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License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

Content Warnings:

Mild overstimulation, breath holding (unrelated to sex, voluntary), suicidal ideation (brief mention by MC), suicide attempt (briefly implied, past event), penis-in-vagina sex, cunnilingus, creampie
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Chapter 1
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Lillian didn’t love the man she’d married. He didn’t love her, either, she knew. The match was arranged by a woman whose job was to pair well-bred ladies to men who could afford them. Lily was such a well-bred lady, although she wasn’t sure her husband could afford her. He’d managed, somehow. Their wedding two weeks ago had been in a beautiful church and appropriately lavish. Her new husband owned a business and a house in the big city. He had gone there after their honeymoon, while Lily had returned to her family home to pack her belongings and prepare for her new life. Her room had been stripped bare and put into trunks by a legion of maids, who had passed the trunks to several footmen who had transported the trunks to a carriage. Tomorrow she would board the carriage and set out for the city. She was dreading it so much that she could not sleep.

Her wedding night had been the most disappointing in all her twenty and two years. He had mounted her like a goat and brayed like one as he came. She knew what an orgasm was, having read books she was not supposed to know about, and had learned to touch herself in the bath when the maid was gone and also at night, alone in her bed. She knew from the loose women who gossiped on certain street corners what a good time with a man was supposed to feel like.

Her wedding night had been none of that. Now she was expected to join her husband in the city for a lifetime of such disappointments, interspersed with pregnancy, embroidery, and playing the pianoforte for guests.

She would much sooner drown in the lake.

And so that’s where she went, slipping out into the cool night air and walking silently across the estate lawn to the bicycle she had stashed in a bush. It wasn’t proper for a woman to spread her legs and ride such a thing, but she did it anyway, and after an hour, she was at the shore of the lake.

It was massive. As a child, standing on its edge with the dark water disappearing into the distance, she’d thought it was the ocean. There was no one on the shore that night. It was only Lily, in her nightdress, standing under the bright moon and the stars, wishing for any reason in the world to never have to return to her situation. 

Being alone next to that expanse made her shiver, though not with cold, but a tinge of childhood fear. Her mother always told her not to wander off, as the lake people would crawl from the murky depths to drag her down to their caves. Rather than discourage her, such a frightening prospect had fascinated her. She’d spent many summers swimming out as far as she could, hoping for something to whisk her away from the life she’d always known was set out for her.

She had only monotony to look forward to. What she wanted was passion. Danger. Something to fill her heart with terror and her blood with lightning, to make her cry out with fear as well as desire. She wanted to be consumed by something that wasn’t the weight of a thousand dull expectations, but the burn of her own body’s pleasure.

She walked along the sandy shore until she came to the trees, and then she walked along the tree-lined shore until her shoes were filled with mud and she had to kick them off. She waded into the water until her feet left the ground, and then she swam against her waterlogged nightdress until her arms grew tired. Yet she could still see the shore and its promise of safety.

It was a heart-wrenching thing to realize she still wanted to live. Whatever misfortune and misery that life brought, she wished to live and hold onto hope that her life may change. She didn’t want an ending. She wanted a second chance at an entirely new beginning.

Resigned, she swam back and slogged onto the sandy shore. It was a warm night, thankfully, and so she was comfortable to sit in the air with her arms around her legs and her chin on her knees, staring out across the moonlight water. She felt as though she were waiting, though for what, she could not say.

Somehow, in the peace of the silence, she managed to close her eyes, lay down, and sleep.

****
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Lily wasn’t sure what woke her, at first. Her nightdress and skin were still damp, the moon still a beacon of heaven overhead, though shrouded in the trees.
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