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  INTRODUCTION


  It’s an incredible honor to present to you Best Women’s Erotica of the Year Volume 1, my first time taking the helm. As an author, this groundbreaking series has been home to some of my favorite stories I’ve written, stories that pushed me into uncharted territory, whether writing about a dishwashing fetish (“Doing the Dishes”), an oral sex restaurant (“Secret Service”) or visiting a married lover (“Espionage”).


  As an editor, I faced the mighty task of whittling down the over two hundred submissions I received to the twenty-two found between these covers. The resulting collection is one that features the kind of women I consider my readers to be: smart, daring, fierce, loving, kinky, curious, powerful, feisty. While no single book can represent every kind of woman, you’ll find women from a range of races, sexual orientations, and backgrounds, partnered and solo. You’ll find women going on sexual journeys from the past, present and future.


  Whether they’re enjoying a threesome, acting out their passion on stage, getting a tattoo, seducing their boss, having their naked body painted, dressing up as a domme or exulting in their most submissive moment, the characters you’ll read about here, and their authors, are passionate, funny and they were a delight to visit with.


  You will notice that there are more than a few women here “of a certain age,” as the saying goes, which is fitting as I turned forty just before this book goes to press—close enough to look back on my younger days, as Aya does in “Revisiting Youth” by J. Crichton and H. Keyes, and hoping to keep the erotic spark alive well into the future, as characters like D in Dorothy Freed’s “Two Doms for Dinner” do.


  My goal with this book was twofold: to present sexual fantasies in a way that sparks your imagination and also respects your mind, and to reflect a glimmer of real life back from the deepest reaches of these authors’ minds. Though some of the scenarios you’re about to read would be impossible to live out, and some might be unlikely, all of them offer women who are willing to go toward what might seem scary or new or uncertain, whether that means an old flame, a sexy stranger or a childhood crush.


  I also wanted to present some of my favorite erotic authors, such as S.E.C.R.E.T. trilogy author L. Marie Adeline and The Original Sinners series author Tiffany Reisz, alongside writers whose work you may be reading for the first time. I’ve long said that erotica is an incredibly democratic and welcoming genre, and I’m proud to have so many new authors, whose names you’ll likely want to watch as they set forth in their erotica writing careers.


  Whether outdoors, in a love hotel or even a porta-potty (yes, you read that right, and Amy Butcher’s “Waiting to Pee” is one of the most provocative stories I’ve ever published, one I plan to reread often), they are willing to go forth into the unknown because the payoff promises to rock their worlds. I hope the same can be said for your reading experience. Welcome to Best Women’s Erotica. Whenever and wherever you’re reading this, I hope it both arouses and surprises you.


  Rachel Kramer Bussel


  Atlantic City, New Jersey


  A NEW CANVAS

  by Tara Betts


  The bass and slow pace of hip hop sounded like a drone after a couple of hours. Everything sounded as if it had the same pace then. When the dark room was even more obscured by smoke from blunts and a twinge of incense, Angela spotted Troy. She hadn’t been smoking and neither had he. For both of them, it was about being in the same space with the artists and loving the music. They would meet for dinner sometimes, talk politics, books, music and all that, but there was never a flirtation. Usually, Angela had a boyfriend or Troy had a girlfriend, and Angela simply kept quiet about how she felt about Troy listening intently to her every answer, her glimpses of one of his dozen tattoos, the lingering conversations where it took forever for Angela to get out of the car, their long goodbye hugs and even how his posture made him look strong, confident and sexy. Sexy. She could not even say the word out loud. She had not dated anyone seriously in almost three years.


  She wanted him, but Angela was afraid to lose the amazing conversations, so she kept it at just friends. She tried not to think about how the steady thump of the bass reminded her of the pulse of her clit, and she quieted herself. She avoided looking at his lower lip like she wanted to suck it gently, or at the piercings on his ear; her tongue could almost taste each of the metal studs. Snap out of it. That lingering was gone in a blink, and he was doing a frenetic bounce, making fun of someone’s dance he saw the other night. He could break her into giggling too fast, but he seemed to like making her laugh, so she went with it. It was already late when they saw each other at The Spot, and the ongoing thump was starting to sound gloomy and indistinct, so she said she was leaving. “I can give you a ride back to the crib,” he said. It didn’t seem like anything he’d never offered before. She said yes.


  Her discomfort lingered the most when they could never just say goodbye in his car. They always ended up talking in the car and staring at her door, as if he wanted to stay in the car or follow her. Finally, after sitting in the car for the longest pause, she piped up and said what she had always wanted to say. “It’s not too late if you want to come in. I was going to make some tea and maybe watch a movie.” Even this felt too forward to her, but his hands relaxed on the steering wheel.


  “Sure, let me grab my bag. There’s something I’ve been working on,” Troy said.


  He leaned over the back seat and pulled out a half-zipped backpack. Angela thought it was a laptop until she spied the hardcover journal, Sharpies, markers, pens and colored pencils. She hadn’t seen those in years, but she knew what they were right away. She was so excited that she could almost smell Krylon. Troy, who hadn’t done graffiti in years, still sketched in a piece book. Usually it was the small-scale version of what ended up on brick walls or commissioned murals, but this was his private haven of characters, panels, miniature versions of letters rendered in bubbled curves and wild-style angles.


  “I’d love to see what you’re drawing. I didn’t know you got down like that!” Angela said.


  She was surprised and intrigued that she saw this creative side in him. She figured he was always about his work, but this was new. She wished she could draw him nude, then snapped back to attention before she started feeling too overheated and wet from the thought of him touching her.


  “I thought it would be cool to share something with you,” he said.


  “I’d like that,” Angela said. She hopped out of the passenger’s side and waved him toward the vestibule. “What have you been working on?” she asked.


  “A lot of random sketches, but there has been a series on my mind, and it makes me wish I could paint it on trains and go all-city!”


  “You know no one does that anymore, but the idea of doing a throwback like that is nice. Too bad they shrink-wrap the trains in those ugly advertisements instead,” Angela said.


  “Right? Those kinds of pieces are something you see in old movies, but the series just struck me as that kind of classic,” Troy said.


  “Now I’m curious. I have ginger peach, green tea and honey chamomile. What kind do you want?” Angela asked. She was putting a full kettle on the stove. She liked to hear the building rumble and the eventual prelude to the whistle. She turned around to reach for the closed box of tea and realized he was standing in the doorway, quietly watching her.


  “Ginger peach,” Troy said.


  “Show me the piece book already!” Angela said, her tone partial command, but more gentle curiosity.


  “You sure you want to see it?” he asked.


  “Yes!” Angela said. For the first time ever, he hesitated, and then she started to wonder. Some of the landscapes were city scenes—brick walls with kids leaning against them, trains snaking above the dark streets dotted with a few lights, letters spelling out names of crews. Then there was one sketch with butterflies and intricate letters that stopped her from reaching for a second cup of honey chamomile. It spelled out her name in orange and yellow with twinges of red. It reminded her of the sun at dusk. “Troy, this is beautiful…” Angela was cut off before she could say anything else.


  He cupped his hand in the small of her back, and pulled her close. She was stunned that it was actually happening, but leaned a little bit forward. He nipped at her bottom lip, and when the first full kiss came, her tongue pressed past his lips and twisted toward his tongue. She was trying to slow down, but he was holding her. She had dropped the piece book on the table, and grabbed his head by then. The only thing that broke her focus was the hard whistle of the kettle. She stumbled a few steps away, but he would not let go of her hand. He looked so serious that heaven breaking in fragments and raining down on them was not going to change his intentions.


  “I actually wanted to suggest something…” Troy said.


  The deliberation let her know that this might be more than she expected, but she only asked, “What?”


  “Well, I had these pens that I wanted to try on a new canvas,” he said. He was trailing off again, but a small smirk crossed his mouth. “I was wondering if you’d want to take off your clothes and let me draw on you.”


  He had found a set of body art pens. They reminded Angela of eyeliner pencils, soft but in more colors than she’d seen at the cosmetic counters. He took out the purple one. “Your favorite color,” Troy said as he took the pen and ran the slender, covered tip behind her ear, stopping at her collarbone. She kissed him again, and gently grabbed his earlobe between her teeth.


  “Only if you end up naked too,” Angela said. She found herself wondering who the woman in her body was. She started by taking off his T-shirt and watching his locks fall across his lean chest and broad shoulders. Dear Jesus, even that much skin, plus seeing the other tattoos that she had never seen, took her breath away. His skin was covered with poems and Adinkra symbols.


  Angela unzipped her hoodie and revealed the tank top underneath. Her nipples visibly hardened, as if they were defying her bra. He leaned in, kissed her and deliberated at her collarbone while he unbuttoned her jeans. He studied her face intently before licking the hollow of her collarbone and cupping her left breast. When she bent a bit to lower her pants, he eased the tank top over her head. When the pants fell, he grabbed her close and said, “This is going to go slow, just like teasing the rest of you.”


  Angela’s mouth fell open. She was still stunned that her tea kettle might not be the only vessel making a high-pitched sound. Troy asked her to grab a blanket and a couple of pillows that he could spread on the floor. Angela, half-naked, obliged.


  When she came back, Troy was standing in her kitchen looking like all the lean muscle that she had imagined in his baggy jeans and Timberland boots. He was already half erect and leaning to the left. She was trying not to stare. He had more to offer than she’d imagined. She had known him all this time, but just him touching her and finally meeting her mouth with his had broken her defenses. He smoothed out the blanket on the kitchen floor and took one of the pillows from her.


  She felt a bit awkward, but he asked her to lay on her stomach at first. Before a pen touched her skin, he rubbed her shoulders, then pressed his fingertips down and ran them along the length of her back. She felt his lips kiss each vertebrae in her spine until he reached the curve of her ass. “Turn over,” he said. Troy took in the length of Angela’s body and traced his tongue between her breasts, then grabbed the right one. He teased the nipple with his tongue until it puckered into hardness. His warm breath and his coppery locks brushed against her bare skin. When she felt a pulse quickening at the tip of her clit, a small moan escaped her lips. He spread out the rest of the body art pens near the blanket. “Just relax and be still,” Troy said. Angela didn’t know if she could stand it, but she was curious to see what he would sketch on her.


  At first, the cool, firm tip of each pen chilled her skin. She felt the goosebumps rise as he wrote Uhuru, the Swahili word for freedom, on her left forearm. He colored in the purple letters with pink and blue chevron-like stripes. He moved on to the right forearm and wrote if, the Yoruba word for love, in black. He colored in that shorter word with red and green. On the left side, he started drawing a purple arrow along the length of her body toward the pubic bone. “Directions for later,” Troy explained. When he was done drawing that arrow, he capped the pen and traced the tip around the lips of her opening, which had been wet when he began. He stroked her clitoris a few times with the pen and Angela shuddered. When he touched her with his fingers, he smiled, reached for the black pen and drew the second arrow between her breasts, right next to the purple one.


  Just above the collarbone, he etched in a purple and navy skyline, but included an array of tiny gold stars across her hips. A few outlined the constellation Cassiopeia between her shoulder and breast. When he got to her thighs, he started to sketch out anatomical images of the brain and the heart on one side and the uterus and tongue on the other. He leaned over and kissed her, and told her that her eyes and lips always drew him in, but the brain and the heart made it better. He loved how every word fell from her tongue, and he wondered what her babies might be like inside her. He drew monarch butterflies trailing up one leg and toward her inner thigh. It almost looked like the migration to Michoacán had landed on her leg. On her other leg, there were blackbirds in midflight. Their wings were tipped in bright green and silver.


  As the ink dried, his lips worked their way back up her legs. She felt him inhale and exhale over the soft curls that covered her outer lips. He was breathing in her smell.


  “I have to know what you taste like,” Troy said.


  He gently lifted her legs a couple of inches. He had not even parted them yet, but she said yes anyway. He spread her legs and let them rest on his shoulders. She wanted to know what he spelled out on the button of flesh, and he seemed to lap up her wet quivering. Angela looked down to see him drinking her in while her decorated legs were in full sight. She felt his soft skin covered in tattoos, and the muscles pressed into her soft flesh; that alone made her moan more and grab fistfuls of the blankets in both hands.


  “Are you ready?” Troy asked. Angela nodded. When he started to ease his way into her, she felt like her body could not remember this first thrust ever feeling so full, tight and electrifying all at once. She clutched his lower back and felt him move even faster, but not too fast. He listened to her breathing and synced his breath with hers. They clutched each other’s hands and Angela rose her hips to meet his. She got louder. Troy said, “Damn, girl, it’s like that?” A small smile parted Angela’s lips.


  “Yeah, it’s like that.” She felt the familiar tightening of a man’s legs and saw Troy’s eyes clench before he asked her to slow down.


  They waited for a few breaths before he flipped her on top of him in a quick, confident motion. It reminded her of how comfortable he was just standing in front of a room full of people, and how she found that sexy—but now she wanted to scream, though she knew she was not quite there. She was on top of him now and leaning forward. She wondered what all his designs looked like on her body from this angle, but she was leaning into him to feel all his heat, his skin. He pulled back just enough to almost be free then plunged inward to enter her even deeper. She leaned down with her elbows on either side of his head and grabbed his face to kiss him so hard that she could almost feel his teeth. She nipped at his lip.


  They started moving faster, and she guided him into a steady, rhythmic pace, where she felt the orgasm growing like the quick moment when a sparkler ignites and then blooms into bright sparks. Shuddering, she said his name. She gripped the shaft even tighter while he began flexing inside her. It felt like a second pulse beating hard and fast, and soon Angela was yelling “Don’t stop.” They were clamped onto each other so tightly that she didn’t even notice how loud they both were until she collapsed and rested her head on his chest.


  “You loud as hell, girl,” Troy said. He was smirking now. Angela hit him with a pillow.


  “I can be loud again. What you gonna do about it?” They giggled softly.


  “Just let me know when you need me to be a canvas again,” Angela said.


  DEMIMONDE

  by Valerie Alexander


  On the night of the séance, my cousin Ora lays on my bedroom chaise and tells me that we are about to be visited from beyond the grave. “They say Celeste Clair saw her dead mother appear right there in the dark—and Miss Greenbow was told she’d marry by summer.”


  I wind my long black hair into a rope and pin it up. “You’ll be told of your future husband too. These traveling mediums deal in flim-flam, Ora. Pure nonsense.”


  Ora sits up, indignant. “Elizabeth! Why are we going to the spirit parlor tonight if you’re going to be gloomy?”


  I check my reflection in the looking glass. The séance will be held at Lady Wentworth’s, and all of her Fifth Avenue friends will be there; it’s important my deep-blue evening dress with the open neckline is respectable for a widow of thirty-one. “How else am I to amuse myself?”


  Down the oak staircase we go, electric lights burning dimly from hallway sconces. The house is quiet, my infirm mother-in-law asleep upstairs for the night. The butler opens the heavy front door to a snowy 72nd Street.


  “Mother says these table-tappers are a wicked blasphemy,” Ora says happily as we climb into the hansom. “She will be so livid that we’ve gone.”


  My cousin is quivering with excitement; at twenty-four, she rarely goes out unescorted at night. Despite it being 1899 and New York perched on the edge of a new century, my aunt is terribly strict about Ora’s freedoms. A member of the temperance movement, she is scandalized when we ride bicycles in Riverside Park and frowns on my uncle’s cognac and cigars. She is desperate for Ora to marry soon, and considers me a bad example for refusing to remarry in the six years since my husband’s death.


  Like everyone else, she thinks I’m waiting for a wealthy railroad magnate, maybe, or a banker from an old family. Or, possibly, that I’m waiting for my sweet bedridden mother-in-law to pass on before I choose a new husband to replace her son. It never occurs to anyone that I’m waiting for passion. But I know I could meet someone; I could meet the devil himself, handsome and tall, with a beautiful mouth like the doorway to the doom where all fallen women go.


  Fallen women. It’s the worst fate that can happen to women like Ora and me, but the idea of the falling itself sounds like a swoon in a dream.


  I could meet someone like that. I could meet him tonight.


  Off we go in the hansom. Snow is falling past the gas lamps. Ora reminds me that tonight’s medium, Madame Morgana, is known throughout Europe. “She is not like those soothsayers in the Bowery. Real spirits will appear to us!”


  The carriage stops in front of the Wentworths’ Fifth Avenue mansion. Upon entering I see the Wentworths’ drawing room has been transformed into a proper spirit parlor with long, plum-colored drapes hanging from the walls, and creamy tapers flickering in the candelabras. Eight women and three bewhiskered older gentlemen surround a circular table. The hearth is unlit, I notice. How odd on a January night.


  “Ladies, gentlemen.”


  He enters. Twenty-five years or so, with longish brown hair and a smile that is like the sun rising over the trees. So handsome yet so innocent he looks, as if unaware of his charm. Which is how I know he’s a rake.


  “I am Theobald Moore,” he says. “Your master of ceremonies tonight while we await Madame Morgana.”


  Clearly he is the lure to bring in the ladies. His beautiful smile, his animal vitality, are the only sparks of life in this sepulchral room.


  Ora is fairly wriggling in her seat. Theo kisses her hand. He asks who she would like to hear from and she mentions a former teacher from her finishing school. Then his hazel eyes connect with mine. I forbid myself to smile but I can’t help it, and he laughs.


  “I had a feeling you and I would meet,” he says, taking my hand. A true dandy, he smells faintly of bergamot and lavender. “I had a vision of a young raven-haired beauty who would grace our séance.”


  Some of the women look quite impressed with this. But Lady Wentworth sniffs; she’s disliked me since I spurned the hand of her nephew several years ago.


  “And who have you lost, Miss…?”


  “Mrs. Pond. I am here only for my cousin.”


  “Elizabeth has lost her husband,” Ora says, for she can never be quiet. “Six years now.”


  “A widow,” he says. “Six years. Such a long time.” And though he looks suitably sympathetic, his eyes hold mine in a way that says he understands just how long I’ve been waiting—and what I’ve been waiting for.


  Madame Morgana sweeps into the room. She’s dressed primly in black calico and a lace collar fasted by an ivory brooch, but her pale eyes regard us disdainfully.


  “My dear friends,” she begins. “Tonight is a celebration of the gifts of the sages of the ages. Clairvoyance, crystal-gazing, mesmerism, chiromancy and above all, spiritualism. I was born with the ability to communicate with departed souls. Today, trained by the masters of alchemy, divination and magic, I will humbly serve as your conduit to your loved ones in the beyond.”


  I glance at Theobald. He smiles winsomely.


  “Now I must ask you to place both hands on the table,” Madame Morgana says.


  An array of hands circle the velvet-covered table—veined, smooth, puffy, jeweled—just before Theo extinguishes the flames. The drawing room is plunged into blackness.


  Ora’s hand gropes for mine in the eerie atmosphere. “Something brushed the back of my neck!” gasps Mrs. Rutledge. A moment later another woman cries, “It touched my hand!” There does seem to be a chill in the drawing room, but is it a ghostly presence or simply a cold room with no fire?


  Something trails across my shoulder. But these aren’t the ephemeral hands of a spirit. These fingers are hot and dry and purposeful as they stroke my neck.


  A shivery thrill shoots through me.


  Theo’s fingers gently circle my ears. An odd thing, but it awakens my nerves and reminds me that I have not been touched by a man in years. Next his hands slide down my throat and over my collarbone. There they hesitate, perhaps waiting for my protest, but at my silence, his fingertips continue their descent into my décolletage.


  My face flames, yet I arch my back, signaling him to continue. Inside the velvet bodice of my dress his fingers go. Into my corset and chemise until he cups my breasts. My skin prickles with heat. I can’t be allowing this, a stranger touching me in a dark room even as I’m surrounded by matrons who could ruin me.


  His mouth brushes my neck. He rolls my nipples back and forth until they’re stiff, then pulls on them lightly. I begin to shake.


  “Spirit, if you are here, speak to us!” Madame Morgana cries.


  My petticoats rustle as his hands move lower.


  Madame Morgana says again, warningly, “Spirit, are you here?”


  The hands withdraw. An odd moan fills the other end of the room, followed by a rustle, and a small, veiled white form moves into the room. Ora squeezes my hand as the spectral figure moves closer, almost glowing in the dark.


  “Spirit” speaks in a feminine, childlike voice, with predictions for us all. Various loved ones send wishes from the beyond. Ora will marry a rich gentleman from Chicago. And me, well, I am going to go on a great adventure in a world that is both nearby and faraway.


  The drawing room lights come on to reveal tear-streaked faces. One of the older women looks disgruntled and mentions pointedly that the medium she saw in London emitted real ectoplasm. But Ora is thrilled. “I told you it was real!” she whispers.


  As we bid Lady Wentworth good-bye, my cheeks burn at the thought of the liberties I just allowed Theo. But he meets us at the door and reminds me that he is available for private ghostly sessions should I care to call on him.


  “I admire your talent,” I manage to say, avoiding his eyes, “but I am very occupied with my charity work.”


  “I have more talents than you saw tonight.”


  How brash. But in the carriage going home, I can’t forget his hands sliding into my bodice, his mouth on my throat. I would have permitted him anything. How close I came to disgrace.


  In my salon the next day, I stare at the flames in the fireplace. I’ve cranked the phonograph to play a Brahms concerto, and a novel is abandoned on my lap. It’s my usual life of books and music here in this room of forest-green wallpaper and somber oil paintings. But I can’t help ruminating over Theo: a penniless youngest son, maybe, getting through the world on his wits and his smile.


  The clatter of hooves just outside. My body tenses. But it couldn’t be him, unless Lady Wentworth has provided my address.


  The butler announces him. “Theobald Moore.”


  That beautiful grin ignites my salon. “Mrs. Pond.”


  I cannot repress my smile. How impudent. How bold. I shouldn’t be charmed, but I am.


  “You seemed distressed last night,” he begins. “I felt I must come here today to offer my services—should you require them.”


  In this quiet cocoon, he seems to crackle with life, brighter than the fire.


  “How generous. What services would those be?”


  He brings out a velvet pouch. “I will read your fortune,” he says, handing me a large deck of hand-painted tarot cards. “Shuffle the cards and we will see what destiny has in store for you.”


  I choose three cards: the Knight of Wands, the Two of Cups and the Star. “An intoxicating union,” he says. “Not a lasting love, but a fleeting and exciting adventure.”


  At least he’s honest.


  “Perhaps yours will happen tonight,” he says. “I am attending a masked party.”


  A strange heat creeps up my spine. He is not speaking of a respectable event, I know it. “Lady Wentworth again?”


  “No. This is near Madison Square, at the home of a woman you may not know.” My trepidation must show on my face for he adds, “Everyone will be masked—no one will know who you are. So, you see, it will be an adventure.”


  I feel faint with dread and excitement as I agree to go.


  That night the hansom arrives at nine o’clock. I take a shot of sweet apricot brandy to settle my nerves, then tell my butler I must check on a friend who’s taken ill. He doesn’t believe me, of course. It is too unusual, a beautiful young man calling on me in the afternoon and an outing late that night. But as soon as the carriage door closes, I see the dark-blue mask on the opposite seat and I smile.


  The driver takes me to Madison Square. Shadows move under the gas lamps, through the pools of golden light on the snowy walks. This is the New York night world I so rarely see.


  The carriage stops in front of a brownstone. A man is waiting outside; his brilliant smile identifies Theo immediately under his black mask. “You did come. I love a woman of courage.”


  We enter the house. Last year Ora had gotten hold of a New York guidebook which described saloons in thrilling detail, even ones with rouged and powdered male performers; several saloons were reputed to have basement brothels. Yet as Theo takes me into a foyer of stuffed wild animals and high ceilings, I know this night will be far more exotic and disgraceful. Two masked women lead us into a room of damask and gilt couches, while a masked man serves us red wine. Several musicians play the violin and cello in the corner.


  I feel as if I am in an opium dream. This is the demimonde, disreputable people drinking and playing games in states of undress. My rose-colored dress seems mortifyingly modest.


  At the front of the massive room a shirtless man with black, curly hair claps his hands. “It’s time for the game,” he announces. “All players must assemble here by the fire.”


  I look questioningly at Theo. “A game of yes and no,” he says. “You will see.”


  He joins eight other men and women by an enormous piano. The black-haired man says, “Begin. Who am I thinking of?”


  “Myself and Gertie!” calls out one of the white-robed women.


  “No.”


  The woman removes her robe. She is wearing only cotton pantaloons underneath, no chemise. I almost choke, shocked by the sight of a bare-breasted woman standing so confidently before so many men.


  “Charlotte and Douglas,” suggests Theo.


  “No.”


  Theo removes his shirt, exposing a broad, smooth chest. Another woman guesses incorrectly and undresses down to her lace shimmy; she is quite small, and her familiar voice tells me that she played the role of “Spirit” last night at the séance. At last someone guesses correctly by naming Gertie and Bridget, which forces the black-haired man to remove his trousers. The participants then begin guessing physical acts, some of which I have never heard. “Doing the dog.” “Quim on quim.” At last a woman cries out, “Bridget fucking Gertie with a candle!” and the man concedes her victory.


  “Strip!” she commands. I watch with a shocked and thumping heart as the black-haired man steps out of his undergarments, revealing his hard, thick cock to the room.


  My face burns with heat. I will never survive the scandal if I am unmasked. But a flame of lust is flickering inside me, and my head swims with the delirious awareness of my evaporating control.


  “I’m bored,” the man announces. He leans one elbow on the piano as he sips his wine, still naked. “Theo, entertain us with your mind-reading game.”


  They dim the electric lights so there’s just the firelight. Theo closes his eyes. “One mind burns brighter than the rest,” he says after a moment. “A woman’s mind. A woman who dreams every night of her unlived life.”


  My skin prickles. But of course whatever he says will be a trick.


  “You think of when you were nineteen, when you let a young man feel under your dress in your aunt’s summer house in the country. And sometimes you pretend another gentleman has taken you over his lap to spank you like a maid who’s spilled the tea.”


  All the masked faces are watching me, not Theo. They know it’s me he’s speaking of.


  “Sometimes you dream of a man tied to your bed, naked and blindfolded for you to use as you please. Other times you want to be dressed in trousers and a waistcoat while a man buggers you like a boy.”


  My cunt is tingling, the tops of my thighs wet.


  “…And last night, after you let me touch you, you wished all the way home in the carriage that I was fucking you.”


  I swiftly exit the room, the brownstone, startling the hansom driver who’s fixing the horse’s bridle and blanket. Theo follows.


  “Elizabeth, please wait.”


  He gives the driver some money and a brief instruction, then climbs into the carriage after me. Off we go. The hansom is cold and snowflakes cling to the windows, but my skin is hot and flushed.


  “I always tell the truth,” he says.


  “You are a lewd, immodest, improper man.” I’m shaking and it’s not from rage, though I want to be angry.


  “You were masked. No one in that room knew you.” He leans forward. “Whatever you say, whatever you do with me, no one else will know that either.”


  His hazel eyes meet mine. The drumbeat of lust pulsing in my cunt grows to a stronger, throbbing demand. I cover my face. I can’t do this. But as if with a will of their own, my legs spread beneath my skirts.


  Theo pulls the curtains on both sides. Oh no. Then he transfers himself to my seat. He’s so close now in the dark carriage, I can barely look at him.


  His lips brush my cheek. A gentleman’s kiss but he is no gentleman. He’s a devil and will use a devil’s tricks. I look away.


  And then he’s suddenly on top of me, all six feet of him, heavy with that masculine weight that feels so deliciously imprisoning. His fingers curl around my wrists and pin them back against the carriage seat, and he kisses me, his mouth warm in the cold hansom. Against all of my training, I kiss him back, feeling something in me loosen and melt.


  “The driver isn’t going to stop until I signal,” he says, reaching behind me to unhook my dress. “We have all the time in the world.”


  He pushes the bodice of my dress down. I close my eyes to pretend I’m not shivering in my corset here in a public hansom. But he leans against me again, so warm and beautifully hard, and kisses me a second time, his mouth so sweet that I scarcely feel him loosening the corset. His hands pull down my chemise, fill with my breasts. And then his dark head lowers and he’s sucking my nipples, a new sensation that sends stars through my blood. I arch my back against the seat.


  One firm hand slides under my dress, under the petticoats. I stare in delirious awe as Theo sinks to his knees on the carriage floor and pulls down my drawers, opening my thighs wide.


  His hot mouth is on my cunt a moment later, greedy and demanding, licking me so skillfully that I don’t know if it’s his tongue or his fingers turning my swollen flesh into melting bliss. An incoherent whimper escapes me. His talented fingers push inside me, moving in circles until they press in just the right spot. I sit up straight as sheer euphoric electricity jolts me. It sweeps through me again and again in fiery waves of glory.


  He sits back on his heels, his hair rumpled. “Turn over.”


  “What?” I’m still dazed.


  He positions me, my hands and one knee on the seat, the other foot balanced on the hansom floor. Then he throws my dress and petticoats up over my waist, and pushes his cock inside me in one slow, relentless thrust. I feel ready to split open from the massive shaft inside me. He withdraws, plunges in again. I am so wet that vulgar noises fill the carriage. But he’s breathing fast, and he begins to fuck me in a savage rhythm, driving in and out until we’re both panting and wet, the carriage windows steamed. My long black hair has tumbled out of its twist and my nipples are still exposed and hard as he drives me forward with every thrust. He grips my hips with a growl, spearing in and out of me so hard that I feel as if my entire body is a burning, hungry ember.


  “Please,” I say because I don’t know how to say anything else. I’m gasping and clutching at the cushion.


  “Please what.” He’s going to come soon, I can tell by his thick voice.


  “I want to—I want to see you…” Despite being naked and fucked and utterly at his mercy, I can’t say it. But Theo understands. He withdraws and flips me onto my back, dress still around my waist, and rams me again and again while I gaze up at him in his disheveled, panting glory. And then it’s happening again. My skin fills with glorious white-hot light, and I scream as I begin coming in violent waves with his cock still fucking me.
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