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Lord Henry threw the best parties; every harlot in town knew this to be true. They were the wildest, the most hedonistic, where wine filled every glass to overflowing and opium clouded the air. Emily had been to several such events and had never left unsatisfied. Though the drink and drugs were not her high, the men were, and she planned to take her fill as she entered his grand mansion through the servants' quarters.

The grand ballroom, illuminated by hundreds of glittering candles, pulsed with the rhythm of hedonism. She slipped through the doorway, her body adorned in nothing but delicate black lace that clung to her curves like a shadowy caress. She'd left her hair unbound tonight, letting the chestnut waves cascade wild and free across her bare shoulders.

Before she could even take in the full scope of debauchery sprawled before her, strong hands encircled her waist.

"What have we here? A nymph straight from my dreams," a deep voice purred into her ear.

Emily found herself pulled backward onto a stranger's lap, his expensive breeches rough against her exposed thighs. He was handsome in a common way, with blonde hair, a strong jaw, and eyes glazed with drink and desire. His hands immediately began exploring the lace covering her breasts.

"I don't believe we've been introduced," she said, arching her back slightly against him.

"Names are for the morning, darling," he replied, lips brushing her neck.

Emily's attention drifted to the woman kneeling beside them. She was older than Emily by several years, her painted lips stretched wide around the shaft of a young aristocrat who sat beside Emily's new companion.

As the aristocrat groaned above the woman's eager ministrations, Emily felt her companion's arousal swell against her, his hardness pressing insistently between her thighs. The sensation sent a delicious shiver up her spine. Her skin prickled with anticipation, heat pooling low in her belly as her body responded to his.

"Tell me," she whispered, grinding herself slowly against him, feeling the dampness between her legs grow, "what exactly do you do to those nymphs in your dreams?"

The man's breath hitched and he slid one hand down her stomach, fingers dipping beneath the delicate lace. "First, I chase them through moonlit forests," he murmured, his lips tracing the shell of her ear. "When I catch one, I bind her wrists with vines and lay her down on a bed of moss. Then I taste every inch of her until she—"

"Ah, Emily! There you are, my dear." Lord Henry's voice cut through their intimate exchange like a knife. He stood before them, looking grand in a burgundy smoking jacket, his eyes gleaming with mischief. Beside him stood the most beautiful man Emily had ever seen. The stranger beside Lord Henry stood like a marble statue come to life. He was dark-haired and blue-eyed, with cheekbones that could cut glass. He was dressed impeccably in evening clothes that spoke of wealth. Yet, there was something restrained in his posture, a tightness around his mouth that seemed at odds with the debauchery surrounding him. His eyes darted nervously around the room, widening slightly at the sight of the woman still pleasuring the aristocrat.

Emily reluctantly stilled her movements against her companion, whose fingers still lingered tantalizingly close to her center. Her body throbbed with unfulfilled desire.

"I'm afraid I must steal our lovely Emily away," Lord Henry said, his voice silky with amusement. "Perhaps you might entertain Miss Violet instead? I believe she's in the blue room, waiting for someone to... appreciate her talents."

OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

Title Page





		

Copyright





		

Chapter 1





		

Chapter 2





		

Chapter 3





		

Chapter 4





		

Want a Freebie?





		

More by Amber Clark





		

Afterword





		

About Amber Clark













