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“Marriage…, you?”

The amused disbelief in the remark didn’t pass Jane by and she clasped her hands tighter in her lap as she resisted the impulse to squirm in the seat. There was no stopping the flush of warmth on her cheeks, however.

“I’m glad you find my predicament so entertaining,” she grumbled and tried to relax when she reached forward to pick up the cup of tea from the table in front of her.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” Beatrice apologized, but the smile didn’t leave her lips. “It’s just that…”

“I understand,” Jane interjected to stop any more being said then lifted the cup to daintily take a sip of Earl Grey tea.

Marriage was the last thing she wanted or needed for that matter. She contentedly lived the life of a lady spinster and really had no intention of changing that. Well, not until she heard about the demise of her elderly relative.

“I didn’t even know you had an uncle,” Beatrice said.

“Not many people did,” Jane replied and put the cup down. “He was the black sheep of the family and most contact was broken off.”

“Except for you?”

“I felt sorry for him, especially as the years passed by and he grew older,” Jane said. “It must be a lonely existence to be so estranged from your family. I made a point of sending him greetings on his birthday and also to celebrate the festive season each year. He occasionally sent me letters and I would respond to them.”

“No one else kept in touch with the poor man?”

“I suspect my mother might have when she was alive, but I very much doubt anyone else did,” Jane answered. “In truth, I never told anyone that I corresponded with him. All the unhappiness happened when I was a child, so I wasn’t fully conversant with what took place. From the snippets of information I occasionally gleaned, harsh words were exchanged that cut too deep to heal.”

“Well, I’m sorry to hear of his passing,” Beatrice said and took a sip of her tea before going on. “However, it seems that his unfortunate end may be a blessing in disguise for you.”

“I’m not so sure about that,” Jane replied and let out a sigh.

“How long do you have?”

“I sat with the solicitor two days ago and he made the situation abundantly clear,” Jane replied. “Considering my uncle’s eventful life, shall we say, it came as a surprise that he put such a prudish demand in his last will and testament.”

“How long?” Beatrice asked again.

“The stipulation is that the marriage must be notified to the solicitor before the end of a sixty day period of mourning.”

“So, you have two months to find a husband,” Beatrice said.

Jane simply nodded her head ruefully before lifting her cup again.

“And if that requirement is not fulfilled?” Beatrice queried.

“Then my uncle’s estate and all that goes with it can be claimed by the government in the name of the crown. It will be lost to the family.”

“That’s terrible,” Beatrice sympathized. “It’s not as if the government and royal family don’t have enough already. There should be a law against them taking land and property from legitimate owners.”

“Unfortunately, the law is most firmly on their side,” Jane lamented. “The solicitor made that plainly clear. There must be a ring on my finger or I can make no claim on the estate under the terms of the will. Those are the requirements my uncle wrote into the document and there is no way around it.”

“Then you need to find someone who can help,” Beatrice exhorted.

There was no amusement in her voice now although Jane let out a stifled chuckle. The sound was devoid of any humor, however, and her voice was muted when she spoke.

“And how exactly will I arrange that in less than sixty days? The life I lead does not put me in situations where I can become acquainted with single men and, even if it did, who ever heard of a marriage being arranged in such a short time span. I fear my uncle has left me with an impossible situation.”

“If I understand things correctly,” Beatrice said. “The marriage must be legal, but that does not mean it has to be right and proper.”

Jane frowned as she looked across the table at her friend, but she said nothing in response to a comment she didn’t really understand. It was Beatrice who carried on speaking.

“You’re talking of meeting and courting someone in sixty days and I agree that is an improbable scenario. But, for a marriage to be legal in the eyes of the law all you need is that signed piece of paper.”

“And?” Jane said.

“You find someone willing to put their name on it along with yours,” Beatrice said.

“And how shall I achieve that?” Jane let out skeptically. “Should I put an advert in the local press for such a man?”

“Don’t be silly,” Beatrice chided. “What…”

“I’m not the one being silly,” Jane interrupted.

“Just listen,” Beatrice urged. “You would need to make sure that what you do is not widely known.”

“You’re not making sense,” Jane said. “What exactly are you suggesting?”

“That I could find such a man,” Beatrice said conspiratorially when she leaned forward. “However, any arrangement would need to be kept secret from all, but those who need to know.”

Jane picked up her tea to take a sip. She wasn’t sure where things were going. In truth, she wasn’t even sure she wanted to find out, but eventually put her cup down and leaned forward to listen.

“This might seem somewhat preposterous on first hearing,” Beatrice said in a quiet voice.

“I haven’t heard it and already think it’s completely preposterous,” Jane replied, but her comment was waved off before Beatrice went on speaking.

“Toby returns home later this week for a month of rest and recuperation. It is perfect timing.”

The frown deepened on Jane’s brow. Talk of her friend’s soldier son wasn’t what she expected to hear, but the sudden realization of what was being suggested dawned on her and the shock registered. The idea was a whole lot worse than preposterous…, it was truly insane.

“Are you out of your mind?” she bleated. “Matrimony with your son is completely out of the question.”

“Keep your voice down,” Beatrice said. “Didn’t I just tell you that the arrangement would need to be kept secret.”

“No, it doesn’t need to be a secret because it most definitely will not happen,” Jane retorted.

“Do you have a better idea?” Beatrice challenged and leaned further forward. “I’m not suggesting you and Toby actually become a proper married couple, but he could help you obtain what is required for a favorable outcome to the situation.”

“That would be deceitful,” Jane said.

“Would you rather the government took what is rightfully yours because you don’t have a marriage certificate?”

“Well…,” Jane muttered pensively, but didn’t go on.

That the estate would be seized from the family definitely wasn’t right although, in her mind, the suggestion being made seemed highly inappropriate.

“Think about it,” Beatrice went on. “A marriage of convenience is not such an unusual proposition, is it?”

“But Toby must have plans of his own,” Jane posited. “How would this be good for his future? And I haven’t seen him for years after his time in boarding school and now the military. I’m not sure I’d even recognize him.”

“He’s married to his job for the moment,” Beatrice replied. “And has no plans to change that in the immediate future from what he says. His intention is to go as far as he can in the army before eventually returning to civilian life.”

“But surely a time will arrive when he meets someone and wants a life and a family of his own.”

“And he will be well set up for that when it comes to pass,” Beatrice said. “If the fortune you receive from your uncle’s will is as impressive as you’ve told me then you’ll be in a position to help the man who helps you. Think of this as nothing more than a business deal that suits both parties most advantageously.”

Jane picked up her cup to take a drink of tea as thoughts tumbled through her head, but she couldn’t get them straight.

“It is not seemly,” she eventually let out in a hushed voice.

“Then find another solution which will allow you to inherit your uncle’s estate,” Beatrice replied.

Jane’s lips tightened together. They both knew that finding an actual husband in sixty days was an impossible mission and successfully convincing someone in their circle of acquaintances to become involved in a sham marriage of convenience seemed even more unlikely.

“It’s hopeless,” she said.

“No, it’s not,” Beatrice replied. “There is no need to lose out and I am convinced Toby will be prepared to help you if you help him. His army pay is decent, but you will be in a position to set him up with a fund that will secure his future when he moves on from the military.”

Jane put the cup down, but said nothing at first and it was a few moments before she spoke.

“I really don’t know if it’s such a good idea.”

“Well, Toby does not arrive until the end of the week,” Beatrice said. “There’s no need for you to make a decision right at this very minute. If you find another solution in the coming days, we’ll say no more about what we’ve discussed.”

Jane let out a slow breath and clasped her hands tightly in her lap. She nodded her head to acknowledge the comment before picking up her cup to finish her tea. Beatrice did the same and it prompted them to go for a walk in the garden, where the conversation moved on to other matters.

What had been discussed never strayed far from Jane’s thoughts, however. It was still there gnawing at the back of her mind during the carriage ride home, when the afternoon with her friend came to an end.

***

The return seemed quicker than Jane anticipated.

It really didn’t feel like four days since she’d been sitting in the small lounge enjoying afternoon tea with her friend, but the wrought-iron gates that guarded the driveway of the house opened up to let the carriage enter the grounds. When the driver brought the horses to a stop beneath the stone portico, the butler stepped up to the side of the vehicle to open the door and held out a hand.

“Thank you,” Jane said as she accepted the assistance to get down from the carriage.

“Lady Beatrice is waiting for you inside,” the butler replied. “If you come with me, I’ll take you to her.”

Jane nodded her head and followed in his footsteps when he set off. They entered the property and she expected to be taken to the lounge for tea, as was the custom for her afternoon visits. They passed the room by, however, and walked further into the building until they reached the games room. The butler knocked before entering.

“Your guest is here, Mistress Beatrice,” he said.

He stepped aside to let Jane walk past and she saw her friend was not alone. She could only assume the strapping, young man was Toby although he was a world away from the boy she remembered.

“Jane,” Beatrice said pleasantly. “Come and meet my handsome son.”

It confirmed Jane’s thinking that the man in the room was indeed Toby, but she didn’t say anything when the butler spoke again.

“Is there anything else you need, Mistress Beatrice?”

“No, that’s all,” Beatrice answered and smiled.

The butler closed the door when he left the room and Jane walked across to greet her friend with a kiss on the cheek.

“Isn’t he handsome?” Beatrice said when she slid a hand around Toby’s waist.

“You’ve certainly grown up,” Jane said, with a smile. “How many years is it since we set eyes on each other?”

“Far too many,” Toby answered. “It’s lovely to see you after all this time.”

“Come and have a drink,” Beatrice said and led the way over to a card table on which stood a tray set out with glasses and a bottle of brandy.

Beatrice picked up the bottle to pour a measure of alcohol into three glasses then picked up two of them.

“Isn’t it a little early in the day to be indulging?” Jane said, with a laugh although she took the glass held out to her.

“Having Toby here makes it a special occasion,” Beatrice replied and laughed as she picked up her glass. “That definitely calls for a drink, so cheers.”

The three of them enjoyed a taste of brandy before sitting down and it was Jane who got the conversation underway.

“So, are you glad to be back home, Toby?”

“Seeing my family is a joy,” he said. “And I can’t complain about one month off from the rigors of army life. It doesn’t happen very often, so I’ll be making the most of it.”

“How are things going with your career?” Jane asked.

“Very well,” he replied. “I recently was awarded the rank of captain and will take on those duties after my short sabbatical.”

“He’s on his way to becoming a general,” Beatrice said and reached out a hand to caress her son’s cheek.

“Now mother,” he protested gently and let out a laugh. “What have I told you about talking me up in such glowing terms?”

“You are,” Beatrice insisted. “The army is lucky to have you.”

Jane smiled as she watched the loving interaction between mother and son, but her nerves prickled when their attention came to her. It made her lift the glass to take a sip of brandy.

“And how are things with you?” Toby asked.

“I’m doing well,” Jane answered.

“Except for your problem,” Beatrice said.

Jane’s lips tightened together as her gaze flitted nervously between them. There was no need to ask what problem was being referred to, but it came as something of a surprise that the topic was brought up in the conversation so quickly after her arrival. She wasn’t sure quite how to respond although, in the end, didn’t need to.

“Mother informed me of your predicament,” Toby said. “It’s terrible that your family might lose your uncle’s estate.”

“Yes,” Jane agreed. “It is indeed unfortunate.”

“But you don’t have to,” Toby went on.

It made Jane fix her gaze firmly on her friend and their eyes met.

“He’s agreed to what we discussed,” Beatrice said.

Jane’s shoulders sagged. Her mind had been on little else since her last visit to the house although it did her no good in coming up with a sensible way of dealing with the situation. That didn’t mean she was set on agreeing to Beatrice’s suggestion. It was Toby she turned her attention to when she spoke.

“It’s really sweet of you to offer to help, but I cannot let you do this.”

“Have you found another way?” he asked.

“Well…, no,” Jane admitted.

“Then I will not let you turn me down,” Toby went on firmly. “I would not hear of you losing your uncle’s estate when there is a simple way I can help.”

“It’s not simple,” Jane protested. “You would end up a married man, with me as your legal wife. How exactly would that be good for your future?”

“Times have moved on, Lady Jane,” Toby replied. “Divorce no longer needs a private act in parliament and…”

“But it is the preserve of the wealthy,” Jane cut in.

“Well, the circumstances will leave me able to afford whatever cost is involved, will they not?” Toby pointed out.

Jane’s mouth opened, but no words came out. Toby apparently had an answer for any point she raised and she suspected that would remain the case for anything she said. That didn’t mean her reluctance melted away.

“I don’t think…”

“We have a reverend who can marry you in secret,” Beatrice interrupted. “Only he, his daughter and the three of us would know.”

“His daughter?” Jane queried.

“Two witnesses are required for the ceremony,” Beatrice explained. “I will be one, the reverend’s daughter the other. That means five people in total will know and all of us will be sworn to secrecy.”

She raised her eyebrows as a challenge when she met her friend’s gaze then lifted her glass to empty it. Picking up the bottle, she held it out.

“Time for us to celebrate your impending nuptials,” she said.

“I have agreed to no such thing,” Jane remonstrated.

“Then that makes you a nincompoop,” Beatrice replied. “It would be a travesty for you to let such an opportunity slip through your fingers. You surely would not be so stubborn as to let your uncle’s hard-earned riches fall into the hands of the government.”

Toby brought his drink to his lips and snapped his head back to down the brandy in one. He then held out the empty glass to let it be refilled by his mother.

“Here’s to a successful union,” he toasted and raised his glass in the direction of Jane.

Beatrice did the same with her glass and also held out the bottle. Jane simply looked at it. She suddenly wished she hadn’t said a word about the situation, but it was too late for that. Things were spiraling out of her control and she didn’t know what to do. Losing her uncle’s estate would indeed be a travesty, but marrying her friend’s son in secret to ensure it did not happen really did not sit well with her at all.

“Say you will,” Toby urged. “This will be good for both of us.”

“But…”

“No buts,” Beatrice interjected. “There is no other way and you know it. If you don’t take the opportunity being offered, your uncle’s fortune will be forfeited and that definitely should not happen.”

Jane closed her eyes and let out a slow breath. When she looked at her friend again, she lifted her drink and felt the burn of the brandy going down. As soon as she lowered her glass it was refilled.

“Say you will,” Toby repeated and clinked their glasses together.

It made Jane lift her drink to swallow the brandy in one and she grimaced as her throat burned. She wasn’t unused to alcohol, but drinking in the afternoon was an uncommon experience. Her glass was filled again, but she still said nothing.

She was virtually a spectator as the conversation went on to the arrangements that would need to be made for the marriage to go ahead. Her head began to swim as she continued to drink until the whole situation seemed a little dreamlike to her. When the bottle was held out to her yet again, she put her hand over the glass.

“I should freshen up,” she said and got up from the seat at the card table.

She blinked her eyes as her head spun a little, so put her hand on the table to steady herself for a second before walking away from it. When she left the games room, she made her way along to the water closet. Once inside the small room, she splashed some water on her face before relieving herself.

When she finished, she straightened her clothes then washed her hands and face properly before looking at herself in the small mirror above the vanity table. Her cheeks were flushed and she vowed to drink no more that afternoon.

“Go home,” she told her reflection.

It definitely seemed like the most sensible course of action because things were moving too fast for her in the company of Beatrice and Toby. What she needed to do was clear her head, take some time to contemplate her situation fully then come to a final decision on what she should do.

Her gaze stayed on her face for a few seconds more as she took in deep breaths to gather her wits as best she could. She then turned away from the mirror, left the water closet and returned to the games room. Her friend was standing just inside the door.

“I think it’s time for me to go,” Jane said right away.

It was a surprise when Beatrice simply nodded her head and Jane guessed she wasn’t the only one feeling the effects of the alcohol.

“Wait for me,” Beatrice said and opened the door. “I just need to quickly freshen up. I’ll see you to your carriage when I return.”

Jane opened her mouth, but the chance to say anything more was gone when her friend exited the room and closed the door. She felt the nervousness of being left alone with Toby, but didn’t want to be rude so walked over to the games table. He was on his feet before she reached it and he spoke first.

“You should not pass up this opportunity.”

“I’m not sure it’s such a good idea,” Jane replied tentatively.

Toby reached out and reactions dulled by alcohol meant he’d taken her hands before she reacted. Her eyes opened wide as she was pulled closer. It made her conscious of the way he towered over her and a lump formed in her throat that she needed to swallow hard to rid herself of.

“I want to do this for you,” he said.

“It’s sweet of you, but…”

The way his head ducked down caught her completely unawares and the kiss was on her lips before she even realized what was happening. Toby let go of her hands to slide his around her waist and she was aware of what a powerful, young man he now was when he pulled her to an embrace. It stirred emotions in a way she didn’t expect and they welled up from deep inside to make her motionless for a second or two. The unnerving moment ended when she twisted her head to break there lips apart.

“Toby, this is…”

“We can be good for each other,” he cut in and leaned in again.

“Please,” Jane implored as she turned her head.

Kisses pressed on her neck to leave her flustered in a way she hadn’t felt for years and it was more than the alcohol that made her head swim now. She struggled to pull herself out of his grasp, but he was too strong. The touch of his lips brought feelings that did not sit well with her, but she could sense the way her body reacted to them and it scared her all the more.

“Please,” she begged. “Your mother will return at any moment. She cannot…”

“This is between the two of us,” Toby said as he tightened his grip.

Jane felt the effect unbridled lust had on a man and shuddered as she became aware of the swell of Toby’s manhood against her. Her breathing grew short as she was held in the embrace, but she finally managed to drag her hips back to separate their bodies. The kisses continued to graze across the smooth skin of her neck until she got her hands to his chest to push him back.

“You have to stop this right now,” she gasped.

“I don’t want to,” Toby let out in a breathless rasp. “You have to reward me for my help.”

“I haven’t agreed to…”

“But you will,” Toby interjected. “There is no other way, you know that. Give me what I want and I will make sure you keep your uncle’s estate.”

“It’s not proper.”

“I can feel you want it,” Toby went on.

Jane pressed her hands harder against his chest as he forced himself forward. She hated how aware she was of his strapping chest muscles rippling as she tried to push against them to hold him at bay. It was more than the effort of that which weakened her though. His lips eventually grazed on her neck again to send a shiver down her spine and the knee-trembling sensation took her breath.

“I have to go,” she said and pushed harder.

Toby’s hands grasped at her waist, but he finally let go and she was able to put some distance between them when she staggered back. Their gazes came together and for a second she couldn’t break the spellbinding eye contact.

Her pulse grew stronger as she tried to gather herself, but it proved difficult to do so and it was because of more than the alcohol. She was in the presence of a man who was half her age, but she felt like the innocent one. Turning away, she walked towards the door and it opened before she got there. Seeing her friend step into the room brought a sense of relief that she was no longer alone with Toby.

“Are you two getting acquainted?” Beatrice asked.

Suddenly, Jane’s relief was laced with excruciating embarrassment, but she tried to keep her voice as normal as she could when she answered.

“Yes, but I fear a little too much brandy has gone to my head and I should take a rest.”

“I was thinking along similar lines,” Beatrice said in a laughing voice. “Would you like to lie down here?”

A glance over her shoulder showed Toby watching them.

“It’s good of you to offer,” she said when she returned her attention to Beatrice. “But the fresh air of a carriage ride will do me good and I can take a nap in my own bed when I get home.”

Beatrice nodded her head before turning her attention to her son.

“Be a dear and ask Joyce to clean up in here,” she said.

“Of course,” Toby replied.

Jane knew it would look odd if she walked out, without saying a word to him. It made her turn back, but she avoided eye contact when she spoke.

“It was lovely to meet you again.”

“I can truly say the same,” he replied. “I hope it will not be long before we are in each other’s company once more and that you will agree to the proposal, so you do not lose what is rightfully yours.”

Jane simply gave a curt nod before turning back to Beatrice. The pair of them left the games room to walk to the front entrance of the house and signaled to the carriage.

“You can’t turn this offer down,” Beatrice said as they waited. “I won’t hear of it.”

“I’ll think about it,” Jane agreed noncommittally.

It was the last words that passed between them and she stepped forward to get in the carriage when the driver opened the door for her. She stayed sitting upright and waved at Beatrice when the vehicle got moving, but she slumped down in the seat when she was out of sight of her friend.

“This is a disaster,” she muttered and closed her eyes.

***

Jane came out of a fitful slumber and felt the dryness in her mouth. It made her lick her lips in an attempt to wet them, but it wasn’t enough. The thirst made her sit up on the bed. She blinked her eyes open, but the slight throb in her temple made her close them again until the sensation dulled a little.

“Never again,” she let out under her breath as memories of the afternoon’s drinking played on her mind.

She tried to clear the thoughts away, but it proved impossible and the embarrassment returned when the image of being held in Toby’s embrace filled her head. It made her move. Sliding to the side of the bed, she dropped her feet to the floor to get up. Her robe was draped over the chair next to the bedside table. She got it to put on then walked over to the occasional table in the corner of the room.

The jug on it was full, so she picked it up to pour some water into the glass and greedily drank it down to quench her thirst. It still wasn’t enough. She poured some more then walked back across the room to sit on the edge of the bed and sipped at the water.

She was still doing this when the faint sound of a tinkling clink came to her. It made her cock her ear to listen. She’d all but convinced herself it was her imagination playing tricks when the sound came to her again.

“What on earth,” she muttered and got up.

She held her breath as she walked around the room and only realized what the sound was when it came to her a third time. Moving to the patio doors that opened out onto the small balcony, she eased the large drapes aside and was looking out into the darkness when another shower of small gravel clinked against the window panes.

The shock of it almost made her drop the glass as she flinched, but she managed to hold on. Her nerves were suddenly frayed and she hesitated for a few seconds before putting down her drink on the floor, so she could unlock the door to step out onto the balcony. Moving to the edge, she looked down and saw the figure standing in the garden below. She knew who it was right away and the fear of being heard by her staff made her keep her voice low.

“What are you doing here?”

“Can I come up,” Toby called back.

Jane gritted her teeth and her agitation grew, but she still kept the sound of her voice down.

“Are you out of your mind? Go home. How did you even get in the garden?”

“Please, let me come up,” Toby exhorted.

Jane closed her eyes for a second. The situation was on the verge of spinning out of all control. If Toby raised his voice any louder, someone in the household might hear and the last thing she wanted was for a scene to develop. Her staff were loyal, but that didn’t mean one of them wouldn’t have loose lips and she didn’t want to have scandalous rumors circulating about young men visiting her home in the dead of night.

She rubbed a hand on her forehead when she opened her eyes to look down. Toby was already grabbing hold of the trellis that supported the ivy growing up the side of the house. She wasn’t even sure if the wooden strips affixed to the wall would hold his weight, but they were both about to find out.

“Come up to the balcony,” she told him and backed away from the waist-high wall surrounding it, so she could close the door.

She stayed where she was to watch and eventually saw hands grasping at the top of the wall. Toby easily hauled himself up onto the balcony.

“What are you doing?” Jane hissed when she stepped forward. “You can’t be here like this. It’s not...”

“Couldn’t stop thinking about it,” Toby interrupted.

Jane didn’t need to ask for an explanation. She understood exactly what he was talking about and it put a scowl on her face when she spoke.

“We drank a little too much, that’s all it was. A mistake. We can put it behind us and never mention…”

“I can’t,” Toby cut in. “It’s all I can think about. We can help each other.”

“No,” Jane protested and moved back as he stepped forward.

“We can,” Toby insisted.

Jane found herself backed against the door and cursed herself silently for closing it. All she could do was lift her hands to press them on Toby’s chest to fend him off, but she could feel the power in his rippling muscles as he pushed forward.

“Please,” she implored. “This is not becoming of a lady or a gentleman.”

“Then don’t be a lady,” Toby said as he leaned forward. “I could feel you wanted it in the games room earlier. I can feel you want it now.”

“No, no, it’s not true,” Jane exclaimed as she pushed harder against his powerful torso, but her efforts were futile.

Her head knocked against the glass as she tried to avoid kisses that pressed on her neck to set her heartbeat racing. It brought alive feelings from deep inside she’d long suppressed, with the touch of a virile, young man’s lips making them well up.

“Please,” she begged, but felt her resolve wilting in the face of a determined effort and her voice grew desperate. “You are the son of my friend and half my age. I cannot…”

“You’re beautiful,” Toby said as he brought his strength to bear, so he could press his body against her soft curves.

Her head lolled around as he grazed his lips on her neck. He brought his hands to her robe in an attempt to shove it from her shoulders and she tried to grab hold of his wrists to stop him. It allowed his body to crush more forcefully against hers and she could feel the rush of primal excitement stiffening his manhood.

“We can help each other,” he whispered when he nuzzled his lips against her ear. “Say you will.”

Jane close her eyes as she pressed her head back more firmly against the door behind, but she was trapped in place. She wanted to shout no, but her body betrayed her in ways she hadn’t experienced in such a long time. Her legs weakened, heat blossomed in her most intimate spot and her mind fixed on the swell of a man’s erection coming to life against her belly. It left her in turmoil and she did no more than let out a muffled whimper when Toby’s lips found hers.

Her body felt limp when their lips parted and she took in heavy breaths as she stared in dark eyes filled with lust. It was impossible to look away, but she was aware of his hand sliding down towards her hip. She only realized why when he grabbed the handle to turn it. They stumbled into the room when the door opened and it was closed again instantly.

“Say you will,” Toby repeated before pulling her to another tight embrace.

She turned her face away from him, but his fingers tangled in her long, dark hair to make her tilt her head back and his lips bore down on hers. The way their bodies crushed together stirred deep emotions and she started to find herself a slave to desires being rekindled by the lust of a young man.

“Please,” she let out in a despairing voice when the kiss ended, but her hair being tugged harder made her entreaties weaker as the breath caught in her throat. “You cannot make me do this.”

“I’m not making you do anything,” Toby replied and nuzzled his lips against the crook of her neck.

Jane’s breathing grew heavier still and she closed her eyes tightly. The feelings taking hold scared her. She forced her hands in between their torsos, but her efforts to push him away were weak as her body responded to the attention being so seductively lavished on it. Toby got his hands to her shoulders again and this time she didn’t try to stop her robe being pushed from them.

It left only the lacy, white strap of her corset top covering her clavicle, but it was brushed aside by fingers and the touch on her naked skin sent quivering tremors through her body. Kisses played on her exposed collarbone to make her head rock back.

“Please,” she implored again, but it didn’t stop the kisses.

They slid back and forth along her shoulder to leave her gasping for breath. She got hands to the hair at the back of Toby’s head, but it took some effort to pull him off. The second she did, his hands grasped at the belt around her midriff to loosen it. He then grabbed the robe to pull it down.

Jane tried to escape his clutches, but her struggles only helped him pull the robe from her. It meant she ended up standing in her pristine white corset top and bloomers. She grabbed at the strap to pull it back in place on her shoulder when she took another step back.

“Beautiful,” Toby said as his gaze roamed over her outfit.

It was too much for Jane. She got a hand across her midriff as she moved back and her gaze dropped to the floor.

“This is not right,” she protested. “You are taking advantage.”

Toby said nothing as he took off his coat and dropped it on the floor. The movement made Jane look and she saw the rigid outline of his manhood showing through the tight, riding britches he wore. She averted her gaze immediately and it didn’t go unnoticed.

“We can take advantage of each other,” Toby said when he stepped forward.

It unnerved Jane and she shook her head when she staggered back. Her hand was grabbed before she could yank it away, but she wasn’t pulled forward. Lifting her gaze made their eyes meet and she felt the resolve to resist his advances melting away.

“I am a spinster,” she said. “Men do not feature in my life other than my friend’s husbands.”

“Then let me be the one who shows you what you’ve been missing,” Toby urged. “We’re perfect for each other.”

“You’re my friend’s son,” Jane let out in a wretched voice. “I cannot…”

“This is between us,” Toby interrupted. “I promise no one else will ever know.”

Jane tried to pull her hand free of his grip, but it was useless. He was too strong. His other arm slipped around her waist when he stepped closer. A hard tug brought their bodies together and her struggles only seemed to excite him. She could feel the throbbing pulse of his erect member against her belly and feelings she couldn’t keep suppressed flooded to the surface.

It didn’t stop her trying to break free from the embrace, but she couldn’t escape. A kiss found her lips to take her breath even more and she was backed up until her legs knocked against the side of the bed. Their eyes met when the embrace ended and she looked down to his hands playing on the ends of the bow that held her corset top closed at the bust.

She got her hands over his, but there was no pulling them away. The bow being loosened let the sides of the material fall apart to put more than a hint of her cleavage on show. Toby bent down and there was no escape. Her legs were trapped against the side of the bed and all she could do was grab at his hair when his lips grazed across the pale skin of her chest.

“This is not right,” she gasped, but the touch brought shudders to her body that made her knees threaten to buckle.

She pulled harder at his hair, but he was not to be denied what he hungered for. His lips caressed on the top of her bust and she bit her lip to hold in a cry she feared might be heard. Ribbons of pleasure ignited to slide down between her thighs and she felt the moist heat of arousal coming alive like it had not in as long as she could remember.

“Toby, you cannot,” she whined, but her voice was feeble and she stopped pulling on his hair.

She shuddered when he straightened up and his lips were on hers in an instant. When the kiss ended, his mouth slid to her ear.

“Please let me see more,” he whispered.

“It is not becoming of a lady,” Jane replied, but knew what he was going to say.

“Then don’t be a lady in your bedchamber,” he replied when he pulled back.

A gasping squeal burst from her lips when he shoved her shoulder to make her sit down. It put her face level with his crotch and there was no missing the thick, rigid outline of his fully erect manhood. She threw herself back on the bed and tried to scramble all the way onto it.

Toby followed to straddle her waist and she struggled against the grip on her wrists that pinned them down to the covers. She puffed at the strands of dark hair that spilled across her face to blow them aside and looked up at him.

“I’m old enough to be your mother,” she said.

“But you’re not,” he shot back. “An older woman has experience.”

“I’m a spinster,” Jane said.

“You’re not innocent though,” Toby said. “And neither am I now. There is nothing stopping this. Nothing at all.”

“What if I say I don’t want it?”

“Are you going to?” Toby shot back.

Jane’s lips clamped together. She knew she should tell him to get out of her bedchamber, but her hesitation cost her the chance. His grip tightened on her hands to keep them pinned down and his lips crushed onto hers. She could sense that the situation threatened to blow up her world, but the idea she should put a stop to it was drowned in a flood of churning emotions that left her disorientated.

Heavy breaths when the kiss ended made her chest heave and she was aware of Toby’s gaze sliding to her cleavage. His grip on her hands was released when he straightened up to sit straddling her waist, but she made no effort to struggle out from under him. He took hold of one side of the bow he’d untied and rolled the end of it in his fingertips.

“I’ve learned a lot of things in the army,” he said.

“They didn’t teach you how to treat a lady,” Jane replied as she watched the way his fingers played with the strip of lacy material that stretched out from her corset.

“Well, I know how to please one,” he retorted and a smile played on his lips.

Jane held her breath when he released the end of the bow to let it drop back down on her chest. He didn’t make any attempt to take her clothes off though. Instead, he began to loosen the buttons of his shirt. She wanted to look away, but found herself unable to do so as strapping, honed muscles were slowly revealed.

His muscular torso was put fully on show when he dragged the shirt off and tossed it aside. He dropped down to all fours, so his face was right over hers and she didn’t turn away from the soft kiss that brushed on her lips.

“You know this will end in scandal for me and for you,” she said.

“It will be worth it,” Toby replied.

His gentleness was gone in an instant when he rose up to his knees and grabbed at her hip to flip her onto her belly. She took hold of the covers when his weight came down on the back of her thighs and there was nothing she could do to stop the laces of her corset top being undone.

It allowed the sides of the white garment to be pulled aside to reveal her naked back and she shoved her face down in the covers when her dark hair was swept aside to expose the nape of her neck. The touch of lips on it sent a tingling shiver down her spine.

Her back arched as soft kisses trailed lower and it was only when she felt fingers slip under the waistband of her bloomers that she reacted. Trying to keep her bottom covered proved fruitless and she felt the shame of a lick trailing down her lower spine to slide into the crease of her plump derriere.

“I have never,” she gasped when she turned her head on its side.

“Then let me teach you,” Toby urged.

Jane struggled when his fingers sank into the soft flesh of her behind. She tried to reach back to knock his hands away, but he was suddenly a man possessed. His tongue slid into the crease of her ass again although this time she was completely exposed and she felt the forbidden pleasure of a touch she’d never experienced.

Shame burned on her cheeks as licks swept relentlessly across her tight hole. It felt so utterly degrading to let herself be used in such an immoral way, but the pleasure was undeniable. She couldn’t pretend otherwise and squirmed around in a hot sweat as Toby’s tongue explored.

“Are you going to pretend you are shocked?” he taunted when he lifted his head.

Jane said nothing. She pressed her face down harder into the covers to muffle the sound of a whimper when he rasped a rough lick across her clenched sphincter again before slowly rimming the tip of his tongue around it. That she liked the feeling felt mortifying, but there was no escaping it. Toby’s weight bore down on her to keep her trapped on the bed.

A tremor rippled through her when the touch ended. She wanted to turn her head to get a proper breath, but couldn’t bring herself to do it and kept her face buried in the covers. It was only when she felt the touch of the hardness pressing down against her naked bum that she realized Toby had undone his britches to expose himself.

She struggled furiously, but it only made the hardness of his manhood slip between her cheeks and she could feel the throb of his lust against her puckered skin. His lips pressed against her ear and she could hear the excitement in his breathing as he forced his hips down to grind harder against her.

When he took hold of her hair, she tried to resist. There was no stopping her head being twisted around and a kiss crushed on her lips to leave her a hot mess of seething emotions. She pressed her face back down in the covers when their lips parted and heard the whispered words when lips nuzzled against her ear.

“Are you going to give me it?”

The way Toby thrust his hips down to force his groin against her bottom left her in no doubt what he was talking about.

“No, please, it is indecent.”

“You liked my tongue,” he said.

“I’m not a whore to be used in such a degrading manner,” she bleated.

“There’s nothing wrong with that,” Toby went on. “You don’t need to be a lady in your bedchamber with me.”

“Please, do not treat me in such a beastly manner,” she begged.

“Then you’ll have to give me something else,” he said.

Jane felt the relief of his weight lifting from her body, but only for a second. A hand grabbed at her hip to turn her over and the corset top was pulled from her when she lay on her back. She wrapped an arm across her chest to cover her breasts and grabbed at her underwear in an attempt to pull it up.

Her hand was grabbed before she could cover herself properly with her bloomers and she fought against the tug when she realized Toby’s intent. There was no stopping her fingers being wrapped around his rigidly erect member, however, and she let out a despairing groan. Her hand was held in place to stop her letting go and she could feel the throbbing pulse of hot-blooded lust.

“Does it bring back memories?” he teased her.

“You’re disgraceful,” Jane whined, but the iron-rod stiffness of his erection made her pulse race faster and she didn’t resist her fingers being squeezed tighter around it.

When he pulled his hand away, she didn’t let go instantly. It was only when she was aware of his gaze on her face that she released her grip on his manhood.

“You should have a closer look,” he taunted.

He moved from over her and grabbed her hand to pull her to the side of the bed, where he got to his feet. It was only when she was sitting up that he let go, so he could shove his britches down to kick them and his footwear off. When he straightened up, he stood proudly naked. His erection jutted out from his crotch and it gave Jane her first real look at it. Her hand was grabbed and she didn’t fight against the grip as she was made to take hold again.

“Is this how you treat women?” she asked.

“Yes, if I’m sure they want me to treat them in such a way,” he replied.

The flush of heat erupted on Jane’s face. His comment made her try to pull her hand away, but it was held in place and her resolve to let go faded when she felt the throbbing pulse again. A shiver rippled through her and grew stronger when Toby reached out with his free hand to grope her breasts.

He made her stroke her fingers along his erect length and his muscles clenched as he shoved his hips forward. The sound of his excited breathing grew louder when he pushed her fingers right down to the base of his manhood, so they pressed against his testicles. It made his erection strain as it jutted out from his groin.

“Oh god that feels good,” he groaned. “But give me more.”

Jane only realized what he meant when his free hand moved up to the back of her head. Suddenly, she was resisting although he was too powerful. It pulled her forward until her lips pressed against the very tip of his erection.

“Don’t deny me this,” he encouraged in a breathless rasp.

His legs trembled as he kept her lips pressed on the sensitive tip of his erect manhood. Jane could feel the pulsating throb growing fiercer as she was made to keep her fingers gripped around the base. She was in unfamiliar territory.

While the men she’d courted in her younger years never asked for her hand in marriage, she had been intimate with a couple of them. They’d never treated her in such a shameful manner, however. This was no genteel encounter. She was in the hands of a handsome, young military man who was taking what he wanted from her and she was letting him.

He held his grip on the back of her head, while easing his hips forward and it spread her lips apart to let the swollen, bulbous helmet of his manhood slip between them. Her eyes opened wide as she looked up. There was no mistaking the lust showing on Toby’s face. He was in the grip of base emotions that controlled his actions and she knew he wasn’t going to stop.

The tip of his erection rubbed against the wet, velvety soft skin of her inner cheek and it stoked his desires. He held her hand tightly around the base of his erection when he began to thrust and her gulping attempts to get a breath only filled her mouth with spit. The sound of Toby’s elation was there to hear as he jabbed his hips forward harder to use her mouth and she hated that his excitement infected her.

She tried to slide her hand higher on his shaft, so less could drive into her mouth. She wasn’t allowed to though. Toby’s legs weakened as the pleasure of soft lips grazing along his erection brought out an inner beast and it made him want more.

He pulled back and dragged Jane down from the bed when he dropped to her knees. Her head was knocked back by a kiss, but it ended in seconds and hands grasped at her arms to make her turn. When she was facing the bed, she was bent down across it. She tried to grab her bloomers to stop them being dragged down, but it was useless.

Her bottom was exposed and she was trapped in place against the side of the bed when Toby shoved his groin against her bum. His humping thrusts made his erection slip between her rounded cheeks and shudders wracked her body. She put a hand back to press it on his belly, but there was no holding him at bay.

When he finally did move back, he grabbed hold of his erection to slide it between her thighs and she let out a whimpering gasp when she felt the hardness rubbing against the swollen sensitivity of her labia. It brought an excitement welling up that she couldn’t contain and the shame burned on her cheeks when he shifted position slightly to enter her.

The wetness of her arousal eased the penetration until she was pinned to the side of the bed again. She could feel the jerking twitches of his throbbing member inside her now and forced her face into the covers. She expected to be ravaged, but it was gentleness she got when he leaned forward to press kisses on the nape of her neck.

It left her motionless as his lips grazed across her skin to send hot tremors trickling down her spine. They came one after the other in quick succession to leave her limbs weak and she groaned when Toby straightened up.

The expectation of being ravaged didn’t come to pass yet again. He pulled out of her and forced her to stand, so he could take the bloomers from her completely. It left them both naked and she gave in when he made her get on the bed. He was over her on all fours  immediately. Her hand was grabbed to pull it to his manhood and she found herself holding on tightly when his lips came down on hers.

She let go of his erection when his kisses slid lower on her body. He grabbed her breasts to squeeze them together and waited until she lifted her head to watch before flickering the tip of his tongue on one nipple then the other. It set her pulse hammering and it wasn’t long before the straining muscles of her neck gave out.

Her head slumped to the covers just as lips wrapped around a pert, pink bud and her back arched up when she felt the ferocious sucking. She grabbed at his head, but only to hold on as the swell of stiffness turned her nipple rigidly erect. The same treatment was given to the other one and each touch thereafter sent hot waves of pleasure down between her thighs.

She could feel the slick wetness on her skin when she squeezed her legs tightly together, but knew they were about to be forced apart when the kisses on her body slid across her belly. It was the last vestiges of instinct that made her resist her knees being parted, but her decorum was long gone.

She gave in as the power of a young, muscular soldier came to bear and she heard his growl of excitement when she was exposed to him. Sex with her other lovers had been basic, perfunctory. What Toby was giving her was well beyond that. He seemed consumed by animal lust for her body and she let him spread her legs wider still, so he could drop between them on his belly.

The kiss on her vulva set her pulse racing faster still and she squirmed around as his tongue explored slick folds of skin. Her back arched tighter still when his hands came between her thighs, with his thumbs sinking into her flesh to open her up.

She pushed a hand against his head and squirmed when she felt more kisses. The taste of her arousal seemed to bring out the beast inside him all the more and she squeezed her thighs around his head as it burrowed forward. Rasping licks swept across the slick, inner skin of her vagina as he pulled harder to open her wider and she bit hard on her bottom lip to hold in cries that threatened to burst out.

The ravaging she expected was coming in a way she never foresaw, with the roiling touch of his tongue slipping inside to lap at the velvety softness of her slick depths. Her mouth opened wide as she tried to grind herself against his lips. It was pure instinct and felt like her body was acting of its own volition to get pleasure.

Her hips began to judder as her first experience of oral sex showed her just how good it could be. Toby’s tongue slithered around inside her and he eventually got his hands on her inner thighs to force them apart. He took in breaths when he lifted his head, but it didn’t stay up long.

Jane felt the quivering tightness in her muscles when his tongue played on her skin again. This time it lapped at soft folds of skin to make her whimper and she knew what was coming when his fingers dug roughly into her flesh. Her hand pressed on his head again, but she didn’t want him to stop. The lick on her clitoris sent a shock wave through her body and she started to writhe.

“Please, please,” she gasped, but didn’t know what she was pleading for.

Her body was a plaything, with the rugged lapping of Toby’s tongue on her clitoris making her buttocks clench. She tried to lift her head, but there was no doing it. Fingers rubbed on her flushed labia to make her gasp.

“Please,” she groaned again, but her body responded

The tightening of her muscles made her bottom lift up. Fingers played on her slick opening and she was a slave to the desires of a red-blooded soldier inflamed by lust. His head pushed forward as he licked harder and she felt the swell of sexual arousal when his fingers began to stroke into her. Her body stretched out and she grabbed hold of the covers as the tingle of pressure between her thighs grew stronger.

Toby’s fingers probed deep to drive her wild, but it was the unrelenting torment of his tongue on her clitoris that took her over the edge. The clenching of her muscles peaked, with the exquisite sensation lasting a mere second before she lost control of her body like never before.

A cry came out before she could stop it and she sank her teeth into her bottom lip to choke off any more. Toby slid his stiff fingers knuckle-deep to let her writhe around on them, while he pressed his tongue on her clitoris. The throbbing pulse in the swollen bud took her breath and it felt like she was losing her mind as her body was engulfed in hot pleasure.

Her hips rose up in the last throes of passion and her body stretched out again to bring intense feelings that made her inner muscles spasm around the stiff penetration plunged deep inside. Relaxation finally came to make her slump down in a heap and she shuddered as fingers pulled out.

Toby was over her limp body in a second and she couldn’t avoid the sticky kiss that pressed on her lips. His muscular frame came down on her as he dropped in between her spread thighs and she felt the hardness of his manhood rub on her inner thigh. She was his to take.

Their eyes met when he lifted his head and pushed himself up on straightened arms. It allowed him to maneuver himself into position, so the thick head of his erection was nudging against her swollen labia. Her mouth gaped when she felt the way the hardness spread her open to slip inside.

The feeling made Toby shudder and he kept himself raised up on straight arms until his jabbing thrust crashed his body between her thighs. She could feel every hard inch of him inside her when he dropped down to pin her to the bed. His lips played on the sensitive skin of her neck to make her head roll around.

“Does it feel good?” he growled.

Jane closed her eyes and didn’t answer. His hips pulled back and he thrust hard to drive his erection deep again.

“Does it feel good, Lady Jane,” he repeated in a hoarse rasp.

“Yes, yes,” she groaned.

She could feel the pulsing throb of hard flesh deep inside and it stayed buried all the way in her vagina to keep their bodies locked together as he nuzzled his lips against her neck. It wasn’t long before he pushed himself up and began to pump his hips.

His movements were slow at first as he stared down at her, but she could see on his face the growing excitement and his efforts became ever more vigorous. He was being driven by animal lust and it made him slam his body between her thighs to drive his erection deep over and over again. It didn’t bring him to a finish though and she realized why when he pulled out.

Grabbing her hips, he rolled her onto her belly. Her limbs felt weak and she didn’t make any effort to resist when he pulled her bottom up in the air. All she could do was bury her face in the covers as he got in position on his knees behind her.

“You’re treating me as nothing more than a common whore,” she gasped when she turned her head on its side. “Is this what soldiering has taught you?”

“I’m showing you how good our union will be,” he replied and grabbed her hips to pull her back towards him.

She could feel the slipperiness of her arousal on his manhood when it pressed in between her buttocks, so he could hump against her. It wasn’t long before he moved back and she let out a gasping squeal when his hand clapped on her naked bottom. She felt his erection slip between her thighs and it came with another spank.

“Now be a dutiful wife and give your husband what he wants,” Toby urged.

Jane let out a groan, but gave in to the demand. She slid a hand back between her thighs to take hold of his erection and guided the tip to her slick opening. A hard thrust made her let go as she was impaled on his erection again.

There was no slow build up this time. Toby was consumed by primal instincts and gave in to them. His hammering thrusts slapped forcefully against Jane’s bottom as he took his pleasure from her naked body and his fingers sank deeper into her flesh, so he could drag himself forward onto her in a quickening rhythm.

She was sure he would go all the way quickly as he ravaged her, but it was clear he wanted to make things last when he stopped himself almost at the edge of losing control. His hands slid around her body to grab hold of her breasts, so he could grope them. She pushed back against him and buried her face in the covers as the rippling spasms of her inner muscles pulsed around his erect manhood.

Nothing was said. Nothing needed to be. They were both caught in the moment as Toby flexed his groin muscles to make his erection strain inside her. He pressed his lips down on her back as he worked his fingers on her stiff nipples. When he pulled his hands away from her breasts, he straightened up to ravage her fatigued body again.

She gasped when his fingers tangled in her hair to pull her head up. It stretched out her neck and she let out whimpering groans as his body hammered against hers. The sound of their naked skin slapping together seemed to spur him on and there was no stopping this time. He could feel the pressure in his testicles as they clenched up tightly and a rush of adrenaline-laced arousal flooded his veins to give him strength.

The loud, smacking sound of his last thrust seemed to surround them and she could feel the quiver of his erection as he held it deep inside her. The tension was palpable as the moment stretched out until a groan of pleasure burst from Toby’s mouth.

His hips bucked hard to slap against her and she was all too aware of the hot spurt of his seed that exploded inside her. The grip on her hair was released to let her throw her head down and she shuddered when his hands latched onto her hips to hold her tightly in place while the pulsating contractions of his muscles brought out more shooting bursts of cum.

She felt the tension return to his body in the last seconds of his strong release and his fingers dug almost painfully into the soft flesh of her hips as his excitement peaked. The quiver of his muscular frame was gone in seconds and he let out a gasp as he slumped forward.

His weight coming down on her was too much and she collapsed to the covers, with his erection still buried inside her vagina. She closed her eyes as they lay in the afterglow and there was silence until the power faded from his manhood. When it slipped out, he rolled to the side and lay beside her.

“I think I’m going to enjoy being married to you, Lady Jane,” he said.

She didn’t respond, but turned her head to stare at his brawny chest and knew that she would take up the offer. Having his name on the marriage certificate would ensure her uncle’s estate stayed in her family, but it was going to cost her more than money. He’d return to her bedchamber and she knew she’d give in to his advances every time he did.
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