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Two short stories containing explicit love scenes.

A Duet of Regency Sex Comedies

Nothing Less Than A Duke
When Vincent, Duke of Rightwood secludes himself in the library at the first ball of the Season, he does not expect to overhear four brutally honest debutantes discussing him from his position hidden behind the silk screen. They would tolerate him, and his attentions for the title of duchess, after all, nothing less than a duke would do.
While Vincent is well aware that he is not a handsome man, he’s large and dark, with no patience for the dandified behavior and dress of the men of his class, but to be referred to as Lord Frightwood? One of the young women however, is kinder than the rest, though he does not recognize her voice. After the ladies depart the library he rejoins the ball, and discovers his champion to be a young angelic looking yet practical young woman on her first Season, who unlike the rest of them, actually seems to like him. Unwilling to risk some young buck snapping her up first, Vincent offers for her the very same evening.
Vincent and Cuthbertina are married within days by special license and he discovers himself both quickly amused by and falling for the adorable Cubby...who has some surprises in store...when on their wedding night she makes him an unusual offer.

The Mischievous Virgin
When Dare Wolverton is approached by Lord Edward Sinclair with a unique proposal, he really can’t afford to refuse.
Lord Sinclair will pay Dare a king’s ransom to take his unusual daughter off his hands. Immediately. Though he is unwilling to go into details of why is he in such a hurry to dispose of the chit. Reluctantly Dare who is desperately in need of funds to repair his estate, agrees. He has to take a bride at some point, why not this one? The conditions of their agreement however state that he cannot meet her until the ceremony.
When at the altar Daizie proves to be both beautiful and appealing, Dare becomes even more curious and suspicious. What on earth is wrong with her that her father would deny her a Season?
But when she counters the vicar’s monotonous reading of their marriage vows with an overly enthusiastic ‘to love honor and obey’, then leans into the kiss sealing their vows with great enthusiasm, he gets a glimpse of what his future might hold.
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Chapter One


London 1812



 


 

“Nothing less than a duke
will do,” Lady Adele declared. Her friends murmured their agreement, though not
a single one of them except for her stood a chance of netting a duke and they
all knew it. Lady Adele was the toast of the Season and the eldest daughter of
a duke with a dowry to match her station.


Vincent leaned back in
the comfortable wing back chair and listened carefully, the four girls were
completely unaware of his presence and he intended to keep it that way.


“Lord Myerson is very
handsome…” a small voice suggested.


“But only a Viscount,”
Lady Adele answered quickly.


“Handsome doesn’t
provide for our heirs,” Lady Susan interposed. “I certainly don’t want to live
in a rundown manor house, do you?”


“She’s right Cubby,”
Lady Adele agreed.


“I suppose so,” Cubby,
the apparent owner of the small voice conceded.


Cubby?
Who named a girl Cubby? She was the only one he didn’t know, the rest were well
known daughters of the Ton with
expectations to match their stations.


“The
only duke here so far this Season is Lord Frightwood,” Lady Susan said and the
girls all shuddered loudly and dramatically.


“Rightwood,” Cubby
corrected.


“Trust me, if you’d
ever seen him up close, you wouldn’t say that,” Lady Adele warned her.


“I’ve seen him from a
distance, and he’s perfectly fine,” Cubby defended.


“You would change your
mind if you had to consider which gentleman you were going to allow to nestle between your thighs,” Lady Rose said with a laugh.


They all groaned.


“What?” asked Cubby.


“Oh
my! She doesn’t know does she?” Lady Adele addressed
the group in general.


They all shook their
heads including Cubby.


“It’s like the animals
on the farm Cubby, a man sticks his unmentionable
between your thighs and…”


“Susan!” Lady Rose
cried in disgust.


“Well it’s true!” Lady
Susan declared.


“I’m very well aware of
that thank you very much!” Cubby
defended herself quite well.


“Well,
perhaps you’re more grown up than we realized then!” Lady Susan teased.


“I
just can’t imagine letting that awful man do that to me!” Lady Adele said with
a sigh, “but I suppose I will have to, at least a couple of times, if we’re to
have heirs.”


Vincent
Blackheath, current Duke of Rightwood, the awful man himself, wanted to laugh aloud
at the bizarre depiction of sex by the four very
untutored debutantes. But remained silent as a ghost hidden behind the silk
screen in the corner of the library where the girls were taking a break from
the overheated ballroom. He observed only their shapes through a chink in the
screen.


“The animals seem to enjoy
it you know,” Cubby said pragmatically. Vincent did his best to stifle his
surprised snort of laughter.


“Ugh!” the rest of them
chorused again making loud dramatic shuddering sounds. Only one, Cubby,
giggled.


“Lord Frightwood does
appear to be more beast than man,” Lady Susan pondered.


“That shaggy mane and
black eyebrows…he’s quite untamed I’m sure,” Lady Rose said.


“It’s the amber eyes,
they are positively predatory,” Lady Adele affirmed. “Like a wild animal.”


“Can you imagine being
alone in the dark with him…?” Lady Susan asked, a sudden tremor appearing in
her voice.


“I’d rather not!” Lady
Adele declared.


“I’m
developing goose flesh at the very thought!” Lady Rose
exclaimed.


There
then followed only the soft sounds of their ballroom slippers against the
polished wooden floor and the creak of the brass hinges of the solid oak door,
as the ladies apparently decided it was time to return to the ball.


Vincent
waited a few choice minutes for them to make their departure before leaving the
comfort of his hidden spot. He still hadn’t caught a glimpse of the cheeky Cubby, she’d had her back turned to him the whole time. And
exactly who was she? Both her voice and attitude were adorable and warranted
further investigation. He scanned the ballroom, Lady Adele and Lady Susan two
of the Duke of Rothersford’s daughters stood side by side with Lady Rose,
Viscount Hardy’s daughter. No fourth girl was present, but then hadn’t they
said ‘grown up enough’? She must be new on the marriage mart, two of the girls,
the sisters, although both exquisitely beautiful in a brittle porcelain doll
sort of way were each on their second Season. He wouldn’t be surprised to
discover they needed a third to snag an acceptable suitor with those ugly
attitudes. They didn’t hide them well either, as the daughters of a duke,
perhaps they didn’t think they needed to.


Damn it, he didn’t want
to spend the whole Season seeking out a suitable bride. He didn’t need an
influx of the ready, his estates were doing very well, thank you very much, though
a dowry could always be handy. But
certainly not handy enough to put up with those kind of disdainful attitudes
for the rest of his life! Still, a cynical side of him almost relished the idea
of putting one of them through enduring his ‘unmentionable’ between their
thighs. He had a decent enough mistress after all, but he wanted children, he
wanted a family, and he intended to get it. One way or another he would find a
suitable bride who wasn’t destined to become an uppity old hag before she was
twenty-five!


Just
for the hell of it, he strolled over to ask Lady Adele to dance first, as the
oldest daughter of a duke she obviously expected it. And he would have a better
chance to look over the rest of the crop from the dance floor. The room was
just as he anticipated. Filled with almost identical girls, similar stature,
similar dress, and hopeful expressions painted on their faces, except of course
when they saw him and quickly averted their eyes lest he invite them to dance
too. Apparently, even his enormous wealth and lofty title couldn’t compensate
for his looks. Lady Adele’s smile was frozen in place. It might have been a
grimace, it was hard to tell.


“My
father is here tonight Your Grace,” she said with emphasis, as if she expected
him to be pleased at the notion he could offer for her right away. 


He didn’t answer, just
merely raised a brow. That made her frown; he imagined her scowling pouty face
over breakfast every day for the rest of his life and cringed. No doubt once
she had secured his title she would affect a permanent case of the megrims and
retire to her chambers to avoid him.


“Are you well Your
Grace?” she asked suddenly at his darkening expression. He’d been about to
answer when a petite golden haired angel walked into the ballroom, she stood at
the edge of the dance floor, and when his gaze connected briefly with hers, she
smiled at him. His heart lurched.


“Who is that?” he asked
abruptly, nodding toward the adorable angel.


“My little sister,
Cuthbertina, this is her first Season.”


Vincent’s
gaze swept from Lady Adele to the angel and back, there was barely a trace of a
family resemblance. Could this be Cubby? Suddenly his heart began to race as a
plan took shape, and he smiled down at the stick figure in his arms. “You will
introduce me,” he informed her, and propelled her across the dance floor toward
the heavenly creature before she could demure.


***


Lord
Rothersford stared at him as if he’d gone mad. There were those who thought he
was. It was the scowling dark brows that got to them,
he didn’t try to hide or retrain his thick heavy black brows or tidy his wild
mane of jet black hair. He was a duke, therefore he
could and would, do as he pleased. And what pleased him now, was Cubby. He
focused his predatory amber eyes on the man before him and waited.


“I cannot allow Cubby
to go to the altar before Adele and Susan!” Lord Rothersford exclaimed. 


“In that case, I bid
you good day!” Vincent rose to his feet and strode for the door. Counting down
as he did so under his breath. Five four three two…


“Very
well!”


He was back in the
library, where he’d listened in on the girls only an hour earlier. He wasn’t
about to waste any time, he knew which one he wanted, and he wasn’t going to
allow some young buck to snap her up first. Cubby had mentioned that she found
Lord Myerson handsome. When he’d requested an immediate audience with Lord
Rothersford, everyone was apparently expecting him to offer for Adele.


Vincent
turned with a sardonic grin that made even Lord Rothersford shudder. But he
didn’t make Cubby shudder. And soon he would be between those soft pink thighs.
Then he would ensure he made her shudder in a very pleasing way. He’d held her
softness in his arms tonight as they danced, just a taste of what she had to
offer him. He could hardly wait to sample the rest.








 


 

Chapter Two



 

Vincent glanced across
the carriage at his bride. It had all been accomplished in a matter of days
with a special license. There was gossip, he knew there would be. Why had he chosen
the younger sister, had there been inappropriate behavior…had he somehow
compromised her…had Lord Rothersford forced his hand or had he simply taken an
odd liking to her? Poor thing! Their
faces were plainly readable. She was adorable and sweet natured, and he was
pretty sure they were being compared to the old fable of the beauty and the
beast. Yet oddly, in the brief amount of time he’d spent with her, it was plain
that Cubby didn’t think of herself as beautiful at all and she wasn’t repulsed
by him either.


The brief wedding
breakfast accomplished, they drove the short distance to Vincent’s townhouse.
He didn’t want to drive all the way out into the country to his estate. He
wanted her here and now. Cubby, whose full name Cuthbertina was entirely too
long and formal for her, smiled happily at him. No one ever looked at him that
way, he raised one sardonic brow, and her lips simply twitched a little. No,
not intimidated at all. Very strange.


But the day was still
young.


The
members of his household staff were all lined up on the steps awaiting him and
his new duchess. Vincent allowed her time to greet them briefly and then simply
led her by the hand to his room, waving away the servants. They’d been plied
with more food and drink than necessary at the wedding breakfast and had simply
driven across town, they had no further need of refreshments, and he could give
Cubby a tour of the house later. There was other business he wanted to attend
to first.


Cubby’s eyes rounded
slightly when the door to his bedroom suite closed behind them and she found
herself alone with Vincent for the first time. He leaned back against the
sturdy oak paneled door and crossed his arms, observing her. She removed her
bonnet, looking around.


“It is a nice room
Vincent,” she said. “Are we sharing?”


“Sharing what?”


“The
room.”


“Do you want to?” he
asked curiously.


“That would be nice,
though I’m sure I will need a rather large dressing room, my trousseau is quite
extensive, but…” Vincent walked toward her, she didn’t
back up a single step. Decidedly odd.


He
pulled her into his arms; her palms came to rest on the dark fabric of his
morning coat as she looked up at him.


“I’m curious though,”
she said conversationally. “Why would we share a bed? From what I have observed
in other households, most couples do not share a room. And why is it that a
wedding night is called ‘a bedding’, when I hardly think a bed is even
necessary to accomplish the deed is it?”


Vincent’s
eyebrows shot up. “You don’t think so?” Perhaps she was more knowledgeable than
he’d first thought?


“Not according to what
I have witnessed in the animals in the fields, I mean…”


Vincent barely held
back his shout of laughter. He shook his head, biting his bottom lip.


“That is why we’re here
isn’t it? To accomplish the bedding right away?”


“Yes.” The less he said
the more he would learn from the loquacious Cubby, he decided.


“Would you like me to
assume the position?”


Vincent nodded, eyes
twinkling.


“Where?”


“Wherever you will be
comfortable,” he said magnanimously. He hadn’t had this much fun in years, if
ever.


“Very
well then. May I suggest the sheepskin rug? It
does look very comfortable. It should be a little easier on my knees.”


Her knees? Was she going
to…she was! He watched in utter disbelief as Cubby walked toward the fireplace
and knelt down on the enormous sheepskin rug, assuming a position he’d seen the
animals in the fields use for mating. Waiting.


“Is this all right?”
she asked over her shoulder.


Why
look a gift horse in the mouth, or anywhere else for that matter? He could see
from her position, the fabric of her thin cotton gown rested softly over her
naked bottom. Suddenly, his humor vanished and he took a deep gulp of air.


He
knelt down behind her, and raised her skirt, she simply waited. This had never
happened to


him
before; even his mistress would have a cheeky remark or two if he told her to
get on all fours. But the sight of the two soft rounded globes of her pale pink
bottom suddenly drove all thoughts of humor from his addled brain. This was
what she wanted? Then it was what he would give her. His body hardened
instantly at the thought. It couldn’t be this easy, could it?


Cubby turned to look
over her shoulder at the delay. She hadn’t even undressed. So perhaps she
wasn’t quite as knowledgeable as she had seemed? On his knees behind her, he
took both silky globes in his hands, caressing, just to see what she would do.
She sighed. Was that good or bad? Impatience or pleasure?
He stroked some more, down the very backs of her thighs, and thought he saw a
delicate quiver run through her. Damn it, he couldn’t tell if she was happy
about this or not, but his member was, he pressed up against her slightly, she
appeared to be bracing herself in anticipation. The first bedding was something
he should probably get on with, especially since she was making it so easy for
him. He could teach her more in time, but he was beginning to think he would
enjoy having her in this position quite regularly.


He rose up behind her,
freeing himself from the confines of his clothing, he allowed his shaft to rest
against her bottom, she made a small sound at the feel
of him there, but didn’t move away. He tugged her hips closer. “Put your elbows
down on the ground Cubby,” he instructed.


“Are you sure?” She
didn’t sound at all certain of that idea.


“Very.”


Cubby
complied and his blood thundered in his ears. Perfect! He could see her soft
pink nether lips ready and waiting for him to part them and enter her feminine
depths. His rod grew harder at the enticing sight. Very slowly he moved,
finding her entrance with the head of his shaft and slowly inching his way
inside. She was small and tight, and exquisite. He closed his eyes enjoying the
hot tight silky feel of her, until he came to her barrier. Damn, he’d forgotten
about that. With such a willing little wife, the last thing he wanted to do was
put her off for any of their future encounters. Maybe a little distraction
would be good. He doubted she’d ever felt what he was about to make her feel,
though with Cubby, she might know her own body better than he thought! He
reached around stroking a hand over her thigh and into her silky heat from the front, he coaxed her folds apart with his fingertips and
began to stroke gently as he moved very slowly deeper inside. He could hear her
soft pants as he moved back and forth, timing his stroking touch
in unison with the movements of his shaft. When he felt her body begin to react
to his ministrations and she gasped in shock at the new sensation of her very
first climax rippling through her, he knew her body was primed and ready for
him. Finally he thrust fully into her, fracturing the delicate barrier. She
sagged for a moment, but he kept her hips glued to his, enjoying the perfect
view.


“Cubby?”


“Yes?” she murmured.


“Are you alright?”


“I think so.”


Vincent
almost laughed, she was handling this very well. He
began to move. “Push back against me as I move,” he instructed. She did take
instruction admirably well, he thought watching her little bottom move.


He
felt the draw of her perfect tight channel like a warm silk glove stroking the
essence from his shaft. He simply couldn’t help it, he
thrust faster and harder, watching his own thighs pelting against her soft
bottom. Until he cried out and released into her depths. Sagging forward he
braced one arm against the fireplace, the other still holding Cubby’s lovely
form against him. But he didn’t want to pull out, not yet, this felt too damn
good. He was still hard. More gently now, he moved, languorously sliding in and
out, watching the way their bodies fit together so perfectly, he could do this
all day. Day after day, he mused closing his eyes as he came a second time.








 

 


Chapter Three



 

Cubby awoke in an
unfamiliar bed, and for the first time in her life, she was not alone. After
Vincent had accomplished their bedding last night, he’d been very kind to her.
He’d ordered her a bath, and insisted she relax by the fire; then he’d taken
himself off to bathe in another room. She had been tired after all the
excitement of the previous days, and after her bath, she had simply slipped
naked into Vincent’s bed since there had been no time for her maid to unpack,
and he had said they would be sharing after all. Quickly she had fallen asleep.
Now she opened her eyes and stared at the giant dark hulking man lying beside
her.


His long mane of jet
black hair splayed across the stark white pillow, the stubble of a new day
dotting his chin, the massive chest that rose and fell very softly with each
breath. Small flat male nipples a slightly darker shade than his tanned skin,
and coarse black hairs sprinkled across his muscular chest narrowing down to
disappear beneath the covers; he must be naked, she mused. She hadn’t seen a
man naked yet. Their bedding had been accomplished dressed, and he’d left her
afterwards to bathe. The lines beneath the coverlet delineated his hulking
form, even his feet were enormous, she had a sudden odd desire to see them, and
the rest of his large muscular body. She reached for the covers, suddenly
noticing an odd tented shape in his groin, she lifted
the coverlet and stared in disbelief at the giant thing that thrust out from
his body. That was what he’d thrust into her last eve? It was huge! She gasped
as the thing suddenly appeared to move. Her gaze flew to his face, his unique
amber eyes were open and watching her.


“I beg your pardon!”
she said suddenly embarrassed at being caught invading his privacy.


Vincent’s eyes rounded
and his lips compressed into a firm line. Was he cross
with her? “I should not have been looking at…that without your permission!” she said wondering if he was
appalled.


“You can look at my
body anytime you wish Cubby,” he said, his voice flat and giving no hint of
emotion at all. Frowning she peered at him in attempt to ascertain his mood.
His big black bushy eyebrows went up.


“Thank you.”


***


Vincent looked at his
adorably disheveled new wife. Her curling blonde hair mussed and her eyes round
as she dropped the bed covers back into place.


‘Thank you’? She had said it with such seriousness he’d had to clear
his throat to maintain his composure.


She reached for her
robe. He’d allowed her maid to slip in last night and lay it across the bottom
of the bed before unpacking the rest of Cubby’s things in the adjoining
dressing room while Cubby slept serenely in his bed. She had actually appeared
content.


“No clothes, not yet,”
he commanded.


Cubby’s hand stilled,
the bed covers had fallen away and Vincent watched her, just as she had gazed
on him. Her small perky pale pink breasts were firm and the nipples titled ever
so slightly upwards as they reacted to the cool
morning air.


“Why
not?”


“We have time for more
bedding this morning,” he said shifting a little as his morning erection thrust
out even harder from his body as though reacting to his words.


“We are going to do it
again?” she asked incredulously.


“Of course,” he said
simply, the less he said the better with Cubby, allowing her to speak could be
very revealing he’d discovered. But still he was stunned when she rose from the
bed and strode over to kneel on the rug by the fireplace once again. Holy
Saints! He wasn’t sure he could walk that far.


“I’d prefer to do it
here Cubby,” he said, watching as she rose and walked back across the room
toward him in all her naked glory, then climbed back onto the bed. Her body was
sheer perfection, petite, well formed, and one hundred percent his alone.


“Hold onto the
headboard,” he instructed.


“Vincent?” she said,
her voice quivering a little uncertainly. Damn! He should have known it was too
good to be true. She didn’t want to.


“Yes Cubby?”


“Are you sure it’s
going to fit? I mean, it is really huge…” she eyed his thrusting penis over her
shoulder, her hands gripping the wooden headboard until the knuckles were
white. He tried really hard not to laugh, but it escaped as a snort.


“It’s
the very same size it was yesterday Cubby, and we fit together just fine then.”


“Very
well then,” she said pragmatically, and leaned forward waiting for him to enter
her. He was tempted to tell her it didn’t need to be in this position, but he
found he really liked the idea of simply gradually coaxing her into new ones.


“Lean forward just a
little,” he said.


“Do I need to put my
elbows down again?”


“No,
not this time.”


He moved behind her,
positioning her over his shaft and slowly drew her down onto him. Savoring
every moment as her body enveloped him. It felt so good to be inside her.


“How does that feel
Cubby?” he asked, surprising himself with the question.


“I can feel it up to
here,” she said drawing her hand across her belly.


“Does it feel good?” he
just had to know, tempted to start moving but enjoying the tight hot feel of
her surrounding him for the moment. Surprised to find he really wanted her to
like this, not just tolerate it.


“Yes,” she whispered.


He couldn’t see her
face from the back, he’d never even kissed her he suddenly realized, but then
hadn’t he said he wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth? His mistress
had sex with him for the money, though she did laugh and tease a bit and didn’t
seem particularly appalled by him. But Cubby? She
seemed to almost like this, but he didn’t want to push his luck. Suddenly she
flexed her inner muscles. He gasped.


“Oh!
I’m sorry! Did I hurt you? I…” She tried to turn to him. But quickly he steered
her back forward.


“No,
you didn’t hurt me,” he began moving her hips showing her how to pump up and
down. “I liked it,” he admitted. Almost groaning again at the exquisite
sensations she was eliciting from his throbbing shaft.


“I should do it again
then?” she queried.


“Yes!” he hissed out as
she flexed her inner muscles once again. He had planned to pleasure her too,
but he couldn’t think straight, couldn’t move for the intensity of the climax
suddenly coming up from the depths of his soul and rolling through him. Panting
he roared out a curse and followed it up with a muffled laugh. Cubby apparently
a little unnerved by this, remained very still, as she
was in his lap.


Vincent’s head was
resting against her soft neck, he inhaled her fragrant
scent and nuzzled her softly with his lips. She gasped, but didn’t attempt to
move away. His hands stole up, cupping her soft pink breasts, one lovely
handful in each palm, he tenderly lifted them as though weighing them against
his palms, and when he stroked his thumbs across her nipples she squirmed. He
was still embedded inside her, and her movements were just the right kind of
friction to make him glad they hadn’t moved their positions.


“Turn your head to me
Cubby,” he said.


Eyes wide, Cubby did
just that and he captured her mouth with his, his strong hands moved to grasp
her small waist. When his lips met hers, he knew he was in seventh heaven,
uninitiated in the art of kissing, she was tentative, but she was responding.
This was hardly how he had imagined he would first kiss her. He flicked his
tongue across the seam of her lips and she gasped in surprise, he delved
inside, holding her to him, and deepening the kiss even as he grew increasingly
harder inside her. Gently he rocked her body over his own, stroking with his
tongue and deeply inside her with his shaft. He felt her entire body respond
when his fingertips stroked down to touch her intimately, finding her
delightfully wet. When she came, he joined her, her inner muscles flexing as her
climax hit sending him careening over the edge with her.


“Vincent?”


“Yes?” he cringed
hoping she wasn’t mad as hell or hating him yet.


“I
think I understand now why they call it ‘bedding’.”








 


 

Chapter Four



 

When Vincent left the
room to allow her some privacy to bathe, he was stunned and a little shaken.
His new bride appeared to actually almost like him. She more than tolerated him
at least. He was used to being tolerated. He’d attempted to develop a sense of
humor about his looks but hadn’t ever really quite succeeded. Marly, his long time mistress had
been kind, she’d taught him a lot about a woman’s body, and he’d always tried
to give her pleasure in return. She’d told him the knowledge would be useful
someday, she had been right; though he couldn’t imagine any other young woman
but Cubby responding to him like this. Certainly none of the other three stick
figures at the ball with their pouty faces, entitled attitudes and demands.
There was so much more he was looking forward to teaching Cubby he realized.
Calling for his valet, he quickly bathed and dressed in the adjoining room.
Then whistling he sauntered downstairs to the breakfast room.


When Cubby joined him
he couldn’t help but be amused by her hearty appetite. He had definitely kept
her busy. He was feeling quite relaxed himself. But he wondered if she was
aware that this was going to be her daily routine from now on? But how to broach the subject? Or perhaps he should merely
keep quiet and show her. He was pondering that very thought when the housekeeper
interrupted.


“Begging
you pardon Your Grace, but there are callers here for you.” The housekeeper was
addressing Cubby. She looked up in surprise, not as yet accustomed to her new
title.


“For
me?”


“Your sisters are here,
Your Grace. Lady Adele and Lady Susan, and also your friend Lady Rose, shall I
tell them you are in?”


“Yes, thank you Mrs.
Harris.”


With a smile Cubby
hurried to the morning room to greet her friend and sisters. Vincent sighed,
who called on a woman on her honeymoon? Maybe they wanted to see if she had
survived the bedding with the beast? Suddenly their attitude depressed him.
He’d been amused by them before, but not now. Now he was going to find out
exactly what they had to say for themselves, and to his little Cubby.


***


Cubby entered the
morning room to find three round eyed faces turned worriedly in her direction. 


“Are you alright
Cubby?” Lady Rose asked quickly, hurrying over to place a solicitous hand on
her shoulder, the other two appeared to be looking her over very carefully too.


“I’m fine, why? What is
troubling you?”


“Did he bed you last
night?” Lady Adele asked bluntly.


“Yes of course, it was
our wedding night.”


“How
was it?” Lady Susan asked in a hushed conspiratorial whisper.


“It
was…” Cubby hesitated attempting to find the right words to describe her
experience.


Vincent
strained to hear behind the hidden panel leading to the secret passageways that
snaked throughout the house.


“Well?” the three
demanded impatiently.


“It was much more
exciting than I anticipated.”


“Exciting?” they all queried at once.


“Yes.” Cubby nodded.


“How did he do it?”
asked Lady Rose, she was the more demure looking of the three and also the most
nosey.


“Just
as I anticipated.”


They stared at her
hard, each remembering her words in the library days earlier, for a moment no
one spoke. Then finally Lady Susan gasped in disgust, “You mean, like…the
beasts in the field?”


“Yes of course, but…”
Why were they all looking at her in horror? Perhaps they were not aware that it
was a beautiful experience? None of them had yet experienced such bliss. “Well,
this morning he had me hold onto the headboard and did it…”


All three squealed in
dismay and quickly put their hands over their ears, only lowering their hands
when they were all quite sure she had stopped talking. “Cubby!”
Lady Adele said suddenly, shuddering dramatically. “That is not how it is done!
Only animals do it that way! Don’t you know that? You are supposed to lie quietly with him on top, open your thighs and…and…allow
him to…”


“You
are wrong!” Cubby affirmed.


“No Cubby.” They all
sighed sadly, shaking their heads at the awful fate that had befallen her as
they left. 


“I knew he was a
beast.”


“You were right.”


“Absolutely!
An animal!”


Cubby sat down hard.
What were they trying to tell her? She had done something wrong? But how could
they know? They knew only what they had heard from their shared governess, an
old maid, who herself was quite innocent and had reluctantly explained the
procedure when pressed, whilst stammering and blushing profusely. Perhaps they
had all been misinformed? It didn’t make sense.


***


Vincent strolled into
the drawing room to join Cubby, trying hard to appear nonchalant. It had been a
wonderful start to their honeymoon, he hoped the ‘three ugly debutantes’ as he
thought of them, hadn’t ruined it now.


Cubby crossed her arms
over her chest and glared at him. “You were listening,” she accused.


“How did you know?”


“You are wearing a very
sheepish look,” she stated. Unfortunately she was starting to look a little, a
lot, angry with him. “Well?” she demanded. “Is it true?”


Silently
Vincent debated his options.


“What
is true, Cubby,” he stated emphatically, deciding he was going to brazen it
out. “Is that as your husband, I can make love to you anywhere, anytime, and in
any position I choose. I simply allowed you to choose the position.”


Cubby rose, and stood,
nose to nose, or more like nose to chest with him as she was so small. “And
exactly how many ways are there to ‘make love’ as you call the bedding?” she
demanded crossly glowering up at him.


“Enough to keep us busy
for a very long time.”


“What do you mean?”


“I mean, Cubby, that I intend to make love to you every single day of
our married life. And sometimes,” he said slowly beginning to remove his cravat
and tossing it aside, “more than once in a day.”


“Are you serious?” she
demanded. “I thought the bedding was merely for procreation!”


“That is just one of
the benefits, or perhaps if a couple isn’t compatible…and do not enjoy each
other, they need not do it unless they wish
to...procreate.”


“I see,” she said
thoughtfully, watching as he removed his shirt, next came
the breeches, and soon he stood before her completely naked. His
shaft already straining eagerly in her direction. In one swift swipe,
the dress came over her head and he pulled her into his arms.


“Vincent?”


“Yes?”


“What
does ‘make love’ mean?”


“I fully intend to show
you.”


Fortunately Vincent had
the foresight to call out to the housekeeper that they were not to be
disturbed, before he locked the door and wrapped Cubby in his warm embrace.
Lovingly she wrapped herself around him as though his words had somehow freed
her to act as she wished. Holding his naked body close,
she stroked her small hands tenderly up and down his spine as though feeling
the shape and texture of him. Vincent dipped his head and shocked her by taking
a beaded nipple into his mouth. He almost chuckled, when he thought of what she
would do when he suckled her down lower, as he fully intended to do, but later,
his newly initiated bride was a passionate and willing lover, but still he
didn’t want to shock her. Not yet. He traced kisses back up to her mouth,
kissing her deeply, gratified by her response as she drew him closer, tentatively kissing him back. She attempted to learn from
him, laughing at his response as she teased his nipples in return with her
tongue.


He lay her down on the
soft Aubusson rug and entered her in traditional
missionary fashion. “This Cubby, is the way many
people do it, but any way that feels good is acceptable,” he said leaning on
his elbows looking down into her azure blue eyes. “Now, wrap your legs around
my waist, and hold on,” he instructed.


He
thrust harder than he had before, driven by a desperate need to join with her
more deeply, as though connecting their very souls. Finally, sweat covered and
panting, he felt Cubby shudder against him, gripping his shoulders still
tighter, and they soared over the edge into a sea of sensation together, her
ripples of pleasure enhancing his own.


Vincent
held her in his arms, kissing her forehead, as they both returned slowly to
earth, he drew a blanket from the edge of the sofa, covering them both, and
they dozed.


It was growing dark
when Cubby awakened, she knew Vincent was already awake,
his breathing was no longer shallow. Her hand skimmed across the expanse of his
broad chest, exploring as she had wanted to do when she had first awakened
beside him this morning. She felt the thundering beat of his heart beneath her
palm, and realized he was enjoying this. Her simple touch made him feel that
way? She looked up at him in delight and was stunned at the gentle expression
she saw there.


With an oddly
mischievous twinkle in his eye, Vincent rose scooping her into his arms, then
he strode stark naked past the stunned footmen lining the hall and carried her
upstairs to their room.








 


 

Chapter Five



 

Vincent batted the
annoying fly away from his face. The last weeks had been amazingly sweet and
sensual. He couldn’t remember ever being this happy. But he was also exhausted.
The damn fly was tickling his face again! He brushed his hand over his forehead
once more and encountered something cold and sharp.


He flew into a sitting
position, flinging the intruder with the weapon beneath him and holding both
the assailant’s hands in one of his. He suddenly realized it was Cubby-with a
very lethal looking pair of scissors. He gulped. Did she hate him then after
all? He almost wanted to weep. He’d grown fond
of her.


“What the hell are you
doing?” he bellowed.


Tears instantly flooded
her big blue eyes, and he felt bad. How crazy was he? He felt bad for making
the woman who was trying to kill him cry? Why? Because, he realized-he loved
her!


“Vincent, I…”


“Do you hate me that
much Cubby?” he asked, horrified when he heard his own voice crack a little.


“Hate you? How,
why…what are you talking about?” she demanded crossly, apparently not
intimidated by him at all.


“If
you kill me, my nephew will inherit as we have no heir yet,” he warned.


“You are wrong,” she
said placidly.


“No Cubby, I’m not and
he’s not a good man, not kind,” he warned.


“You are wrong
Vincent,” she whispered again.


“I assure you I am
not…” Shocked when Cubby raised herself up in his hold
just enough to kiss him soundly on the lips, he almost found himself
responding. What a sad case he was, to want her even now. He’d dismissed his
mistress right after their wedding, knowing Cubby was all he ever wanted.


“Yes,” she whispered
against his lips. “You are.”


Something about this
scenario wasn’t quite right, a dark flutter of something black, a spider? Cascaded down and settled across her naked breast.
He freed her hands to brush it away. Hair? Black hair. His hair!
Was this some kind of crazy Samson and Delilah notion that she was toying with?
His hands flew to his head, but no, his hair was still intact. He removed the
scissors from her hand, and rose. The face that stared back at him from the
dresser mirror was not his own. Gone were the ominous black bushy brows, now
neatly cropped and showing his face. My God! He almost looked…human.


“Handsome,” Cubby said
watching his reaction in delight. “I always knew you were handsome.”


Naked
he turned to her, unwittingly, his features for the very first time in his
life, open and his emotions plainly on display.


Cubby
hugged her knees, after he’d made love to her he’d
fallen asleep beside her. She couldn’t believe how lucky she was to have this
huge handsome man love her this way. And he did love her, she just knew it.


Vincent ran a hand
through his hair, just staring at her. “Why?”


“I wanted the rest of
the world to see you as I do,” she said simply.


“And how do you see
me?” he asked, his voice softening as he seated himself beside her. Cubby found
her courage deserting her. She quivered for a moment, but he waited
expectantly.


“As the beautiful man I
love,” she answered.


He couldn’t help the
crooked grin that curved his features, he eyed her sideways.


“Very
well then. Handsome,”
she corrected.


Vincent wanted to
laugh. It was the love part of her sentence he’d been taken with. “I love you
too,” he said so softly she was afraid she hadn’t heard him right.


“You do?”


“I do.”


“You’re still wrong you
know,” she said looking mischievously up at him.


“About what, Imp?” he
asked, laughing now.


“Well, obviously about
the fact I might be trying to kill you,” she said giving him a dirty look that
made him want to laugh even harder. But also about your nephew being the heir.”


His gaze suddenly swept
down to where her small hand was resting on her belly, this time he didn’t try
to hide his tears.


Because
they were tears of joy.
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Chapter One



 

Dare stared down from his
six feet four inches to the diminutive five foot something miss who was about
to become his bride. He would have preferred the guillotine to matrimony. A
shame he wasn’t French and born a decade or two earlier, it would have solved
all his problems.


The way things were
going, he half expected, she’d say I don’t instead of I do. But only if he was incredibly lucky.


Only a week ago her
father had approached him, he knew the Wolverton estate was in need of repair
and an heir, as he bluntly put it, his daughter was available with a very large
dowry and he wanted her settled immediately.


“Why not give her a
London Season?” Dare asked suspiciously, only willing to entertain the notion
because it would absolve him of the unfortunate duty of attending both Almack’s and a
series of hot stuffy ballrooms in search of an appropriate wealthy bride.


“Daizie has her own
ideas and she is well…somewhat unconventional!”


“How
unconventional?”


“Unfortunately
so.”


“Is
she ugly?” he had to ask, there must be some reason other than the girl being
somewhat unconventional that her father would deny her a Season. “A hooked nose? rotten teeth? spots? big ears…knock knees…?”


“Good
God no!” Edward Sinclair replied in horror.


“Fat?”
he suggested.


“No.”


“Difficult?”


“Unusual,” Edward
repeated patiently.


Dare sighed, this was
no explanation.


“She’s as adorable as
her Mamma was!” Edward informed him. Dare frowned, trying to remember if he’s
ever met the late Lady Sinclair, if he had, it was too many years ago to form a
clear picture. But he could ask around, perhaps his mother or one of his aunts
had known her.


“You’ll need a wealthy
bride sooner or later Dare. Why not allow me to save you the trouble of
looking? Surely you must realize that one young debutante is very much like
another. I am offering you a king’s ransom to take her off my hands, and spare
you an eternity of boring visits to Almack’s, and the
machinations of a few dozen matchmaking mammas.”


Since
Dare had had the very same thought himself, he’d been unable to argue the
point, and meeting a debutante briefly under her guardian’s watchful eye it
would be more than impossible to ascertain anything about her personality. He
would be no better off than if he simply agreed to this odd proposal.


So,
here he was, one week later, having procured a special license, staring down at
the young girl he’d met only moments ago as she walked down the aisle on her
father’s arm. Her father had insisted they not meet until the wedding, unwisely
he’d agreed.


“At
least she’s not dog ugly,” Wynne, his best man nudged him and whispered as she
approached and finally came to a halt beside him. He released a pent up breath,
even beneath the exquisite fine lace veil he could see that she was
surprisingly adorable, which unnerved him all the more, what was wrong with her
then? There was no time to consider the matter further though as the vicar
immediately began the reading of the vows.


“…to
love honor and obey,” she said so
quickly and with such enthusiasm his eyes flew wide, her bright blue eyes were
twinkling merrily up at him through the gossamer fine veil. Beneath the veil he
could almost swear he saw her wink!


He brushed a hand
through his long dark hair, his troubled green eyes blazing in disbelief,
exactly how odd was she? Or, as her father chose to
succinctly phrase it-unusual. The vicar placed her small delicate
hand in his as he slid the ring onto her third finger, he’d expected a nervous
bride; emotion, maybe even tears since the wedding had been arranged for her. Instead
she tickled his palm. He snatched his hand away in surprise. The vicar didn’t
appear to have noticed, he simply droned on, his monotonous tone and Dare’s own
misgivings making this whole ceremony feel more like a funeral than a wedding.


And strangely his palm
tingled where she’d tickled him. He offered up a quick prayer that her only
character flaw was an odd sense of humor.


The
vicar continued, pronouncing them husband and wife. It was done. Dead locked
into wedlock. His fingers curled around hers, struck when once again her thumb
brushed across his knuckles and she gave him another saucy wink as he lifted
her veil. Instead of a gentle kiss on the cheek, she turned her head, his kiss
met hers head on, her lips lingered clinging, and she rose on her tip toes
leaning toward him, almost stumbling as he pulled away, staring at his bride in
disbelief.


“At least the honeymoon
shouldn’t be a problem,” Wynne muttered, nudging him in the ribs again.


But
would it? An innocent young woman who was so eager? It was downright odd, a
disturbing suspicion began to snake its way up his spine.








 


 

Chapter Two



 

Finally alone in the
enclosed carriage, Daizie hung out of the window and waved wildly until the
crowds were out of sight, there had been no wedding breakfast, and her father
had insisted during their negotiations that Dare take her to his country home
right away. Still wearing her voluminous wedding gown, she finally plopped down
onto the seat opposite Dare brushing aside the veil she tossed it onto the blue
velvet seat beside her and grasped his hands.


“Thank you so much for
marrying me and getting me away from that incredibly boring lot!” she laughed
up at him. She was actually quite beautiful, long blonde hair, pink cheeks,
flawless skin, sparkling bright blue eyes and very kissable looking lips that
had formed into a mischievous grin.


“Boring? You appeared
quite taken with them,” he drawled, unsure exactly how to proceed, he would
allow her to lead him, for now.


“Well, they are all
very sweet, but still quite boring!” She bounced over onto the seat beside him,
laying her head on his shoulder. “It is permitted, now that we are married,
isn’t it?” she breathed dreamily.


“Yes,
it is permitted,” he answered, wondering how to broach the subject of why she
was so happy to be married to him. She threw him off guard once again, by
taking his hand in her own and linking her fingers with his, reminding him of
her behavior in the chapel.


“Daizie,
why the hurry for us to marry?”


“Father didn’t tell
you?” she gasped, her head leaving his shoulder, she turned to face him, her
blue eyes wide.


“I’d
like to hear it from you,” he said noncommittally.


“I behaved
inappropriately with…a footman,” she admitted.


“A footman!” he
bellowed. His pulses roared, and the blood pounded heavily in his ears. So, she
was carrying a footman’s child? No wonder the rush to the altar, he’d have to
have the marriage annulled. He groaned at the thought of the ensuing scandal,
but to allow a footman’s child to inherit the estate? Never!


“Well, my father said
my behavior was inappropriate. I didn’t think so, I liked it!”


He stared at her hard.


“But father said these
are things young ladies are only allowed to do when they are married.” Leaning
back in his seat he closed his eyes, what had he done? “Father said, that I was
much more suited to the marriage bed than the debutante balls, and it was
inevitable that I would instantly disgrace myself in London…I have far too much
enthusiasm for everything tactile and…I can hardly wait to…”


“Stop!” he shouted.


She
was seated across from him again now where she could look into his eyes, about
to continue her ceaseless chatter. He put a warning finger to her lips, she
kissed it and laughed. He rolled his eyes.


“Does it bother you so
much?” she asked, capturing said finger, and holding his hand in hers.


“Yes!” he roared. “Of
course it bothers me!”


“Oh,” she said looking
disappointed. “I had been led to believe that gentlemen liked that kind of
thing.”


He
wanted to stop the carriage, get out and ride away from her as fast as he
could. This had to be some kind of nightmare didn’t it? Wynne was meeting him
in a few days, after he got her settled at the estate he planned to return to
London, he’d have to cancel that now, he would turn the carriage around, take
her back to her father…


“Father said…”


“Father said!” he roared. “I’ve heard more than enough about what
your father said!”


Looking down he
realized that she was still holding onto his hand, but her grip had slackened finally
at his tone, and her eyes were suddenly brimming with tears. “I am sorry, but
when I described the feelings I had to…my father,” she said defiantly,
she was upset but apparently undaunted by his anger. “He simply refused to take
me to London…”


“What feelings?” he
couldn’t help himself he had to ask.


“The tingling
sensations I get when I look at a handsome gentleman, when he holds my hand, or
kisses my cheek, it sweeps through my entire being! I feel weak,
my knees turn to India rubber and…”


“You
told your father this?” he asked stunned.


“Well,
who else should I tell? I have no one else. That is why I had to ask Jenna my
maid for help. I overheard her talking to the other maids about one of the
footmen, he was very handsome and I thought…”


“You thought what?” he
asked incredulously.


“That he would be
willing to share…”


“Share what?” he
demanded breathing hard, he wished she’d just get to the point, his chest was
pounding and he could feel the blood rushing through his veins. Any moment now
his heart would give out, he was certain of it. Unless his head blew off his
shoulders first! Her hands rested on his knees, she leaned forward and looked
at him beseechingly.


“I thought you would
understand…”


“Understand? That you
are carrying another man’s child?” he yelled.


Her squeal was
unexpected and his eardrums suffered for it. “They told me I couldn’t get with
child from that!” Her hands flew to
her face.


“They?” he asked
horrified.


“The maids…the
footmen…”


“What exactly have you
done?” he gasped, “And with how many?”


“Shall
I show you?” she offered peeking mischievously through her parted fingers.


“NO!”
he bellowed, finally understanding why her father had refused to take her to
London. He’d have to fire all his footmen…maybe even the butler, the
grooms…anyone under ninety.


“I am mystified, how
this could happen, so easily,” she said, allowing her hands to fall back into
her lap, her finely arched brows knit together in a puzzled frown, her head on
one side she reminded him of one of the puppies he’d had a child. Except that
she evidently was not so sweet and innocent.


Dare put his head in
his hands and they rode in ominous silence for a while. When he finally cast a
glance in her direction once again, Daizie appeared truly worried. Nevertheless
she couldn’t be quiet for long apparently. “Dare?” she asked, “Who told you how
babies are made?”


“Why would you ask such
a thing?”


“Because I don’t think
your source is very reliable. I am quite sure, now that I think on it, it would
be impossible to get with child in such a way. I mean honestly, I have seen the
animals in the fields and…”


He
knew he was scowling furiously, yet she was undaunted. His palms itched with
the need to track down her father and throttle the devious miscreant. He tugged
on the cravat that had 
suddenly begun choking him. Daizie reached over and caressed the
frowning crease in his forehead as though playfully trying to rub it away.


“I was so hoping for
something more than this with you. You’re so handsome and just looking at you
makes my heart race. You are still angry aren’t you?”


He nodded, not trusting
himself to speak, but she was watching him curiously, her head cocked
questioningly to one side once again. “If I show you what happened, perhaps…”


She
was suggesting they have sex right here?


“It would be such a
shame for us to misunderstand each other,” she said softly. “And truly, I think
you may have been misinformed…” Her soft pleading voice skittered along his
nerve endings, oddly though he didn’t find it unpleasant. “Please? It will only
take a moment.”


One of them had been
misinformed about something, for sure. He nodded then, he didn’t mean to, but
he was at a loss for how to handle this situation. Her face broke into a sweet
smile, her bold blue eyes twinkling as she arose from her seat closing the
distance between them. Her scent reached him, light floral and feminine,
taunting his senses as she took his hands, placing them at her small waist.
Setting her own hands upon his shoulders, her face only inches from his she
rested her lips against his. He waited for her next move she was showing him after
all. Tentatively the delicate tip of her tongue flicked out and licked lightly
across his lips, and then she moved back to her seat. Dazed, his heart
pounding, he watched her face.


“This is what happened
between you and the footman?” he croaked in disbelief. This was the full extent
of her knowledge? A mischievous kiss?


She nodded. “Father was
afraid I would be tempted to do this in London at the balls…with some of the
handsome young gentlemen. But truly Dare, I don’t think I can be with child
from this do you?”


He
shook his head. He’d been about to turn away everything, Daizie, the dowry, the
chance to revive his estate for a simple misunderstanding! She’d kissed a
footman that was it? Still he might have to seriously consider firing all the
men in the house if she thought it was okay to go about kissing everyone she
chose.


“Daizie,”
he choked out. “You do understand that this is only something you should share
with me from now on?”


She nodded, eyes round,
cheeks aflame. “Are you still angry about the footman?”


“No,” he whispered
pulling her back into his arms.


 When Dare touched his lips to hers she
responded so eagerly, he drew her onto his lap, she wrapped herself around him,
squirming closer. He hissed out the words. “Tell me you didn’t do any of this
with your footman.”


She cupped his face in
her soft hands and her gaze easily met his as she shook her head ‘no’. He
returned to capture her lips, teasing them apart, he delved inside, she responded
enthusiastically, matching him motion for motion, it had to be the sweetest
most intensely satisfying kiss he’d ever experienced.  Her father’s worries were starting to make a
strange kind of sense. She was passionate and almost completely innocent, yet
dangerously curious. He swept soft kisses down her throat, listening to the
tiny soft pants from between her lips as she responded instinctively.


Her eyes sparkled as
she looked at him now. She was in his lap, he pulled her legs to each side and
she straddled him as the voluminous skirts of her wedding gown rode high on her
hips. He couldn’t be this lucky could he? Only moments ago he thought himself
cursed with a pregnant bride and a potential annulment, only to now see that
she was innocent of all but having kissed a handsome young footman out of
curiosity. But it would have been enough to have her sent from London in
disgrace.


She
was touching her lips to his again, as her softness settled against his lap, in
almost an agony of longing, he pulled back. The temptation to simply brush
aside the material separating them and plunge into her warmth was almost
overwhelming, but he gritted his teeth and resisted. Her first night with him
was about to begin…this afternoon. But not here in the
carriage. Tapping on the roof, he told their driver to stop at the next
posting inn.








 


 

Chapter
Three



 


 

Daizie followed as Dare
procured a small suite of rooms, denying the startled Innkeeper’s offer for
anything, food or otherwise, he took her hand and ran up the stairs to their
rooms. Slamming the door shut behind them. Breathlessly she looked up at him,
he reached for her. His body was thrumming, he wasn’t about to wait a single
moment longer. But a sharp rap on the door, made him groan as a voice he knew
well accompanied the urgent tapping.


“Dare, is all well? I
saw your coach pull in.”


Daizie shook her head
when he pulled back and made to answer the door. She opened it herself. “My
husband is making love to me,” she announced to the stunned Wynne. For once the
man was rendered temporarily speechless.


Dare laughed, when he
heard Wynne, abruptly back up and stutter. “Oh, well, in that case. Please
excuse me!” He could hear him laughing as he descended the stairs. Daizie
closed the door and moved back into his arms. Dipping his head to accommodate
the disparity in their heights, she rose up on her toes and met his kiss
eagerly. This was hardly the wedding night with some terrified innocent forced
into marriage with a stranger at her father’s request, that
he’d envisioned.


Finally
releasing her and stepping back Dare hurriedly removed his jacket and cravat,
tossing them aside he pulled Daizie back into his arms. Sliding his hands under
her gown he lifted it over her head. Her breasts were almost spilling over the
top of her tight fitting chemise, and her pantelletes
were also delightfully close fitting, molding her figure. He pulled the ribbons
of her chemise, allowing her breasts to spill into his hands, her nipples
thrusting eagerly against his palms. She closed her eyes and her lips parted as
she savored the caress, he carried her to the bed and fastened his lips around
a tempting bud, she arched her back calling out his name, running her hands
into his hair in an attempt to hold him there. Finally he drew back and took a
moment to savor the view.


She made the perfect
picture, her hair spread across the pillow, breasts bared to his touch, cheeks
flushed and smiling invitingly, wanting more. He simply couldn’t wait any
longer and from the look of her he didn’t think she could either. But first he
wanted to give her a little taste of what was in store. He slid his fingertips
into the slit of her pantelletes, and stroked. She burst into flames, her
pulsing climax vibrating against his fingertips, her expression one he would
never forget. Apparently his eager little wife was going to be a very vocal
lover.


Moments later he rose
to shed his remaining garments, and assisted her as she removed her
pantelletes, then hoisting her petite form back onto the edge of high bed, took
hold of her legs wrapping them around him and sank into her deeply. She gasped,
but it was both pleasure and only momentary pain as he breached her maidenhead.
She was slick and dewy and welcoming, she moved beneath him as he pumped into
her fast and hard, until he exploded into a shuddering climax. Dazed she held
him close. “Dare, that was…oh!” He was moving inside
her once more, more slowly this time, thrusting deep, feeling her squirm
beneath him. This time he touched her tight little bud as he moved feeling her
convulse around him, her inner muscles squeezing him hard and tight, in her wet
slick sheath as she came.


***


Daizie
rose from the bed, slipping behind the screen, she washed and returned across
the room, Dare was sitting up watching her approach. Naked, and gloriously
slender at the waist with full hips and rounded high breasts, she put her hands
on her hips and glared at him.


“This is what you thought I did with the
footman?” she shouted angrily. Apparently she’d taken a moment or two to think
on it.


He couldn’t help it, he threw himself back against the pillows and laughed
until he cried. Infuriated, she threw a fresh pitcher of water over him,
soaking both him and their bed. Stunned he remained still for one moment, and
then she found herself flying through the air as he tossed her onto the bed,
looming over her, her hands pinned down above her head. The water dripped from
him, onto her breasts, he licked the water from her nipples, one large hand
holding both of her small hands over her head, she couldn’t move, only moan.
Then swiftly, he rolled her over on top of him.


“Lick the water off
me,” he said. Stunned she stared at him, straddled across his hips she
complied, her eyes still flashing vividly as she slid down his wet form. She
had experienced enough in his arms this past hour to have an idea of what might
please him, she flicked her tongue over his wet nipples, they pebbled, she
stroked her fingertips over them curiously, before moving lower, she licked his
belly, his navel, and moved lower.


“This too?” she
whispered, as her cheek came into contact with his already hardening member.
She rubbed her cheek along the side of it, softly nuzzling him.


“Very definitely that
too,” he choked out.


She
gave him one long slow lick, and waited. “More?” she questioned.


He
nodded, his powers of speech lost. She continued laving
him, tracing his rock hard slickness with her tongue and fingertips until he
visibly shuddered in ecstasy. She watched him in fascination, trailing her
fingertip through the silky liquid. “This is how babies are made Dare,” she
whispered softly. “Now I know everything.”


“No,”
he whispered, finally regaining his voice. “Not everything. Not yet.”


The
maid brought them food and some fresh water for bathing. Daizie sat with him in
front of the fire as the evening drew in, naked and happy, completely
unselfconscious. He felt his energy returning, as her gaze swept over him
completely unashamed.


“I’m
still hungry,” he said looking at her. She offered him her plate, he shook his
head, “No, not for that.” Her eyebrows shot up, as he gently laid her onto her
back, opened her legs and buried his face where he could taste her, flicking
his tongue between her swollen nether lips, and over her tender bud. She
grasped his hair, unable to believe the exquisite sensations he evoked in such
a manner, she screamed her release. Before she knew what he was about he had
rolled her over, she complied, she loved these new games he was teaching her,
raising her bottom he thrust into her from behind, feeling the fullness of him
deeply within as he moved, she moaned in delight, thrusting back against him.


***


Daizie
awakened to the thrumming of her skin and nether regions, she was exhausted,
the wedding and its...aftermath had taken a toll on both her senses and body but
her senses were calling to her, she opened her eyes and understood why. Dare
was stroking her into wakefulness, his fingertips tracing her nipples as they
peaked and pushed against his hands, it was as though an invisible string
connected them to her soft feminine core, she squirmed as he rolled over and
slid inside her. Thrusting deep and hard until she was not only fully awake but
crying out in ecstasy. Amazingly, they both dozed once again in the aftermath.


When next she awakened,
she was alone.








 


 

Chapter Four



 


 

Dare went downstairs to
find Wynne, the man had the audacity to look amused as he relaxed by the fire
in the lounge. It had been almost two full days since they had arrived at the
inn, but somehow he knew the man would still be here.


“Damn it all, Dare! If I could find one like that, I’d consider marriage
myself!” Wynne exclaimed. Dare merely grinned and put his booted feet up on the
ottoman. “Are you on your way to the estate or are you planning to take off
somewhere more private?”


“I need to see to
estate business.”


“If she lets you out of
your room long enough,” Wynne grinned, “Lucky dog!”


When
Dare returned to their room, Daizie was sitting in the window seat, staring
wistfully out over the landscape. She leaped to her feet the instant he entered
the room and flung herself into his arms. He kissed
her soundly as she wound herself around him. Suddenly he realized she was
unfastening his breeches! Her small hands slipping inside she freed him from
his confines and knelt at his feet laving him with
her tongue, until holding her head he gently schooled her in the motions he
wanted her to make. She happily complied until his body found its release.
Drawing her to her feet, he took her to the window seat, sliding his arms
around her from behind he encouraged her to raise one foot onto the seat, as
his hand delved under her skirt to the slit in her pantelletes and stroked her
to climax.


Daizie
slept in his arms on the way to the estate. When Wynne had offered to ride in
the carriage with them, he’d shaken his head, he didn’t doubt for an instant
that there would be a little love play between them on the journey and he’d
been right, and now exhausted she slept.


The staff of Wolverton
House, home of the Wolverton family for centuries, lined up to greet them as
they alighted from the coach. It was an imposing structure and suddenly he
wondered how his amorous young bride would fit in here. A shame he couldn’t
have simply had her as his courtesan, the unbidden thought slaked across his
fevered mind. She was like a child with a new toy, and he was the toy. He was
unsure if he liked that analogy or not. He was becoming her plaything, not vice
versa.


Daizie greeted the
staff prettily, and was taken on a very thorough tour of the house by his long
time housekeeper. Daizie’s rooms connected with his.
Puzzled by their sleeping arrangements she confronted him. “Why aren’t we
sharing a room like we did at the inn, Dare?”


“It isn’t done usually
Daizie,” he said gently. Flattered by her disappointment he added. “But you can
come to me anytime you want to.”


That appeared to
mollify her a little, but she still didn’t look too happy about the situation,
he mused.


***


He awaited her at the
bottom of the stairs at the dinner hour, disturbed when she smiled prettily at
the two footmen holding the door as they entered the dining room, and wondered
again if he would need to fire them. She happily engaged in conversation with
Wynne, their only guest over dinner, and then took Dare’s hint that she should
retire.


Mrs.
Davis the housekeeper attended her. Aware that she was young and newly married,
but not aware of their stay at the inn, she asked, “Is there anything you’d
like to discuss my dear, of an intimate nature before your husband joins you?”


When
Dare arrived at their rooms, it was to see Mrs. Davis flying out of there, her
cheeks a flaming beet red. She glared at him totally speechless and hurried off
down the hall fanning herself.


“What happened?”


“Mrs. Davis asked me to
discuss things of an intimate nature with her, so I did.”


Dare’s eyebrows shot up
to his hairline. Then he threw back his head and laughed. “Daizie, I don’t
think she was asking you to explain things to her, I think she wondered if you
needed any information yourself.” Dare suddenly remembered he had specifically
asked Mrs. Davis to be available to his young duchess when he brought her to
the estate. Poor woman!


“Oh! Well, a few days
ago that would have been very useful! Though I don’t think her description was
very accurate you know,” she added thoughtfully.


He rolled his eyes,
“What exactly did she tell you?”


“That I must lie very
still and endure your attentions. It’s a wife’s unpleasant duty…”


“A very flattering
attitude about her employer!” he muttered, wondering if he should get an
entirely new staff.


“So, I take it this
means not all men are as…skilled in the bedroom as you?”


He
tried not to preen. “No,” he answered honestly. Though knowing her as he did
now he quickly realized he should never have let his guard down.


“And where did you
acquire this experience?” she demanded.


“It is none of your
business!” he shot back.


“I think it is,” she
murmured. “After all, you wished to know about my footman.”


“It’s hardly the same
thing.”


“Perhaps
not,” she mused, scrutinizing him for a moment in a way that truly unnerved
him. “Would you like me to lick you all over tonight?” she asked slowly sipping
the glass of wine in her hand. He watched her lips, and instantly became hard.


Dare was stunned, when not
only did she proceed to assist him in undressing, but when she had him spread
eagled on the bed, she touched something cold and wet to his body. “What is
that?” he asked.


“A very delectable
lotion,” she whispered.


“It smells of peaches.”


“Yes, it tastes
delicious too.” She swiped her tongue across his navel, and slowly slipped
lower. He groaned in an agony of desire. Later taking the bottle of lotion from
her he turned it over in his hands.


“Where did you get
this?”


“I purchased it from
one of the maids at the inn.”


“You discussed sex with
them?” he shouted.


“You
were downstairs a very long time,” she stated matter-of-factly.


He ran a hand through
his hair. He wasn’t sure whether to be highly amused or worried. Had she no
sense? He wondered if he should employ a companion to keep an eye on her. As well as firing the footmen and the
housekeeper? A small inner voice taunted. His delight in all that they had
shared suddenly diminished a little.


“Perhaps you are not
aware that many of the maids at the Inn share their bodies for coin?” she asked
him, suddenly sounding far more knowledgeable than she ought.


“Yes, I am aware of
that,” he said warily, unnerved by the way she was watching him.


“Oh, I see. This is
something that you have partaken of?”


“Daizie!
This is not…”


“Not my concern? And why not?”


“It
is unseemly for you to question your husband.”


“But
not unseemly for me to lick you from head to toe?”


“I did return the
favor,” he said with a grin hoping to divert the conversation.


“And very well too,”
she admitted.


“Thank you!” he
laughed.








 


 

Chapter Five



 


 

Dare stayed at the
estate for a full week. Mrs. Davis appeared to have recovered her equilibrium
somewhat, but allowed the senior housemaid to attend Daizie. He hired a
companion for her. A trustworthy gentlewoman, who would ensure she did not get
into any trouble. The footmen were reassigned to work in the grounds, and the
house contained only women.


“I am going to London
for a few days,” he announced.


“I would like to come with
you,” she suggested hopefully.


“Not on this trip,” he
answered, sorry to see the hopeful light in her eyes dim a little. She had to
settle into her new life sometime, he sighed. His initial plan had simply been
to acquire a wife, get a child on her and return to his normal day to day life
in London. He hadn’t counted on a wife like Daizie.


“Very well, perhaps
next time?”


He nodded and leapt
astride his horse and galloped away with Wynne.


***


Dare
could not escape the uneasy feeling that someone was watching him, everywhere
he went. But whenever he turned he saw no one. He completed his business in
London and was relieved when he could return to his estate and Daizie, this
time, alone. Wynne was staying behind. His body ached with longing for her. He was
lucky, Wynne had told him on the night before he left, he had his own little
courtesan right there in his bed at the estate, what did he need a mistress
for? Wynne was right. But it wasn’t just in physical ways he missed her he was
surprised to realize. She was sweet and playful, and yet becoming quickly
sophisticated in the bedroom. He could make a life with Daizie even though he
might have to rein in a little of her unconventional behavior, with Daizie in
his arms, he could be truly happy.


He was disturbed to
enter the great hall to find the footmen once again at their posts. His blood
began to boil. He ran up the stairs, flinging open the door to her room. She
sat beside the fire, her companion beside her, reading. She was
uncharacteristically dressed in a high-necked gown of red velvet trimmed with
ermine, her cape sat beside her. Was she going out?


“What is the meaning of
this?” he bellowed.


“Of what, husband?” she
asked quietly, her tone subdued.


She had never spoken to
him this way before. Something odd was going on here. “The footmen, I sent them
to work on the estate, I didn’t want you around them…” he admitted.


“Jealous?” she asked
coldly.


“Yes,” he admitted
frankly. “Your judgment is not sound where men are concerned.”


“You are correct, it is
not,” she admitted meaningfully, staring boldly at him. “That is why I am
leaving. I appear to have misjudged you completely. Did you enjoy your visit
with your mistress?”


“How did you know…what
do you mean you are leaving?”


“I
had you followed. I am leaving you. I have decided to go to London by myself.”


“I won’t allow it!” He
felt that they were having two conversations at the same time. “Why-how did you
have me followed? And by whom?”


“I paid one of the
footmen to follow you Dare, he was afraid he might be about to lose his job. He
needed the money.”


“How much do you know?”


“I
know that you visited your mistress! From my bed to hers?
I won’t have it!”


“Oh, you won’t?” he
asked quietly. “And yet you brought all five footmen back into my house against
my wishes.”


“It is their job Dare,
surely one small inquisitive kiss has not made you afraid I will seduce them
all? We are married. Do you have no faith in me?”


He blushed to the roots
of his hair. She folded her arms across her chest, unconsciously pushing it up fuller
and higher. He stared. He wanted her, but apparently she didn’t want him.


She drew in a deep
breath. “Since I evidently cannot hold your attention, I have decided to go to
London alone. I will become a courtesan.” She said it so conversationally he almost
didn’t take in her meaning. “If you wish to see me, you will have to pay for
the privilege, as will anyone else. But I thank you for the… er very
fascinating and informative …lessons.
I shall put them to good use.”


“What?” he roared. “You
cannot!” The very thought of her sharing what she shared with him with anyone
else sickened him.


“How
will you stop me Dare? Lock me in my room forever?”


“You belong to me!”


“No.”


She picked up her
reticule and cape and began to exit the room. He caught her shoulders,
her eyes looked sad and shadowy. His heart lurched. He loved her!


“Don’t leave me Daizie,
please!”


“If you are going from
my bed to that of your mistress and back, I may as well be a courtesan. I think
perhaps I will like the life…it will be so much less… restricting! I will not
be confined alone to the country estate, and I will choose my own lovers...run
my own household...not in the best part of town of course, but it will have its
compensations! I shall wear decadent gowns in vibrant silks, do exactly as I
please and I will no doubt provide a skilled enough service my lovers will
shower me with gems and trinkets...”


Aghast he stared, he
believed her.


“I gave you every part
of me Dare, but it isn’t enough is it?”


“I went to London to
attend to business and also to give Marie her conge. I did not share her bed
Daizie,” he admitted gruffly.


She stilled,
her hand on the door knob. Waiting, but for what?


She said she had given
him every part of herself. Including her heart? He knew then what she really
wanted.


“I
love you Daizie, I don’t want to be with anyone else but you.”


“And
you Dare are all I have ever wanted,” she said softly, dropping her cape to the
floor as she threw her arms around his neck. “I love you too.”
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