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Dear Reader, 

The Poet’s Lover is a story about the youngest of the sisters, Katherine Blake, who at the age of twenty-five, set her sights on the dashing poet, James Madison, a known rake who was rumored to have a dark side. Instead of scaring her away, Katherine embraced the challenge and set out to capture his heart.

She had been dreaming about the poet who inhabited the library once a week to lure the women of Guthrie there with his evocative words.

“Oh, I believe that I am,” she husked. This time the invitation in her eyes was blatant.

Oh, dear! Katherine Blake, a young librarian, got more than she bargained for when she went for poetry lessons, but she’d been enamored with the dashing poet, James Madison, for years. He had a reputation as a rake with a rumored dark side. She should’ve run but instead, it was that which intrigued and unleashed the wanton in her.

“I wonder if you know what you’re letting yourself in for, Katherine. If you’re ready for . . . private lessons with me,” he murmured thoughtfully.

James Madison took but a second to agree to request of the innocent looking beauty for private poetry lessons. Only the lessons he had in mind involved ... his dungeon, ropes, and whips. 

Was Katherine ready for what he had in store for her?

It was the year 1908 and such actions were unheard of. Would Katherine submit to his demands and take the risk of shattering her reputation for ever?

Wishing you all well and trust you will enjoy this story.

With sizzling regards

Linzi Basset
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Chapter One
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The Carnegie Library in Guthrie, Oklahoma, 406 East Oklahoma Avenue. 

July 1908

The church bells down the street just chimed the hour eleven. Katherine Blake looked down at her baby blue day dress. She glanced around unobtrusively and quickly tugged loose the ribbon between her breasts. She cupped the underside of the rounded globes and plumped them up.

“Come on, ladies, perk up. It’s time to do your job. Today is the day that James Madison notices me.” She smiled in satisfaction at the cleavage that peeked through the ruffled bust of her dress. 

“That’s more like it. You don’t want to turn twenty and five without ever having experienced the pleasure of that man’s lips kissing you, now do you?”

“Young lady!” 

Katherine looked up, her cheeks blazing with embarrassed heat. She had a bad habit of talking aloud and obviously did so again.

Her eldest sister, Emily, looked at her with a deep frown marring her brow. Her graceful finger bobbed up and down as she berated the blushing young woman.

“Don’t you know that lustful thoughts such as that is inappropriate for a single, young woman such as yourself, Katherine Blake? Wait until mother hears about this,” she said with her head following the up and down motion of her finger.

“Oh, no, please don’t, Em. It was nothing more than a little daydream,” Katherine hedged frantically. She really didn’t want to sit through an hour sermon by Anne Blake. Her mother tended to catch a second breath after twenty minutes of beratement and then she was on a roll.

“No doubt an immoral one from what I overheard,” she grumbled. She glanced at Katherine with a sharp look as she reached out and re-tied the ribbon between her breasts. “With the intention to act similarly, it seems.”

“Never, Em! My maid obviously didn’t tie it properly this morning and I was so busy I didn’t notice it slipping loose,” she defended the errand strips of satin.

“Gmphf, I wasn’t born yesterday, young lady. Don’t think I haven’t noticed how you drool over that scoundrel, James Madison.”

The telltale deepening of color on her cheeks was answer enough. 

Damnit, I thought I was so careful hiding my feelings and reaction to him.

“Is he, Em? I mean, really? He seems like such a nice man and his poems ... his words have the ability to—”

“Yes, he’s a scoundrel and that he uses such an artful way to entice the young ladies to his bed, is a sin. A sin, I tell you,” Emily raged.

“Oh, get off your high horse, Emily. I’ve seen how you fan yourself during his readings. Besides, if you find him so immoral, why are you here for his poetry readings every week?” Jessica, their middle sister taunted her.

Both of them were born from Anne Blake’s first marriage to their father, William Jones, who had died at a young age from a heart disease. She then married Katherine’s father, Robert Blake, a year later. Although Emily, at twenty and eight years of age was a spinster, Jessica was two years younger and engaged to the only surgeon in town.

Emily chose not to answer and with an unladylike snort, walked toward the reading room where a number of ladies were already gathered.

“She’s never gotten over him,” Jessica mused, shaking her head sadly as they watched her trod away.

“What are you talking about?” Katherine’s head swung around to face Jessica. This was news to her. She’d never known that her eldest sister had been involved with a man.

“Richard Young,” she said pensively.

“James Madison’s cousin?”

“Yes, Emily and he were in a relationship ten years ago. You were away at school, so you never knew. His father is a duke in the British colony and fell ill. He left to be with him, promising her he would return. He never did.” 

“Until recently,” Katherine said.

“What do you mean?”

“He accompanied James last week for the reading. You and Emily went to the market with Mom, remember?”

“He’s back? Are you sure?”

“Yes, and very attractive, I have to say. I can see why she fell for him.” She prodded her memory and released a dreamy sigh. “They look a lot alike, actually. Must be genes that run in their family.”

“Oh, no, Katherine. Please don’t tell me you’re drooling over James Madison?”

Katherine startled out of her dreamlike state. “And why not? He’s single, very attractive and—”

“And a rake! No, Katherine, I have to agree with Emily on this. He’s not for you. In one word, that man spells danger. Stay away from him, Kat. You’ll only get hurt.”

“How is it that you know so much about him? Oh, no, please don’t tell me you and him ...”

Jessica shook her head. “Not me. Laura Sutton, my friend from school. He stole her heart and then walked away when he got what he wanted. No, my dear sister, that man has only one thing on his mind, and an innocent like you must stay as far away from him as possible.” 

Katherine felt deflated after Jessica left. She couldn’t believe that she misjudged him so badly. Yes, he was very popular with the ladies but she’d never seen him act inappropriately toward any of them. Not even the ones who flirted shamelessly with him.

She was so deep in thought, she didn’t notice the man standing in front of the counter until his smooth, velvety voice rasped, “Morning, Katherine.”

“Oh,” she gasped. Her head snapped up to stare into those deep blue eyes. Today, they twinkled when he followed the enticing blush that spread over her cheeks and bosom. 

She’d always believed he had the heart of a lion and the soul of an angel in a very tall but lean and muscular body. Today, he wore a loose black silk shirt that hugged his broad chest with tight fitting black trousers. His wine-red jacket was hooked negligently around his finger and covered his wide shoulder. His dark blond hair was short on the side with a tousled length on top, which he always ran his hands through with careless finesse. He had strong arched brows and eyelashes so thick, it should be illegal. And then his eyes—they were deep and catastrophic, a vivid baby blue like a great body of water that softly melted into a milky green. This close, Katherine could see the flecks of silver in his eyes. His distinct cheekbones and angular jaw always drew her gaze to his full lips, and then the dreams would begin. 

“Ehm ... good morning, Mr. Madison,” she managed to say when she noticed those enticing lips curve into an amused grin.

“Come now, Katherine. Surely, we know each other well enough to move on to first names? Do you know what mine is?” 

“James ... er, yes, I know ... I mean ...”

Good lord, Katherine, get a hold of yourself! He must think you’re a stuttering schoolgirl.

He smiled gently at her, unperturbed at her blunder.

“Why is it that I never see you at my readings, Katherine?”

The blush deepened to a bright red. The pen in her hand rat-a-tat in a constant rhythm against the wood.

If only he knew that I haven’t missed one of his readings.

Maybe because she was always hiding behind the single row of shelves filled with books that separated the two reading areas. She would lean back and listen to every word he uttered while her body reacted to the softly spoken words. It had always felt like he was kissing her lips when he read the love poems and it was her skin his strong hands caressed when it was erotic verses.

“Oh, unfortunately I have to work. I can’t leave the desk unattended,” she said in a soft lisp.

“Come now, my dear. Surely Mrs. Hobbs won’t mind manning the desk for an hour once a week? Or, is it that you don’t like poetry?” 

“I love poetry,” Katherine said. Her heartbeat increased rapidly as he leaned over the counter to catch her hand in his.

“Hmm, does that mean it’s me you don’t like?”

“Yes, no it’s not ... I mean ...”

“Stop harassing the poor woman, James. Can’t you see that your boorish mannerism is unnerving her?”

“Boorish? Oh, heaven help us. You’ve become a snob, Richard. I knew being under the influence of the British nobility would rub off on you again. It took me forever to rid you of it before. All that work down the drain,” James lamented with a dramatic sigh.

“Do you remember my cousin, Katherine? Richard Young?”

“Yes, good morning, Mr. Young,” she said politely, which was a difficult feat now that she knew he was the reason Emily was a spinster.

“Richard, please.”

“I believe you know my family, Mr. Young,” Katherine blurted out. She had a soft spot for Emily. There were times that she appeared so lonely and lost in thought. Now Katherine knew why.

Richard frowned as he looked at the young woman closely. “You don’t seem familiar, Katherine. Where do I know your family from?”

“I suppose ten years is a long time and for someone of your advanced years, it’s easy to forget the people you knew way back then,” she snubbed him. Her tongue was running away with her and she could imagine Emily boxing her ears for her trouble.

James chuckled at the expression on his cousin’s face. They were both thirty and four and neither of them considered themselves old, or as she so eloquently said, advanced in years.

“Swallow your laugh, cousin. I don’t happen to find it amusing and you, young lady, should have respect for your peers,” Richard said. His head tilted back to stare down at her over his aquiline-shaped nose.

“My peers? Excuse me, Mr. Young, but you’re in America now and here we are all equal. Gmphf, heaven knows what my sister ever saw in you.”

Richard froze. His body felt heavy and his heart raced inside his chest. There were many women he had dalliances with in the past but only one had haunted his mind and dreams for ten years.

“Your sister?”

“Oh, James, we were beginning to think you’re not coming today. Come along, please. All the ladies are waiting,” Cecile Wilson crooned from behind them. She hooked her arms around each of theirs and dragged them along to the reading room.

Katherine watched them go. Her chin lowered to rest on her chest and she lowered her head into her hands.

“Good heavens, what have I done? Emily is never going to forgive me.”

“Katherine? Mumbling is a very bad habit, my dear.” Mrs. Hobbs, the main librarian intoned as she walked around to the back of the counter. “Off you go, my dear. Yes, don’t look at me like that. I am well aware that you take an early lunch every Tuesday to go and listen to that young poet’s verses. I just don’t understand why you hide behind the shelves.” 

“I’m not hiding,” she defended herself, feeling the heat fill her cheeks once again.

Jeez, I’ve blushed so much today, my feet must be blue from loss of blood circulation.

“Of course, you’re not.” Mrs. Hobbs smiled indulgently. “Just be careful who you give your heart to, deary. I’d hate to see it broken.”
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Chapter Two
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Ecstasy Unbound

Copyright2016©LinziBasset

A shiver from the gentle grazing of my hands upon your flesh

Tiptoes across your body with a dancer’s grace

Quivers of burning desire carouse through your veins

Dancing across your skin with all-consuming fire

As a rush of liquid heat fills your deepest cavern

Lusting for the fulfillment of my tumescent power

As I explore and worship every crevice of your moist folds

With wicked delicious laps of my salacious tongue

Intoxicating, imbibing your essence through every pore

Stealing every breath from your gasping lips

My touch like poetry on your skin

As I sign my passionate masterpiece with a bold piercing

Of my turgid flesh, possessing, demanding 

A meteoric copulation of ecstasy unbound

Destroyed in the most sensual way imaginable

Struck in a confluence of emotional currents 

Sated and spent the afterglow lingers

Our minds a winding river of detachment

Our hearts now a churning sea of love

Katherine breathed in deeply. She clenched her thighs together in a desperate attempt to stem the flow of hot, wet juices from her pussy. Her drawers were soaked. Every word that escaped his lips in that husky and dulcet tone caused shiver after shiver to course down her spine.

She was on the verge of a climax and that from listening to the seductive poem he’d just read.

If he has such an effect on me with his words, what will he do to me when he touches me? Oh, how I long to feel those long fingers of his trace the curve of my breast, his tongue licking my nipples and then down my stomach to suck on my ... ooohh!

Katherine hunched over, clutching her waist as an unexpected spasm rocked through her body. Her pussy flushed with hot, wet juices. Her thoughts had transposed to imagining those hands and lips on her body ... so intense that it culminated in a mini orgasm.

Stop dreaming, Katherine. He could have almost anyone, someone with a bigger bust, curvier hips, red hair, and more self-confidence. Why would he choose an innocent such as you?

“Katherine? What’s wrong?”

She froze. How could fate be so cruel to have him come upon her now? When she was at her most vulnerable ... and embarrassed.

His deep drawl brushed a tremor against her skin. She avoided his eyes as she straightened, her mind scrambling to search for a suitable response.

“I’m fine. I just ... I thought I saw an earring on the floor,” she ended lamely.

His expression was stoic and a flash of anger turned his eyes more gray than blue. 

“Really? Somehow, I don’t think that’s it, my dear.”

His angry words caused her to shiver. Suddenly she felt silly, immature. She squared her shoulders and lifted her chin. She appeared more confident than she felt but it was time to dip her toes into unchartered waters. She’d seen Jessica flirt many times. It wasn’t that difficult.

James’ aesthetic senses came alive as he watched her angrily. He hated women who lied. He’d had more than enough of that to last him a lifetime, yet as always, he was struck mute by her allure. Such beauty; poetry defined in endless lines of his thoughts and expression of what his voice never revealed but his writing tantalized and teased. Every thought and vision he poured into the erotic poems he wrote, were her. Katherine Blake. 

There was a shyness to her, a hesitation in her body movements and a softness to her voice that drew him to her. Alluringly, she would blink her eyes from time to time when they spoke, allowing her eyelashes to flutter like the wings of a butterfly. Like now. Her eyes were simply spellbinding, a rapturous shade of cerulean blue. Each one held a coruscate gleam that enhanced their beauty in a perfectly oval-shaped face.
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