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	The Revised Edition

	 

	When this story was originally published under another title, it was for a digital publisher’s specific line for short stories. When I received the rights back, I expanded the story from 9000 words to 17,000. Since its re-release, I’ve had people say they wish they could spend more time with the characters. I realized that I wanted the same. So, I decided to revisit this story and revise and expand it to a novella. The changes were plentiful enough to merit a new edition.

	 

	I hope you enjoy this new version. The general plot hasn’t changed. There are more sex scenes than I usually write in this story (though not as many as in the original version). The blurb indicates, ‘Desmond Glover gives sexual gratification—for a price,’ so you can surmise from that statement that sex is part of the plot. The romance advances quickly. Perhaps it’s a rare occurrence, but since it could happen in real life, why not a little ‘insta-love’ for my two lonely characters?



	



	 

	Summary

	 

	Longing for adventure, Anne Sommer, a spinster firmly on the shelf, does the unthinkable. She engages a man from the Blind Cupid brothel for several nights of scandalous pleasure. Anne wants the sensual memories to keep her company in the solitary years ahead. However, she did not expect the young man to move her in ways she had never imagined.

	 

	 Desmond Glover gives sexual gratification—for a price. Since scandal and poverty mired his orphan childhood, Desmond has learned to close off his emotions, particularly concerning his occupation. He did not count on a lonely woman to awaken his hidden passion. And touch his heart.

	 

	 Not only do the years separate them, but so do their social standings. Can Anne and Desmond cross such a chasm and find mutual desire—or lasting love?


 

	The Blind Cupid Series

	Was Cupid blind?

	 

	Madam Rea chose the name The Blind Cupid for her brothel because she knew love would never take root in the den of sin. Rea and her employees hide wretched pasts and devastating secrets while remaining cool and detached with regard to their carnal dealings. 

	But Desmond, Lila, and Rea cannot deny the desire they feel or the fact that their hidden emotions and passions are awakened. Can they learn to trust again and let love into their lives?

	~~~~~~

	The Blind Cupid trilogy was initially published in 2012-2013 with a digital publisher. As rights reverted according to the terms of the contracts, I’ve completely revised, re-edited, and rewritten the three books and even changed book one’s title. 

	Book one is The Spinster and Mr. Glover.

	Book two is The Governess and the Beast, which takes place five years before book one.

	Book three, The Copper and the Madam picks up immediately after book one ends.

	When I wrote book one in 2012, I had not intended it to be a series. I decided when revising to keep the original timeline. 

	You can read Lila’s story in book 2, The Governess and the Beast. You can read Rory Kerrigan’s story in The Copper and the Madam. Desmond makes an appearance in Rory’s story. 

	 


 

	 

	 

	Dedication and Acknowledgements

	Again, thank you to my hero, Mr. Gerrard, for your continued support and encouragement.

	Many thanks to Cora Bignardi of Cora Graphics, who designed the three beautiful covers for the Blind Cupid Series.

	 


 

	 

	 

	Chapter 1

	 

	 

	 

	London, England

	May 1897

	 

	 

	Anne Sommer never imagined that she would be discussing male prostitutes and their varied talents at the conclusion of her monthly book club meeting, but here she was. Her dear friends, Carolyn Rosen and Sylvia Evans stayed to enjoy a final cup of Earl Grey tea and a plate of chocolate biscuits. 

	Once the other ladies of the club departed, Carolyn leaned in close in a conspirator manner and said, “I have a shocking announcement. I trust you both with my very life, so I expect what I’m about to reveal will go no further than this room.”

	Sylvia rolled her eyes. “Such drama. You act as if you’re a spy for the crown. Fine. No further than this room.”

	“Anne?” Carolyn asked, her tone firm. 

	“Of course,” Anne nodded. “You look entirely serious, Carolyn. What has happened?”

	“Nothing dreadful. I decided to treat myself for my recent birthday—something beyond a box of milk chocolates or a new book. I wanted something special, or should I say, someone special. Three weeks ago, I bought an evening with a hired man.”

	Anne’s eyebrows furrowed in puzzlement. “Hired? Was there a cupboard that needed mending?”

	“We don’t comprehend what you mean, my dear,” Sylvia interjected.

	“Then allow me to explain,” Carolyn sat her teacup on the tray. “What needed mending was my celibate condition brought on by an extended state of spinsterhood.”

	Sylvia gasped. Anne dropped her chocolate biscuit, and it bounced across the carpet. She was too shocked to retrieve it. All the ladies in the book club were alone—and lonely. It was something they all had in common, her two best friends in particular. Perhaps no one was lonelier than Anne, though she had never admitted it aloud.

	Sylvia found her voice first. “A prostitute? A male prostitute? Is that what you mean by a hired man? If it is, then I cannot believe what I am hearing. Isn’t that rather sordid? And not only that but against the law!”

	“No, it was not all that sordid. I didn’t pick him up off the cobbles in some dingy alley; it was all very respectable and discreet,” Carolyn stated. “As far as the law is concerned, it is treated as more of a nuisance and hardly ever prosecuted. Besides, it adds to the excitement.”

	Sylvia snorted derisively. “There is nothing remotely respectable regarding prostitutes, and whether the law is used or not, it is illegal.”

	“Respectable? Why? Because society deems it so? In my opinion, sex work should be legitimate and regulated. There are not enough jobs, so many women—and men—have to earn a living in any way they can. I will not condemn them for it.”

	“Legitimate? You have lost your mind!” Sylvia huffed.

	Carolyn ignored Sylvia and continued. “I attended an interview at The Blind Cupid on Tyers Street in Lambeth. The establishment’s madam interviewed me, assessed my needs, and assigned one of her men. The appointment was made, and voilà. You both want to hear the details; you know you do.”

	“Good heavens,” Anne murmured, alternately dazed and fascinated by what her friend revealed. “Y-y-yes, I want the details.”

	Carolyn turned to Sylvia. “Well? Are you over your indignant shock?”

	“Yes, blast you. I’m completely stunned. I cannot believe you went through with this. Flaunting societal norms and breaking the law, I never would have believed it of you.”

	Carolyn smoothed her skirt. “I wanted to experience the ‘act.’ Let’s face it; we are spinsters to the core. Lord, that word: spinster. I cannot abide it. As I said, society is so condemnatory. Regardless, we will no doubt never marry. And I am fine with it. But why deny pleasures of the flesh merely because society says we must? Frankly, I’m relieved I can make these decisions regarding my life without consulting with a man or being ordered about by a man.”

	“Or be denied by a man,” Sylvia murmured.

	“Yes, exactly. I’ve often stated, why even pursue marriage? Once we do marry, our identity is completely swallowed up by a man. It is as if we didn’t exist at all.” Carolyn crossed her arms to punctuate the point.

	“Not quite true. If I ever marry,” Anne interjected, “I keep all earnings and the bookstore in my name, thanks to recent changes in the law the past fifteen years or so.”

	“Yes, your business, but the personal property still passes to the husband. He could claim all these furnishings. And don’t get me started about not being able to open personal bank accounts.”

	Carolyn was right. A bank account for the bookstore was opened by her father and administered by the bank. Anne gave the bank manager enough money to pay her employees and any additional expenses, but other than that, she had her personal money locked in a cabinet. Not very safe. But what could she do? Her uncle offered to co-sign an account for her, but Anne didn’t want her uncle to know about or have access to her business. 

	“Anyway,” Carolyn continued. “I’m glad I made the arrangements, especially when I opened the door and found a veritable Adonis standing on my front stoop. Tall, I mean very tall, broad-shouldered, and handsome beyond all measure. He entered my house—then my body—and took me to a blissful plane.”

	“Carolyn!” Sylvia and Anne exclaimed at the same time.

	Carolyn flushed with pleasure. “The man possessed the most wonderful whiskey-brown eyes and a taut, muscular body. He kissed every inch of my skin and aroused my emotions and desires, which I long thought were dormant or nonexistent. He respected my virgin state, explained what would occur, and was—gentle. Kind. But commanding. Such a thorough seduction.”

	Sylvia and Anne hung on her every word, eyes as round as saucers. 

	“Believe when I tell you, the act is not as tedious as certain ladies describe it,” Carolyn continued. “I remember someone telling me once that women should lie completely still and think of shopping lists or other errands. As soon as he touched me, I couldn’t form a coherent thought. I became completely engaged, and he encouraged me to participate. And his—” Carolyn coughed and lowered her voice again to a collaborator’s whisper, though Anne was not sure why her friend did so as they were entirely alone. 

	“He called it a cock. How well he used it. For two hours. Such pleasure.” Carolyn looked off dreamily. “I highly recommend him. The man’s name is Desmond Glover. You both should book appointments right away.”

	Sylvia shook her head vehemently. “I could never do such a disreputable thing. And allow a strange man into my home, and permit such liberties? No. He might be a criminal!”

	“It is not as if he was Jack the Ripper. Mr. Glover was thoroughly vetted. Why would he rob me—or worse? Let me warn you; he’s not cheap. The man cost a pretty penny. But he was well worth the money.”

	Anne remained silent, her vivid imagination repeatedly playing the possible scenario. Carolyn’s carnal adventure utterly enthralled her. A seed of an idea took root.

	When Anne’s father died, she inherited his profitable bookstore. Instead of selling it as the family solicitor had advised, she took ownership of the shop—and complete control of her life. Anne reveled in the new responsibility. She understood what Carolyn was speaking about, making one’s own decisions. 

	Settling into a routine of work and home had given Anne comfort to an extent. Still, it became numbingly dull once the newness of being an independent business owner faded. 

	While the store turned a steady profit, it was hard enough to plan an adventure, like traveling to countries she had read about in books. Italy. Egypt. Even to the wilds of North America. Yet, they remained steadfast in her dreams. Why not find an adventure closer to home? Perhaps an intimate one? 

	“Will you book another appointment with him?” Sylvia asked, pulling Anne from her thoughts. “You shouldn’t, you know. Lord know what disease he carries about.”

	“Oh, please. I was careful. Another appointment? Perhaps at some point,” Carolyn replied. “The experience was satisfying enough to hold me for quite a while. Oh, look at the time. Come, Sylvia, we must hail a hansom before it gets too dark.” She stood, slipping on her gloves. “Thank you, Anne, for another enjoyable evening.” Carolyn snatched up her reticle, reached in, and pulled out two cards. She held them out. “Take one.”

	Anne took it. On the card was a drawing of a winged cherub holding a bow and arrow aloft, surrounded by fancy scrolls, symbols, and gold printing.
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	Sylvia frowned. “No. I don’t want the card. Or to hear of this incident again. I am sorry I agreed to hear the sordid details. I’m rather disgusted by the prospect. And I’m mortified at your scandalous and illicit behavior.”

	“Do spare me your righteous morals, Sylvia. You were always primmer and more proper than either Anne or me. Life is to be lived and experienced, not spent collecting dust on a shelf. This experience has emboldened me. Anne, you’ve always mentioned traveling to far-off places. It’s time the three of us planned a holiday. Perhaps sunny Spain.” Carolyn looped her arm through Sylvia’s. “Unknot that disapproving expression, Sylvia. We are going to have fun if I must drag you kicking and screaming into the fray. Goodnight, Anne.”

	Anne escorted her friends to the door, and with quick hugs, Sylvia and Carolyn stepped outside and flagged a passing hansom cab. 

	The clock chimed in the parlor; it was close to nine o’clock. Her large, calico cat, Miss Havisham, yawned and stretched before the fire. 

	“Slept all through the book club, I see,” Anne murmured. 

	The cat answered with a loud, earsplitting meow, then rubbed against Anne’s skirt.

	“Minx. I will make you an evening treat once I return. I’ve fresh fish, which should please your majesty.” Anne scratched the purring feline behind the ear.

	Fetching her shawl and reticule, Anne locked the door behind her, then hurried along the footway to Sommer’s Books just three doors down. It was convenient to have the business so close. She had grown up surrounded by books. Regardless of the solicitor’s suggestion, she could never sell the store. It was her whole life. Even considering the notion of giving it up would mean something she loved more would have to come along. Anne couldn’t imagine what that might be.

	Once inside, Anne made her way to the rear, turning up the gaslight in the storeroom. Years ago, when she’d started assisting her father with the store, Anne had located numerous books wrapped in brown paper stored in a cabinet. Puzzled, she’d questioned him as to their origin. 

	Her father swiftly snatched the wrapped book from her fingers. “These are books for gentlemen, Anne. Not for sensitive girls.”

	Anne had been about to argue that she was not a sensitive girl in any way but decided it was best to remain silent. Soon after, the cabinet sported a lock, of which only her father kept the key. After he’d passed, she opened the cupboard, tore off the brown wrap, and discovered The Romance of Lust, published in 1873. It was a story of a young boy growing into a young man and his salacious journey culminating in all sorts of sinful acts, including orgies with both sexes.

	   At first, the thought brought a flush of embarrassment to her cheeks. Boldly, Anne decided to read it. The book had both shocked and aroused her. But she read it cover to cover, experiencing sensations she never thought existed within her
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