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Chapter 1


London, 1882

Hugh Carnifex never knew that a man could fall in love twice in the same morning.

In his arms, he held a squalling infant, a baby named Thomas. Young Tom had materialized on his doorstep in the company of a solicitor, bearing the bad news that Earl Carnifex’s distant cousin and heir had died while attempting to cheat at cards. Moreover, the disgraced cardsharp had left a pregnant wife, who had succumbed to puerperal fever shortly after delivering Tom. With no relatives remaining and a direct line to the Carnifex earldom, would Hugh be willing to serve as the unfortunate baby’s guardian? Upon Hugh’s assent, the man had passed over a stack of documents and departed into the foggy morning.

Hugh gazed at the boy with wonder, feeling his little fists and running his hand over Tom’s downy hair. He was such a small baby, so fragile and young. And he was now Hugh’s son, he decided at that moment. Hugh would ensure Tom lacked nothing and raise him as the heir, as he deserved.

It was the sudden realization of dreams, and Hugh felt quite overcome, especially given that his happiness came at the expense of his boy’s parents. His original parents.

Suddenly, the other person in the party of three that visited him that morning whisked the baby from his hands. He looked up in shock — people didn’t swipe things from earls, certainly not their infant sons — but the perpetrator was Tom’s wet nurse.

She was a lovely lass, tall and strong, with a clear complexion and piercing eyes. Upon discovering the group in his sitting room, Hugh immediately noticed her, but the announcement of his fatherhood had distracted him.

Now, he watched her whip open her bodice so that his son might stop crying. She did so without embarrassment and soon had Tom quiet, all while standing and rocking him.

“Please, take a teat,” said Hugh, watching with rapt attention. “I mean seat. My apologies. Long night.”

The woman looked around the large room and moved to an open chair some number of steps away from him.

“No!” said Hugh. “Please, ‌sit here. Next to me.” He patted the chaise longue where he’d received the news and then his baby.

She moved towards him slowly, rocking Tom every step of the way.

He needed to set her at ease. “It’s just that I can’t bear to be parted from him, now that I have him. My boy.”

She settled next to Hugh on the chaise, still saying nothing.

“I’ve wanted a child for so long, and he’s finally, unexpectedly here,” he said, watching the baby suckle.

“You and Lady Carnifex weren’t so blessed?” she asked. It was the first he’d heard her voice. She had a direct way of speaking, strong and feminine in the same way as her pleasing body.

“Clarissa was ill almost from the time of our wedding,” said Hugh, reaching out to touch the baby’s hair again. “Consumption. We didn’t know in the beginning what was causing her illness and tried for children. Eventually, we learned that our attempts at an heir came to naught and only taxed her. I lost Clare over ten years ago.”

“She was an admirable woman, Countess Carnifex. People still admire her charity around Carnifex Hall.”

Hugh’s head snapped up. So it wasn’t a trick of the light: he thought he’d vaguely recognized her.

“You’re one of the county girls? Not Vicar Childers’ youngest, are you?”

She laughed, covering her mouth in a way that would be coquettish on another woman. “My father would find it quite amusing to be mistaken for a vicar,” she said. “I did attend lessons at the vicarage with his daughters.”

“Then are you…from one of the local gentry families? Maybe the Barkworths?”

Her face fell. “Certainly not anything so elevated as that. Though we did sometimes see them socially.”

“I am at a loss, I fear.”

“No one should expect you to know the names of every family in the village.”

“But I do! Say, your father isn’t Reginald with the stone wall constantly washed out by the river flooding the valley, is he?”

She smiled. It was a lovely smile with white teeth. A bit crooked in a charming way. “Hogshawe. My father is Reginald. I am Isabel.”

“Of course!” said Hugh. “I’ve spent many pleasant afternoons with your father mending that wall. I seem to remember that he brews a fine cider. How fares he?”

Her smile fell again. He really had to stop doing that, causing the light to go out of her eyes.

“I’m sure he’s quite well. He always spoke of you highly, your lordship.”

“None of that,” he said. “I won’t have you lordshipping me when you’re the most important person in the room after dear little Tom here.”

She shifted the baby to her other breast, and he fussed for a moment before latching on. She tugged at her bodice and her hardened nipple disappeared from view, but the movement of the swollen curve of her bosom caught Hugh’s eye with her every breath.

“I say, you’re quite good at that.”

Isabel regarded him warily.

“I mean, this must not be your first job. You have tots of your own?” Hugh asked, trying to remember how long his friend, the Duchess of Astwell, continued nursing after the birth of her fourth baby.

“I have a child,” said Isabel, licking her lips nervously. “In fact, I must depart as soon as you acquire formula or engage another wet nurse. She needs me.”

Hugh stood from the chaise. This would never do.

“Yes, but Tom is so small,” said Hugh, trying to remain calm. “He needs milk from a strong mother. I mean, a strong woman. He needs you.”

“Yes, but Abstinence has no one in the world, save me. And she’s been left in the workhouse, where I don’t know just who is feeding her and keeping her warm. She’s little, too.” Isabel pulled a handkerchief from her sleeve and tried to dab at her eyes without disturbing the baby. Noticing her distress, Hugh took over and helped dry her tears.

“Did you name the child?” he asked softly.

“Of course not,” she said, her eyes downcast. “I’d never saddle my baby with such a name.”

“The father is…”

“At sea, making a career for himself in the navy, after declining to move forward with the engagement he’d pursued for years.”

“He left you to the wrath of your father, scorn of the village, and a life at the workhouse.”

She nodded. “So you see, I must return to her as soon as possible. You’re active in politics. You know that babies…rarely make it to childhood in places like that. She’s all I have.”

Hugh studied the contours of his son’s precious little head, thinking of Isabel’s daughter in that harsh place. Isabel’s daughter, who had brought in her mother’s milk, which now nourished Tom. To turn away would be intolerable.

“I must return to Abby. I could never live with myself if something were to happen to her,” said Isabel, her eyes watering once again.

“I see,” said Hugh, his expression grave.

“And I wonder if I might apply to you for a loan, so I might take the stage back to the workhouse,” said Isabel, her voice barely above a whisper.

“That won’t be necessary,” said Hugh.

“But I thought you understood,” she said, devastation written on her face.

“I’ve considered the angles, and there’s no way around it. We’ll go collect Abby together. Can you be ready by noon?”

Isabel sat stunned on the chaise. The shock caused her arm to drop, waking Tom from his doze; he howled until she gave him her nipple.

“I’m sorry that I can’t leave at this moment, but I must dispatch several wires and letters to contacts to rearrange meetings.”

She was silent, realizing that for the first time since she felt Abby’s movements in her belly, she had an ally who would fight for her. And her daughter, if his actions were any indication.

“Are you packed? And do you need any supplies for the trip? I’ll have a servant fetch anything required for the journey.”

“No, I’m ready to go when you decide we should leave,” she said. And I’ll follow you anywhere, she thought.

Hugh surveyed his wet nurse and his son from the door of the sitting room, where he paused before heading to his office to issue a flurry of communications to his contacts in politics. “I’ll send up a breakfast tray,” he said. He needed his Isabel to be fortified for the journey.


Chapter 2


Hugh had a problem.

The wires had been fired off and letters sent. Documents were locked away and household expenses quickly reviewed. His valet had no doubt packed an excessive number of garments for the brief journey.

Why, the carriage might even be waiting for him outside now.

But he could not move from his office because of a small…well, large, according to ladies that knew him very well, problem.

Earl Carnifex had a cockstand like a horny teenager. He’d need to spend several days traveling in close company with the cause of it. While she nursed his son from her bounteous breasts.

Hugh gripped his member through his Saville Row trousers and tried to will his cock to settle. He couldn’t permit his body to respond to her that way, or this excursion to save Isabel’s daughter would amount to slow torture.

There. He was resolved. He’d waste no more time and head out now.

He stood, and the material of his drawers and trousers pulled across his cock in a way that once again stoked the forbidden fire. Hugh slammed his hands against the desk, his head hanging in self-loathing.

As he jerked open the buttons, Hugh resolved himself to make a donation to the workhouse where Isabel and Abby had lived as penance for stroking his member to the thought of his son’s nurse.

Ah, but she was a comely lass. The workhouse hadn’t completely dulled that bright smile, and her body remained strong despite whatever slop they doled out to inmates. He wondered who was benefitting from Isabel’s labor; no doubt the solicitor had paid for her services. If she didn’t have money for the stage…

He jerked his head, forcing his mind back to resolving his large problem as soon as possible. He fondled his balls, reasoning that they shouldn’t demand release this morning, while recognizing that logic and laws of the universe did not apply to the cock of a man served up an unexpected erotic fantasy.

Hugh worked his cock quickly, just trying to get the humiliating event over with. He was racing towards release when he heard a voice from the other side of his office door.

He moved closer, making sure the sound of his strokes remained unheard outside.

“Your papa is going to be ready soon,” Isabel cooed, no doubt at baby Thomas.

A feeling akin to warm liquid ran over his head and down his shoulders as pleasure washed over him. It was his deepest, most private fantasy brought to life with the force of a steam engine. His sack felt uncomfortably full, and his cock jerked in his hold.

“Your papa is very special indeed. He’s going to help us collect your new friend, Abby. My little girl. She’s a baby, too.”

Hugh clapped a hand over his mouth and tried to stop. He was a lout for pleasuring himself while Tom’s wet nurse cradled him just outside and talked of their journey to collect her daughter. Then Hugh heard her continue.

“Your papa…he is very handsome. When I was a girl, I used to see him from a distance in the village or across the church and think he was a prince. He hasn’t changed, at least not in ways that diminish his looks. He’s the best sort of lord, the kind that helps his tenants.”

Hugh closed his eyes in shame at what he was doing. What he was attempting not to do.

“His body is big and strong. I know he’s a Londoner now, but he has the form of a man that could move boulders. When I got older, I used to imagine—” She cut herself off. “Well, I can’t pour those stories into your innocent ears, but your papa is a fine specimen of manhood.”

Fucking hell. Hugh rushed from the door while stroking himself to the sound of Isabel’s admiration, trying to bring about his orgasm as soon as possible since he now knew there was no way he could ride across from her without allowing a bit of steam to escape.

He’d give her a fine specimen of manhood, he thought, gripping a bookcase with one hand while relentlessly beating his cock with the other. He thought of her tall, strong figure, that innocent smile, and her melodious voice. Mostly, though, he recalled the bounty of her swollen breasts, traced with faint veins because of the demands placed on her body to nurse her baby — and his.

He salivated at the memory of her dusky nipples, pulled tight and a little wet from suckling. He longed to taste them, feel their pointy tips on his tongue, and suck milk from her to fortify his demanding cock.

He wanted to see her bare both breasts to him and play with her nipples while he watched. And if she let him touch her sacred body, he’d explore and pleasure it until she begged for relief from overstimulation.

What would her cunt look like? Even though she had a baby, he knew well that it had no impact on the feeling of her cunny on his cock. She was a village girl, so Hugh reckoned that she’d have a proper little bush and the sort of body he’d be able to ride hard without breaking.

In his fantasy, she’d be wetter than the river that kept flooding the lowlands, and her lips would spread easily for his cock head, her hole having just the right resistance and give.

Hugh grunted, feeling himself draw closer to releasing his seed. Her cunt would grip him, no doubt, but what if he could slide his cock between those beautiful swollen breasts and ride her titties until he exploded, encased in sweet, milky swells?

In his vision, Isabel smiled at his ecstatic release, her lids lowered and tongue jutting out to taste the seed that had fallen just short of her lips.

He gripped the bookshelf until he feared the solid wood would snap and let himself spew his spend on the wooden floor with a splat. Another rope of seed surged from his sack, as if his body was trying to reach the wet nurse in truth. Again Hugh stroked, his pace slower, trying to milk his cock of everything it had yet to give in hopes of being able to make the journey to the workhouse without embarrassing himself with a visible bulge.

“Fuck,” he muttered when he could draw forth no more from his taxed balls.

He gingerly tucked himself back into his trousers and fastened them before using his handkerchief to wipe his spend from the floor. He thought of Isabel’s dingy handkerchief with its faded monogram and wondered how she’d react if he handed her this one, full of the wet seed she’d inspired him to release. Not that he ever would importune an upstanding young woman like that. But in his mind, he could importune her day and night, in every position known to…

Hugh sat heavily in his large desk chair, taking a moment to collect himself. He was not making the upcoming carriage ride any easier.

He recalled that if he left his office, he could once again see his son.

Hugh cleaned himself up, straightened his necktie, and opened the drawer where he kept a framed photograph of Clarissa, Countess Carnifex, his deceased wife.

“We finally got the baby we wanted, Clare.”

He stared at the ceiling of his office and collected his thoughts.

“He’s just a little thing, but with great big lungs. He’s called Tom, and I won’t break his mother’s heart in heaven and change his name now.”

Hugh gathered the coins and bills he’d pulled out of the safe for the journey.

“He has the smallest little head and wispy hair. You’d love him. But you’d love any creature that walked the land.”

Hugh took a moment to contain his emotions.

“I must tell you I experienced a feeling today that I haven’t had since I lost you. I don’t know if it’s because of the shock and delight of Tom’s arrival or if it’s real. Thomas arrived with a nurse, a girl from our village. A spirited girl; you’d like her.”

Hugh licked his lips and prepared to confess.

“She’s had a rough go of things, and I mean to help her. If these feelings turn out to be more than a passing fancy, I might help her very much indeed. In fact, I might help myself, too.”

He closed his eyes in shame.

“I hope you won’t hate me for seizing this happiness that landed on our doorstep. I’ve missed you for so long, and I even wondered today…wondered if you’d sent this pair to me to fill my broken heart.”

Hugh touched the side of the frame that held Clarissa’s image from so many years ago.

“I’ll put you back to rest now, darling. Wish me luck on my journey.”


Chapter 3


Isabel Hogshawe was in a real quandary.

Not since she’d been raked fore and aft by her secret fiancé Edward Barkworth, then left very much unmarried and pregnant while he went to sea to escape responsibility, had Isabel found herself mired in carnal thoughts.

The facts were thus: she was in a carriage — a nice one — with a baby that wasn’t hers on her lap and escorted by the man she’d always regarded as something akin to a fairy-tale prince.

He must be nearing middle age now, but Isabel would not pretend that he’d lost the potent, masculine bearing that had instigated her rather innocent sexual awakening some years before in the village church one spring Sunday. The silver at his temples and the faint lines around his eyes only increased her desire for him. He was a man of experience, and she wanted to feel the extent of his experience all over her heated body.

Now, she was an unwed mother, and he was a sudden father, and they raced toward the workhouse where authorities had forced her to leave her precious daughter Abby. She had an ally, and he was her every fantasy brought to life. Being near him for long would be far too dangerous.

“Shall I take him?” asked Earl Carnifex solicitously, gesturing to baby Tom in her arms.

Did she mention he was as kind and commanding as she’d imagined in her dreams?

“I wouldn’t want to burden you—”

He laughed. “I may be an old man, but little Tom here is hardly a burden. And if he were, I’d rather him be a burden to his papa than his ma — his nurse. Besides, I’m a father for the first time, and holding him reminds me he’s real.”

Isabel handed the baby over and admired how tiny he looked in the Earl’s powerful arms. She fanned herself to get control of her racing thoughts.

“Shall I open a window, Miss Hogshawe?” he asked.

“No, I’m fine,” she said. “The draft wouldn’t be good for the baby.”

“Perhaps you’d like to remove your jacket?” he asked, reminding her she traveled wearing nearly every bit of clothing she owned. Clearly, he was no stickler for propriety and wouldn’t object to her removing the jacket that covered her blouse, chemise, and corset.

She pulled off the jacket and folded it on the seat next to her.

“Can I interest you in some lunch? I had the staff pack a picnic basket so that we could make haste for the workhouse.”

Isabel’s stomach fluttered upon realizing that she’d momentarily forgotten that her darling Abby was still in that awful place. She gripped her knees as worry overtook her.

Earl Carnifex rose from his rear-facing bench and joined her. “There now,” he said, comforting her as if she were an infant, too. “I’ve got a fine team, and the coachman knows the way. There’s an inn that we should reach by nightfall, and we’ll have Abby tomorrow.”

She nodded and let him stroke her upper arm comfortingly. “Why don’t you open the picnic basket? You could tell me what they’ve prepared and have first pick.”

Isabel reached down to the basket and opened lids and unwrapped paper packets to list the items provided for their brief trip. She settled on a simple repast of cheese and bread, washed down with a carbonated syrup water.

“Can I fetch your lunch for you?” she asked the Earl.

“Yes, pick something for me,” he said, his eyes teasing. “It’s a long journey and we might as well find ways to entertain ourselves.”

She handed him a bottle.

“Since you know I like your father’s cider?”

Isabel nodded, suddenly sad that she hadn’t seen her father in a year — though the estrangement was because of his rejection of her pregnancy outside of marriage.

“And what of the meal?” asked the Earl, drawing her mind back to the coach.

“I was thinking this pork pie and cheese prepared by your staff.”

“Why’s that?” he asked casually.

“You seem like a man with a hearty appetite,” she said. Then she realized how her words could sound and she flushed. “No, I mean—”

“I am a man of hearty appetites,” he said, his voice seeming to drop to a lower register.

“I simply meant that you must need good, nourishing food to maintain such a body,” she said, flushing even more deeply.

“My hunger grows every minute we talk,” he said lowly. “Could you perhaps feed me my lunch? My hands are occupied with the baby and cider.”

Isabel offered to take the child, but he wouldn’t hear of it. Instead, she speared pie and a piece of cheese on a picnic fork and held it before him.

His eyes didn’t leave hers as he opened his mouth for a bite. Having finished chewing, he licked his lips obscenely, intensifying Isabel’s heat. She pulled at her blouse to cool off.

The Earl set his cider bottle in a panel next to his seat and began to help Isabel undo the buttons of her blouse.

“I thought your hands were full, Earl Carnifex,” she said. His hand was so close to where she ached to feel him.

“I suddenly recalled this feature of my new carriage,” he breathed. “And don’t you think you should call me Hugh? Since we’re traveling in such close proximity, the linguistic distance seems silly.”

“We don’t need to travel in such close proximity,” she said, referring to the way they were crowded together despite taking a spacious carriage meant for a whole family.

“Would you like me to move back to my bench?” he asked confidently, sure that he wouldn’t be sent back.

She extended a cautious hand and let her fingertips touch the fine weave of the fabric on his chest. “Your new carriage offers plenty of room here for both of us.”

Tom stirred, letting loose the beginnings of a howl.

“For all three of us,” she amended.

Hugh rocked the baby, but his efforts proved unable to soothe the child.

“It’s likely time for Tom’s lunch, too,” she said.

Isabel turned away and hastily undid the remaining buttons on her blouse. She moved back and took the baby from his father and pulled her breast up from her nursing corset cup.

She closed her eyes in relief. Tom’s appetite was no match for her Abby’s, and she’d been in pain due to oversupply since leaving the workhouse.

Looking up, she caught sight of Hugh watching her. He was taking a drink of his cider and regarding Tom as he suckled sleepily.

Hugh ran a finger over the baby’s fine cheek. “I can’t believe he’s mine. It’s the realization of dreams.”

Isabel regarded Tom’s precious face, wishing that her daughter had such a doting papa.

“He’s a lucky boy.”

Hugh moved his finger to where Tom sucked lazily at her nipple. He watched Isabel’s face and then drew the back of his index finger over the swell of her breast. He moved it back and forth, gently stroking her soft skin until she was warmer than ever and her bosom heaved with deep breaths.

“He is a lucky boy,” said Hugh, looking into Isabel’s eyes with barely concealed desire.

Isabel was in a real quandary indeed.


Chapter 4


They continued in the carriage until the sun dipped below the trees and the Earl’s — Hugh’s — preferred coaching inn came into view.

They’d made quite a scene descending. First out was Hugh, proudly holding his son close. Then he’d handed Isabel down like she was the grandest lady, no doubt sparking talk in the yard. He seemed to have no care for propriety as he solicitously helped her into the inn.

The innkeeper’s wife quickly escorted her into a private parlor and showed her the way to the necessary. By the time Hugh joined her, she felt much more herself and was being plied with a glass of watered-down sherry.

“Look at this lovely basket Mrs. Oldbeof has for our Tom!”

Hugh still cradled the baby in the crook of one arm, a blanket-lined basket dangling from the other. Hugh settled it on a chair that he’d moved closer to them and then carefully lowered Tom into it.

“Do you think he’ll be safe this high up?” he asked.

“He’s so little yet that I doubt he could make it fall. Soon, we’ll have to be more careful.” She paused. “You’ll have to be more careful.”

Hugh turned back to Isabel and merely looked into her eyes. His expression was soft. Was he as unsettled by their closeness as she was?

By the time the group made their way upstairs to sleep, Isabel was in a flutter. Would she be consigned to a servant’s room far from Hugh, where drunk men might importune her? But what if the baby cried in the night and needed to nurse? Hugh would surely not let the child out of his sight for an entire night.

If Isabel was honest with herself, her heart pounded most at the thought of what she truly wanted: that by some reason the inn — not terribly crowded tonight, by her estimation — would lack enough beds for all patrons, leaving the Earl forced to share with her. Why a peer of the realm would need to share a bed or take a less desirable room at his favorite coaching inn, Isabel didn’t know, but she was deep in her fantasy while walking up the stairs.

“I hope you don’t mind a rather unorthodox sleeping arrangement,” he said.

Her heart soared. He was about to apologize for the room having just one bed. They could share, and maybe, if she was lucky, they’d end up tangled in an embrace as they slept. Maybe she’d feel his hard body embracing her. Or even his hard…she really needed to restrain her thoughts! This man was a new father, peer, and statesman. There was no way he was thinking of a tumble with the likes of her!

When Hugh opened the door to the room, Isabel’s face fell.

“Oh, I’m so sorry, Miss Hogshawe, for the shared room. I can see it doesn’t meet your expectations. It’s just that I’m loath to be parted from Tom, and he needs you, and I thought we could all bunk down together.”

Before her were two beds. Two small beds separated by a spacious nightstand. She was to sleep alone tonight.

“No!” she said brightly, determined not to give away her lustful thoughts. Maybe she was as wanton as the villagers all suggested. “The room is perfect. I’m merely tired from the journey.”

“I’ll leave you to get cleaned and changed, then. I’ll be back from a drink at the bar in twenty minutes. Would that suffice?”

Isabel nodded.

“Fresh water for washing up is on the stand.”

***

Isabel was clean and attired in her nightgown with Tom nursing in her arms when Hugh returned.

He closed the door softly and watched the pair on the bed.

“I thought young Thomas could sleep in the closet just over here tonight so that light and noise don’t wake him,” said Hugh.

“Yes, and it should prevent drafts.”

Hugh took his traveling bag behind a screen and made quick work of his clothing and washing up. When he rounded the corner of the screen, Isabel saw a flash of his drawers before he knotted the belt on his dressing gown.

She suddenly felt underdressed in her threadbare nightgown, the weave having become thin in places because of washing and wear. In truth, she wished the nightgown was gauzy and sheer, but in a less humiliating way that didn’t display her current poverty.

Hugh gently ran his fingers over the baby’s head, once again staring at the child with wonder. It was tragic the way he’d lost his parents, but Isabel couldn’t imagine a better papa than steady, strong Earl Carnifex.

When Tom was sleeping so soundly he didn’t rouse himself to nurse anymore, Hugh took the baby and walked him to his closet. There, on a sturdy wood chair, sat the baby’s lined basket.

“You think he’ll be well here?” he asked.

“He’ll let us know if he’s unhappy,” she said, smiling as she adjusted the surrounding blankets.

They gently closed the door, leaving it cracked so they could hear him cry.

“I suppose we should get some sleep,” said Hugh.

“Which of the beds did you mean to take?” she asked.

“I thought I’d take the one there that you weren’t using.”

“Oh, I was merely sitting for a moment to nurse the baby. I wouldn’t presume to claim a bed first.”

“They’re roughly the same anyway,” said Hugh, moving to the side of his bed. Isabel pulled back the covers before blowing out the candle.

She heard him shift next to her, easing into the bed and arranging the bedclothes.

Isabel sighed as she struggled to get comfortable. Baby Tom had nursed gently before falling asleep, and she was reaching a point of discomfort. She turned again.

“Are you unwell, Isabel?”

She froze guiltily as if caught stealing silver plate.

“I’m merely sore.”

“We’ve asked a lot of you today, me and Tom. Thank you.”

“I’m happy to care for the boy.”

“Can I offer you some assistance with your soreness? Perhaps the innkeeper’s wife has a poultice that might help.”

“Unless her poultice can dry up some of my milk and then bring it back full force once I’m reunited with Abby, I don’t think it will help.”

He was silent. She’d said too much, but she really was uncomfortable and unwilling to dissemble.

“Your body…your breasts. They’re overproducing right now?”

Isabel cradled her bosom, letting the warmth of her hands soothe the pain. “I’m making milk for a bigger baby, and little Tom has a much lighter appetite. I’m just a bit swollen.”

“Does it hurt?”

Isabel whimpered, the discomfort setting in the more they discussed it.

“I could help you.”

She froze. Was he suggesting…?

“I could suck the excess milk from your breasts so you’re not in pain.”

Oh. Oh, he was. Oh. Her legs squeezed together as she sought pressure between them.

A match flared and the candle was again lit. Hugh moved to the side of her bed and looked down at her. “Do you want my help?”

Isabel watched him, wondering if this was a dream. She nodded and slowly unfastened the buttons keeping her nightgown closed at the top.

Hugh set down the candle and sat on the bed beside her. “I could lean like this,” he said, moving closer to her open bodice, but not touching her.

“Should it be more comfortable, you have my leave to lie atop me. I hardly think hovering would be enjoyable after a long day on the road,” she said. “Not that you mean to enjoy…”

Hugh shifted and crawled onto the bed, placing one knee between her legs and one outside of them before lowering to her gently. She felt a pleasant pressure from his big, powerful body, and she fought the urge to buck into him. The blankets separated them, but he was close enough that she could feel his heat.

He ducked his head and flicked her nightgown open further, revealing one engorged breast. He stared, his breaths coming deep now.

“Your nipple is so tight. Will it even give me a taste of your cream?” he asked.

Isabel groaned and used her hands to bring his head to where she was aching. He didn’t seem to mind and laughed while licking the pointed tip and then sucking it lustily.

The first suck went straight to her core. After less than a minute, she was throbbing and no doubt wet.

Hugh switched to her other breast and resumed his nuzzling and sucking. Until she moaned.

It was loud. And unmistakable.

“Are you well?” he asked, a wicked gleam in his eye.

“Just warm,” she said, fanning herself.

“Oh, is that what you mean when you say you’re warm? You’ve been telling me you’ve got a hot little pussy?”

Isabel nodded no for a moment, then relented and nodded yes.

“If I were to draw up these bedclothes, would I find you warm and wanting? Ready to take what I’ve got for you, Isabel?”

He gently pushed his torso into hers so she could feel his stiff cock, its impressive size evident even through the layers of fabric.

She widened her thighs in response.

“If I peel back the sheets and blankets, you understand what’s going to happen? I’m going to take this cock and feed it into your tight hole.”

Her back arched involuntarily as she sought contact with his body and friction against the places crying out for stimulation.

“I’m going to rut you good and hard. And when I feel my balls surge, I don’t know if I’ll have the presence of mind to pull out. You know what I’m saying, right?”

Isabel gave a small cry as she attempted to move her hand below the sheets and Hugh caught her.

“I’m going to be the one that touches you there. Now, do you think you can take a hard fucking, or do I need to break you in slowly?”

She paused. This was a moment for honesty so that her erotic dreams might come true.

“Hard.”

“You want your little pussy used hard, do you?”

“I always wondered what it would be like if you demanded prima nocta from the new brides on your lands.”

There was silence as they both realized what she was requesting.

“You want to feel my droit de seigneur?” he asked, grinding his cock into her harder.

“Hugh, please,” she sighed as pleasure washed over her.

“Not tonight. I’m His Lordship to the likes of you, village girl,” he growled.

Isabel ran her hand up Hugh’s muscular neck and over the stubble flecked with silver that covered his jaw. She pulled him closer, trying to kiss his mouth.

“None of that, my village lass,” he said, pulling the blankets aside. “There’s no tenderness in His Lordship’s chamber, not when he has a new bride to deflower.”

“But I mean to be faithful to my husband, Your Lordship,” Isabel said, warming to the game they were playing.

“And you will be faithful to him. Once I claim the maidenhead that is legally mine.”

“Why should my husband give up the right to take my virginity? These laws are unfair!” she whispered vehemently.

“Take it up with the assize court the next time they’re in town,” he said. “Now show me what’s mine to defile for one night.”

Isabel made her hands shake as she dragged up her nightgown. With the top buttons already undone, she quickly pulled it over her head. She was lying naked before him, her skin illuminated by candlelight. She felt exposed and ashamed, her breasts swollen with milk for the babies and her belly still slightly rounded from carrying Abby.

Hugh fit his hand at the curve of her waist while hovering over her. He ran his big hand up to cup one breast, testing its weight. He brought the same hand down the center of her body, brushing his knuckles over her belly. Isabel sucked in her stomach, and he paused.

“Let it out,” he said. “Let it all out.”

Isabel relaxed, feeling more than a year of burdens slip from her shoulders. If only she could feel like this always.

“Oh, sweetheart, you’re beautiful,” he said reverently.

Her thighs parted further, and the movement seemed to catch Hugh’s eye. He stared, unmoving, for a moment.

“I need to do something, and it’s not part of our game, but I need it desperately,” he said.

“Take what you need.”

He slid down between her legs until his face was over her core. He insinuated himself and hiked her thighs over his shoulders until she was open to him.

“Hugh!” she gasped, horrified, and used her hand to shield her exposed core from his view.

“I’m going to die if I don’t taste your pussy, sweetheart.” He licked at the back of the hand she covered her body with. He worked his tongue between her fingers.

“You can’t put your mouth there,” she said, scandalized.

“Pile up the pillows and watch me. I’ll stop if you don’t like it. But I think you’ll enjoy this very much indeed. Don’t tell me that your paramour skipped this essential step in the courting process?”

“Of course he skipped it,” she huffed while arranging the pillows behind her with both hands. “It’s not decent.”

“I think you’ll find that indecent is the best way to live,” said Hugh before lowering his face to her core and licking gently at Isabel’s throbbing nub.

“Oh.”

He smiled and opened his mouth further, running his tongue all over her open, wet pussy.

“This is a fine little cunny,” he said. “A pretty fucking cunt.”

“I’ve never heard those words before,” she said.

“That’s because you’re an innocent lass from my village,” he said, picking up their first night play. “I’m going to have to teach you everything before sending you home to your new husband.”

Her hips moved in response to his tonguing, and her hand crept nearer to her cunny. Her cunt. Her pussy. She spasmed involuntarily as the filthy words ran through her mind.

Isabel’s hand drifted lower, trailing closer to where Hugh’s thick head of hair rested between her thighs. She gave an experimental stroke through his partially silver hair and then gasped in surprise when she felt his hand around hers.

Their entwined hands rested on her lower belly as he wound her closer to the ultimate pleasure.

Hugh moved their hands just enough to use his thumb on the skin near her pussy.

“We’re going to hold up your little nub’s hood, and then I’m going to make you come hard. Do you think you can do that, lass?”

She gave a squeak, and he dove in, licking at her sloppily until she felt close to ecstatic release. She just needed the tiniest bit more. If only—

“Oh!” she squealed before clamping a hand over her mouth. Hugh had inserted a finger, likely his smallest, in her channel, and the sensation was enough to send her crashing apart, her hips bucking.

She withdrew her hand from his and placed both on either side of Hugh’s head to direct him away from her overstimulated pussy. She still couldn’t think of it as a cunt, no matter how hot she felt when Hugh said it.

Isabel laid back, stunned at the overwhelming feeling of her release. Hugh looked up, pleased, and wiped his dressing gown sleeve over his wet mouth.

“You made a little squirt with your pussy,” he said, his eyes shining. “Which is good because you’re going to need all the wetness you can get to take this hard cock in your virgin hole, lass. On your knees. I plan to take you hard, like an animal.”

She scrambled up to follow his orders, her hands under her shoulders and knees under her hips.

“Legs apart, wide,” said Hugh, getting into his role as tyrannical local lord. “I need to get at that cunt.”

She spread her legs and jolted when she felt his whole hand rub over her exposed pussy from behind.

“This is mine. For tonight.”

Her back sagged with pleasure, and it only intensified when he fitted his cockhead at the opening of her channel.

“Are you going to take your lord’s cock like a good girl and give him your precious maidenhead?” he asked.

“Please,” said Isabel, tears of longing forming in her eyes. “Please don’t take what belongs to my husband.”

Hugh pushed in slowly. It was too delicious, too pleasurable for words. One night could never satisfy the ocean of desire she had for this man.

And then he made it both better and worse.

He gripped one of Isabel’s shoulders and fed his solid cock into her wet, giving body while wrapping his big hand over her nose, mouth, and chin.

“I’m going to need to keep you quiet while I’m rutting you so you don’t wake half the inn,” he said.

She could breathe and likely could throw his hand off, but the sensation of him controlling her jaw made the fantasy of being taken by the local lord on her wedding night that much more vivid.

“I’m going to break your maidenhead now, and I won’t be gentle,” he said, punching into her body. He, of course, encountered no such barrier, and her wet, swollen pussy welcomed him.

Isabel felt him bottom out, his sack resting against her spread cunny lips as he paused his thrusts.

He set a punishing pace, drawing out slowly, then using the force of his hips to hilt her over and over. His thick cock dragged over some place inside of her that made her arms shake.

“Fuck, Isabel,” he whispered, dropping the act. “Why do you feel so good, so right?”

He pulled her up until her back rested against his chest, and he filled his hands with her breasts.

“These feel like heaven. You taste like heaven,” he breathed, stroking up into her. “I want to pump you full of my spend, but I can’t do that to you, sweetheart.” He kissed her temple as he spoke.

She couldn’t talk despite her mouth being free of his hand. She was so certain that if she tried to say anything, she’d babble or cry out and wake the inn, not to mention their baby.

Their baby? She needed to control herself or she’d end up at the workhouse with no husband and mother to two small children!

“…maybe it’s too soon. They’re both still young,” he was muttering. “We have time.”

Hugh rested his cheek alongside Isabel’s and let his hand drift to her cunny.

“Wouldn’t you like to come, love?” he asked, rubbing over her nub in that precise, focused motion that drove her wild.

She whimpered, the tears of pleasure finally falling.

“Wouldn’t you like to wash my cock in your honey? Let me feel you trying to milk me and give you another—”

“Oh,” she gasped softly as her body went rigid and an orgasm crashed against her like waves on a break wall at the seaside town she’d once visited as a girl.

He let her shake in his arms and experience the whole of her orgasm. Hugh then drew out and pumped himself twice with his hand before spending on the sheets.

They looked at the wet spot, then at each other.

“I’m much too old to be doing that,” he said, chuckling.

“It hardly seems like the sort of thing one would want to give up to gain wisdom,” she said, mirth clear on her face.

“I’d rather keep that inside of you, sweetheart,” he said, drawing her close and kissing the top of her head. “I don’t suppose you’d like to share my bed tonight?”

***

They crowded into Hugh’s narrow bed. Tom woke in the middle of the night, and Hugh brought him to Isabel, holding her in his arms while watching his baby nurse. Once the child was back to snoozing in his closet, Hugh sucked at Isabel’s breasts as he took her gently, this time spending on a handkerchief so they’d not be forced to sleep on the floor. Isabel was thankful for his consideration, but she wished he could stay inside of her forever. She was desperate to be reunited with Abby, but she didn’t want this interlude with Hugh to end.


Chapter 5


He was a marvel, Isabel reflected on the carriage ride back to London.

Hugh had drawn himself to his most towering and powerful, then swept into the workhouse. He glowered until Mr. Felter, the petty tyrant of the place, meekly asked how he could help His Lordship. To that, Hugh replied: “The Countess requires her child.”

The man had a blank expression. Then he looked back and forth between Hugh and Isabel comically until Hugh extended a hand and brought her to his side.

“I’ll fetch the girl,” Felter said, his voice higher than usual.

Abby had been hysterical upon seeing Isabel again, no doubt confused by her absence. Loath to tarry, Isabel had asked Hugh and the footmen to collect their few belongings so they could depart. She didn’t know where she was going, but she wasn’t staying another minute at that wretched workhouse.

The carriage ride was initially a disaster. Tom demanded his lunch, and the sight of her mother cradling a baby horrified Abby. Everyone, save Hugh, cried.

Then Hugh settled Abby in his lap, and she sucked on her thumb while watching Tom with some curiosity. For his part, the boy fell asleep quickly.

On the way back to London, Isabel spotted a familiar river and roused a napping Hugh to ask him to signal for the carriage to stop. It was her village.

***

She was magnificent.

Isabel had directed the coachman to her father’s house, and she exited the vehicle without help, hopping down like a good country lass.

Her papa was in the yard, sitting against a tree with a bottle of his famed cider nearby. Hugh watched, alert, but he knew she needed to do this on her own.

Besides, he had Abby in one arm and Tom in the other and couldn’t drop them to go haring off after his…

He paused for a moment, struggling to think of the right word for what Isabel was to him. She’d ceased being merely his son’s wet nurse but she was not yet officially something more.

He heard a loud noise and looked up, watching in shock as Isabel retracted her leg from kicking down the frequently repaired stone wall.

“Your apologies are too late!” she said while opening the door of the carriage. Then she softened. “But maybe, with time, we can be a family again. I’ll let you know.”

She clambered up and took her daughter into her arms, kissing the top of her head.

***

They reached London late the next day. The servants rushed forth to assist, but Hugh carried Abby and Isabel cradled Tom, both sleeping soundly.

“To the Countess’s rooms, I think,” said Hugh softly.

They deposited the babies in the cribs Hugh had ordered to be placed in the room before they’d even departed for the workhouse. Isabel marveled at his foresight and planning; but then, people credited him with saving Europe from disaster for a reason.

He led Isabel to the connecting apartment, showing her where her garments were hung and explaining how the bathroom’s running water functioned. Then he left her to bathe and prepare for bed.

Nothing was resolved, but Hugh was.

He walked into his office, his steps slowing‌. He poured a drink at the sideboard and looked out the window to the manicured garden behind his townhouse.

“She — they — are more than I could have ever imagined.”

He wandered to his desk, where Clarissa’s photograph peeked out from his drawer. He opened it and looked at her.

“You did this. I know you did. I see your loving hand imprinted on this gift, and I can’t thank you enough for what you’ve done for me. It’s more than I deserve.”

He sat back in his chair and shuffled through some papers that had arrived while he was away. Upon finding what he sought, he smiled.

“The nursery is full now,” he said to the image with a smile. “Well, not the nursery, but your old room. We need the babies nearby so their nurses can bring them to their mama when they want to be held and fed.”

He paused.

“You understand what I’m saying, don’t you? You always did, without me needing to spell things out, you clever girl. But then, you’re a thousand steps ahead of me, aren’t you?”

Hugh placed his glass back on the sideboard and stood over the drawer where Clarissa peeked out at him.

“Wish me luck, Clare.”


Chapter 6


Isabel sat awkwardly on an armchair, uncertain of where she should be or what she should do without instruction from Hugh. She’d bathed and pulled on her nightgown, run a comb through her hair, and now she was alone with her uncertain thoughts. Was she to go next door to sleep in the same room as the babies? After all, she was Tom’s wet nurse.

The door to the bedroom opened, and Hugh entered. Isabel braced for disappointment, unwilling to admit to herself where her hopes had propelled her thoughts. Almost.

“I’ve received good news,” said Hugh, loosening his necktie.

“What’s that?” she asked faintly, distracted by the alluring sight of his skin.

“Tom has been legally recognized as my son.”

She paused. “Does this mean…”

“Tom is my heir, my son, according to the law. Even if additional legitimate children are born to me, he takes precedence.”

“Hugh, that’s wonderful.”

“It is. I fear I was hasty and have created extra work for the clerk, though.”

“Why is that?” she asked.

“The decree does not recognize his mother.”

Isabel’s brow drew into a frown. “But I thought she died after delivering him.”

“His living mother.”

Isabel’s confusion only deepened. “He has a mother yet living?”

“Yes, if you agree to it.”

“I would like nothing better than to be Tom’s mother, but you know that my situation at present is quite unsuitable for a peer’s heir.”

“Ahh, Clarissa, I knew I’d make a hash of this,” muttered Hugh softly. “Isabel,” he said, coming close to her. “I started with the wrong part. May I begin again?”

“Of course,” she said, genuinely baffled.

“Do you like this room?”

“This one?” She looked around. “It’s a fine room. Yes.”

“How would you like to live in it always? Well, not merely this room. This house.”

“Oh,” she said, “yes, I could live in your house. It would be best for the children if I were nearby.”

Hugh covered his face with one large hand. “And they call me an orator,” he said, laughing. “Isabel, will you marry me?”

She looked into his eyes, searching for some hint that he was speaking in jest. He took her hands in his and drew her closer.

“I know it’s soon. And I don’t know the nature of your feelings. But I can’t imagine letting this chance at happiness, this gift we’ve been given, pass by without seizing it and holding on for good. For the rest of our lives.”

He dropped to one knee before her.

“I may not be as young as the suitors of your dreams, but I mean to be true to you and give you everything your heart desires. To be a father for both Abby and Tom and ensure they grow up with every bit of love and comfort we can give them.”

“Hugh,” she said, her eyes filling with tears, a trembling hand over her mouth.

“I know it’s early, darling, but please tell me you feel this bond between us. I don’t want to wait to be a family with you and Abby and Tom. We could start tomorrow if your wishes match mine.”

Isabel sank to the floor next to Hugh. Her future husband. “Is this real?” she asked, planting a kiss on his lips.

“I’ve wondered the same,” he said, helping her up, then scooping her into his arms. “I may not always be able to do this, being so much older than you. But should you have needs that are unmet — any needs at all — I’ll arrange for you to want for nothing, sweetheart.”

“Don’t say that,” she said, drawing his lips closer so they could kiss once more. “You’ll always be what I need.”

Hugh laid Isabel on the bed and surveyed her nightgown-clad body. He licked his lips. “I need to ask you something.”

She pulled at the hem, bringing it up. “Yes?”

“What are your plans for our nursery?”

She broke into a grin. “Our nursery. What a lovely sound. You mean the Countess’s chambers next door? They seem perfectly situated for the babies. I don’t want to sleep away from you.”

Hugh’s eyelids lowered, taking in her body as she pulled the gown off. “I meant in regard to populating it further.”

Isabel paused.

“I know it’s soon, but we don’t know how long it could take, given my age and the fact that you’re nursing. A pregnancy could significantly affect or dry up your milk, I’m told. But we could bring in other wet nurses should that happen. It could take some time, if it even works — Clarissa and I weren’t so blessed, but you know about her health woes. I just want to give you the chance to decide. As my wife, as my countess, you make the decisions.”

She smiled and held out her arms to Hugh. He crawled into bed on top of her, his clothes still on.

“Are you ready to be a papa of three?” she asked.

“If we were on the battlefield, we would be outmanned against three babies. Fortunately, the Carnifex coffers can handle hiring all the help we need. By the by, I sent word to my estate manager to fix your father’s wall.”

She laughed. “Thank you. I won’t forgive him for what he did, but seeing it collapse under my kick certainly opened the door for a reconciliation someday.”

“I also plan to investigate the workhouse.”

She looked up, wary. “Where will those women go? Reforms are admirable, but that place exists for people who have no alternatives.”

“Before acting, we’d establish an alternate scheme to aid those women and children. We won’t heal one wound, only to create another.”

“You deserve every fine thing people say about you, my husband-to-be.” She draped her arms around his neck.

“The thing I most aspire to deserve is you, sweetheart. You and Abby and Tom. How did I receive such a gift all in one fell swoop?” he asked, ducking his head to kiss her.

“Hugh?”

“Yes, love?”

She stretched on the plush bed that would soon be officially hers. “How would you feel about trying for another baby?”

He paused for a moment, studying her face. “Are you sure? There will be so many little ones underfoot.”

“I can’t think of a better way to live,” she said. “And I long to feel your seed within me, filling me. Seeing your spend on the sheets and that handkerchief upset me. That’s my spend,” she whispered with unexpected ferocity.

Hugh began pulling his clothes off, needing to enter his wife — almost wife — as soon as possible. “Is your little cunt wet for me?”

Isabel nodded, opening to him further.

“Touch your nub. I want you hot and wet.”

She placed her fingers over her spread lips and began moving them in a circular motion over her sensitive bump.

Hugh was off the bed, removing the last of his clothes. “Pull your cunny apart. I must see the hole that needs my seed.”

She angled her body to fully expose herself to him, complying with his demands. He stood, naked and unmoving, his thickened cock held in his hand.

“You’re sure you want this?” he asked. “Because I will not go easy on you tonight, even though the wedding is tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?”

“The archbishop has arranged for a special license. Would two o’clock suit for the wedding?”

“Yes,” she said, wiping her sudden happy tears. “Can the children come?”

“They’ll be almost the only guests because of the speed at which we’re marrying,” he said. “I hope you don’t mind.”

“No, no, of course not! Tomorrow.”

“And tonight I plan to breed you, sweetheart. Are you amenable? Willing to take my seed? Give me more babies for our nursery?”

Isabel reached for her groom. “You say these things and leave me wanting.”

He settled on the bed over her and placed her feet on his shoulders until she was open to him and slightly lifted. “You want to be taken firm and deep? Fucked by your local lord and sent to your husband tomorrow already swelling with my seed?”

Her cunt tightened at his words.

“Don’t think to brace against the incursion of my cock. I need to plant myself deep, all the way to the root, for the seed to take. Are you ready to surrender to the law’s demands on your body?”

“Yes, Your Lordship,” she whispered.

Hugh fit himself at her entrance and eased his way inside, despite his harsh words. She felt divine, as if every bit of her crying out for his touch was suddenly stroked.

He brought his hands to her breasts, where he played with her swollen nipples. “I want to seed you like the fields in the village. Make your river overflow its banks,” he said reverently. “Make you always drip with milk.” He tweaked her nipple until some milk escaped, “and honey.” Hugh rubbed the milk into his bride’s clitoris.

“And I want to summon the full force of your love and draw your seed into me. I want to bloom with your desire.”

“You play with me so well,” he said, controlling the depth of his thrusts so they wouldn’t finish too soon. “Why was I so lucky as to receive everything I’ve ever wanted all at once?”

“You must have lived an exemplary life, my love. That, or someone in heaven loves you very much.”

Hugh dashed a few tears away and smiled down at his soon-to-be wife. “How right you are.”

He settled closer to her, his large body covering hers as he stroked his cock in an increasingly demanding rhythm.

“And here we are, you and me,” he said. Their faces were close and their eyes on each other, only closing when waves of pleasure rolled over them and they sought to delay the inevitable climax. “It’s just us.”

“Just us until one of the babies cries and needs their mama,” she said, laughing and cradling his dear face with her hand.

“Then we should hurry. Can I race you to the end, sweetheart?”

His hand already settled on her nub and began stroking in time with his thrusts. She pulsed around his heavy cock, giving pleasure back to him despite pressing her hands against the headboard of his — their — enormous bed to remain stationary.

“Are you going to keep my spend inside and make another baby?” he asked.

“I hope so,” she gasped, feeling the first tremors of her orgasm fire.

“I’m greedy for it, greedy for you to swell for me,” he said. “You’re taking this cock like you want it. Swallowing it right up.”

The sounds of their coupling only grew wetter as the final ascent approached.

“Show me how you’re going to hold my seed inside, how your cunny is going to close up and make me a baby.”

Isabel contracted, her core gripping him ever tighter.

“Ah fuck, that’s it, my love,” he said, thrusting harder as he began to unload spend in time with the jerks of his hips.

Feeling Hugh release himself inside for the first time, flooding her with wetness, unleashed Isabel’s climax, and she turned into the pillow to muffle her cries. He rested his hand on her belly, saying nothing, but clearly willing his seed to take.

***

Resting on one pillow together, they kissed lazily in the afterglow of their coupling.

“Tomorrow then?” she asked.

Hugh smiled. “Tomorrow, and all the rest of the tomorrows.”

“You think we’ll be this happy forever?”

“I’m certain of it,” he said, kissing her with all the tenderness in his healed heart.

And blissfully happy together, they were.

THE END
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