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Chapter 1


London, 1822

In retrospect, it may have been unwise to steal a duke’s quizzing glass at the Cliveley ball.

Lucy Ninepence was not typically so reckless. In Manchester, matrons considered her a girl of good sense. But when the coterie of debutantes who had previously shunned her for “reeking of mill money” excitedly gathered round, offering Lucy a way into their circle via a diverting game, she accepted immediately. And only then found out what the game entailed.

It hadn’t been difficult to locate the duke in question. The other girls had pointed out the new Duke of Cockesbrayne. Five minutes of observation revealed he was an officious fellow who had refused all suggestions to dance and then had the temerity also to decline ratafia, a trip to the card room, and a perfectly amiable discussion of the weather. Did the man like anything?

Lucy had expected little of the duke; throughout the evening, as she perched on a stool alongside the other wallflowers, she heard constant complaints about His Grace. Wilting in the shadows seemed a waste of her pretty new silk dress and training in manners, but whenever she worried at the lace on her gloves, her chaperone, Mrs. Easterling, slapped Lucy’s hand. Her father’s hopes and money were coming to naught. Lucy was about to return to the north, twenty-two years of age, unmarried, and humiliated by the sophisticates in the capital.

Thus, when a gaggle of girls from fine families scooped Lucy from her seat and offered her a way to become part of their faction, she was prepared to sacrifice a small toe to stay within their accepting embrace.

“You simply need to relieve the duke of his quizzing glass,” said Lady Maria Courtenay, bored and beautiful in a dress of emerald green despite expectations that debutantes wear white; she’d been on the marriage market long enough to earn some color. “It’s such a little thing. Just dangling there. He likely won’t even miss it.” The other girls dissolved into laughter at the double meaning.

Their fellow debutantes tittered behind their fans, and Lucy joined in, relieved at last to be invited to partake of a joke instead of being the subject of one.

“I’m certain that I can do it,” said Lucy earnestly, watching her prey, unaware that the girls were watching her in much the same fashion.

Lucy wasn’t so silly as to think that one quizzing glass would solve the problem of her social status or make these young ladies her friends. But what was the risk of borrowing a quizzing glass for just a few moments?

The Duke of Cockesbrayne was tall, she noted, with dark hair and an aristocratic profile that might have been handsome if he didn’t look so perpetually irritated. Lucy felt an unwelcome flutter when his gaze swept the room. He was cold and assessing behind that ridiculous quizzing glass. No, she was here for a purpose, not to swoon over disagreeable dukes.

Lucy slipped to the side, close enough to smell his delectable shaving soap. Her fingers brushed his as she eased the quizzing glass from his loose grip. It was warm from his hand. For a moment, neither moved. Then someone asked after his mother’s health, and the duke’s attention shifted. Lucy stepped away, the glass secure, her heart hammering belatedly in her chest.

When she arrived in the ladies’ retiring room to present her easily obtained prize to the other debutantes, it seemed only fitting that they reveal a second requirement. A far more scandalous demand.

***

The Duke of Cockesbrayne wondered if his hosts were just now preparing a medal for his forbearance in attending this most dreadful ball. He’d left his ailing mother to show his face at this disastrous event. Why, some fool had tried to discuss the weather with him!

As mere Lord Peter Sidwin, he’d supported himself and his mother on a modest, but adequate income. As the Duke of Cockesbrayne — and, yes, he knew exactly how ridiculous the title sounded — he faced an insurmountable challenge of debt tied to lands he’d never expected to inherit and an endless pile of correspondence that required missives sent with rhetorical flourishes else they might offend the wrong person. Peter hated flourishes.

When Mrs. George Shakelance appeared bearing news of a shipment of fine Renaissance tapestries woven with gold and silver thread, Peter finally began to enjoy the evening. His eyebrow twitched as he thought of the cache of old fabric that had the potential to offer hours of diversion as he and other parfilage hobbyists painstakingly removed the precious metal threads strand by strand. He could almost feel the tweezers in his fingers now.

Thus pleasurably distracted, Peter didn’t realize that his prized quizzing glass had gone missing from his very hand. He couldn’t think of where he’d misplaced the thing. It must be on a tray of ratafia, he reasoned. Awful stuff. He’d just have to go into the kitchens and recover it.

While following a waiter towards what was presumably the Cliveley kitchen, he felt a small hand on his arm.

“Oh my,” cried a voice altogether too rehearsed. “Do forgive me, Your Grace. It’s just that I seem to have sprained my ankle.”

Peter turned to look at the gel, wishing all the while that he had his quizzing glass so he might survey her with the appropriate amount of hauteur.

“I wonder if you might help me to the ladies’ retiring room?”

He squinted at her. She was Miss Clough, if he wasn’t mistaken. A pert, pretty little thing with a disdain for the fiber arts. He had to assist her — Peter was a gentleman, after all — but he had no plans to get caught in this one’s web.

Peter offered his arm but maintained a decorous distance while looking about for a mother or chaperone who could aid the girl. It wouldn’t do to get saddled with a silly debutante for a wife.

***

Just a bit earlier, in the ladies’ retiring room down the hall, Lucy had lifted the quizzing glass in triumph before her new friends. And then collapsed onto a divan shortly after in shock. In between, she’d discovered the extent to which she had misjudged the situation.

“You want me to…”

“We have all done it. The point of stealing an object from an eligible gentleman is to anoint it with our feminine essence, rendering us irresistible to him,” said Lady Maria as if Lucy was a dolt for not considering this.

There were two problems. Well, likely more, but two stood out glaringly. The first was that she didn’t consider the Duke of Cockesbrayne an eligible gentleman. He might smell delicious, but he was a boor!

The second problem was her dratted curiosity. In order to maintain her reputation and have even the slightest chance of making a respectable marriage, she needed to appear innocent as a newborn lamb.

And in some ways, Lucy Ninepence was innocent. She’d never so much as touched the ungloved hand of a gentleman not related to her by marriage. Oh, but she had studied. Every unlocked library in Manchester had attracted her attention, especially the collections in tantalizing nooks. She’d done yeoman’s work as an espionage agent tasked by her own hungry mind with finding caches of pornography and devouring their contents before she was missed from a party.

Obviously, these London sophisticates couldn’t know that.

“Feminine…essence?” she asked, her eyes wide.

Lady Maria sneered. “You know, from your mantrap,” she hissed. “If you’d been raised with a proper nanny, you’d know all about such magic. She’d have told you stories of the occult. Feminine power that brings a man to his knees.”

Lucy looked at the quizzing glass. She’d read about lewd acts in those forbidden books. But she’d always imagined sharing intimacies with someone who cared for her. Not performing for cruel girls who’d never accept her anyway.

Honestly, Lucy wasn’t even sure she wanted a husband from this glittering, cold world. But she wanted to belong somewhere. To someone. For too long she’d been the only child of an industrialist who constantly lived in fear of his employees. The gates between her and the outside hadn’t merely been figurative.

“I can assure you I’m as pure as any of the debutantes,” said Lucy, her eyes downcast and mind calculating how to get out of this mess.

Lady Maria snorted. Really, she was a nasty bit of business, and Lucy wasn’t so new to this earth that she could gather from this interaction any offer of genuine friendship. It was a false overture and seemed to have all the makings of a trick.

“I am! And I don’t think this is a very nice game,” said Lucy. “I forfeit.”

Lady Maria didn’t respond. She merely left the room at high sail, no doubt off to tell her confederates that their plan had been thwarted.

Lucy looked about the empty room and realized that this was as good a time as any to avail herself of the chamber pot.

Only when Lucy had concluded her ablutions and rounded the corner of the privacy screen did she realize something was wrong. There were hisses and a crowd of ladies at the door to the retiring room. Most glared at her in horror, and a few merely looked sad.

The Duke of Cockesbrayne was at the center of the crush. He stood on the threshold as if repelled by propriety, but final as the Gates of Thermopylae. She would need to pass him to exit the room, but attempting to do so might cause her death, if his expression was any indication. The room suddenly felt airless, too hot, the walls closing in.

“My quizzing glass…” he said, his hand extended as if to pull it from Lucy’s hand through the air between them.

Lady Maria, just to the duke’s right, wiped beautiful false tears into a fine handkerchief. “That’s not all, Your Grace. I saw her — with my own pure eyes — doing the most unnatural things with it. Under her skirts.”

Towards the back of the crush, Lucy heard the voice of her paid chaperone. Mrs. Easterling, well aware that her lucrative business was being leveled faster than London in 1666, swooned. But not before crying out, “Oh dear! The ton wasn’t supposed to discover the duke’s attachment to Lucy in this manner!”

The assemblage gasped and then buzzed, each person seeking confirmation of this most shocking bit of news. It almost seemed as if the Duke of Cockesbrayne and new money Lucy Ninepence…had an agreement?

It was under those circumstances and the eyes of a scandalized, watchful group of ladies that Lucy met the duke’s eyes for the first time.

They were hard and angry. Beneath that, there was something else: humiliation, as if he found himself suddenly exposed.

And in a way, he was exposed; there was no quizzing glass before his eye because it was in her hand.

And thus was Lucy Ninepence spectacularly ruined.


Chapter 2


Peter slapped his gloves against his trousers for what must have been the fifth time that morning. He was absolutely furious — and felt hopelessly stupid.

His valet had already laid out three different waistcoats before Peter had snapped at him to just choose one. And now here he was, in his carriage, headed to Curzon Street to propose marriage to a woman whose name sounded like a bad joke.

He couldn’t even bring his quizzing glass for moral support. The traitorous thing remained on his dresser where he’d flung it last night. Miss Ninepence had shoved it into his hand afore running off — as if he wanted it returned! His quizzing glass was ruined!

That little northern chit and her chaperone had done what so many before had tried and failed to do: they’d trapped Peter Sidwin into marriage.

Peter knew he could simply refuse. It would be a scandal, to be sure, yet dukes had the power to sustain such a blow. But he had been raised by a woman who had prayed for a child for decades and who had finally conceived at an age when most women were grandmothers. She taught him that his privilege afforded him an immense responsibility. That a gentleman’s honor was worth more than any title. He, a duke, might survive refusing the marriage, but the young lady could not.

At breakfast this morning, he’d tried three times to apprise his mother of the situation, but she’d only complained louder about the state of her lumbago.

And if Mama had given him a chance to explain, what could he have said? I’ve been steered and sheared more effectively than any of the sheep on cousin Timothy’s cursed estates. She would likely droop in her chair and require a doctor, which would have delayed this dreaded but necessary trip to Curzon Street to ask — resentfully — for his supposed paramour’s hand in marriage.

Peter knew nothing about this Lucy Ninepence other than her unfortunate name. The carriage slowed before a fashionable townhouse. The Ninepence residence was newer than the surrounding homes. Even the knocker looked recently purchased.

“Are you sure this is it?” muttered Peter, eyeing the gleaming brass fixtures on the door dubiously.

The door to the carriage swung open, and Peter’s footman lowered the steps for him. When the butler — a stately man who had likely seen service in fine households across the capital — trembled while announcing his title, Peter realized he was not without options.

Miss Lucy Ninepence could end this farce. He’d simply need to convince her that marriage to him would be a fate worse than social ruin.

There weren’t many dukes in Britain. Most were old and mouldering on country estates. The few younger, eligible His Graces ended up swarmed at ton gatherings — hence the quizzing glass to enforce proper distance. (Never mind that Peter used the thing well before ascending to the title. One must allow for style.)

Society loved to talk of dukes, and stories abounded. Not all painted those of his status in a favorable light. Princes were the stuff of fairy tales; dukes could range from handsome and noble to rapacious, cruel lords who inflicted misery on all who crossed their paths.

And that was how Peter realized he might escape the noose of forced matrimony: by playing the dastardly duke and allowing the lady to flee from this sham of an engagement — that hadn’t even happened yet.

The young lady and her companion perched on twin chairs, uncomfortable and clearly awaiting his call. Peter noted that Miss Ninepence was prettier than he’d remembered. Her yellow hair caught the light. Her eyes, when she met his gaze, held intelligence and something else. Defiance? Perhaps. It was not entirely unpleasant to look at her.

The morning room was fashionable but overly new. The upholstery still had a stiff, unused quality. Everything shouted money recently spent. Peter felt a surge of resentment. His own drawing room chair had a loose spring that always poked his arse.

Peter noted the ladies read instead of engaging in fiber arts. How typical. They rose to greet him.

“Your Grace, how kind of you to pay a call this morning,” said the chaperone, a woman of middle age who should have been deployed by His Majesty to spy on England’s enemies rather than launching debutantes — right at Peter, in this case.

“Yes,” he said, taking in the fine room and feeling deeply ill-at-ease without his quizzing glass.

“Well, if there’s nothing else, I think I’ll see that a tea tray is prepared,” said the chaperone, sweeping from the room and closing the door. Never mind the legion of staff Peter had passed on the way in, who could have seen to it. They both knew the reason for this call and what was required of all parties.

But would it be so bad for that little nobody Lucy Ninepence to race back to whatever northern pit from which she’d crawled to terrorize him? This Miss Ninepence would likely fare better back in the north, rather than attempting to scale the London social ladder at perilous speed. Really, he’d be doing her a kindness.

She would just require some convincing. And Peter knew exactly how to drive ladies away.

“How many children has your mother produced?” he asked, coming close to the chair on which Miss Ninepence perched. Alarmingly close, indecorously close. The falls of his pantaloons were just at the level of her eyes. A gentleman would do no such thing.

But Peter was most decidedly not acting the gentleman today.

“I…I beg your pardon, Your Grace?”

“Babies,” he said, his voice altogether too loud.

“Oh, my mother…well, she had me and then…she died. Nine days later.”

“Hmm,” said Peter, staring down at her, pointedly leering at her bosom. It was rather a fine bosom, he had to admit, and he caught himself trying to look away based on habit. He fixed his eyes on the gel’s neckline and left them there. “And your parts, do they all work?”

“My parts?”

“Your…nether parts.”

Miss Ninepence jumped, shocked by his question. Excellent.

“I believe everything is as it should be,” she said, her voice cautious.

If Peter was correct, five more such rude questions would have the girl running from the room in tears and threatening to join a foreign convent rather than ever marry him.

But the chaperone could return at any moment and declare their engagement fait accompli. He didn’t have time for five more boorish questions. Miss Ninepence wasn’t fleeing. If anything, she looked thoughtful. As if she were considering him seriously instead of being scandalized by him.

Peter felt his plan slipping away. He’d have to escalate. Touch her. Make this so uncomfortable she’d have no choice but to refuse him. Yes, that seemed the best way to get back to what he enjoyed (drizzling, companionable meals with his mother, and maybe some third thing he hadn’t quite yet determined).

“Well, with that settled, I suppose I should test the goods,” said Peter, putting his hand on the buttons of his falls with what he hoped was rakish confidence. In truth, he did not know what he was doing. Was this how rakes behaved? His visit to that brothel had only lasted fifteen minutes, and he spent most of the time apologizing to a very patient courtesan for wasting her time.

Peter would never expose himself to this debutante, but he’d allow the tales of dastardly dukes to suggest that he had some villainous purpose for his visit. He was willing to do almost anything to expedite the return to his comfortable existence.

Miss Ninepence glanced at his pantaloons and then slowly brought her gaze up. Her eyes were wide when they finally met his, and her mouth parted slightly.

“Your Grace?”

Peter hoped the gel didn’t see that his cock twitched in his smalls. He also hoped that this farce would conclude quickly, because maintaining a dominant facade was most trying indeed.

When Miss Ninepence didn’t scream, Peter felt a confusing mixture of frustration and... something else. Relief? Surely not. He needed her to flee, to end this travesty. But a small, traitorous part of him was oddly pleased that she hadn’t looked at him with disgust. That she seemed curious. No, he had to stay focused on the goal and see his plan through, for his happiness and the well-being of his mother. An embarrassing and ill-matched engagement — and God forbid, marriage! — might do her in.

“Miss Ninepence,” he rasped, attempting to growl but sounding mostly as if he were recovering from a bout of influenza. “I have need of you.”

He placed one gloved hand on the side of her surprisingly lovely face. Her skin was warm. Her eyes widened — not with fear, but with something that looked like surprise. Or interest. Peter forgot entirely what he was doing. Then he remembered: frighten her. Yes. He needed to frighten her.

He whipped the glove from his hand and cradled her cheek with his bare palm.

For a moment, Peter thought his plan had worked. She’d flee, cry off, and he’d be free. But then her expression shifted to something he couldn’t quite read. Curiosity? Challenge? She leaned back in her chair, regarding him coolly.

“Do you, Your Grace?” she said, her voice steady. “And what exactly do you need?”

That wasn’t fear. That was...Peter’s throat went dry. He’d have to push harder.

Slowly, heart hammering, he slid his thumb across her cheek to her lips, then pressed gently until she opened them. He’d seen a seasoned rake do this very thing to a courtesan on his one disastrous visit to a bawdy house and wondered what it might feel like. The warm wetness of her mouth around his digit sent a bolt of sensation straight to his cock. Oh dear.

“I have need of your person,” he said. He tried to lower his voice to a rasp, but instead set off a bout of coughing. His words came out rough and strained, more wheeze than growl.

“Oh dear, a catarrh, Your Grace?” she asked, fumbling about for a handkerchief. As if he didn’t have his own!

“It is no matter,” he said, resuming his normal voice. “We must attend to the issue at hand.”

Peter stepped closer until his legs nearly touched her knees. Miss Ninepence didn’t bolt for the door, so Peter cocked his hips forward as if to signal that she should do something about his pantaloons. That would no doubt produce the required effect of sending the chit running and screaming from their rapidly approaching marriage.

“Oh!” cried the girl, finally catching on. “Oh, I thought you…” She huffed, clearly amused. “I thought you were having some sort of fit. This makes much more sense. You’re propositioning me?”

For the first time since entering the room, Peter’s confidence wavered.

And then she set a hand to the front of his falls. Peter felt every point of contact — her fingertips just above where his cock was rapidly hardening, her touch tentative yet deliberate.

“Miss Ninepence,” he yelped, his dominant persona shattering like cheap pottery. “Whatever are you doing?”

This was not part of the plan. The plan had been to scare her. Her hand was warm. Why was her hand so warm? Why was his body responding like this? It was a disaster.

She looked up with a questioning expression on her face.

“Oh, did you not want me to…?” She lowered her hand from where it had been, and Peter felt the barest brush against his cock. Even with layers of fabric between them, he had to clench his arse to avoid spilling his sac immediately. What a devious minx!

Peter had to think. Perhaps Miss Ninepence wasn’t the brightest of young ladies and needed a more direct push. He certainly couldn’t leave the room tied to her.

But how to convince her to flee?

Peter was running out of ideas. And then, as if gifted to him by divine intervention, he recalled a gothic novel making the rounds. The Duke of Dampstone Hall or some such nonsense. In its pages was a duke, a domineering — nay, dominant — aristocrat who terrorized the new maid merely hoping to sweep the floors, polish the silver plate, and learn the truth of what had happened to her mother in his mouldering castle some years before. That dastardly duke would never endure an unwanted engagement, not when the terrifying force of his personality could send a young lady fleeing in terror.

As if playing a role on the stage, Peter drew himself taller and delivered the line that had reportedly sent two matrons into a swoon just last week.

“Polish my silver!”


Chapter 3


At first, Lucy wasn’t sure that she’d heard the duke correctly. This standoffish man seemed to have been possessed by a spirit that had rendered him something of a rake.

A gentleman didn’t stand this way — towering, intimidating. For a moment, genuine fear flickered through her. She was alone with a man who could overpower her if he chose. But then she looked at his face and saw the uncertainty in his eyes, the tightness around his mouth that suggested he was far more uncomfortable than she was. This wasn’t a rake’s confidence. This was a desperate man playing a role.

“What are you waiting for? Hoping to discover a hidden truth?” he bellowed.

Lucy had spent a sleepless night considering her options. The engagement was inevitable; Mrs. Easterling had made that clear. So the question wasn’t whether she’d marry the duke, but what kind of marriage it would be. If he truly was a cold, officious bore, she’d be miserable. But if there was passion beneath that rigid exterior…. She’d read enough to know that physical pleasure could make even a loveless marriage bearable. Time to find out what type of husband fate had handed her.

She glanced at what seemed to be the outline of his person in his pantaloons; the tailoring skimming his slim hips and suggesting a hint of his manhood.

Lucy had always been curious to a fault. It was what had driven her to forbidden books, to midnight explorations of locked libraries, to studying subjects deemed inappropriate for ladies. And now, curiosity warred with self-preservation. The duke was clearly trying to alarm her. The question was: would she let him? Or would she finally get answers to questions she’d pondered for years?

Her mouth watered. Here, in this most unlikely of places, in this most unlikely of situations, was a wonderful opportunity to assuage her thirst for knowledge and see a man at last. A bare man, in all his glory.

His hand had been warm against her cheek. She’d never been touched so intimately before. It should have frightened her. And it did frighten her! But beneath the fear was something else. A flutter in her stomach. A flush of heat. It was what her books had described. Desire. And apparently, her traitorous body desired this ill-tempered duke.

And if this encounter sent him into an apoplexy and he, say, expired on the spot or fled in his carriage instead of dragging her into a disastrous marriage, she would be delighted.

So she set a hand to the front of his falls, right on the silver buttons he’d wanted her to polish. It was a bold move, possibly a stupid one. If he truly was the kind of man who’d force himself on her, she’d just invited him to pounce. But Lucy had always trusted her instincts. And her instincts said this duke was all bluster.

She was rather more adept at divesting a man of his pantaloons than she’d expected. His falls came down most efficiently, and she discovered the next stage of her trials: his smallclothes.

She’d seen illustrations of them before, in those French plates kept in locked drawers, and once, memorably, in a copy of The Blushes of Belinda; OR, An Account of Certain Errors Committed After Tea that a fellow young lady had smuggled to a house party.

At last, knowledge of a real manhood was but inches away. Her hands trembled slightly. Years of wondering, imagining, reading. Now the moment was here. She gently tugged at the fabric to pull it down. The anatomical drawings had been detailed, but Lucy realized now that ink on paper couldn’t capture the reality of warm skin and responsive flesh.

“Oh, what, oh!” cried Cockesbrayne, his hand coming to the top of her head as if to steady himself on her seated form.

“Fear not, Your Grace,” she said, watching his undergarments slip lower with rapt attention. “I’ll polish your silver.”

He began to speak, but when the head of his definitely interested cock emerged from the waistband, he let out something resembling a whine.

Lucy patted his thigh. “There now, I’ll look after it,” she said, leaning forward to study the thing more closely.

He had a lovely cock, from what she could tell. It resembled the artistic sketches in the pornographic plates she had studied; the head flushed deep pink, a bead of moisture at the tip. If she wasn’t mistaken, this was the only part of His Grace that was in any way agreeable!

Although the hand in her hair certainly had some appeal. The touch was firm but not rough, guiding but not forcing. When he pressed her incrementally forward, Lucy took the hint and gave the head of the duke’s cock a sweet kiss.

“Oh dear,” he moaned, his hand tightening in her fashionable hairstyle. The sound was vulnerable, almost helpless. Lucy felt a rush of tenderness she hadn’t expected. This supposedly domineering duke was trembling under her power.

Lucy shimmied his smalls down further, revealing his full length and neat nest of hair at the base. She laid the backs of her fingers on his shaft and petted it admiringly. The skin was velvety and hot.

“Miss Ninepence!” he gasped, as if he didn’t experience such ministrations on all days including Sunday. He was a duke, after all, and Lucy doubted that the ladies of the town would deny a man with coin his release! Even one as disagreeable as Cockesbrayne.

Yet Lucy felt a surge of power. She — mere Miss Ninepence of Manchester — had reduced a duke to gasping. This was heady indeed.

Lucy released him, fascinated by the way his foreskin moved over the head when she slid it. But when she brought it up and down experimentally, the duke groaned and grasped her hair, gently guiding her mouth back to him.

“Do you want to be a duchess, Miss Ninepence?” he asked, his voice raspy. The poor man would need some honey in his tea, she thought.

For her part, Lucy was bewitched by the working of a penis and thoughtlessly answered, “Not particularly,” before realizing that so much honesty was perhaps unwise.

Until she heard the man’s offer.

“Very well. I will solve the problem of our forced engagement if…”

She pulled her gaze from his astonishingly handsome cock.

“If you put it in your mouth,” he said, his chest expanding suddenly as he took in a breath. “I’ll do anything, cry off, whatever you want, if you simply—”

Never let it be said that dukes couldn’t be generous! Lucy unhesitatingly leaned forward and slipped the head of his cock between her lips.

Now, this was the part she was unsure about, given that the plates in pornographic books did not move. She looked to the duke for direction.

Not that he was much help right now. He was looking down at her with what seemed like fear on his face, the flesh of one hand clamped in his teeth.

Lucy realized she hadn’t properly assessed the taste. This would only be an informative experience if she kept her wits about her! She moved her tongue against his shaft, then his head, and undertook to swallow as best as possible.

She wasn’t sure that she liked the unfamiliar flavor at first, but when he pushed his hips forward as if by instinct, she found that the musky essence was precisely what this moment needed.

“Oh, Miss Ninepence, you are a marvel,” whispered the duke, seemingly fighting tears.

Lucy paused. Was he actually... emotional? She’d expected physical pleasure to manifest as satisfaction, perhaps pride. But he sounded overwhelmed. Almost vulnerable. She felt an unexpected surge of protectiveness toward this difficult, awkward man.

Given the position in which they found themselves, she thought it best to establish a less formal relationship.

Lucy released him briefly, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. “Do call me Lucy,” she said, then took him back in before he could respond.

The duke made a noise that sounded like choking while also crying. Lucy hoped he wasn’t coming down with an ailment; she didn’t particularly care about his health, but she’d rather not get sick.

“Peter,” he whispered.

When Lucy hummed her understanding, she had no way of knowing what it would set off. Had she known, would she have responded differently?

The vibration traveled through her mouth to his cock, and she felt his whole body tense. But what surprised Lucy more was her own response. There was heat between her thighs, tightness in her belly. Lucy had expected intellectual satisfaction. She hadn’t expected desire.

The duke seemed to go rigid in an instant, his cock sliding further forward into Lucy’s mouth. The sudden thrust made her gag, throat contracting around him. She pulled back instinctively, then relaxed her jaw and tried again, finding a depth she could manage. So this was what the books meant by “accommodating him.”

“Miss Ninepence, Lucy, oh no, I—oh, forgive me—” Peter wailed.

And then Lucy experienced something she’d only ever seen described euphemistically: His Grace released spend into her mouth. The taste was strange: salty and bitter. Lucy closed her eyes and sucked, not wanting the man to suffer ill-effects from any pent-up seed he didn’t release. Part of her was still cataloguing sensations like an excellent student. But another part felt oddly proud. She’d done this. She’d brought a duke to completion. The power was intoxicating.

Lucy rather found that she liked this act. Enjoyed causing this stuffy lord to transform simply through the application of her mouth. She should thank him before he executed their plan of forgoing an engagement and marriage.

Peter’s hands had roved through her hair as she worked, pulling pins loose in his pleasure. She didn’t mind; she was too focused on the taste and heat, the sounds he was making.

And then she discovered a problem. When she tried to sit back, a sharp tug at her scalp stopped her. She reached up and felt the issue: in his distraction, Peter had tangled several strands of her hair around the silver buttons on his falls. The loops had tightened as they moved.

Lucy released Lord Cockesbrayne’s manhood from her mouth when she was sure he’d spent his last. “Lord…Peter,” she said, “I’m afraid I ended up snarled. Help me free my hair, won’t you?”

He looked down dazedly and then snapped into action. “Oh dear,” he said, unwinding her hair with far more care than she’d expected of him. “This is rather like a spot of drizzling,” he murmured, carefully separating each strand. “You know, parfilage — removing precious threads from old tapestries. Requires a delicate touch. Mustn’t rush.”

Lucy might have laughed if her mane weren’t attached to his trousers.

“Do you enjoy—“

Before Lucy could confirm that the duke also enjoyed the fiber arts, the door to the sitting room swung open.

“We heard your exclamation of joy, and I hoped we might celebrate your news,” trilled Mrs. Easterling from the door, a phalanx of servants behind her bearing the tea things.

Lucy’s head jerked back instinctively, but some of her locks were still caught on the buttons. Her hair pulled painfully when she and Peter tried to move away from each other, making her whimper. For his part, the duke’s pantaloons were open, his falls down, and his softened cock rested scant inches from Lucy’s mouth. They were well and truly trapped.

One teacup went crashing to the floor as a servant reacted in shock. A footman gasped.

When confronted with this latest scandal, Mrs. Easterling merely slammed the door to the sitting room to limit the number of people who could see Lucy’s disgrace. But the damage was done.

Lucy looked up and met Peter’s eyes. His face had gone pale; his expression stricken. For a moment’s curiosity and pleasure, they’d sealed their fates.

This time, there was simply no way to avoid a trip to the altar.


Chapter 4


Two weeks later

Peter left his mother’s room once he ensured that she had taken the tonic prescribed for her heart and settled in for the night.

He’d been terrified of what the shock of his engagement, hasty marriage, and new money bride might do to his mother’s health, but she’d been surprisingly sturdy despite the unexpected news. In fact, her cheeks had taken on a rosy hue when Peter shared that he was to be married.

“A gel? You’ve got a bride, do you, Peter?” she’d asked. “I’d almost given up hope. Just as I had when you arrived, my precious gift. May you not need to wait as long as I did for that happiest day. A baby!”

Peter had been surrounded with stories of his mother’s longing for a baby; everyone in the Sidwin household knew that she’d prayed for a child for decades, and finally fell pregnant — when she was nearly fifty years of age.

As such, she’d doted on her miraculous baby boy, and he could feel nothing but tenderness for the mama who had wanted him so badly. She was well into old age now, and Peter was relieved to see that the — admittedly edited — circumstances of his engagement and hasty nuptials didn’t worsen her health.

“You wouldn’t be expecting an increase already?” she’d asked hopefully when he checked that the warming pan at her feet was secure. “I have some thread from my parfilage that I’d like to have made into a rattle for the little dear.”

Peter had nearly choked. He’d always known his mother to be a perfect lady; who was this woman who delighted in the idea of him having impregnated a debutante before marriage!

“I promise, when the time is right, Her Grace and I will find ourselves with joyful news,” he’d said, nodding to the night nurse who attended mama. “You think only of your health. All in good time.”

What Peter couldn’t say to his mother was that, since their wedding at Grosvenor Chapel, he’d been too shy to do more than nod at his wife.

Their interlude in the sitting room on Curzon Street had been mortifying in the extreme (though Peter experienced a certain heaviness in his manly territory when recalling how the new Duchess of Cockesbrayne’s mouth had looked and felt on his cock).

The problem was that the whole encounter had been something of a farce. A most pleasurable farce, but resembling a pantomime at a house party rather than a genuine tryst between lovers.

Thus, three days after his marriage, Peter still had not visited his bride’s rooms.

He trudged up the stairs to the ducal apartments, noting once again the places where the paint had chipped and the carpets were threadbare. Really, it was a miracle that — of all the chits who could have ended up tangled in his falls — he’d landed Miss Ninepence, whose dowry was many magnitudes larger than nine pence.

At the recollection of their interlude in the sitting room, Peter’s cock twitched in his smalls. Humiliating little thing, he thought with a downward glance, not even directing his eyes at the duchess’s chambers next to his own.

Peter’s body seemed to know that she was near, but he couldn’t imagine that a woman who had made a deal with him to avoid their engagement and marriage would be eager to consummate the union. It was too bad that the celebrated stud Dick Stone had ended his career; just a few years ago, producing an heir would have been so much easier.

After washing and changing into his nightclothes, Peter settled into his bed and blew out the candle. He’d need to address the problem of his marriage, but it would wait until tomorrow; he was uncomfortably aroused, and any solutions he came up with tonight would likely range from lewd to potentially criminal.

It was as he pulled the blankets higher and tried to quiet his mind and cock that Peter noticed something strange. The bed felt warm, as if there had been a warming pan placed between the sheets. But he’d asked for no such service, preferring that his staff focused entirely on the comfort of his mama.

And then the bedclothes in the middle of the big four-poster moved slightly.

Peter whipped the blanket back, hoping to discover that his fears of a wild animal were wrong.

“Oh!” said a voice from under the bulk before he dropped it again in shock.

That didn’t sound like a very eccentric aristocrat’s escaped pet raccoon.

The tangle of blankets erupted more decidedly, and Lucy Ninepence stuck her head out.

Well, not Lucy Ninepence any longer. Now she was Lucy Sidwin, Duchess of Cockesbrayne.

He was staring at her in the dark when he realized she was speaking.

“…I had hoped to be awake when you came up, but your bed looked so soft and warm that I thought I’d lie down for just a moment,” she said. Somehow, her head had found its way onto Peter’s pillow, and she looked entirely at home. That was something of a surprise.

“I’ve always felt this room is rather drafty,” he said.

“Oh, there’s an easy way to fix that,” said Lucy, pulling the bedclothes over their heads. “See, this way all the heat stays inside the blankets. And I can share my extra heat. I was born in the summer, after all.”

She chattered as if all of this was very regular. As if it were only a matter of course for a bride to launch herself into her husband’s bed.

To be fair, Peter hadn’t exactly kept up the groom’s end of the bargain. He hadn’t even attempted to consummate the marriage, even after feeling his heart flutter at how beautiful Lucy looked on their wedding day. Society made much of a husband’s rights, but Peter knew well that a wife had rights, too — and he wasn’t fulfilling them.

Even in the dark of their cozy nest, he could see that she was pretty. Her nightgown appeared to be white, and he suddenly regretted blowing out the light because he wished to see her in whatever lovely creation had been packed in her trousseau.

“Would you mind terribly if I brought down the blankets and lit a candle?” asked Peter, giving voice to his true desires.

Lucy, ever a game girl, immediately lowered the bedclothes and then watched as he struck a match.

She was looking his way when the light illuminated her face and hair. Shocking, really, how he could finally see her after a few words in the dark.

“I never noticed,” he said, his voice full of wonder, “just how much your hair resembles gold.”

He reached tentative fingers for a curl that hadn’t made it into Lucy’s nighttime braid.

“My papa always said that his steam looms could turn it into cloth of gold,” she said shyly. “Fit for a king. Or a duke, I suppose.”

“How I’d love to drizzle such a treasure,” he whispered.

Lucy sat up in bed. Oh no, had his mention of drizzling ruined a tender moment? “So you do enjoy the fiber arts?” she asked.

Peter regarded her in shock. He’d assumed she was a reader. Now it occurred to him that perhaps she enjoyed both things.

“Well, yes!” exclaimed Peter, his heart giving a little flip at the possibility that his bride might appreciate something about his hobby. Or at least not be bored by it. “Like Prince Leopold, I am an avid drizzler.”

Lucy slapped the blankets as if this were welcome news. “I didn’t know — you didn’t tell me!” she fairly shouted in excitement. “I spent hours in my youth drizzling!”

Peter paused. “Why did you stop?”

“Oh, my chaperone thought that reading might be a more suitable diversion for a debutante. She said drizzling has a…well, a rather dowdy reputation.”

“Ah,” said Peter, not surprised.

“But I’m glad to hear that my husband does not share her feelings,” she said, bouncing on the bed. “After all, how could it be unfashionable when Prince Leopold prefers it to all other pastimes?”

“That’s precisely it!” cried Peter, warming to the topic. “It’s a noble, nay, royal pastime brought to these shores by our French cousins! And a dashed good way to spend a day, if I say so myself.”

“Here, here,” said Lucy, sounding pleased.

“I could show you my collection,” he said tentatively. Despite the odds, he had something in common with his bride!

“I would love to see it.”

Peter made to rise from the bed, but Lucy put a hand on his chest. It was lovely to have her palm resting there, and he collapsed back against the pillows under her warm spell.

“But perhaps tomorrow? I was wondering if…tonight…”

“Yes, Lucy?”

“It’s just that we haven’t…”

“No, we haven’t,” he replied, understanding exactly what she meant. The blood suddenly coursing through his body felt like it had nothing to do with fear.

“And I wouldn’t want to importune—”

“Nor I you.”

“You are very kind,” she said. Were her cheeks rosy? It seemed unfair that she could get prettier when he was already facing something of a crisis below the sheets.

And then Lucy set a hand on the blankets just to the left of his throbbing cock. “I was wondering if you might be willing to consummate our marriage.”


Chapter 5


Lucy had grown tired of waiting for her husband to visit her chambers. She’d always imagined that one of the chief benefits of marriage would be a way to — within the legal and moral confines of the day — test all of her book learning.

So when Peter had the temerity to look so handsome at their wedding and then each morning at breakfast…and only bow to her, she was hurt. Then insulted. And enraged.

But following an afternoon with her embroidery hoop before the fire, she realized: Peter hadn’t been unaffected by her at Curzon Street. He’d spent most efficiently despite her inexpert ministrations.

So efficiently that she wondered if she’d characterized him wrongly. Was it possible that the duke was no rake, and was, in fact, a gentleman? A gentle man?

In which case, Lucy thought she might that very day reassure him he needn’t be too gentle with her, given her many curiosities about what might happen between people when their clothes were removed.

Lucy moved her hands over the blankets of Peter’s bed, trying to find the place his cock was hiding. “Perhaps you’d like to remove your nightclothes as well?”

Her husband of three days merely nodded in agreement and set to work shimmying out of his nightshirt, all while keeping the bedclothes around his neck. Something near her breastbone squeezed.

And then he stopped moving. “Lucy, I must confess something.”

Oh dear. In the history of new marriages, had anything good followed such a statement? She catalogued the many things he could say to destroy the first blooms of happiness she felt about their union, then settled back against the pillow to hear what he needed to tell her.

“It’s just that…”

Her heart sank when she heard the regret in his voice.

“... well, I’ve not,” he said. “You know. I’ve not.”

“You’ve not?”

“Yes, precisely,” he said with a smile. “I knew you’d understand.”

Lucy most certainly did not understand, and she was growing frantic at the possibilities.

“I tried to visit an establishment once,” he said, his chin down as if he were shy. “But I collected my hat and cane rather quickly after seeing what went on there.”

He didn’t mean…

“And I have never been one to upset my mama, not with her health,” he continued. “So I didn’t keep a mistress. In fact, I was terrified after our scandal that she might take a turn, but she’s not looked so well this decade. I think she likes you.”

Goodness, was Peter saying what she thought he was saying?

“…so please forgive me if I’m lacking—”

“No!” she exclaimed.

“I beg your pardon?” he asked, looking stricken.

She settled the hand that had been feeling about for his cock on his chest to reassure him. “You needn’t worry about a lack of experience,” she said. “I, too, haven’t ever…”

“But you were so delightfully bold in that sitting room,” he said, gesturing towards Curzon Street.

“Oh, yes, well, I’ve studied,” she said with a laugh. “Books. I know they’re not suitable for young ladies, but I was so curious.”

She braced for him to erupt in disapproval, but he was looking at her as if she were a fine piece of tapestry ripe for drizzling. And then she recalled something.

“But what of you?” she asked. “You were a commanding fellow on the day we became entangled. Engaged. When my hair…”

Peter giggled. The duke actually giggled. Who was this man she’d married?

“I was attempting to end any talk of an engagement,” he admitted. “I hope you’re not too upset. It’s just that you seemed as shocked by the whole affair as I was! So I thought of stock dukes from the stage and books and, well, tried to…”

“Tried to send me from the room in tears?” She joined him in laughter. Lucy wiped her eyes.

“I’m afraid so.”

“And then I had the temerity to play along.”

“Did you ever,” he said, his voice suddenly sounding like that growly duke he’d been playing.

“If we’re making confessions,” she said, her eyes on the blanket. “I didn’t mind that commanding, rude duke.”

“Is that so?” Peter smirked.

“It might be a bit much to encounter him at the breakfast table each morning, but he made me feel things,” she said.

“Did he now?” asked Peter, working to remove his nightshirt again. Lucy followed, opening all the buttons down the front of her nightgown.

She looked to her new husband and took the risk of shamelessly drawing the whole gown from her body, pulling it over her head.

Peter drew in a breath, almost like a gasp. “Is the room too cold?” he asked. “I could have the servants put more logs on the fire. Or I could. It could be much warmer here—”

“It’s plenty warm,” said Lucy, aware that the blankets did not cover her breasts and liking that she was pouring oil on the fire kindling to life in their bed.

“It’s just that you look so cold,” said Peter, his eyes not straying from her hardened nipples.

“You’re welcome to warm me up.”

Peter’s hand was tentative, his fingers trembling slightly until they made contact with her skin. He settled his palm over her nipple and let it rest.

“You’re so lovely, Lucy,” he said, moving his hand to her other side.

“It feels good.”

“Warmer?”

“Yes, everywhere,” she said, wiggling beneath the bedclothes to slide closer to him.

“I’m glad something I do tonight might bring you pleasure,” said Peter, his face clouded with doubt. “I’ve heard the most terrible things about the wedding night.”

“For grooms?”

“For brides. Pain and…and…well.”

“I think you’ll find it in your heart to be gentle with your bride,” she said, casting him a sly look.

Far from the ducal persona he’d affected at balls or the facade of a libertine he’d worn in the sitting room where they’d been engaged, Peter in his home, in his bed, was just the considerate lover she’d longed for when reading the books that had so captured her imagination.

He brought his lips to her nipple and pressed them to it.

“Oh, Peter,” she sighed, her legs nearly kicking in pleasure.

“You like it?” he asked, giving her peak a lick.

“Do I…” Lucy grabbed his hand and pulled it below the blankets, right to the apex of her legs. She felt hot and soft for him, slick enough to ease the way for their consummation, but she wanted more before the inevitable end of this encounter. “Feel how much I like it.”

And Peter — dear, dear Peter — didn’t need further instruction before he slid his hand between her thighs and gently stroked her seam. Lucy couldn’t stand waiting, and she spread her legs, bringing them to her chest so she opened for him.

He stroked over the place where she was wet and swollen with desire, earning a keening cry.

“Like that?”

“Exactly like that,” she said, her breaths coming in pants. His fingers slid over her clitoris, that bump she’d explored so thoroughly on her own, but somehow his touch felt entirely different. His feathery touches had her twisting against the mattress.

“Feeling you has me fit to burst,” he murmured into her hair on the pillow they now shared. “I’m terrified to move.”

She blushed at his confession, relieved that he was just as overwhelmed by this interlude as she was.

“I’m so, I just, do you think you could—”

“Anything.”

“Could you put one finger inside?”

Peter’s face seemed to freeze momentarily, then his expression crumpled as if pained. “Oh, Lucy, you’ll kill me.”

And when he gently slid a digit into the place that was so ready for him — any part of him — Lucy bit her lips together to contain a wail. The pleasurable squeeze of her muscles almost painfully yanked her forward, sending her over waves of release from the barest of touches.

“Lucy, may I?” asked her husband, looking as though he was nearing his own crisis while still well outside of her body.

“Anything,” she responded, putting her arms about his neck as he gingerly came between her thighs, his cock in hand.

“It’s not the largest…”

Lucy regarded him in confusion. She’d seen his cock, had it within her mouth, and she’d found it a lovely specimen. It was her only real specimen, to be sure, but she judged it a handsome and artistic staff of elegant proportions. And somehow, he felt he needed to…apologize for it? This wouldn’t do, not when she planned to repeat this exercise as often as their schedules would allow.

“I find your cock,” she said, taking him in hand and guiding him forward, “most excellent.”

“But it’s—”

He was over her now, his arms supporting himself as he pushed in and let her feel the warm heft she’d longed to experience since her first foray into pornographic literature. She couldn’t have her groom worrying about his manhood during their consummation!

She drew him down by the neck. Lucy was too quick for Peter to realize what she was doing, and she pressed a kiss to his lips.

It was a brief thing, not more than a peck, but the sweet pressure had the effect of surprising her new husband and pushing his cock into her, setting off a yowl of almost pained pleasure the likes of which would impress even a wild cat.

Peter’s hips bucked, and Lucy knew enough to recognize that he too had reached his crisis with remarkable speed.

“Lucy, oh, I didn’t even ask, forgot, didn’t ask if you wanted it—”

She ran a hand through his hair and helped him collapse into her arms after he’d thoroughly spent within her.

“I want it, Peter,” she said, a smile on her lips. “I want all of it.”

“Thank goodness, because I fear I’ve drained my sac within your lovely cunny,” he muttered, seemingly to himself.

Lucy moaned at his crude words and the feel of his seed. A little tremor brought forth a similar sound from her husband.

“You might just kill me, Lucy Sidwin,” he said, with an unmistakable note of fondness in his voice.

“And what of me?” she asked, making room for him as he removed his piece from her clasp and settled onto the pillow beside her.

Peter found a stray golden curl and wrapped it around his finger. “You’ve been most industrious with your studies, while I fear I’ve been remiss.”

“A girl can never be too prepared,” she whispered.

“I wondered if you might share your love of literature with me,” he said, drawing her closer so he could wrap her in his arms.

It was awkward, as so many things are at first, but they soon learned how they fit together, their bodies meeting and sharing heat in that grand bed of Peter’s that had once seemed so chilly.

“I would like nothing more than to show you the books I prefer. But only if—”

“There are conditions?” he asked with an amused smile.

“Only if you teach me something, too.”


Chapter 6


Three weeks later

“Yes, you can use this tool to loosen the thread from the back,” said Peter, lifting one of his prized drizzling tools to demonstrate for Lucy. “And don’t forget the scissors.”

Lucy looked up from her work, surprised by what he’d said. “But I thought drizzlers preferred to minimize cuts?”

Peter’s cheeks might be hotter than the logs in the fireplace near their worktable. They’d adjourned to the drawing room after dinner and putting mama to bed, as was now their custom. A custom he enjoyed very much indeed.

“That’s correct,” he said slowly, “but concessions might be made so drizzling remains enjoyable for you.”

The look of delight Lucy cast him across the table made any cuts to the silver and gold thread inconsequential. Here he was, in a home rapidly growing more comfortable thanks to his wife’s outsized dowry, reveling in the quiet pleasure of companionable drizzling.

And she was a true companion, now that he’d realized that they might bring their differences to all the rooms of the house and grow together. Lucy, schooled in business management by her papa, quickly helped Peter untangle the ducal estate’s debts. In this drawing room, they drizzled nightly, shared amusing talk of the day, and speculated on which pieces in Peter’s collection might tempt even Prince Leopold.

And in their bedroom each night — for it had become their bedroom now — they opened books from the growing cache of pornographic literature Peter was buying with abandon and finding new ways to fit together. To bring each other pleasure.

Lucy pulled her chair closer to Peter’s and looked at his tapestry.

“Oh, that’s lovely work, dear,” she said, sliding her hand onto his thigh. The heat of her palm felt heavenly through the weave of his pantaloons. If only she would… “Have you heard the latest about Lady Maria Courtenay? Ghastly girl, but I find myself moved to compassion after she maneuvered herself into a scandal of tremendous proportions. I think she’s even more ruined than I was!”

“Lady…Maria,” choked out Peter, “hadn’t heard. Bad business, no doubt. Likely struggling since losing her brothers.”

And then Lucy Sidwin opened the buttons on his falls, moving so carefully that her ministrations wouldn’t be detected by someone walking by the open door of the drawing room.

“What are you doing, my darling?” he asked in a low voice, fighting the urge to yelp when he felt her cool fingers slip into his smalls.

“I thought we might continue our training,” she said, gently taking possession of the part of him that was positively leaping to meet her.

It was the most pleasurable torture he’d ever experienced, rather like the pain in his neck and shoulders when he drizzled too long. Peter had confessed to his wife that he wished to delay his inevitable explosion when they coupled, and she’d proposed an unorthodox, but highly exciting solution: he’d simply need to grow more accustomed to the excitement of erotic touches. By being touched often. By Lucy, of course.

And what a touch it was, he thought, his head falling back when Lucy slid her hand on his cock. “Does it feel good?” she whispered.

“Like heaven,” he whispered back.

At the door to the drawing room, there was a scratch, and a footman appeared bearing a small glass on a silver tray.

“I thought you might like your Madeira now,” she said with a sweet smile, her hidden hand continuing to work him ever so gently under the table.

“I would enjoy, yes, the wine, I, oh,” he said, finding it difficult to concentrate on keeping his cock in check while also speaking.

The footman deposited the glass with a bow and showed himself out.

“Lucy, are you trying to end me?” he hissed. He tried and failed to contain a laugh.

“It’s just that you’re doing so well, Peter, that I thought we might make your training more challenging.”

He reached for the small glass and noticed that his hand shook. “You see how you undo me?” he asked, not bothering to conceal the fondness in his voice.

“I certainly hope I undo you, husband mine,” she said, bringing her fingertips to his sac to test him just a little more.

Peter gave in to the urge to let his head drift to her gold-thread hair, which he nuzzled while enjoying the feel of her hand in his smalls. This was truly a bliss he could never have imagined, and he felt a jolt of emotion for the first time that, having found something so perfect, it might be his forever. Overcome, he took a sip of the Madeira.

“We’ve been working all this time and you haven’t glanced at my tapestry,” said Lucy. The playful note in her voice suggested she’d been up to something, and Peter grew alert. His wife was a curious minx.

“What have you done, Lucy?” he said, affecting a stern tone.

She wiggled in her chair, clearly delighted with herself. “It just happened because I was thinking thoughts.”

“Thinking thoughts.”

“Yes, I was thinking, and it shaped my work. The form my drizzling took.”

Her hand continued to move inside his drawers, her fingers now warm and anointed with the essence of his leaking tip. Peter braced himself against the edge of the table, hoping to hold on.

“How,” his voice cracked, and he coughed. “How did it shape your drizzling, Lucy?”

She used her free hand to bring the tapestry closer. “I’m afraid I was thinking rather a lot about something. Something I want very much.”

At first, he didn’t see it. But then he squinted, and the light illuminated the gold thread still within the fabric. Within the halo of light was... something.

“Is that…a…”

“Hmm?” she asked, working ‌his shaft harder.

“A cock? You drizzled away…a cock?”

Lucy giggled and moaned. “It’s just that I want yours so badly,” she said against his ear, her need evident from the tone of her voice.

And that did it. Well, that and the way she was stroking ‌his cockhead. His hands clutched the edge of the table.

“Oh, Lucy, oh no,” he whined. It was going to happen; he was going to spend. He couldn’t contain it, not when she was—

His nails met the solid wood of the table, and he gushed for his playful wife, spilling all over her moving, curious hand and the inside of his trousers. Peter moaned.

“Oh dear, I fear we’ve rather made a mess of you,” she said, a note of pride in her voice.

Hellion. Wonder. Companion. Wife. He’d become one of those smitten husbands he’d always sneered at. Why, one day he might even be one of those men who proudly showed off their progeny. The thought, which once struck him with dread and revulsion, now unleashed a flock of birds within his chest. What he wouldn’t give…

“It’s too bad that there’s a wet spot on your trousers,” said Lucy, gentling her touches and withdrawing her hand and wiping the mess of his spend on his pantaloons. “I suppose you’ll need to carry me up the stairs to bed if you don’t want the servants to see.”

Peter stood so fast his head spun, and he roughly fastened only half of the buttons on his falls.

“I mean to take you this very night, Miss Ninepence,” he growled, much like the duke he’d pretended to be back on Curzon Street. They’d played this game enough that his voice now made it through a few minutes before breaking.

“But Duke! Please, I am a maiden, an innocent!” she cried, all while looping her arm about his neck so he might lift her.

Feeling Lucy’s body so close to his, her skirts trailing down and conveniently covering the place he was wet from spending in his trousers, made his cock leap again and he nearly stumbled. She’d exhaust him yet!

“What are you going to do to me?” she asked, affecting fear, but pressing her breast against his waistcoat.

“I mean to ravish you,” Peter growled. “You wished to be ruined by a quizzing glass? I’ll see it properly done!”


Chapter 7


The sight of Peter’s head between her thighs never failed to make Lucy cry out. He was laboring there, his expression suggesting that he was quite pleased with himself and his lot in life, licking and sucking her with ardor and growing skill.

They’d encountered a passage in a pornographic book that mentioned oral pleasure for the female. Peter had disappeared the next day, returning just before dinner with a stack of new books that he thought might illustrate the best way to do just that.

Lucy must have spent days on her back and knees, tasted and tried from all angles as her husband sought to master her cunny with his lips and tongue.

“I thought the bad duke was going to punish me,” she said, her mind hazy yet alert enough to recall the game they’d begun in the drawing room. It was so nice to have a playmate in this thing that had been a solitary adventure until so recently. Lucy suddenly felt tears spring to her eyes, realizing that — for the first time in her life — she had someone. Peter had become dear to her.

“The bad duke needs to see that you’re properly slick for all the devious things he has in store,” said Peter, his growl fading to something more like his usual voice.

“If you just lick me—”

“Oh no, I have something special planned for a most naughty debutante.” Peter leered at her, and she couldn’t contain a laugh.

“You may giggle now, Miss Ninepence, but I’ll only hear moans of pleasure when you take,” he rasped, drawing forth something from the bedside table, “my quizzing glass!”

In his hand, he brandished the quizzing glass that had brought them together, the object she’d once cursed. How funny that it now seemed like the dearest treasure of all their belongings, the gold thread connecting their lives so improbably.

“You can’t mean…”

“Oh, but I can, Miss Ninepence!” he cried. “You have dishonored me, and now I mean to heap that shame upon you! Feel the wrath of my quizzing glass!”

Lucy dissolved into giggles at her husband’s theatricality. Ahh, may they spend all of their days together and so amused.

And then she felt the gentle touch of the handle to her swollen inner lips and groaned with need. Peter had a gift for delicate touches, light teasing, and it never failed to make her body shake with desire. He could wind her tight until her gears seemed to slip and finally burst.

The quizzing glass’s handle slipped over her clitoris, and Lucy’s hands grabbed at the headboard, trying to find purchase as she lifted and bucked her hips in pursuit of paroxysm.

“I knew you’d break on it, my little prisoner,” Peter whispered, his eyes fixed on the spot he was teasing. “Now I shall prepare you with it for my cock. I mean to have you, to split your virgin cunt, to breed you, and to keep you here in my castle always.”

Lucy wanted to pull at her own hair, to touch her breasts, anything to relieve the growing pressure. She needed him and was going to scream if she didn’t get more.

Peter, dear Peter, was beginning to know exactly what she required, and he moved the handle of that quizzing glass to her entrance. He rested the slight weight of it there, letting her feel what he had planned, then circled it around the very start of her channel.

Words wouldn’t come; the sensual onslaught was too delicious, and Lucy babbled as he pressed it the barest fraction inside. And then withdrew it.

He was toying with her; of course she wanted him to fill her, but when it felt so divine, she could only writhe on the bedclothes.

“What a pretty little thing you are, Miss Ninepence,” said Peter, gently working the handle the tiniest bit deeper. “I fear I might need to taste you again.”

He set his mouth to her clitoris, sucked, and she was gone, broken on bolts of sensation, liquid seeming to gush from within as his teasing and satisfaction combined to unleash a storm.

When Peter placed a hand on her belly, Lucy flinched, so overcome was she that the nerves in her exhausted body couldn’t take another touch after feeling so much.

“Are you well, dear?” he asked, the rasp in his voice no more and his eyes tender as he regarded her.

“So well,” she said faintly. “I think you have broken me. Temporarily.”

He flung his quizzing glass aside and lay down next to her, allowing her to swim to the surface again and rejoin the living.

“That was lovely.”

“I’ve been studying,” he said, nuzzling a golden curl.

This was just as heavenly, merely lying companionably beside her husband and feeling touches that could only be described as loving.

“What else have you been studying, duke?” she asked, turning to him and running her hand through his hair.

“Well, I encountered something most curious in a positions manual.”

That sounded promising. Lucy tried to hide her delight, but her breathy voice belied her excitement.

“And what did it show?”

“You might be shocked, but ‌there is a way to couple in a rather barnyard fashion.”

***

“Peter, oh, please,” Lucy wailed as her husband mounted her from behind and pulled her back by the hips onto his cock. “That place!”

“That’s right, take it,” said Peter, thrusting with newfound confidence. Confidence that had Lucy arching her back as he filled her so well.

His cock? He had plenty enough to share with her, and his shaft had found some spot inside that made the arches of her feet contract at the sensation.

“Are you bearing down on me?” he asked, working her harder. “We’ve talked about this, Lucy, dearest. There’s no keeping me out of my wife’s cunny. You’re going to let me in so I can fill it. You want that?”

Her cheek hit the mattress, and her mouth opened in a silent scream. Peter had been studying alongside her, and the results were rendering her nearly insensible as he used her body for their mutual delight.

“Peter, oh,” she moaned when he set a hand to her clitoris.

Where had he discovered that most diverting trick? Had he been reading without her? The idea of Peter devouring books for the sake of her pleasure set off the first tremors of her crisis.

“Ahh, Lucy, you’ll unman me yet again,” said her husband, laughing at how easily she drew forth his seed despite their games to train his cock. It was gratifying, really, to know that his desire broke his bonds of control. And left her filled with his spend.

“I love to see you vanquished, duke,” she said, rocking back to meet his thrusts with a clap. “And to feel your spend anointing my womb. My cunny. The tops of my thighs as it runs—”

She sent her squeal into the plush mattress as she reached climax, her body moving independently of all thoughts, and spine bowed by the feeling of being filled so well as Peter also stroked her nub.

When she felt her husband push his cock through the mess he’d made of her cunny, Lucy cried out again, reveling in the sensation of his seed thrust deep.

As Peter withdrew his cock from her clasp, she moved to collapse on the bed, wanting nothing more than to close her eyes and let bliss wash over her confused dreams.

But he halted her movements, leaving her on her knees in that most undignified, most barnyard position.

“I do love to see that,” he muttered, trailing a finger over where his spend had escaped, then pushing it back into her clasp. “Where is my quizzing glass so I might see it more clearly?”

She had made a monster. And had no regrets.


Epilogue


Two years later

“Oh, a baby,” whispered Peter’s mother as he presented his first child to her. Mama had been exhausted with worry, and seeing that Lucy and the baby fared well would help her rest at last. Her arms trembled at the effort of supporting the bundle, and Peter took the wee thing back when her eyelids drooped. He needed Mama to see their next six children, too.

“What will you name her?” She was running her finger over the infant’s improbable curl of golden hair and perfect little nose. “She’s so like you when you finally arrived, Peter. What a wonder!”

“Well, Lucy and I were hoping to discuss this with you,” he said, looking at where his wife was sleeping in the next room. She’d been ferocious, using her knowledge of the body to move about through her labor and delivery — despite the mores of the day that said she should remain in bed on her back. When the baby emerged with a cry, Lucy had slumped into Peter’s arms, triumphant and exhausted. “But I think I’ll let Her Grace rest.”

Peter knelt beside the chair where his mother sat, wanting to be close to her as he made an important request. He held the baby so they might both look upon her dear face. “I was wondering if you might permit us to name the child after you.”

Mama’s head snapped, her eyes fixed on his, and she looked more alert than she had in years. “What’s that, my son?”

“Would you mind terribly if we called her Amelia? After you?”

When his mother’s eyes filled with happy tears and she fumbled for her handkerchief, Peter knew that their wish would be granted. And that he’d done something very good indeed.

***

“Our baby,” said Lucy upon waking and seeing Peter beside her in their bed, their newborn daughter in his arms.

“Amelia,” he said, emotion slipping into his voice.

“She agreed?” asked Lucy, wiping a tear. Peter’s mother had become a dear companion to her in the two years since their marriage.

“She’s most pleased,” said Peter, sounding gruff as the duke he sometimes played.

“And how fares the baby?” asked Lucy, drawing back Amelia’s blanket so she could see her face.

“She’s been looking for a breast in my waistcoat, I fear,” said Peter, fondness in his voice and love filling his chest. “You may have woken up just in time.”

Lucy lifted the infant from Peter’s arms and tentatively brought Amelia to the opening of her nightgown. She twitched it to one side and watched as the newborn sightlessly scooted towards her nipple.

“So determined,” whispered Lucy. The littlest of the Sidwins was well on her way to getting what she wanted.

“Like her mama,” said Peter, his hand lazily stroking his wife’s hair. “A fact for which I’m thankful daily.”

THE END
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