drawers to spank you properly,” he said, pulling the fabric to expose the curve of her arse. “Are you sure you want a spanking?”

“I want to satisfy my debt to you, now owed twice,” she said. “I own nothing but my body, so it’s yours. Perhaps you’d prefer an old-fashioned rogering?”

He hesitantly slapped his hand against May’s left arse cheek but spent many more seconds smoothing his hand over her briefly spanked flesh.

“Your skin is so smooth,” he said, his voice ragged.

“I may have borrowed a good deal of your favorite soap,” she whispered.

“Back in London? How did you transport it?”

“Here at Clyst,” she said while shifting slightly in his lap as he replaced her drawers. “I walked down the hall and borrowed it from your chambers.”

“You’re in a room down the hall from me?” he asked, drawing her body nearer until the hollow between her thighs cradled his swelling cock.

“Just a few doors down,” she said, almost unnoticeably rocking against him.

“I’m glad you took it,” he said, burying his face in her short hair. “I like to smell it on you.”

“Augustus,” she said, looking up into his sad eyes, “I need you to make demands of me. I want you to. You specifically.”

He was no mindless youth, convinced that the world was good. He’d seen war, death, and knew enough about the Seven Dials to realize that May’s cultured tones and innocent face did not mean she was a sheltered, virginal miss.

The sun appeared from behind a cloud, causing the hedge maze to shroud his face in shadows.

“Who taught you that? Do I need to kill someone?” he asked quietly against her ear.

“More than one,” she said back. “And you might like to thrash a few others besides.”

He drew her even closer, his arms pressing into her ribs almost painfully, but it was a grounding sort of pinch that she surrendered to and sought almost since first meeting the commanding earl.

“My darling,” he said, “I can’t imagine joining the ranks of men that have hurt you, not when I want so much to spoil you.”

A crow cawed from just beyond the maze. “When you say spoil, does this mean giving me your soap so I don’t have to take it?” she asked coyly.

He chuckled. “And buying you more pretty dresses and kites and frilly drawers and holding you when you’re unwell,” said Augustus.

“I like those things,” she said carefully, “but I wish…”

She looked directly into his eyes with black pupils almost swallowing the color of her irises. His cock stood at attention.

“I wish that included you doing things to my body,” she said.

“You want me to do things?” he asked. “Me? It’s not because of some sense that you must compensate me for service rendered?”

“I’m currently rubbing myself against your piece,” she said drily. “Unless some part of you enters me before we leave this maze, I’ll find new ways to endanger us.”

“I suppose I have no choice then,” he said, bringing his hand to settle over her bodice.

They both looked down at his large hand, scarred from war and tanned by the sun, touching the small swell of her breast. The white fabric of her dress bunched as he gathered it to expose May’s skin.

She paused, still as a startled deer, then scrambled to yank down her whole bodice. Out came lean shoulders, off went the straps of her chemise, finally revealing her rose-tipped breasts.

“May I suck you?” he asked, fixated on her small, erect nipples.

“Do it,” she said, offering herself to him. He moved forward to take the nipple into his mouth while she threaded her fingers through his thick hair. Augustus rolled her nipple between his lips and sucked with firm pressure, never letting his teeth near her skin.

“Augustus, I need you inside,” she said, her voice but a whimper.

“Are you going to let me spoil you?” he asked.

“Anything. I’ll let you do anything,” she sighed, arching her back to draw closer to him.

He shrugged out of his coat, made of exquisite fabric, and laid it on the stone bench.

“Lie back,” he said, helping her recline against it. “Now show me where you need spoiling.”

She drew the white dress higher and higher to show her half-wet stockings, bruised knees, lean thighs, and the frilly white drawers supplied to her by Mrs. Anderson.

“Your drawers make me feel like a pervert,” he said, adjusting his cock in his trousers. “Like I’m seeing something forbidden.”

“Keep your hand there, on your piece,” she said, watching him intently and licking her lips.

“If you insist,” he said, cupping the bulge and manipulating it slightly.

“You like my lacy white drawers?” she asked, her knees pressed together to tease him.

“I’m not sure. Why don’t you open your legs so I can see everything, and then I’ll tell you what I think,” he said.

“But there’s a slit in my drawers and you’ll be able to see my nether parts,” she said, a hand now between her legs. “You wouldn’t want to see that.”

He lowered to the bench and wrapped her legs around his back, helping her to support them.

“Show me your pretty cunny, my darling,” he breathed.

She opened her knees and used her fingers to spread the slit in her drawers so he could get a peek at her quim.

He extended a trembling hand and pulled the fabric lower so he could see more. Augustus had seen a glimpse of her body while she rinsed in the stables and then bathed in his room, but a glance was nothing compared to the erotic overload of pulling apart her lacy underthings while she begged to be filled.

He was over her spread body, watching as her cunny rhythmically clenched around nothing and her nub periodically jolted. He let a finger trail against her intimate hair and pulled one fold to the side to better study her anatomy.

His index and middle fingers framed her cunny, and he slowly moved them apart to test her hole.

“You say you need to be filled, but are you sure this pussy can take a man’s cock?” he asked.

May whimpered as she bucked against his hand, hoping to get some relief while cupping her own breasts.

“Take them off,” she said, twisting to shimmy her drawers off.

“No, no, leave them on,” he said. “You’re going to need something to mop up your cunny juices after I’ve spoiled you. And I enjoy having my own lacy frame for your beautiful pussy.”

She moved her hand to her aching cunt, but Augustus quickly caught it and returned it to her breast.

“You keep working those titties,” he said. “I’ll service your cunt.”

“Then do it!” she exclaimed.

“Are you sure?” he asked, his face poised above her pussy.

She answered with a low growl.

Augustus laughed and then shocked her by spitting on her spread cunny.

“What was—”

“Your cunt is a water mill, but I want to put something of my own inside you today,” he said, slowly pressing it inside her channel with his smallest finger. “Look at how beautifully you take that. You’re going to do so well by me.”

“Hard, I need you harder,” May gasped.

“No, we’re doing this soft and wet and very gentle, so you can feel how a real man spoils his girl’s quim.”

She arched on the bench, feeling the tremors of contraction but nowhere near her release.

“I felt that inside, did you?” he asked. “Your muscles want to grip and grind on something big and hard, but we’re just winding you up on a wet afternoon. Why, it’s so pleasant that I might leave you this wet and wanting for days. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

“You promised to spoil me,” whined May.

“And that I’ll do, my beautiful count—princess,” he said, working his finger even slower.

Her back bowed against the bench. “It’s hungry for you,” she said, further widening her legs. “Please fill me.”

Augustus laughed. “Would that I could,” he said, adjusting his heavy cock in his pants. “But my beautiful girl threw herself in a stream today and needs my full attention. She told me that a happy, satisfied woman doesn’t resort to such nonsense, so I’m thinking only of her pleasure today.”

“You’re impossible!” she cried. “I’m all wet and outdoors and I’ll…I’ll get sick and it will be all your fault!”

“I should hope it’s my fault that your pussy is wet, May,” he said, dragging his finger up the wall of her channel until he reached a section that made her stomach involuntarily contract with deep pleasure.

“I know you were a soldier and I can see that you have a thick, rude cock,” she said, “and I want you to roger me so hard I forget even my short name. Fuck me like a camp follower. Force me to do your bidding.”

“Tempting as that is, I have an entirely different fantasy in mind for today,” he said. “Fear not. I plan to fuck and fill you hard, but not when you imperil your life. Today, you’ll have to endure soft touches and gentle pleasure.”

“It’s so hard to take,” she said, tears gathering in her eyes. “I can feel every bit and I don’t like it.”

He lowered his face to hers and stole a brief kiss. While she was still surprised, he put his hand over hers as it caressed her breast.

“We can stop, darling,” he said. “You don’t have to do any of this, merely say the word.”

She surprised him by kissing him back. It was the impulsive, quick peck of a debutante, not the expected deep kiss of a worldly young woman currently being fingered by a peer of the realm. He was charmed and warmed from within.

“So you like it?” he asked, slowing the pace of his gentle thrusts even more.

“Of course I love it,” she said. “But what happens when you discard me after I taste so much sweetness? I was nothing but a night-boy before you plucked me out of the muck, but I expected nothing. How am I supposed to go back and smell the Dials after knowing the scent of your soap and the feel of your finger?”

“My darling,” he said, moving lower until he hovered over her spread pussy, “put all your concerns aside.”

She moved to reply, but Augustus settled his lips directly on her nub and sucked while working his tongue over it.

“Ohh,” she said, breathing out, followed by her breasts heaving as she drew in lungfuls of air. “You’re kissing me all over.”

He hummed in response, and she threw an arm over her eyes because the pleasure was almost too delicious to bear.

“You’ve given me two kinds of first kisses today,” she said, sniffling as her emotions broke over the high dam that usually contained them. “I think I’m in l—”

While she was having life-changing realizations, Augustus had removed his smallest finger from her channel and replaced it with his index and middle fingers. With aid of the copious amount of lubrication, he opened his fingers and stretched her cunt.

“I’m getting you ready for my cock, so you can take me when the day comes for that hard rutting,” he said, his voice guttural.

She felt for his head while riding his fingers and brought his mouth back to her nub. She said nothing, just used her fingers in his hair to position him. He huffed a laugh against her cunt but complied with the unspoken demand and delivered nips and sucks along with the filling thrusts from his fingers.

“Come for me,” he said against her nub in a huff of air while he twisted his fingers in a way that set loose her orgasm from deep within.

May squealed so loud a cloud of birds rose from around the maze all at once. She lifted her lower body higher, chasing the last echoes of the climax until she could no longer hold the position.

She slumped against the bench, her arms thrown over her head, eyes unfocused.

Augustus appeared over her in her line of vision. “How are you faring, my darling?”

“Come to me,” she said, flopping her arms on his broad shoulders.

“I should,” he paused his descent, moving to wipe the moisture from his lips and chin, “not trouble you.”

May pulled him down by the neck and licked his lips. “I want something we both made inside me today,” she said.

Augustus groaned and cradled her head while kissing her with an open mouth, training her in how to join her tongue with his.

“You’ve now screamed to wake the dead at two of my properties. Shall I take you on a tour of the rest so you can collect a complete set?” he asked.

“Gladly,” she said, boneless against the bench. “Provided that as we travel between them, you hold me to help my motion sickness.”

“You look so tired,” he said, smoothing her eyebrows and running his fingers under her shadowed eyes.

“I suppose I find it difficult to sleep alone in such plush surroundings,” she said. “Though a little tiredness wouldn’t prevent me from attending to the needs of your cock. Sleeping Beauty birthed twins without ever waking.”

“Who told you of Sleeping Beauty, my sleepless beauty?” he asked, scooping her into his arms and exiting the maze.

“I don’t remember,” she said, a look of sadness and confusion crossing her face.

“And where did you find these clothes? They can’t have been my mother’s since they don’t appear to be out of date,” he said.

“Mrs. Anderson said they were the late lady of the house’s clothes,” said May, her brows pulled together.

“My wife,” he mumbled. “My late wife.”

“You were married?” she said, somehow both a question and a statement.

“Until thirteen months ago, I was married,” he said. “She died in childbirth. I was in Belgium with Wellington.”

He didn’t need to say more to convey his regret, a conflicted sense of duty and honor and grief. She saw every recrimination in those fine lines around his eyes and slipped further into the feelings that had taken root when he risked his life to pull her to safety.

He looked down at May in his arms. “That is why I won’t roger you, as you so delightfully suggest, in the garden, away from preventative measures.”

“Preventative measures,” she said, “like herbs?”

“Which herbs do you take?” he asked sternly. “I don’t like some of those. We lost a camp follower because of a bad dose before Quatre Bras. There are other means of preventing spend from taking.”

“I took what I could get,” she said honestly. “You could always withdraw before firing.”

“Having gotten acquainted with your delightful cunt, I don’t know that I could,” he said candidly. “And I wouldn’t risk you for a momentary pleasure when I want much more than one afternoon in the maze. I have means, and I mean to protect you.”

He reached the door to his study and gently lowered her to stand.

“Unless you wish to become a mother soon?” he asked.

May’s knees buckled and she looked up in shock. Was he suggesting that he might wish to father a child on her? Did this mean that he wished to make their relationship official? She hadn’t considered that he might think to make her his official mistress, a decided elevation from shite shoveler.

“I think,” she said, steadying herself with her hand on his chest, “that I would like to play with kites and meet you in the maze for now. Maybe I’ll want children someday, but I’ve only just become accustomed to regular meals. I don’t mean to shock or disgust you, but my menses have yet to return after a particularly lean winter season.”

“I’ll feed you, clothe you—ideally in something other than my late wife’s things—and take every caution possible to see that you only become a mother should the wish lodge itself in your heart,” he said.

“I don’t mean to suggest that we be too cautious,” she said, quick to clarify that rogering was still very much on her agenda.

“Whatever you decide is what we do,” said Augustus, gently kissing her lips before escorting her into the house.

And thus, Augustus lodged himself even more firmly in May’s heart.


Chapter 4


Following a delightful dinner shared in the main dining room at Clyst, Augustus and May parted ways and went to their respective bedrooms. For the sake of propriety, they resolved to allow the servants to go to bed before reuniting in the earl’s chambers.

When the appointed hour passed, Augustus paced before the fire. She’d been so eager in the afternoon, so sparkling over dinner. Where was she? Had the duck upset her stomach? Had nine courses been too much to serve to someone so recently subsisting on gruel? Far more troubling: had she decided she wanted nothing to do with him now?

Augustus wasn’t accustomed to pacing and waiting; he was a man of action, and as such, he entered the fray. Which is to say the hallway.

He stopped outside the door he’d only just learned belonged to May and listened.

Silence.

He knocked.

No response.

Testing the knob, he found the door unlocked and gently opened it.

There, spread on top of the white sheets and blankets, was May. Only her chemise covered her, and her limbs were flung in all directions like a compass rose.

He drew closer and found that she was restless, mumbling under her breath while twitching slightly.

Something was wrong.

“May,” he whispered, hoping not to startle her.

“Augustus, my love,” she said, raising her hand as if to offer it for a kiss. “I’ve only just fallen into this pond, and you already found me. Don’t be too angry.”

He sat next to her on the bed and placed his hand on her forehead. She was burning.

“Oh god, forgive me,” he said, gathering the surrounding sheets while scooping her body into his arms. “I shouldn’t have let you stay in those wet things in the maze. I should have made sure you were warm and dry, but I wanted you so badly, and now you pay the price for my selfishness.”

“I want you so badly,” she said, rubbing her face against his chest.

Before he realized what he was doing, Augustus settled her in his own vast bed and fluffed pillows to support her. She twitched and threw off the blankets and cried out for him.

***

The doctor, summoned despite the late hour, reassured him that with careful nursing and plenty of fluids, she was likely to make a full recovery. Thus, the earl became a nurse.

On the third day after Augustus discovered May ill in her bed, the fever broke for the first time.

“Where is that water from the coldest stream in the world?” she asked, her throat dry.

“You’re awake!” he exclaimed, rushing to pour a glass for her.

She accepted it gratefully. “Where is my nurse that has been so patiently helping me through my ordeal?” she asked, looking around the room.

“Augustus Henry Warene, trainee nurse,” he said, bowing.

“Oh, but you weren’t here with me, exposed to my illness, were you?” she asked.

“The doctor assured me that the fever wasn’t catching,” he said, refilling her glass.

“Then come to me and hold me like you did while I was at my sickest,” she said, extending her arms.

He settled against her and reveled in the feel of her warm—not burning—body.

“It’s been how many days? Two?” she asked.

“Three,” he said, smoothing her hair away from her face. “I should have learned how to braid your hair. I’m afraid it’s tangled.”

“I hardly have enough to braid,” she said, laughing. “I should smell terrible. Do I smell terrible? You’d tell me, wouldn’t you?”

“You smell like a flower,” he said, kissing her forehead. “I kept you clean.”

“You saw me…” She trailed off, unsure of how to describe the state to which she referred.

“I’ve seen you in many states, May,” he said sternly, “and you’re lovely in all of them, even when you’re delirious and making water over the chamber pot. Besides, I knew you wouldn’t want anyone else to see you thus.”

“Thank you, Augustus,” she said, a flush coming over her face.

“What’s this? Is your fever back?” he asked, trailing a finger along her heated cheek despite knowing that she was embarrassed. “And here I was going to demand recompense for my nursing efforts.”

“I hope you do,” she said, trying to pull him over her.

He laughed and pinned her wrists above her head. “Three days seriously ill and you wake up randy as a bull in spring. Oh, to be young again.”

“Would you like to know what I saw in my fever dreams?” she asked, arching her back to bring their bodies into contact. “Why I woke up wet and ready for you?”

“God, May, I can’t fuck you when you’re sick,” he said, nuzzling the area below her ear.

“But I spent my whole illness imagining you fucking me,” she said.

“What did you imagine? Precisely?” he asked, his voice harsh.

“I dreamt you were fucking me over and over in my sleep until I was carrying your twins like Sleeping Beauty. If you put your fingers in my cunny right now, I’m probably so wet you’d think an entire team of men debauched me and came inside. In my dream, you were so gentle but commanding. I imagined myself coming endlessly and swelling with your seed.”

He sat up from the bed suddenly, and she worried she’d pushed him too hard. Augustus leaned over to a drawer and retrieved a metal box, pulling one piece from it. He unrolled it carefully and dropped it into the glass of water May had been drinking from.

She looked at him questioningly.

“You have fifteen minutes to change your mind. When that cundum is pliable and ready for my cock, you’re getting rogered, as you like to say.”

She turned her head and watched the prophylactic slowly swell in the water.

“It’s sheep’s guts,” he said. “I used them for years to prevent venereal ailments and accidents, and I’m soaking this one so I don’t put a baby in you before you’re ready. I’ll fit it on my cock, tie it off, and then finally fuck you. Tell me now if you don’t want that.”

“I want it,” she said, hypnotized by the sound of his voice as he spoke, his jaw tight with desire. “Take off your shirt, all of your clothes.”

He tugged the shirt over his head, and her hands were on him, feeling his chest and muscles. She moved lower, tracing over veins that ran below the waist of his pants.

She tugged off her chemise to bare her body to him. He yanked down his pants but left his smalls on.

“Let me see your piece,” said May, holding out a hand.

“You’re going to see plenty of it. But if I take it out now, I’m going to explode before I even enter your cunt,” he said, grinding the fabric covering his cock over her pussy.

“Augustus,” she moaned, “how are you going to fuck me?”

“How does my darling want to come today?” he asked. “I can always fuck you like a soldier, but I thought you might like to be treated like a princess. I can gently open up your pretty flower and be sweet with you like it’s your first time.”

“You’d treat me like a virgin? Even though…”

“You can be whatever you wish in our bed,” he said, not noticing the slip.

“I won’t bleed or stretch like a virgin,” she said, a look of worry crossing her face.

Augustus took her hand and moved it to his clothed cock. “I’ll stretch that pussy all right. You’ll feel like a virgin, whether I go fast or slow.”

“How much longer?” she asked, rubbing her hand over his bulge while studying the hydrating cundum in the glass. “I don’t think I can wait.”

“You can wait for a real man’s cock,” he said, thrusting against her hand in slow, controlled movements. “Spread your legs.”

She opened her legs wide on the bed and let her thighs fall apart. Augustus licked his lips while surveying her cunt.

“Do you want me to open you up with my fingers or let you break on my cock?” he asked. “You seem to think you’re an experienced woman, but the first option is what I’d suggest.”

“I want it to hurt,” she said, rubbing her nipples and studying the package in his smalls, “just a little. I want to feel like this is my first time.”

“Oh it will, little girl, and it is your first time,” he said, finally removing his smallclothes and displaying his thick, long cock. He grabbed the base and slapped the angry red head against May’s clitoris.

She twisted in pleasure and moved to touch herself. He grabbed her arms and pinned them above on the pillow.

“None of that,” he said. “Stay there. I’m putting on this cundum and you’re going to think about how your first time will feel.”

He fished the prophylactic from the glass and carefully rolled it on his heavy shaft, tying it off at the base. He gave his cock a shake and droplets of water landed on May’s thighs. Using his fingertips, he ran the water over her heated skin.

“I bet you’re like a blast furnace inside,” he said. “Are you sure you shouldn’t rest?”

She groaned and tried to fit his piece against her notch.

“Lie back,” he said. “You’re going to take it how I give it to you.”

He notched the bulbous head of his cock at the opening of her cunny, which spread around him, gripping as he slowly pushed in.

“Do you feel the stretch?” he asked, thrusting shallowly so she could feel the full extent of his width.

May nodded, unable to speak while she breathed carefully in order to relax and accept his thick shaft.

He laughed. “And you wanted a rough rogering for your first time, my little virgin? You’re nowhere near ready. I need to break this pussy in.”

She relaxed around him and allowed his cock to slide deeper without resistance. He made it past her opening with a small pop and slowly drove himself as deep as he could go.

“So hot,” he said, tilting her torso up so he could find an angle that would allow him to thrust deeper.

“It’s deep,” she said, watching her lean lower stomach slightly bulge as his cock drove into her. She placed her hand over the bulge, feeling him from both the inside and outside.

“Let’s see you take me,” he said, moving her hand aside.

He paused, slowing his strokes even further, mesmerized by the rippling of her stomach as his cock filled her.

“Give me your hand,” he said. He took it in his own and he placed them over the spot where the head of his cock made her lower stomach bulge.

“This is going to be one of the last times we see this, love,” he said. “Whether because of lavish meals or because you’ve decided to carry my babies, you’ll never be this thin again. I’ll make your body lush and blooming.”

He twined their fingers together and carefully pressed down on May’s belly, compressing the walls of her channel against his thrusting cock. Augustus picked up the pace of his strokes and she babbled as pleasure overtook her.

“There, oh there, oh—”

“Fuck, you’re choking me, May,” he swore, slamming into her so hard his heavy sac bounced.

“Don’t stop, don’t—” she begged.

“I’m going to come inside, make your belly swell even bigger,” he said. “Can you come for me?”

“Fill me,” she gasped as she let out a wail and her body contracted around his enormous shaft.

Augustus picked up the pace to help prolong her ecstasy, rutting hard until her head crowded against the headboard.

“Do you feel how I stretched your poor virgin pussy out?” he asked. “I’m getting it ready for the next time, when I fuck you like a camp follower.”

She moaned and contracted around him again, an aftershock taking her by surprise.

“I’m going to give you my load now. Are you ready?” he asked.

She groaned her assent, exhaustion suddenly hitting her.

“Oh, fuck—” he said, thrusting slowly as his seed emptied into the sheath while he held the tied base.

He paused for a moment, taking in the sight of his cock splitting May’s cunt.

“Beautiful,” he said reverently, tracing the place they were joined. She stroked his forearm encouragingly.

Augustus withdrew and retired behind a screen momentarily to dispose of the prophylactic and wash up.

May’s eyes were closed, but she had a small smile on her face. He joined her on the bed, throwing one of her thighs over his shoulder to open her legs to him.

“There’s more?” she asked sleepily.

“I’m just inspecting you,” he said, looking closely at her cunt from all angles. “Red and raw. I’ve thoroughly used you, my lovely virgin.”

“It hurts in a good way,” she said dreamily. “Could you put your fingers in me so I can bear down on them when I dream of you?”

Augustus groaned, his cock coming to attention despite having just come hard. “You’re going to break me,” he said, gladly sliding his index and middle fingers into her well-used hole. He settled onto a small pillow next to her chest and teased a nipple into hardness.

“Once you’re fully recovered, I’m going to have to go to London for a few days, but when I come back, I promise to make all of your dreams come true.”

“All of them?” she asked.

“Every single wish of your heart,” he said.

“You’re leaving me?” she asked.

“Just for a few days, I promise,” he said, leaning over to suck her nipple into his mouth before closing his eyes.


Chapter 5


It was not just a few days. Dressmakers fitted her for new dresses and shoes, and the first gowns arrived before Augustus returned. It had been eight long days and nights since he rode off for London on his charger.

She raged. She stewed. She was mortified to find that she even shed a few tears on day three at the thought of being abandoned again, but the resumption of her monthly courses the next morning set her mind at ease on that front.

May perused the pictures in books housed in the earl’s library. She sat with her frilly skirts spread around her and a box of pralines on her lap. The servants had picked up on the fact that she was important to their master, but her lack of a defined status made them keep their distance and retreat behind a deferential facade when she attempted conversation.

She was lonely, but she was also one month from drowning in shite both literally and metaphorically, so she resolved to enjoy her illustrations and candy and clean, warm interiors without angst.

Oh, but at night she missed him. She wandered between her bed (smaller, impersonal) and his bed (vast, already filled with memories that caused spikes of pain because of his absence). She’d wake up in her bed and wonder if Augustus had returned, racing down the hall to find his still empty.

On the ninth day, she heard a commotion outside. She rushed to the window and saw he’d returned. But he wasn’t alone.

There, in the courtyard of Clyst Park, was her earl, but also a gentleman and two ladies. She panicked and gathered her chocolates, stowed away her favorite encyclopedia, and absconded to her bedroom for fear that she wasn’t supposed to be seen by the guests.

She was nearly to her bedroom when she heard Augustus call, “May, I’d like to introduce you to someone important to me.”

She turned slowly and saw that he was accompanied only by the gentleman, the ladies no doubt having retired to their rooms immediately for rest.

“May, this is Major Perkins, just returned from the Continent, where he has been cleaning up the mess made by Little Boney and seeing to it that he never again returns,” said Augustus.

“I am very pleased to meet you, Major Perkins,” she said, making her best attempt at a curtsy.

“Ahh, I can see why Clyst is so taken with you, my dear,” said the Major, capturing her hand and gently kissing the air above her knuckles.

“You are too kind,” said May, altogether confused by his warm greeting. He knew of her existence? Did this mean the ladies did as well?

“Major, I believe you know where your room is located, having been a guest here at the Park many times. Please don’t let us keep you from refreshing yourself after such a long journey. We’ll send up a tray for supper in case you’d like to rest this evening,” said Augustus.

The major, an amiable man of about fifty, took himself off to his usual room. Before he even rounded the corner of the hallway, Augustus had pulled May into her bedroom and pinned her against the door.

“God, how I’ve missed you,” he said, kissing her with an open mouth while grinding his hips against her.

“Where were you?” she asked, the tears finally flowing.

He held her head between his large hands and kissed her eyes before returning to her mouth.

“Putting every last affair in order,” he said. “I want nothing to take me from Clyst for a very long time.”

“Don’t leave—I don’t want you to leave me,” she said, uncertain of the extent to which she could make demands of him.

“My darling, I won’t,” he said. He looked down at her. “Are you wet for me?”

“You know I am!” she exclaimed angrily, drawing up the hem of her gown.

He chuckled and ran his fingers up her thighs, through the slit in her drawers, and between the lips that so captivated him.

“Your cunt is a dream,” he said, sliding his fingers into her. “Have you recovered well from our lovemaking?”

“I’d have recovered better if you’d been here with me,” she said, pouting.

“You’re going to like what I’ve been arranging,” he said, withdrawing his fingers.

“You could have spent this time arranging my belly,” she said, walking to the bed and flopping on it.

He laughed with his mouth open and flopped next to her. Rolling closer, Augustus began whispering in her ear.

At first, her face was all amazement. She could hardly believe what he proposed. But when he pointed around the room and explained his plans, she saw he was entirely serious.

“You truly mean to—”

“Oh yes, if you still want that,” he said.

“I do, I do,” she replied. “What do I—”

“I’ve arranged everything. Your gowns and other garments have arrived?”

“Yes, the majority,” she said, dropping her complaints at the length of his time away now that she had some sense of what had kept him.

“Wear a nightgown. You have one that’s sheer and shows your pretty nipples?” he asked, brushing the backs of his fingers against her bodice.

“Yes, but I wouldn’t want to shock the—”

“No, no, we should help the man find inspiration for his role,” said Augustus, chuckling. “A small token of thanks from the grateful nation and all of that.”

“Just how grateful is the nation?” she asked, brow raised.

“Not that grateful,” he replied with a growl.

“So I should be ready for bed when the clock strikes eight. And you’ll handle everything?”

“I’ll handle your every wish, my love,” he said, kissing her on the forehead and taking his leave.

***

At eight o’clock precisely, May responded to a knock at her bedroom door.

“Ahh, Miss May,” said the major, swaying slightly on his feet. “My, don’t you look fetching this evening, May.” He chuckled to himself.

She opened the door to the hallway wider, a candelabra in her other hand. “Major Perkins, what a surprise. Perhaps you should come inside if you wish to make conversation. I’m not dressed for encountering others in the hall.”

“No, you are not,” he said, keeping his eyes trained on the sheer fabric barely covering her breasts. “If you insist on inviting me in?”

“Certainly, Major,” she said, opening the door wider. “I’d hate for someone to see us together and for my reputation to suffer.”

“We wouldn’t want that,” he said sympathetically, his hand finding the small of her back and guiding her to the bed.

“Now where were we?” he asked, entirely focused on her chest.

“Conversation?” she suggested.

“Yes, we could converse,” he said, placing his hand on May’s shoulder. He moved it away quickly and the strap of her gown fell, the whole garment hanging on one shoulder and her slight breast.

He moved to May’s neck, his whiskers tickling.

“Sir!” she exclaimed, rapidly standing from the bed. “I must ask you to leave!”

He followed her to the entrance of the room, prowling like the trained soldier he was. She flattened herself against the wall and he moved decisively to pin her against it. “That’s a good girl. Keep silent and your reputation won’t suffer,” he said.

She trembled against him, nodding no. “No, no, I will scream.”

“I don’t think you want to—”

Suddenly, the door to May’s bedroom flew open, and Augustus stood in the doorway, his expression thunderous.

“Get away from her. Get away from my wife,” he growled.

The major released May at once and began bargaining. “Now, Clyst, she opened the door and asked me to enter. I’m afraid you’ve got a slut in your house.”

“One more word against her and you will die,” said Augustus.

“You see the nightgown she had on when answering the door? She’s a whore,” said Major Perkins.

“May, go to our bedroom,” said Augustus.

“August—”

“Now,” he said sternly.

She raced down the hallway with no candles to guide the way, her hands covering her bosom in case she encountered servants or guests on the brief trip.

She opened the door and felt her way to a plush sofa, where she collapsed and waited for her lover’s return.

After a few minutes, Augustus entered. He didn’t seek her out immediately, but made for the screen, where he noisily washed his hands.

“Are you hurt?” she asked.

“No,” he said.

“Why are you washing up?” she asked.

“I don’t want to make a mess,” he said. “It’s handled. Get on the bed.”

“Why is there a mess?” asked May, her voice trembling.

“I said get on the bed, May.”

She slowly made her way to the vast bed and took a seat.

“At the edge, on your knees, face against the sheets. You may bite them if you feel the urge to scream,” he said.

She stumbled, slightly wrapped in the nightgown, attempting to kneel.

“And get that nightgown off. I don’t want to see it again. Burn it,” he said.

She pulled the gown from her body, tossing it on the floor. She unsteadily crawled onto the bed and assumed the position he had dictated.

Augustus snatched up the nightgown and tossed it into the roaring fire.

“Are you ashamed of me?” she asked. “Of what I wore? The nightgown?”

“Your nightgown?” he paused, dropping his commanding act.

“Because the major accosted me. The sight of my body attracted him. Through the fabric,” she said.

“His behavior has nothing to do with how you choose to dress in your own home,” he said, his anger returning. “He will no longer pose a problem. I merely wish to ensure that nothing you own has been touched by that man,” he said.

“What did you do, Augustus?” she asked.

“What needed to be done,” he said. “Arse up, it’s time for you to provide recompense for my help in disposing of that cretin.”

May, now totally nude, assumed the required position.

“Legs apart,” said Augustus. “I don’t want any resistance when I plow that cunt.”

She groaned and widened her legs, effectively opening her whole body to his perusal.

Augustus placed his large hand on her open pussy with possessive admiration.

“I need to light more candles so I can see every bit of this greedy cunt take me,” he said, circling the room until scores of beeswax candles blazed.

“Now pull your cheeks apart and show me my reward for disposing of the major,” he said.

May bit the sheets at his filthy words, more aroused than she could bear, but reached back to comply.

He stood over her, his hand working his clothed cock, appreciating the view.

“I’d offer to prepare you, but I want every bit of grip you’ve got, little girl,” he said. “I need you tight around me until you think you’ll snap. Can you do that for me?”

She babbled into the sheets, desperate for contact on her nipples, clitoris, anything, and hoping that some attempt at replying would cause him to proceed.

Suddenly he was there, his thick head spreading the entrance to her quim.

“These lips are going to gobble me up in appreciation, aren’t they?” he asked, tracing her stretched, wet skin.

May moaned against the sheets, hanging on to the fabric to brace for the hard thrusts that she knew would be coming.

“That’s right,” he said, “get ready to open up on my cock.”

He pushed all the way in, paused, and then quickly withdrew and slammed in again.

She wailed. The sensation was everything she’d imagined it would be. She couldn’t remove her hands from her hold on the sheets to touch her clitoris, but she suspected that a few more thrusts like that would have her on the precipice of orgasm.

“Now, now, you don’t get to clench on my cock to slow me down or control the depth of my thrusts,” he said, tapping her hip. “Open up to me and let me fuck you deep.”

“I can’t help—” she said, tears of pleasure rolling down her nose and onto the sheet where she’d planted her face to help brace against his rutting.

He put his arm around her chest and levered her up until they were back to front, in bread and butter fashion. He drove from below, continuing to fill her while his free hand roamed over her nipples then moved towards her pussy.

“Yes, yes, oh god,” panted May, ready to beg for contact with her clitoris.

“Now, why would I rub on your little clitoris when this interlude is about recompense for me?” he asked.

“I’ll do anything, anything,” she whined.

“Anything?” he asked, playing with her outer labia, homing in on the spot that would make her erupt.

“Aye,” she said.

He planted himself at her ear, whispering, “Will you love me forever?”

With no need for his fingers on her pussy, May’s body contracted, her head thrown against his shoulder as she quaked around him.

Augustus slid his hand down anyway and rubbed all around her clitoris until she whimpered, overstimulated.

He gently moved her upper body down onto the bed and firmly gripped her hips while driving into her cunt. Her head lolled. All of her effort was concentrated on keeping her arse aloft for his use.

“Legs together,” he ordered. “I’m going to come on your arse.”

She scrambled to close her legs in time, and she felt hot jets of seed hit her arse and lower back seconds later.

“Hold there, I’ll clean you up,” he said, pausing for a second to admire the view.

May locked her elbows as her arms shook from the effort of staying up. Augustus soon returned with a cloth and carefully attended to her body.

“Crawl into bed,” he breathed in his normal voice.

May slithered across the sheets, deliciously exhausted by the emotions of the day and their ecstatic coupling. He laughed, watching her inch up the bed.

“How are you faring? I didn’t hurt you, did I?” he asked.

“If I hurt, it’s in a good way,” she said, not bothering to lift her head. “You didn’t actually harm the major, did you?” she asked.

“He’s currently under six feet of loam in the garden,” said Augustus drily. “No, I left him celebrating his latest playacting victory with a glass of port and draft of his memoirs.”

“He was shockingly convincing,” said May, a shiver going through her bare limbs.

“He was a top spy before ascending the traditional military ranks,” said Augustus. “I’m told he was so effective that his own handlers feared him.”

“He certainly helped make tonight memorable,” said May, sliding her hand shakily up Augustus’s chest.

“You were magnificent,” he said. “I hope you’re not too sore?”

“I feel delicious,” she responded, rolling so her face rested against his pectoral muscles.

“Don’t get too comfortable,” he said. “I have something for you.”

“I hope it’s not pralines. I’ve eaten too many while you were away.”

He leaned over to the drawer beside his bed and retrieved a vial.

“Wild carrot seeds,” he said. “Better than those herbs that sometimes kill. It will prevent you from getting with child, should you choose to take it.”

She looked at him in wonder. “Where did you find such a thing?”

“I had many errands to run in London and this was among them,” he said. “Trusted apothecaries offer such items. You don’t need to take them,” he continued. “But I wanted it available to you so that you could decide—”

“How much do I take?” she asked, gazing at the glass tube in wonder. “Augustus, I can’t thank you enough.”

“There now, no tears over a few seeds,” he said, smoothing back her hair and kissing her forehead. “Take about a spoonful and crush them between your sharp little teeth before swallowing them.”

She did just that and closed her eyes.

“It may not always work perfectly,” he warned. “The only way to avoid—”

She grasped his hand. “I will treasure the time before motherhood that you’re making every attempt to give me,” she said. “Truly.”

“I promised you I’d make every one of your dreams come true if you let me go to London,” he said. “Which brings me to the next order of business.”

He gently rolled her onto her belly and arranged a pillow beneath her stomach.

“Someone in this bed was told an old version of Sleeping Beauty and now demands that her dubious Prince Charming take her while she sleeps,” he said, pulling her thighs apart further so he’d have room between them.

“Augustus, I’m too excited to sleep,” said May, giggling into a pillow.

“That’s a relief because I’d feel like a colossal pervert forcing myself on a sleeping woman,” he said.

“We can be perverts together,” she said. “Me more than you, since I demanded it.”

“Close your eyes,” he said, placing one hand over hers before slipping something on it. In her excitement, May instantly forgot his sleight of hand.

“I’m sleeping now,” she said, smiling.

“Gallop, gallop,” said Augustus, feeling ridiculous. “It is I, the prince of this land, and what do I see but a beautiful sleeping princess.”

He positioned himself behind her.

“And moreover, she is nude. With a beautiful weeping cunt that begs for my seed. I have no choice but to fill her until her belly swells with my twin heirs.”

May smothered her laughs in the pillow.

“She is beautiful and smiling even in her cursed sleep. I must have her. I will enter her now.”

Augustus fed his awakened cock into May and slowly thrust into her relaxed body.

“What she does not know because of her cursed sleep is that she is my bride, the mother of my future children,” he said.

May froze.

“Even now, she wears the ring passed down by generations of my noble family,” he said, holding her left hand and slightly twisting the ring he’d placed upon it earlier.

May suddenly turned and saw the enormous ruby cabochon twinkling in the candlelight.

“In this very house, my two sisters await confirmation that she has accepted my suit and will consent to wed me tomorrow in the chapel,” he said.

May attempted to turn in his arms so she could face him. He withdrew his cock and helped her roll around, then reentered her with great care.

Augustus smoothed the hair away from May’s face. “I promised to make your dreams come true, but I couldn’t resist adding one of my own,” he said.

“Is it true?” she asked. “It’s not just the prince talking or the soldier?”

“I, Augustus Warene, take you, my love May, to be my wedded wife, should you have me.”

His thrusts turned languid as he focused on her reaction.

“I hadn’t considered, hadn’t fathomed,” she said with wonder. “You’ve given me a dream I didn’t know I could have.”

“I had hoped to learn the truth of your original family and spent days chasing the thinnest of leads while I was away, but I could not uncover more. I’m sorry that I wasn’t able to find your family of origin, May,” he said, picking up his strokes.

She nodded, some part of her always wishing for a miracle but unsurprised when it failed to come.

“You’ve given me so much,” she said, kissing him sweetly on the mouth.

“I’d like to give you a family to which you can belong. Will you consent to marry me and become a Warene, my countess?”

“Nothing would make me happier, my love,” she said, opening her mouth to kiss him passionately.

“Now close your eyes and try to sleep, my darling bride, my little love. I have dreams to deliver upon.”

And thus, they lived happily—and passionately—ever after.

THE END
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Filling Their Tailoress: Short and Steamy MFM Ménage of Convenience Historical Romance

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

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

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

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

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/filling
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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?

The His Duchess’s Lovers: The Complete Series special 6-book bundle includes:

Prepared for Her Pleasure
Trained by Her Husband’s Best Friend
Taken by Her Groveling Husband
Shared by the Grand Bucks
Filled by the Stud
The Widower and the Wet Nurse

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/DuchessSeries
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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.

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

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

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

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/MatronsBundle
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The Regency Stud Makes a Ménage

The infamous Lord Edward Richard Stone’s name is only whispered among the women of Regency high society... but it’s wailed in bed.

He took a wrong turn just before Waterloo. Now Dick Stone has an empty pocketbook, a lordling’s untouched bride to fill, and some young blades to teach about the wonders of bringing a woman to euphoria.

The way back to the good graces of the ton lies through cold bedrooms — starting with that of newlyweds Maria and Charley Mabbot. Maria should be glowing with pleasure, but Charley spends nights with his dearest pal Jack at the molly house. Can Dick Stone orchestrate a sword crossed ménage so epic it forms a family?

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/DickStone1
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