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For my husband,
who made fatherhood sexy and motherhood easy.



 

“Julian?”
“Wildcat.”
“I think George is asleep.”
I raised myself up on my arms to peer down at the baby nestled between us. We had taken our son out for a picnic today, and after Ivy and I had eaten and Ivy had nursed George, we’d all laid down on the blanket to stare up at the sky—George waving his tiny, dimpled hands the entire time.
But Ivy was right. With a belly full of milk and his mother and father on either side, he’d drifted off to sleep, his hands up by his round little head, his small curved lips parted. I could hear the barely audible snores issuing forth, and I adjusted the light blanket around his chest. Ivy said I was abnormally preoccupied with keeping him warm, but despite his chubbiness, he still seemed so small and fragile to me, even at four months old, and the thought of him being uncomfortable or unhappy for even an instant made me viscerally upset. So I made sure his every need was accounted for—that he only had the softest clothes, that he was never more than a few steps away from his mother, that Ivy had everything she needed while she rocked and nursed him in our room.
Ivy was curled around him now, looking up at me with the kind of wild look that made me wonder if she was all human, and I half imagined that if a stranger should stumble upon our makeshift den right now, then she would snap and snarl at him like a wolf.
It made me want to pin her to the ground and fuck her while she snarled at me.
In fact, my biggest struggle right now was that everything about Ivy—already perfect for me in every way—had somehow managed to become even more perfect since George was born. Her body, always beautiful, was now ripe and lush in a way that made me hard constantly, in a way I couldn’t articulate to her whenever I tried. It had something to do with her fuller, heavier breasts, overflowing in my palms when I cupped them. And something to do with her hips that now flared enticingly out from her waist. And also the impossibly soft skin of her stomach, etched with slowly silvering marks that evoked the primal nature in me, because I had caused those marks, and it made me want to plant my seed in her again and again and again.
But more than her new body, it was her, her fierce maternal protectiveness, the frankly spiritual way she and George were bound together—it was impossible to explain without being either completely carnal or completely maudlin and so I gave up trying. Instead, I had tried to show her with my lips, with my hands, and—after the physician had given his consent—in the more traditional married fashion, although I’d be lying if I said that things had been the same after George’s birth.
How could they be?
But how ironic that when I desired her the most, she seemed to desire me the least.
“Come here, Ivy,” I murmured and she did, although not before kissing the tufts of George’s raven hair and adjusting his blankets.
She crawled over to me and I pulled her down, so that she was flat on her back and I was propped up by her side, able to caress her neck and collarbone. But the moment I reached for the hem of her skirt, a tension settled over her that I’d gotten used to these last few months, a whole-body anxiety that had never troubled her before, even when she was a virgin. I’d tried to coax her past it, tried indulging this new fragility, tried talking around it, but it hadn’t abated in the twelve weeks since we’d resumed having sex and I was starting to worry that maybe it never would, that maybe that part of my wildcat had died the moment George had been born.
“Be honest,” I said, looking into her dark eyes. “Does it still hurt? I can use my mouth…”
She shook her head, closing her eyes. “It doesn’t hurt. Go ahead.”
Go ahead?
Like I was a customer at a brothel and she was just the forbearing whore? What the fuck?
No. No, that was not going to stand. Not with me. Not today.
I pulled my hand out from under her skirt and pinned both of her wrists above her head, rolling on top of her to keep her still while I spoke, my hard cock growing harder at the feel of her underneath me. “Do you think that you’re just a machine to me? That I only want to fuck you in order to satisfy myself?”
She opened her mouth but I cut her off, leaning down so that my lips brushed the shell of her ear. “I’d rather use my handkerchief than an unwilling wife. Do you understand?”
“Julian—”
I rolled off of her, our perfect afternoon punctured by my frustration. Frustration with her, yes, but mostly with myself. She’d given herself over to me, body and soul, and it wasn’t just a gift—it was a responsibility. It was my duty to resurrect the Ivy Leavold who was a woman, more than just a mother, but how to resurrect someone who flinched whenever I touched her? Who was as glassy-eyed and passive in bed as a timid schoolgirl?
George stirred, legs beginning to kick under his blanket. I sat and scooped him up in my arms as Ivy watched, cradled him one-handed as I gathered the remains of our picnic back into the basket.
“The sky looks like rain. I’ll meet you inside,” I said, not bothering to modulate the shortness in my voice. I regretted it the moment I saw Ivy look away, blinking quickly and clearly stung by my tone.
Fuck. Just—fuck.
A moment ago, we’d been in a dreamy summertime heaven, us and the perfect creature we’d made together, and now I was angry and she was hurt and the baby was awake, so I couldn’t address either my throbbing headache or my throbbing erection.
George yawned and then made one of those soft cooing noises that babies make which undo every wrong in the world. I melted. This was my wildcat, the mother of my son and heir, and I would learn to be patient with whatever this was, and to do that, I first needed to apologize, although the idea of apologizing for telling the truth chafed at me. Before George, I would have spanked her ass for being so distant with me. I would have fucked her until every confession, fear, and fantasy poured forth from her soul, and I would have punished her until I saw my bride flicker back to life.
But this was after George, and after George had new rules I didn’t understand yet.
“Wildcat…”
She’d stood and was now folding the blanket, facing away from me. “It’s fine.” She turned, tucking the blanket into the basket. “You’re right. It does look like rain.” She plucked George from my arms without looking at me. “We should get moving.”

That night, after Ivy and George had fallen asleep, I went downstairs to the library, where I poured myself a glass of Scotch and sat down behind my desk.
My headache had remained, dull and low, making me irritable all through dinner and beyond, and I’d done my best to stay quiet and out of the way, lest I wound Ivy’s feelings again.
But it wasn’t in my nature to be quiet and out of the way. It wasn’t in my nature to let things fester and lie hidden. This current situation was untenable and it had to be rectified, but I, for once in my life, had no idea how to proceed. I stood and paced around the library.
This was where I had first kissed Ivy. I’d wanted to stop myself, I’d wanted to hold back, because she’d been placed in my care and it was my job to protect her from men like me. But God, she’d been so delicious that night, so full of righteous fury when I’d told her not to fuck me in order to have a roof over her head, and then she’d slapped me, her eyes blazing and her lips parted…
Well, it was no wonder I lost control, was it?
And here—here was where I’d proposed to her, fucked her into saying yes. She was the most beautiful when she was the most defiant, and I’d relished her submission all the more for the fight that came before it, I’d relished her yes more, knowing that she hadn’t given it passively, that she’d given it only when I’d flayed her open with my touch. And the night I’d taken her ass by the fire—it’d been the night that had driven home for both of us how necessary our dynamic was, how it managed to sate and complete us in a way that was as indescribable as it was vital.
My dick stirred at all these memories, and part of me debated simply using my hand to relieve this growing ache—it seemed wrong to go wake Ivy when she and George were asleep, just to force her into doing something she’d be reluctant to do. I got as far as unbuttoning my trousers and closing my fist around my cock when I realized exactly how ridiculous I was being right now. Masturbating like a schoolboy when my lovely wife was upstairs, just as unhappy as I was, and rather than face our problem head on, I’d rather skulk down to the library and come into my handkerchief.
How furtive.
How pathetic.
How weak.
Determination settled itself like a pile of coals in my belly, hot and urgent. Where was the man who’d claimed the wild and untamable Ivy Leavold? Who’d mastered her? Had he died at our son’s birth too?
No.
No, he had not.



 

George was the perfect baby.
I knew very little about babies, but I was given to understand that they cried often, slept never, and that I would need a nurse to help me with mothering. But I refused to allow Julian to hire a nurse; the moment George had peered up at me with those huge, wise eyes, I knew there was no possible way I could let another woman care for him. He was mine, and like any mammal with her young, I guarded him jealously. Julian was allowed into our little world, of course, but even then, I sometimes felt like he was only a half presence.
And I hated that. But at the same time, I didn’t know how to invite Julian in. I would think about going to him during the occasional lazy spell in our afternoons, but then George would wake up from his nap. I would want to enjoy dinner with him, but then George would nurse relentlessly the entire evening. And at the end of a long day of changing diapers and swaddling clothes, of nursing and playing, I would sometimes just want to be alone, by myself and without a single soul having any claim on my body or my time…even Julian.
So the first time we’d made love after George was born had been difficult for me. I was sore, yes, but that wasn’t the problem. It was more like I couldn’t bring myself to be present, like I had already bled all of myself out for George and I had nothing left to bleed for my husband and certainly nothing for myself. But I wasn’t a fool—I knew that Julian needed sex the way most men needed food.
The way I’d used to need it, before the baby.
I had never wanted to be one of those meek, frigid women. But I didn’t know how to stop it, and the more gentle and patient Julian became with my reluctance in bed, the more I pulled away, which made no sense, I knew, but it still happened. As if his patience and tenderness exacerbated everything I had come to dread about sex—mostly, that I had to service my husband’s needs along with my baby’s and I couldn’t. I couldn’t be everything for everyone, I couldn’t give and give and give of myself endlessly and not ever be replenished, but when he was so kind and so attentive, it made my selfish needs feel all the more selfish, because what woman wouldn’t want a husband like my Julian?

When I woke the next morning, George was stirring in my arms, rooting into my chest, and with a yawn, I sat up and nursed him through the vent in my nightgown, running the fingertips of my free hand over the soft crown of his head. He looked up at me, one chubby fist reaching for my face, and I caught his fingers with my lips, nibbling on them until he pulled off and made the squeaky, chuckling sounds that were his laughs.
I heard a deeper laugh from the corner of the room, and I turned to see Julian observing us from an armchair, his head braced against his hand. “I love his laugh,” Julian said. “Do you remember how at first, he’d only laugh in his sleep? And now he laughs all the time.”
I nodded, looking back down to George, who’d started nursing again and who’d also decided that he was no longer sure about being awake. His eyelids had closed and after a few more pulls, I recognized the lazy half-sucks of a sleeping baby.
I raised my eyes back to Julian, to remark on George’s predictable display of sloth, but when I caught his gaze, my throat went dry. I don’t know how I knew it—how I could even tell the difference—but I did. The adoring father was gone. In his place was a man I hadn’t seen in months.
“Put George in his cradle, Mrs. Markham.”
His voice—raspy and authoritative—was also ice cold, the same voice he’d used whenever he punished me, something that hadn’t happened since before George. And the Mrs. Markham—so distant. So demanding.
I shivered, fear lacing my blood, but I did as I was told quickly and without question, settling the snoozing baby in his cradle. After I finished, I turned and faced my husband, who made an impatient gesture indicating I should come stand before him.
Even in my nightgown, I felt completely naked as I approached his chair, even more naked as his eyes raked indifferently over me.
“Take it off,” he said.
I quickly shrugged out of my nightclothes, eager to make that look go away, eager to see his eyes blaze with lust instead of this hooded displeasure. But once it was off and he examined me from head to toe, I was given no reaction, no appreciation, not even a flicker of interest.
“On your hands and knees, facing away from me,” he commanded, and I obeyed, my cheeks flushing with hurt and shame and—as I assumed the desired position and as a bored foot nudged my knees farther apart—arousal.
He wasn’t touching me, he wasn’t talking to me, and since I couldn’t see him, he possibly wasn’t even looking at me, but all the same, heat flooded my body, the humiliation of this position quickening my breathing, setting my pulse to a thready race.
I waited, waited with an agonized sort of desire, waited for him to spank me or caress me or speak to me, but there was nothing, no movement, no rustling, no indication that he even cared about me arranged before him like this, my pussy exposed and growing slick with want. For the first time in I couldn’t remember how long, I wasn’t thinking about the baby, I wasn’t feeling heavy and ripe and soft—too soft to be touched. I wasn’t thinking of Julian’s needs. I was only thinking of my own needs, my swollen clit and my tight nipples, and there was a high whine building at the back of my throat, a needy noise that I couldn’t stop.
Why wouldn’t he fuck me? For once, I wanted this—wanted him—and he was just sitting there, looking at me. Where had that gentle, patient lover gone, the one who had seemed so intent on pleasuring the mother of his child? I was ready for him, and he had gone away, and now I was miserable with the need to be fucked.
“Two things,” Julian said, breaking the silence. “Two things will change, starting today. First, every morning I will dress you. Do you understand? Not your maid, not yourself. Me.”
I shivered. The last time he had dressed me, he’d spent the day depriving me of sex…only to share me with his best friend later that night.
“The second thing. You will give me one hour of your time, every evening. No questions asked.”
This, I balked at. “But George—”
He brought his hand down against my ass and I yelped.
“I said no questions.” His hand stayed against the spot he’d just smacked, and I found myself pressing into his touch, wanting more. “But since I think you should know the arrangements I’ve made for this, I will tell you,” he said. “I’ve hired a nurse, for that one hour only. She used to mind Silas’s nieces and nephews, but she moved back to Stokeleigh to care for her mother, and Thomas and Charlotte Cecil-Coke gave me a glowing recommendation of her.”
Some strange woman was going to take care of my baby? No. No, I didn’t like that idea at all. What if he needed to nurse while she was with him? What if he needed to nap and she didn’t know the way he liked to be rocked by the window?
No, that would not do, but the moment I opened my mouth to protest, Julian was down on the floor with me, his hand clamped over my mouth so I couldn’t speak.
“Now, I know that you aren’t about to contradict me, Mrs. Markham.” He leaned forward to speak in my ear. “George is my son, my heir. Do you really think that I would entrust him to someone who wasn’t completely vouched for and completely capable? Do you really think that my love for him is so much less than yours?”
I suddenly felt ashamed. Julian was right. He wouldn’t hire a nurse that couldn’t care for George as well as we could. And George was old enough that he could easily go without nursing for an hour.
He released his hand from my mouth. “For this one hour, wildcat, you will be completely mine. To do with what I want. Your mind and your heart and your body. They will be with me and nowhere else. Is that clear?”
I nodded, and another crack sounded through the air. I moaned.
“I want to hear your voice. Now answer me—are my directions clear?”
“Yes,” I whispered.
“Good. Now stand up. It’s time to get dressed.”
“Dressed?” I whimpered, knowing what that meant. That meant no relief for the swollen ache between my legs.
“I won’t ask again.”
I stood unhappily, as he went and gathered my clothes. He dressed me then, and with a casualness that was almost cruel, he let his hands graze against my sensitive skin as he worked. His fingers brushed past my stiff nipples, lingered around my thighs, and after he laced my nursing corset tight, he grabbed me by the waist and pulled me into him, so that my back was pressed to his front, his erection grinding against my ass.
He wrapped his fingers in my hair and yanked my head to one side, and then he bent forward and scored the skin there with his teeth, biting and sucking and nibbling from my ear to my collarbone until I was slumped against him, knees weak and panting hard.
And just as quickly as it started, it stopped, his wicked mouth moving away from my neck. I whimpered again, but he paid me no mind, tugging a dress over my body and deftly wrapping my hair into an elaborate bun, which he quickly pinned up.
“I have some business to attend to in Scarborough today, so I won’t be back until dinner,” he told me, stepping away and eyeing my form, as if to admire his handiwork. “Bessie Knope, the nurse, will be here shortly before dinner, and I’ve already directed our housekeeper to acquaint her with the house and George’s nursery when she arrives. All I require is that you be in the dining room at seven. Understood?”
“Yes.”
He gave a short nod and grabbed his jacket from where it had been slung over the chair. He walked out of the room, pausing only to drop a tender, affectionate kiss on the sleeping George’s forehead, and then I was alone.

Bessie Knope ended up being precisely the person I would have myself hired to take care of George. She was a plump, patient woman in her fifties, and when she took a squirming George into her arms and started crooning to him in a soft, playful voice, the pair bonded so quickly that I almost felt jealous. But any jealousy I might have felt was immediately quashed by the insatiable, unbearable lust that had dogged me all day. More than anything, I wanted Julian to come home, drag me into the library, and fuck me until I was too sore to walk.
That’s not what happened.
At seven, right after nursing George and handing him off to Bessie, I sat in the dining room, my heart pumping fast. I wanted Julian—I wanted Julian’s body—but I was also nervous. Wary. A little frightened of him even. And that made me want him all the more.
But when he came in to the dining room, he came in with a packed basket of food and handed it to me, along with a pocket watch. I looked up at him, confused.
“Your hour…or rather, my hour…tonight will be spent alone by the stream in the woods.”
I blinked, still not understanding, and he smiled.
“You have spent every waking and sleeping moment with George since the day he was born. But I remember a woman who longed for freedom, for the outdoors, for time to ramble and explore on her own. So tonight, you are your own dinner partner and your dining room is the forest you love so much. I’ll see you in an hour.”
“You don’t want…?”
He took me by the hands and helped me up, pulling me tight to him. “What I want,” he said into my hair, his chest rumbling against my cheek, “is for you to do as I say before I spank your ass for disobedience. Now go.”
Heat flared in my core at his words, but the stern expression on his face told me not to test him, at least not yet—although I’d be lying if I didn’t say a part of me wanted to. Wanted to say no, just to see what he’d do. Wanted to defy him right up to the moment he held me down and pushed his cock inside me.
Then I heard a squawk from George—he and Bessie were in the parlor—and even though it was a happy squawk, it still brought everything else crashing down on me. The exhaustion, the exhilarating joy, the feeling like every nerve I had was scraped open and exposed. What was I thinking, gallivanting off for dinner by myself when I should be with my baby? Or if not with him, then attending to Julian’s neglected needs?
My husband saw my hesitation, and a stormcloud came over his features. “Go,” he said, and his voice brooked no argument. I went.
When I came back an hour later, Julian was reading the paper in the library while Bessie rocked a sleeping George nearby. I’d spent the first part of my hour away fretting and feeling guilty, but then the summer evening had been so sticky and hot that instinct had taken over and I’d gone for a long swim, and as I entered the library, I felt cooler and fresher than I had in weeks.
Julian folded the paper down and looked over the top, smiling when he saw my wet hair, and then flipped the paper back up to continue reading. And later that night, after George was asleep, rather than let him stay curled next to me, I tucked him in his cradle and turned to Julian expectantly…only to find that he too was fast asleep.
Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck. Would he be angry if I woke him up? Would he be angry if I took care of this need myself?
But I didn’t want that. It wouldn’t be the same, not without him, not without his muscled form moving over me, driving into me. Not without his fingers twined in my hair and his low rasping voice in my ear.
So instead I settled myself against the pillow and stared at him, for the moment content simply to run my fingers along his naked chest, to trace the perfect, stern profile of his face with my eyes. This man, this grim, brilliant, attentive man. What was his plan, sending me off by myself? How had he known that I would enjoy it so much?
I fell asleep that way, staring at him, timing my own breaths to the slow measured rhythm of his and feeling more like myself than I had in a long while.

The next few days passed in a similar fashion. I would wake up, nurse George, and then be dressed by my husband. He’d abandoned the casual touches of the first day, and now was shamelessly torturing me—rubbing my clit before he pulled on my stockings, tweaking my nipples before lacing up my corset. But again, at night, rather than use our hour alone for dealing with the lust that he created, he sent me off alone. One night to read, another night to walk in the garden, another night to nap in front of the library fire.
And after four days of this, I was done. Done. Arousal clung to me like a haze, and I couldn’t shake it off. I couldn’t think, I couldn’t reason, all I could do was watch Julian like a starving predator as we went about our days. Watch the narrow hips under his pants, the tight forearms when he rolled up his sleeves. The stubbled line of his jaw as he answered letters and bounced the baby on his knee while he read.
That evening, I sat in the dining room at seven, fully expecting to be sent off on my own again and dreading it. The hours by myself had been amazing—relaxing and clarifying and peaceful—and each time I’d returned to my family, I’d been so incredibly grateful for Julian orchestrating all this. But now that I had regained my equilibrium, begun to remember who Ivy was beyond being George’s mother, I remembered who else Ivy was. She was Julian’s wildcat, and without him, nothing felt right.
“Mrs. Markham,” Julian said to me as he walked in the dining room. “You may stand. That chair will not be necessary.”
Confused, I stood.
He turned to our new butler. “Please arrange for my dinner to be brought in, and my dinner alone. Mrs. Markham shall eat hers later. And after the meal is served, I’d like this room cleared, and there are to be no interruptions for the next hour.”
If the butler found anything odd with these directions, he didn’t show it. Instead, he hurried to obey, the door swinging shut behind him.
My chest tightened with excitement, my stomach doing flips as Julian went to the clock on the dining room mantel and checked his pocket watch against it.
“Am I staying here tonight? With you?”
“Oh, yes, wildcat, you are staying. Do you remember our signal?”
Our signal. The word I would speak if the pain—physical or emotional—grew too much for me.
“Bluebell,” I whispered.
The pocket watch shut with a click and he turned. He was already hard, his dick a thick ridge straining against his pants, but the rest of him seemed completely composed, completely in control.
“I hope you’ll keep that word close at hand, my wife.” His eyes glinted green in the candlelight. “Very close.”



 

My meal was brought in, and after my plates were laid on the table, Wilson bowed and left the room exactly as I had asked. I locked the door behind him and turned to face my wildcat, whose cheeks were deliciously stained with color. Color that I’d put there with my days of teasing and torture.
I walked over to her and lifted her chin with my finger, examining that blush like an artist would examine his painting, pleased with the effect the flush had against her skin, my cock swelling at this small thing.
I wasn’t blind—I’d seen the need building in her the past few days, like a geyser threatening to erupt—and it was entirely on purpose. Her words the other day by the stream, go ahead, had unlocked something in me, some determination, some need to master her that had laid dormant since George’s birth.
Go ahead.
It was almost like a taunt, a dare, daring me to try to make her want me, and I had never been one to turn down a dare. And so that night when I’d stayed up late in the library, determined to find a way out of this, I’d listened to the darkest parts of myself, the parts that could sense what she needed from me, the parts that delighted in the idea of giving her those things.
And bit by bit, I had resurrected my wildcat, summoning her back to life like a magician summons a shade. Night after night, she came back to me and George with more of that feral perfection in her face, and night after night, I witnessed her frustrated desire growing and growing until she was practically frantic with it.
I had coaxed her back from whatever place she’d gone, and now it was time to remind her of why she would stay.
I let go of her chin.
“Mrs. Markham—” I loved calling her that, calling her by my name, and I especially loved it in moments like these, moments laced with discipline. “—there will be no need for your dress either. Please take it off.”
Her breath caught, and she hurried to obey, fumbling with her buttons and ties as I sat and picked up my wineglass, adjusting my erection as I did so. I held the glass by the stem, pretending to watch the swirling liquid while really watching her. Her long neck, her strong arms. Her delicate shoulders appearing from the husk of her discarded dress. The compressed curves of her breasts and the narrow lines of her waist.
She was undeniably beautiful like this…but she was more beautiful naked. I wanted all of her newly ripe flesh available for me to squeeze and plump, I wanted to run my fingers over every inch of soft skin, I wanted to trace the marks on her stomach, knowing that I put them there when I planted my child in her belly.
“Continue undressing, Mrs. Markham. I’ll wait.”
I savored my wine—a good red, laid down by my grandfather—and watched her progress, watched as she shucked her snowy white nursing corset and lace-trimmed petticoats until she was fully exposed to me, the flush on her cheeks mirrored by the one creeping up her chest.
Finally, she stood completely naked, too aroused to be shy, too far gone in her own lust to question me.
Which was exactly what I wanted.
“Bend over the table, Mrs. Markham. No, not there, here. In front of me. I want to see your cunt while I finish my wine.”
Slowly she stepped in front of me and slowly she bent over, stretching her arms out in front of her so that her back was flat enough that I could have balanced my wine glass on it if I’d wanted to. The table was just high enough that she had to stand on the balls of her feet to bend at her hips, and I wanted to devour the lines of quivering muscle that ran from her calves to her ass and then press my face between her legs and devour the silky wet heat there. And then I would stand up, unfasten my trousers and stab into her without any warning…
I ran a palm over my throbbing hardness, letting out a silent breath and willing myself back to complete self-control. I had denied myself these past days along with her, and I was full to bursting with the need to fuck this woman.
But the need to punish her was stronger, and so I would wait. I would feed the monster before I fed the husband.
I took my time finishing my wine, enjoying how every moment without my touch, without my voice, seemed to unravel her. I could see her fighting the urge to turn her head and look at me, biting her lip to keep from speaking, which was a very good wildcat, very good indeed.
I drained the wine and set the glass down as I stood up. I had planned on eating my dinner at a leisurely pace, on making her suffer more, but I couldn’t sit still a minute longer with her like this: legs shaking, ass up, pussy so close and so, so inviting…
I unknotted my tie, grateful she couldn’t see how painfully hard I was, how my fingers shook as I yanked the fabric away from my neck. I managed to master myself enough to keep my hand steady as I ran it up her flank and over the curve of her ass, up to the delicate nape of her neck.
“Ivy Markham,” I said, said it as if I were introducing her to an audience. “Ivy Markham. My wife.”
Her control fractured and she turned her head to peer up at me, her dark eyes wide and pleading. If I hadn’t already been hard, that look would have done me in.
She shrieked as my hand came down on her ass, hard enough that it stung my palm and I could see the livid lines of each finger on her skin. My cock twitched against my trousers, begging to be let free. I spanked her again, and again, and again, my breathing growing more ragged with exertion and arousal, my stomach clenching into a hot fist of angry desire.
I was angry. Yes, I could feel it, such a twin passion to lust, both so fiery, so energetic, both restless, agitating, primal feelings.
She could feel my anger too, I could tell, as her ass glowed red. Tears were sliding slow and silent from her eyes, dripping onto the tablecloth, and God, I wanted to lick those tears. I wanted to swallow her cries. I never considered myself a sadist—I preferred control, not pain—but in that moment, where the cost of four months of alienation and longing finally reared its ugly head, there was something so deeply, deeply moving about her offering physical pain to me, about her letting me exorcise this on her willing body. It scratched an itch somewhere so deep inside that I’d hadn’t known it was there, and I felt drunk with the relief of it.
I paused my work and took a deep breath, closing my eyes for a minute. Not because I was afraid of hurting her—she knew what to say to get me to stop—and because even as undone and raw as I was at this moment, I still knew her limits and my own strength. No, I needed a moment because if I kept going, I was going to abandon all of my plans and fuck her right now. And while I knew it would be delicious and healing, I wanted more than healing. I wanted renewal. I wanted rebirth.
When I opened my eyes, they fell on the bottle of oil near the center of the table, kept for vegetables and bread, and I entertained the brief but intoxicating fantasy of drizzling that oil on her most intimate parts, of working it into her ass and then fucking her there in a fit of hot, slippery glory.
I forced myself back. The monster before the husband, I reminded myself. There would be time for both.
Instead, I bent myself over her body, pressing my rigid dick against her naked ass as I spoke low in her ear. “All this time that you’ve been lost to me, you’ve never spoken your signal.”
My face was so close to hers that I felt rather than saw the confusion break through her mindless sensation. “What?” she asked, voice cracking.
I let my fingers trail over her hip and then back down to her ass. I slid my hand between my pelvis and hers, finding the tight, dry pucker I’d just fantasized about, and then dropping farther down to her slick, swollen cunt.
“Think about it, Mrs. Markham. All the times you shut yourself off from me, all the times in the past four months that you’ve laid back and became nothing more than an inanimate doll—why did you not simply tell me no? Why not use your safe word, when you know that I’d always honor it?”
“I…” Her voice was shaky and indistinct, as if she were struggling to formulate thoughts. “I…wanted to be a good spouse. I wanted you to get what you needed.”
There…I found her clit, now a ripe little bundle, practically begging to be rubbed, pinched, plucked. I grazed a fingertip past her, so lightly as to barely touch her at all, and she moaned loudly into the table.
“See, I don’t think that’s true,” I told her. “I think that’s what you told yourself. I think that’s maybe even what you still believe. But deep down, there is another answer. The real answer. Do you know what it is?”
I shoved two fingers past the soft lips guarding her entrance, shoved them in deep. She moaned again, rolling her face against the table.
“I don’t know,” she managed, her feet scrabbling adorably at the carpet in her effort to open her legs wider, raise her hips higher to me.
“Yes, you do.” Leaving my fingers in her, I straightened and used my other hand to smack her ass again. She gasped, and then I took my fingers from her pussy and rubbed around her other entrance, using her own wetness to ease a finger inside, then two. She was trying and failing to catch her breath, her fingers turning into claws, twisting into the tablecloth. Wine glasses and vases of flowers were knocked over, and the sound of that coupled with the feeling of her ass like a scorching furnace around my finger was enough to break my resolve. Just a touch. That wouldn’t throw anything off, certainly, just a few strokes in and out to head off this desire and keep my head clear.
I reached down and unfastened my trousers, my dick tilting forward, but still pointing almost straight up. In a moment’s work, I had the oil in hand and spread around the crinkled skin, my shaft also covered with a glossy sheen, ready to take her dark flesh.
I pressed the head of my cock against her and she cried out.
“Yes,” she whimpered. “Yes, yes, yes.”
“Careful with that word, Mrs. Markham,” I said, halting my movement. “You don’t know what you’re saying yes to.”
“I’m saying yes to you, Julian,” she said, and it was so open, so vulnerable, the way she said my name, that all of my anger and all of my lust was now bound up with the tenderest feelings that a man can have for a woman. My precious wildcat, my sweet wife, whom I had vowed to take care of and whom I’d failed these last months.
No more.
I gritted my teeth and leaned forward, the sensation of her tight, tight skin giving way enough to make my balls tighten, and I wasn’t even inside yet.
“You didn’t answer my question from before.”
I talked as I pushed, going so slowly that it would almost be like I wasn’t moving at all, except I could see the incremental progress as her body swallowed my dick, took it deep within herself. She cried out as the wide crest of my cock finally pushed past the initial resistance, and I gave a little hiss, but I continued with my lecture.
“You know what I think? I think you didn’t use our signal because you wanted me to come after you. You wanted me to take you like you needed to be taken—roughly, without question, completely subject to my discipline. You needed me to crack open the shell of motherhood and let the wildcat back out, and instead, I let you fester inside of it.”
I finally slid home, buried to the balls, and her skin was so hot, so tight, and would I ever get enough of every part of her? Especially now that her body was so much fuller, so much riper, a body that begged to be kneaded and worshipped—and fuck, she was bucking into me, her body stroking me as I stayed still, and I was going to come right here and now if she didn’t stop, I was going to shoot my load in her beautiful ass, and I had other plans for it…and for her.
I pressed the flat of my palm against her back. “Be still, Mrs. Markham. Or I will pull out right now.”
She froze, but small sounds emitted from her throat that betrayed her abject distress.
“Now, where was I? Ah yes. You needed me, you were telling me precisely how you needed me by not using your signal, and I failed you. And for that, my wife, I am so, so sorry. It was my duty—my vow—to keep you and care for you, to break you and put the pieces back together every day for as long as we both lived…and instead, I coddled you. I treated you the very way you needed to be shown that you were not—I treated you as if you were fragile, as if you were powerless, as if you were weak. When all along, you needed me to show you how strong, how magnificent, how fucking beautifully powerful you are.”
She was crying now, crying from my words instead of my hands, and I leaned over her again to slide my arms underneath her and raise her up to a standing position. I had to bend my knees to keep inside of her, but fuck, the change in angle and the weight of her breasts in my hands had me nearly weeping too, trembling with the urge to fuck her hard. Especially when I felt those breasts grow heavier, when I felt her shudder, and then felt the wet warmth of her leaking against my palms. I knew many men shied away from this aspect of child-rearing, but I did not, because knowing that this sweet milky warmth was for the child that she had given me made me painfully, viciously aroused. The primeval male in me growled with pleasure, with the urge to create more babies with her, with the blind need to spill my seed inside my mate.
Her leaking milk while I was in her ass made her cry harder. “Julian, I can’t do this. I can’t be both. I don’t know where my heart is…”
I slid my hand up to press it against her chest. I wasn’t pumping now; I was simply inside her, against her…with her. “Your heart is mine, Ivy. To do with what I will.”
She sobbed at the sound of her name, which I had deployed intentionally—tenderly—because she needed to know that she was still Ivy to me—still my wildcat as well as my wife. “Your heart is mine. And George’s. And your own. You are Mrs. Markham. And my wildcat. And Ivy Leavold. You can be all of these things at once.”
“But how?” she pleaded. “How do I even start?”
“You start like this. We start like this.” I kissed the back of her neck. “One hour at a time.”
She didn’t answer directly, but I could feel her answer in the way she pressed against me, the way her sobs turned to mournful hiccups. And that made what I was about to do feel so unfair, so cruel, given her fragile state, but it was for the best. And besides…
“Our hour is almost up, Mrs. Markham,” I said and I pulled out of her, wincing at the loss, my entire pelvis throbbing with the need to fuck. Oh, how good it would feel to bend her back over and just pound my way into oblivion with no regard except for my need for release…
I turned her around, my own desperation somewhat alleviated once I saw hers scrawled across her face, alleviated with the tight stitch of love and adoration.
“You’re not—we’re—no, Julian, we can’t stop like this.” Her chin dimpled with more tears—frustrated ones—and there was a shine of fury in the back of her eyes that did nothing to diminish my raging erection. “You can’t leave me like this, again. Tell me you aren’t. Tell me that tonight you will finish this.”
I buttoned myself back up. “I can’t tell you that, Mrs. Markham. That would be a lie.”
Pure rage spilled across her beautiful features, and a thrill zinged through me, straight to my balls. If I took her now—she’d scratch me and bite me and whisper dirty, angry things in my ear.
God, I would come so fucking hard.
It was that primeval man that stepped forward and licked—yes, licked, not kissed—the tears from her cheeks. It was him that ducked his head and ran his tongue around her erect nipple, tasting the sweet milk meant for his young. All of her—milk and tears, breasts and cunt, soul and mind—belonged to him.
Belonged to me.
“Get dressed,” I said as I stood straight again, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. “We only have about five minutes before Bessie will be expecting us, and I think she’d be rather shocked if you came before her like this.”
“No,” she refused. “Not until you fuck me, properly. I won’t get dressed.”
I raised an eyebrow. “I seem to remember you once daring me to wrestle you into your clothes. Is this you making good on that dare?”
In the time that it took for comprehension to settle on her face, she was in my arms. She struggled, thrashing and strong, and it took a considerable amount of effort to keep her restrained while I scooped her corset from the ground and wrapped it around her waist.
“No,” she was saying, “you can’t.”
“Do you have a word you’d like to say to me, wildcat?” I growled in her ear.
She stopped moving, just for a minute, which was long enough for me to hook the corset clasps in front. I used my own knee to buckle hers from behind, forcing her to the ground. She tried to wriggle free but I kept her on her stomach, planting a knee on her ass and a hand on her neck.
Goose bumps erupted all over her body, and she whimpered into the carpet, her hips moving under my knee as she ground her clit into the floor.
I slapped her ass. Hard. “I asked,” I breathed, finding the laces to the corset with my free hand, “if you had something you wanted to say.” I jerked the laces to tighten her corset, and she moaned, shaking her head.
Still holding her down with my knee, I tied the tightened laces in a bow. I looked down at myself; wrestling her into her corset, pinning her down with my knee, watching her reaction to being pinned down…I was harder than ever. I stood up as she rolled over, dazed, now half-dressed.
“Bad wildcat,” I said. “You’ve made me so hard. Come here and see what you’ve done.”
She got to her knees, now kneeling right in front of me, and she pressed her cheek against my erection, rubbing her face against it like a cat.
“Please,” she purred. “At least let me make you come.”
Fuck, that was tempting. But no.
“The hour’s up. Pull on your petticoats and dress and go fetch George. I would, but…” I glanced down at my tented trousers. “I don’t want Bessie to get the wrong idea.”
A giggle—pure, wild, unladylike—escaped from Ivy’s mouth, and I thought my heart would crack open with loving her so much. She was almost back.



 

Julian made good on his word. He didn’t deprive me of his presence, but after George fell asleep and was placed in his cradle, Julian pulled me into bed and wrapped his strong arms around me, a gesture both loving and utilitarian—I couldn’t move my arms to touch myself or him.
And even though his erection threatened to scorch an outline of itself against my ass, he didn’t grind against me or make any move to seek relief for it. Instead, he buried his face into my neck and fell asleep, his warm, heavy breaths so intimately, wonderfully male, that I found myself smiling as I too drifted off.
But however intimate our sleeping snuggled together was, it was a paltry substitute for what I really needed, and I woke up the next morning to a hand grabbing my wrist. I opened my eyes to see Julian above me, George cooing on his hip.
My husband’s face was stern, and I realized that I had been about to touch myself in my sleep. “Do I need to keep a watch on you at all hours, Mrs. Markham?” he muttered.
I sat up and he let me go. “Sorry,” I murmured, reaching for the baby, who started babbling happily as soon as I took him and began the familiar motions of opening my gown.
Julian himself was only half-dressed, wearing only his trousers, and I guessed that he hadn’t been awake for very long. “What are our plans for today?” I asked, eagerly, hoping they involved the nurse coming early.
He shrugged on his shirt, the muscles of his stomach and chest and shoulders moving in a way that reignited everything in my core. “We will have our hour together at supper time.”
“Not until supper?”
He grinned as he buttoned his shirt. “Are you so impatient?”
“Yes,” I said empathically. “I am. What I am I supposed to do all day until then?”
“You’ll find something, I’m sure.” His face darkened. “Although, I will know if you’ve misbehaved, so bear that in mind, wildcat.”
I shivered.
After the baby was finished nursing, I set him on the floor with his rattle and I approached Julian, who’d already laid out my clothes for the day, and I let him dress me. Today, his fingers were efficient and direct—no lingering, no grazing, no teasing. And somehow, that aroused me even further, the brush of his knuckles on my back as he pulled me into my corset, the brief touch of his palms on my shoulders as he spun me around. The rough tug of his fingers in my hair…
He leaned in to kiss me, and his lips barely touched mine before he pulled away.
I wanted to sob at the unfairness of it all.

The day was miserable. There was no way around it; out of all the miserable days I’d endured in my lifetime, this was in the top ten. George, at least, was as easy as ever, and I finally contented myself with spending the day splashing with him in the shallowest part of the stream, where he could sit in my lap and grab at the water with his dimpled fists and squawk at any birds foolish enough to land near us.
The hours dragged on and on, my thoughts only about Julian, about being bent over the dining room table with his cock in my ass; about his deep, graveled voice in my ear, daring me to say my safe word; about his knee on my back as he laced up my corset.
And then, thank God, it was time to get ready for supper. I took a quick bath and washed my hair, and changed into one of my nicest gowns—a deep scarlet silk that was almost black in places—and a ruby and diamond necklace Julian had given me on the day George was born.
I gave George an extra squeeze as I handed him off to Bessie, and then I practically sprinted to the dining room, where I found…the butler.
I stopped short, breathing fast, as Wilson bowed. “Mr. Markham has requested that you join him on the fourth floor.”
Oh thank God. He hadn’t forgotten or deliberately delayed this very, very necessary interaction. I gave a quick nod to the butler and then hurried up the stairs of the central tower, up to the rarely used fourth floor, which was nothing more than a square stone room hung with tattered tapestries, drafty in the winter and broiling in the summer.
When I arrived, Julian was standing by the window—an ancient thing of wavy, thick glass—the pink and orange light of the sunset coloring him into a vivid chiaroscuro painting. “Mrs. Markham,” he said, turning toward me. “I have something I want to show you.”
He extended his hand and I took it, and we walked over to a tapestry, which he pulled aside to reveal a thick wooden door, a door so old that looked like it belonged inside of a fairy tale castle. He pushed it open, and then we were in a small, narrow stairwell that led straight up, and when we reached the top, he pushed open a trapdoor, and we emerged at the very top of Markham Hall, standing among the crenellations that could be so easily seen from the village and the forest.
“This is amazing,” I breathed, moving over to the parapet to look out over our land.
“You’re amazing,” he said, coming behind me and wrapping his arms around my waist. “And you’re mine.”
Oh, those words. No matter how many times he said them, they still struck at the very heart of me. I turned to face him, the parapet digging into my lower back, a thrilling jolt of adrenaline racing through me as I realized it was principally Julian’s arms keeping me from toppling over the edge.
He lowered his mouth to mine, and no truncated, businesslike kiss for him; he parted my lips and licked past my teeth, his tongue sliding against mine in a way that reminded me of how that tongue felt between my legs, and I sighed against him as my lower belly caught fire with want.
And then he stepped back and his hands were on my shoulders, firm and not to be denied, and then I was on my knees, the rough stone of the roof catching on the silk of my dress. I didn’t care. Let it be torn to shreds, let it be destroyed, all that mattered was my Julian, what he wanted. He took off his jacket and unknotted his tie, and then took off his shirt, and the fading light only served to highlight the flat, lean muscles of his stomach, the delicious V-shaped muscles leading into his firm ass and narrow hips.
I watched his cock slowly appear as he unfastened his trousers—the taut, straining head, the veined shaft—and then his hands were bracketing my face, and my mouth was full of him—the clean, soap smell of his skin, the slightly salty taste of his arousal.
I moaned at the taste and feel of him, at the rough way he fucked my mouth, shoving in farther than I thought I could take him, pulling out so fast that I barely had time to breathe before he pushed in again.
I missed this, I realized. I’d missed this so much and so deeply that I hadn’t been able to articulate it to myself, hadn’t been able to feel it as anything other than an empty restlessness in my soul. Julian was right—I had wanted him to reclaim me, I had wanted him to beat past all the minor burdens that came with changing into a mother and that added up, day after day, until they formed a wall that was almost impenetrable and dazzling in its height. I had needed him to break past that wall, tear it down brick by brick, and instead, he’d tried coaxing me over it, pampering me over it, when the real problem was that I couldn’t climb it on my own. And so we’d been on opposite sides of the wall, him growing more frustrated and desperate, me retreating into myself.
As he continued fucking my mouth, growling things to me—it feels so good and deeper, I need deeper—and my pussy grew wetter and needier, I thought about how unique this situation must be. Most women, I supposed, needed precisely the tender attentions that Julian had tried to give me after George’s birth. But I wasn’t most women. I’d needed this, I’d needed last night. I’d needed to feel his discipline raining down on my ass in a series of sharp, stinging blows.
I moaned again, remembering the spanking last night, and the vibrations from my throat made Julian moan too. He pulled out, his dick glistening. “Lie down,” he said hoarsely, and I did, my throat catching at the hungry way he got to his knees and dove for my skirts, clawing and pulling until his mouth pressed against my pussy in a searing kiss.
“Oh God,” I panted, falling back, my legs falling open in a rustle of silk and lace. “Julian, if you don’t stop, I’m going to—oh—please—”
He growled against my pussy, and I squirmed, panting, moaning, the sensation after so many days of deprivation too overwhelming to process. I could feel it, a tightening in my core, a cramping in my inner thighs, a quivering, poised thing ready to careen over the edge. And just as I felt it start to abandon itself to gravity and fall, he raised up, the monster, and wiped his mouth, and the climax hovered just out of reach.
I whimpered. He grinned.
There was no shirt, no tie, to grab on to, so I reached up and dug my nails into his arms, trying to pull him down to finish the job, and when he wouldn’t, I scratched my nails down his bare stomach as hard as I could. He hissed, the grin was gone, and then, without warning, he was on top of me, crushing me, his hand pinning my wrists above my head while his other hand was under my skirts, holding himself, positioning himself, and then there was the perfect, heavenly, sublime truth of his rigid dick filling me, claiming what belonged to him.
The minute he slammed into me, my back arched off the floor and I cried out into the twilight sky, and then I bit his shoulder to stifle the rest of my cries, not wanting the whole village to hear us. My teeth sent Julian into a frenzy, and he pounded into me with a ruthless cruelty that dragged my orgasm back to the edge, all the stronger for the serrated lines of pain that came along with it.
“Oh, I’ve missed this cunt,” he grunted, his hips flexing hard and fast between my legs. “I’ve missed making it come.”
I could barely breathe—each breath was driven out by the relentless stabbing of his cock as soon as it was drawn—and every muscle in my body was twined so tightly that I thought I would slice clean through myself with my own orgasm, and then he moved up my body just a few inches, just enough that his pubic bone ground against my clit with each thrust, and that was it. I came. I came with four months of listlessness and isolation behind it, with four months of tame, tender sex, and the brutal weight of him against my clit and the furious fucking he was giving my pussy washed it all away, until I was lost to myself, lost to the world, lost to everything except his cock filling me and the clenching, cramping waves of pleasure that it gave me. My climax ripped up through my chest and down to my toes, over and over again, and still he kept fucking me, fucking me right into my second orgasm.
“I’m going to come so hard,” he grunted. “God, I can feel it. I wanted to come on your face, but I have to come in this perfect pussy, I have to, because you feel so fucking good.”
His words sent me over the edge again.
He groaned as my body seized and shuddered around him for the second time, and then he thrust in so hard that my toes curled, and stayed there, swearing violently as he shot his come deep, deep inside, his cock throbbing hot and hard in my pussy as he emptied himself, giving me everything he had.
We came down slowly, a tangle of sweaty limbs and wrinkled silk, and his stubble brushed against my cheek as he hung his head, panting.
“Mrs. Markham,” he said in wonder.
“Mr. Markham,” I said back, also in wonder, because now that we were here, it was so hard to understand why we’d wasted so much time over there, in that murky, unhappy place.
He rose up on his arms to look at me and brushed a strand of hair off my forehead. “Mine,” he murmured, and I nodded.
“Julian, I’m so sor—”
“Don’t,” he interrupted. “We’re here now, and that’s what matters.”
“But—”
He silenced me with a kiss, a long, loving kiss that made tears come to my eyes and at the sight of my tears, he started thickening inside me again.
“But what if it happens again?” I worried as he lifted his head and gave his cock an experimental thrust.
“Then we know where to find the answer,” he said, pulling out to the tip and stroking back in, each inch an excruciating delight against my sensitive inner flesh. “Between us. Like this.”
“Okay,” I whispered.
“On your hands and knees, wildcat.”
I rose up to obey and as I did, he checked his pocket watch.
“Do we need to go get the baby?” I asked, settling my weight on my hands and sighing happily as he slid in, my eyes fluttering closed as he began to rut into me in earnest.
“Not yet. There’s enough time for me to have you again.”
“Mmm.” I liked the sound of that.
“And then after the baby falls asleep, I’ll have you again tonight. And again before the morning.”
“Mmm.” I really liked the sound of that.
“And again and again, until you give me another child.”
“Good lord,” I protested. “Can’t we hold off thinking about that, at least for another year?”
He chuckled and his hand dropped down to find my clitoris, rubbing it in tight expert circles as he fucked me. “At least give me another orgasm then.”
I rocked back into him, my husband, my master, my teacher.
My Julian.
“On that point, Mr. Markham, I think we can agree.”



Thank you so much for reading The Reclaiming of Ivy Leavold.
 
Stayed tuned for Silas and Molly's story coming later this fall!
 
And in the meantime, you might enjoy my next book coming this late this June.  Priest is a contemporary standalone with an HEA, and there's a chance you may need to go to confession yourself after reading it.
 
Order it on Amazon now!
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