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A Lady’s Erotic Quest

London, March 1821

 

“I
want the delicious, delectable, and thoroughly handsome Lord Sutcliffe,” Lady Octavia Grenville said in a whisper. “And I want him exactly as he is shown in my book: without a stitch of clothing.”

Leaving her best friend, Eliza, staring at her in shock, Octavia slipped out of her bed and crouched on the floor. She held her finger to her lips as Eliza began to protest. Eliza frowned, but rolled onto her stomach on the bed.

Octavia took one last glance at her closed bedroom door. The door was safely locked, key in the keyhole. No one could interrupt or come in. Taking a deep breath, for it was hard for her to move so quickly, she drew out a large, leather-bound book from beneath the bed. A piece of satin ribbon stuck out from the top.

She hauled the heavy book onto her comforter; then she sat on the edge of her bed. Her legs shook from just that little bit of exertion, and her arms were weak and tired. Her heart struggled to beat, but she was not going to give in and rest.

She wasn’t going to just close her eyes and let herself die. She had too many things to do first.

She flipped open the book to the place she had marked. On the page, there was a colored print of a young man. A young,
naked
man. The picture depicted him lying on his side on a disordered bed. Sprawled on a counterpane of dark blue, he grinned toward the viewer. The artist had rendered rugged, sensual lines that bracketed his beautiful mouth. And dimples—beautifully depicted dimples that made her heart ache each time she looked at his smile. Dark chocolate-brown hair fell rakishly over his brow. As for his magnificent body . . .

Octavia let her gaze move down his body, and her heartbeats sped up. Her pulse was strong and thundering, not unsteady. Her skin went warm, instead of being chilled and covered in goose bumps. She felt weak and achy, but in a good way.

Lord Sutcliffe’s body was like nothing Octavia had ever seen. Of course, as a delicately reared young miss, she had never seen a real, live, in-the-flesh, undressed man.

Her upbringing had been rather unusual. She drew the illustrations for Father’s books and stories on his travels, which sometimes required her to depict the male body in very little clothing. But the gentleman in this erotic picture made every painting, statute, and real male pale in comparison.

He had the most spectacular muscles. Enough to make her drool. He had slender hips and long legs. The artist had drawn
all
of him. Even his male part—the privy part—and it stuck up straight along his abdomen, pointing at his navel.

She glanced to Eliza. Her friend’s cheeks were bright scarlet. Octavia waved airily at the picture. “That is what I want,” she said matter-of-factly. “Before I die, that is what I want.”

Eliza’s blush vanished in an instant, and she went pale. “Stop speaking of dying. You are not going to die, Tavie. You are going to get better.”

Octavia sighed. She had been afraid for a long time—afraid of dying, of losing the rest of her life, of never having love or a husband, children, and household of her own.

But fear eventually wore you out. You couldn’t feel it anymore. You were simply too drained.

Now that she couldn’t feel anymore, Octavia had decided that if she was going to die, she was going to experience a few things first. For a start, she was not going to die a virgin.

“I
am
going to die, Eliza,” she said. “I am certain of it. The physician is, too.”

She had come to terms with dying. But the people she loved had not. “I know Father believes I am going to die. He has tried every cure they can think of.” Octavia shuddered as she remembered the bloodletting and the noxious concoctions she had drunk. Father had even brought in men who were not doctors, who sold quackery. Of course nothing had worked. “Father is fighting it, but deep down in his heart, he believes it is going to happen. I can see despair in his eyes, no matter how much he tries to hide it. I know that if my father has given up hope, I am done for.”

“But why on earth would you want to do . . . things ”—Eliza glanced nervously to the closed bedroom door—“with Lord Sutcliffe?”

“I don’t think I have enough time to find a husband before I go.” She gave Eliza a buoying smile. “So it will have to be a love affair. Perhaps one that will only last one night. In that night, I intend to experience everything.”

“Tavie, you can’t ruin yourself with Sutcliffe. Your father despises him.”

Octavia felt her cheeks heat. “I’m not going to ask Father’s permission, for heaven’s sake. I don’t want him to ever know about it.”

“You think Sutcliffe would keep it a secret?”

“Sutcliffe will not know who I am.”

“How are you going to do that? How could he not know who you are when you are”—Eliza gave a strangled sound—“naked with him.”

Imagining that brought a pleasant rush of warmth through Octavia’s body. An ache followed it—one that throbbed between her legs. It agitated her as much as an unreachable itch. “I have a plan, but since I am not supposed to go outdoors, you are going to have to help me.”

“Help you plot your own ruin? How can I call myself your friend if I do that?”

“I can’t ask anyone else. Anyway, when I am dead and gone, how will you feel if you deny me this last wish?”

“Stop that!” Eliza cried. She nibbled her fingernails. Octavia heard the crisp sound of them snapping beneath her teeth.

“I don’t know when I’m going to die, Eliza. Please help me with this.” She met her friend’s troubled gaze with a pleading one. “You will feel terrible when I’ve gone and you know you didn’t help me.”

Eliza chewed through another nail. “What do you want me to do?”

“Help me put together a costume, of course. And hire a hackney for me—so I can sneak outside and go to the masquerade two nights from tonight.”

“What masquerade?”

“The one held by the Duke of Glencairn—”

“You are not going there! It’s not a respectable event!” Eliza cried. “Everyone knows the duke holds that for his shockingly scandalous friends, and the only females there are demireps and courtesans.”

“I can hardly interview gentlemen for the position of bed partner during the afternoon stroll in Hyde Park.”

Blushing fiercely, Eliza pursed her lips. She looked up to the heavens, her raven curls bouncing, and as though she’d been given divine help, she asked, “How do you know the Earl of Sutcliffe will be there?”

“I invited him,” Octavia said, and it was hard not to be smug at her cleverness.

“What?”

“I forged an invitation—Father has some correspondence from Glencairn, so I used my artistic skills to fake one.”

For years she had drawn and painted pictures to go with Father’s books of his travels. Her years of painstaking work had come in handy for forging. “So will you help me, Lizzie? I could go without a disguise. I could even walk across London to get there.”

The Duke of Glencairn did not have his scandalous parties at his home, a massive ducal residence on Park Lane. He had acquired a house on the fringes of Mayfair for his bacchanalias.

Glencairn had been a patron for some of her father’s travels. But despite His Grace’s generosity, Octavia had always disliked the duke, since he was so heartless toward his wife. The duchess was young and pretty, but the duke’s infidelities had seemed to sap away all her vitality and strength. The duchess was always pale and unhappy.

Octavia wondered what it was like to live with heartbreak every single day. She knew what pain was: She’d felt it dearly when her mother had died. But eventually that hadn’t hurt so much. Marriage to an unfaithful man must be a living hell.

But she was willing to use the duke to get the one thing she wanted so desperately: Lord Sutcliffe.

“Everything is set up perfectly, Eliza. There’s nothing to worry about. Nothing can go wrong.”

Eliza bit off a bit of her thumbnail. “All right, I will help you. But I don’t know what you are going to do afterward when you become healthy, but you are ruined. You will get better, you know. So you will have to marry Sutcliffe.”

Octavia didn’t argue, but she
wouldn’t
get better. There was no reason to fear a forced marriage with a man known as the worst rake in London. It was reputed the Earl of Sutcliffe had indulged in the wickedest things on his travels: bacchanalias, opium dens, brothels where the pleasures involved punishment and pain. It was said Sutcliffe had learned how to make a woman reach pleasure by just speaking to her.

Octavia had never known pleasure. But she’d heard about it, and she wanted to know what it was like.

Her father had adventured around the world; so had the Earl of Sutcliffe. She had never gone anywhere, or done anything exciting. And now that she was dying, she wanted to live as much as she could.

In two nights, she was going to have an adventure of her own. She knew she was never going to get well. She knew the doctor believed she was so weak that she could die any day now.

She had one night—one night in which to fit a lifetime of pleasure.

 

Someone had forged him an invitation to Glencairn’s orgy.

Matthew Winthrop, the Earl of Sutcliffe, studied the crowd packed into the duke’s ballroom. Sexual acts were being performed around him with enthusiastic abandon, but he felt nothing. He was dead inside.

His younger brother’s death had killed him.

It was strange. Six months had passed since Gregory’s death. It had been half a year since his brother had been transformed into a vampire, and he been forced to hunt down his brother, forced to stop Gregory from attacking innocent maidens for their blood.

Damn.

Matthew shook his head as if throwing off the memories. But he couldn’t escape them. He held an empty glass. He’d long since drained the liquor in it. He wanted to be deadened to the pain and grief, but he didn’t deserve any escape, did he?

To his right, a young viscount had pressed a giggling courtesan against the wall, pushed up her skirts, and was now thrusting into her. The young lad’s hips pounded with the speed of a panicked rabbit. The girl was drinking port above the lord’s bowed head and flashed her eyes at other, more rugged and experienced men.

He used to love an event like this. It felt empty, cold, and soulless now.

Just like he had condemned Gregory to be.

In the Carpathian Mountains, Matthew had accidentally unleashed a powerful and ancient female vampire, known as Esmeralda. Beautiful and alluring, Esmeralda had hunted his brother, seduced Gregory, and turned him into a vampire.

When he had found Gregory, he had done what was necessary. A stake to the heart at first, then he had carried out all the other acts that were supposed to prevent a vampire from rising: He had sawed off his brother’s head and stuffed the mouth with garlic. He had tried to tell himself he was just doing it to a corpse and that his brother was gone, but he felt Gregory’s eyes staring at him as he did the work. The local villagers had insisted his brother would walk the earth as an undead demon unless he did exactly as they asked.

After traveling the world, he’d grown used to discovering strange and brutal customs. Still, he hadn’t been prepared to discover vampires were real, and to learn what he had to do to destroy his brother.

He wanted to go back and retrieve his brother’s body. He wanted to bury Gregory on English soil. His brother deserved to be home.

He also had to return to hunt and destroy Emeralda. He had gone to the Royal Society for the Investigation of Mysterious Phenomena looking for help. With vampire slayers, he was going to mount an expedition and find the female vampire—

“You look glum, milord.” Giggling, a woman sashayed up to him. She pressed her chest against him and wriggled her breasts. “Let us find a spot where we can fuck.”

He gently pushed her back. “No, thank you,” he said, coolly polite.

She laughed at that—a drunken laugh close to a screech. But then the young Duke of Sandhurst cupped her bosom from behind, and she spun and fell into the duke’s arms. “I’ll take you up on your offer, my bountiful wench.”

Laughing, they left Matthew; he was part of the crowd, yet completely isolated and alone.

He looked over the large, drunken, half-naked group. For a fleeting moment he wished he could forget grief. He wanted to laugh and enjoy pleasure. But he would never forgive himself—he should have taken better care of his younger brother, and hell, in the end he had been the one to destroy Gregory.

He couldn’t feel joy or pleasure anymore. He was empty and cold. And no woman, no matter how tempting, would change that.

In fact, he would not have come here if it had not been for that fake invitation.

Who had sent it and why?

A threesome sank to the floor in front of him. The buxom woman in the middle did not even lose her grip on the two men’s cocks as she lowered. She was in a costume that consisted of a short tulle skirt that barely covered her arse. She wore nothing underneath, and it allowed the men easy access as they sandwiched her from either side. Soon she was writhing in pleasure, and the men were both staring at her and taking care not to look at each other.


        

        
               
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	24
	...
	38
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Bloodring by Faith Hunter



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Blood We Spill: Suspense with a Dash of Humor (The Letty Whittaker 12 Step Mysteries) by Donna White Glaser



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Chinese Egg by Catherine Storr



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Hungry Moon by Ramsey Campbell



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Footer Davis Probably Is Crazy by Susan Vaught



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Protector by Duncan Falconer



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Pegged By My Filthy Girlfriend by JT Holland



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Leopold: Part Four by Ember Casey, Renna Peak



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Brush of Darkness by Allison Pang



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Murder With Peacocks by Donna Andrews


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © ThomasStone 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
    