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Chapter 1


Rome, 1872

“Bastet, I realize you are teething, but you must not puncture Mother’s manuscript,” I said to my adolescent cat, recently a resident of Cairo.

The black feline — named after an Egyptian god — gave me a haughty look, then settled against my chest, enjoying the way the late afternoon sun slanted across our lounging bodies.

It was early February in Rome, and the weather was unseasonably warm. I had taken a villa near the Palatine Hill, which came with a terrace overlooking the Eternal City; if I’m honest, the terrace was the primary reason I’d rented the place when we set our sights on Italy.

Bastet had selected the destination with a swish of her elegant tail over a map. When she settled on Rome, it felt like divine ordination since I’d never been and I needed to visit in order to complete my work.

And what work is that? At this point, I can only hope our dear censors have nodded off, but in case they haven’t, I’ll speak to you in something of a riddle: using an independence left to me by a deceased relative, I travel the world locating ancient texts meant to bring ladies euphoria.

Yes, you read that correctly.

In Egypt, I’d taken followers of ancient deities in order to fill holes in a papyrus detailing rituals meant to give ladies said euphoria. That I myself was filled in the course of my work was a necessary sacrifice for the advancement of knowledge. (I have recounted the tale for those interested in the hands-on side of my work as a lady explorer in a small volume called Shared on the Nile, available from booksellers of exceptional discernment.)

In Rome, I was tracking a new manuscript, but I’d contracted an infection of the lungs just as we were leaving Cairo, and I found I needed more rest than usual. I grew more and more upset with each passing day as I looked at Rome rather than truly being in it, but I had a pile of Renaissance amatory texts and Bastet to keep me company during my convalescence.

“Miss Delachatte!”

I looked up from my chaise and saw Mr. Jones, my ever-faithful amanuensis, his arms filled with provisions collected from the world outside. I was careful not to dislodge the hat brim that was holding up my hair while I bleached it using the Italian sun and a blonding recipe recorded by a celebrated courtesan of the sixteenth century.

It was because of Jones that I was following the doctor’s orders and recovering at home rather than traipsing through ruins, as I wished to be, but he had cheerfully kept me supplied with trippa and Aretino dialogues, so I couldn’t be too upset with him.

“Miss Delachatte — Cordelia — you’ll never guess what I think I saw while collecting the post!”

“What you think you saw?” I asked. “Did you see the thing or not?”

He set down the packages and collapsed in the chair opposite me. He was still the weakly specimen of a man he’d been when I collected him from Cambridge shortly before setting out on my adventures. I needed someone with muscle and a knowledge of languages, and I’d had to settle for just languages on account of my boat’s scheduled departure.

I say that, yet Jones had aided me immensely since joining up, and he at least found sufficient strength to fend off pickpockets and the occasional aggressive beggar.

“I certainly saw something, but the sight was so fantastical as to be impossible.”

I flipped through images of sea monsters and flying carriages, trying to guess at what he was saying.

“It was a wolf.”

“A wolf?” I asked.

“Yes, a wolf walking down the Via Giulia.”

“I suppose a wolf in a crowded city is somewhat unexpected,” I said slowly, trying to understand why a roving animal had so unsettled Jones.

“Oh, I failed to explain properly,” he said. “Not an animal wolf.” He raised two fingers over his head to make ears.

“Not an animal wolf,” I said blankly in return, making the same gesture back, hoping it would jolt him into some sense.

“A man. In a wolf mask. Wearing a cloak.”

I surged upward, earning a glare from Bastet, who was using her claws to stay anchored to my midsection.

“You mean that there’s a sign—“

“That the Romans plan to celebrate Lupercalia this year? Perhaps,” he said, sitting back, satisfied that he’d delivered information that would shake my world.

We’d set out from Cairo on the strength of Bastet’s tail alone, with no indication that Romans still followed the ancient wolf cult or celebrated the holiday of Lupercalia in mid-February. Scant information existed on the old ritual, and more recent scholars told a history tinged with elisions intended to spare modern sensibilities. I surmised that some tales, outright lies, arose from a desire to defame the national character.

And this was an Italian nation now, in every sense. By the time we left Alexandria, Italy’s unification was complete; Rome had been captured and established as the capital, and King Vittorio Emanuele II was lauded as the father of the fatherland.

I sighed; of course a man would think such a title an honor.

“…so I asked a seller nearby, and he claimed not to have seen the wolf,” continued Jones when I shook from my reverie. Perhaps I was sicker than I’d imagined.

“Did anyone know anything?”

“The usual: traditionally held February 15. Celebrated by the wolf cultists in honor of Romulus and Remus.”

“After their abandonment, the she-wolf fed the founder of Rome and his twin,” I supplied automatically.

“Precisely. There was some chatter in the market that this year — after so many centuries of being forgotten or suppressed — the cult plans to celebrate dramatically. Even the common people think that the unification means that Rome has returned, and they plan to reclaim their roots,” he said.

“And what is more Roman than a ritual in honor of the Mother Wolf?” I intoned.

“This particularly interests you, Miss Delachatte: ladies at the newsstand mentioned that those who had difficulty conceiving might find themselves pregnant by summer.”

“It’s a fertility ritual,” I said with a broad smile. I did not fancy being a mother to anyone other than Bastet, but I could certainly enjoy the surrounding activities. I shivered, thinking of how messy an ancient ritual could become, a flood of potent seed might breach even the best walls, and how—

“Miss Delachatte, are you lost in a reverie about the culmination of the wolf ritual!” exclaimed Jones, his delicate sensibilities offended.

“Thinking is a necessary part of the scholarly process,” I sniffed. “I have so few things to do now that I am confined to the house.”

“Speaking of that,” said Jones, setting a fresh bun before me, which I fell upon. “I saw the doctor who initially examined you, and he mentioned you should be able to take light constitutionals starting later this week.”

“I’ll be able to leave the house!” I cried, delighted that my imprisonment was ending.

“Only if you feel well,” said Jones sternly. “And short walks for now.”

“Yes, yes,” I said, jotting down a list of the places I hoped to visit.

“Where do you intend to go first?”

“Where else? I plan to hunt a wolf.”


Chapter 2


In hindsight, I may have been too ambitious.

I had set out in search of the perfect maritozzi, a bun stuffed with cream — much as I hoped to be at mid-month — and wandered the streets near the Forum in a sugar-induced haze of pleasure.

I had with me a shopping basket, a cloak for blending in with the modest Roman ladies going about their chores, and an insatiable appetite for il lupo, the wolf.

Perhaps that was why it was only when I heard the nearby church bells ringing that I realized so many hours had passed without rest. The bells told me it was four o’clock in the afternoon. I had set out in mid-morning.

“I fear Jones was correct, as usual,” I murmured to myself, lest the wind carry my rare admission to him.

I was making my way to the villa, trudging up a hill, then turning down a street, when I saw them.

At first, I thought they were just any other Roman woman going about in a cloak like mine. But this individual was taller and broader than the ladies I’d seen in the market. The fine fabric fluttered behind them as if to tempt me to look closer, so I scurried after them.

What followed was an endless chase through narrow streets, the figure always rounding a corner, slipping from my view. I felt the effects of that day’s exertions most acutely and resolved to return to the villa if I didn’t gain ground on this mysterious figure soon.

And then I lost them. I leaned against a stone building which had a statue of Mary mounted at the corner.

“Might as well go home,” I mumbled to her, trudging off towards the villa.

I realized there was a problem. The streets here were narrow and darker, less salubrious than in my neighborhood, and shutters closed as I passed. I was lost.

I had nearly resigned myself to sitting on the decidedly filthy street when I turned a corner and walked into something.

Not something; someone. A broad chest at the height of my head. Somehow, my hands had landed on him, and I was feeling his firm muscles when I looked up and gazed upon a wolf.

Not a wolf of the animal variety, but a man wearing a mask marking him as one of the Luperci: brothers of the wolf.

“A man wearing a mask typically signals that I’m about to have a good time,” I said, looking up at the crude approximation of a wolf’s head.

“Hmm,” he responded.

“I’ve been looking for you. Why did you make me chase after you?”

“Are we not wolves?”

His voice was deep and distorted by him speaking in a lower register and the mask covering much of his mouth. It made for a rumbling sound that made my cunt clench with anticipation.

“I thought you’d be doing the chasing, given that you’re a wolf.”

“I needed to be certain you truly wanted this.”

I brought a hand to that mask, but he jerked away. “Darling, I’ve crossed a sea to reach you.”

He nodded no. “You don’t understand. These men, we wolves, are savage. We’ll chase you, pin you down, and use you most brutally.”

My nipples hardened and knees wobbled at the thought of such a pleasurable experience. “Do you promise?”

“Miss Delachatte, I don’t think you understand,” he said. “These wolves are aware of your research, and they want to fuck you. Fill you. Make you the Mother Wolf at the revival of the feast of Lupercalia.”

“My calendar happens to be open then,” I whispered. “I happen to be open now.”

The masked wolf pulled me down a darkened street and spun me around so I was facing a cool stone wall. He had my cheek pressed against it and my body bent over. He could do anything to me in this dark alley, and I throbbed at the possibilities.

He crowded against my arse while drawing up the hem of my cloak and skirts. “Your recklessness could cause pain someday.”

“I wouldn’t mind it today, as long as it’s the right pain,” I said, enjoying the direction of this conversation.

The wolf growled and let me feel the bulge of his cock pressing from behind his cloak and trousers.

“You don’t have a manuscript about Lupercalia yet, or you wouldn’t want to take part,” he said into my ear.

“I’m willing to learn by experience,” I said while rocking against that very promising shaft. I’d been exhausted mere minutes before, but the wolf had helped me find new reserves of energy that I suspected could keep me wet and wanting for the rest of the afternoon.

“When I say these men want you for the Mother Wolf, do you know what that entails?” he asked, letting a hand slide up the bodice of my dress until he cradled a breast in his hand.

“Based on what you’re doing right now, I’m guessing they’ll use my breasts?”

“They won’t merely use them,” he said, chuckling as he massaged me. “They’ll fill them.”

“The wolves want to impregnate me? I’m certainly willing to give them the opportunity. In fact, if you’d like the first turn, I’d be more than happy to—”

His other hand was between my thighs, cupping my whole cunt as he pressed his clothed form against me. “That might be a consequence later, but the wolves want you swollen with milk for the festival. Our she-wolf must nurse Romulus and Remus so Rome can be founded.”

“You mean…” My head spun, and exhaustion hit me again. “I am to somehow actually—”

“Swell with milk, your breasts engorged, so you can nurse the Luperci. This is the first time we’re holding the festival in nearly fifteen hundred years. It must be perfect.”

“But short of having a baby, how am I to produce milk?” I asked, bewildered that such a thing could be possible.

“You’ll find in your cloak’s pocket three items. First,” he said, working my breast in his big hand, “is herbs to make these swell with milk for our hungry mouths.”

I imagined the Luperci, followers of the wolf, sucking on my hard nipples and drawing forth rich milk, which caused me to shudder in the man’s hold.

“Yes, that’s it. We’ll have you shaking all night.”

Promising. I’d nurse those young men so well Rome would rise like a—

“The second item is, of course, a manuscript. We know you, Miss Delachatte. Consider it an offering for your enthusiastic participation in the festival.”

“Oh my dear wolf, you must not know me well at all. I don’t need inducements to partake in ritual pleasure.”

“All the same, we’d like for you to take this manuscript, study it, and take it out of Italy with you,” said the wolf.

“It seems strange that you’d want me to remove a sacred manuscript about Rome from Rome.”

The man hummed noncommittally.

Realization dawned. “You wish to ensure that — should there be suppression of Lupercalia again — knowledge of the rites will survive.” The festival had been banned in the fifth century as the pagan traditions fell to a new empire, one still looking out over the city from across the river. I understood his concern, having witnessed the fragments of texts and ruined monuments left when practices are condemned.

“If our festival pleases you, will you share knowledge of it widely?” he asked.

“I can assure you, should you please me, I won’t be able to keep quiet,” I said, slanting the mask a sly smile. “And the third item?”

He shifted his hand over my mons, allowing one finger to slip between my nether lips, where I was firm and wet, waiting for his touch. “A stone.”

“An ancient stone?” I asked, curious that he’d save this item for last, when it seemed to be just a pebble I could pick up at any historic site.

“It’s a stone selected and shaped to protect you, should you decide you need protection.”

“A weapon then.”

“More like a shield.”

“You speak in riddles, sir.”

“Shall I show you where it goes?” he asked.

The wheels turned in my head as I felt him trail his finger down my seam. “I wish to know everything,” I said, a little breathless.

The wolf nestled his finger at the opening of my channel, then slid it up and up. “Here. You’ll place the ancient stone pessary here. Should you wish not to fall pregnant.”

“A most thoughtful gift,” I said, my body arching as I sought release.

“But I should warn you.”

“Must you?” I asked, hoping that he would allow me to ride his finger to completion before imparting more information.

He leaned closer, the wolf mask alongside my cheek. “When we fill you, that little stone may not be enough to contain the waves of seed. It will beat against that tiny, smooth rock, seeking entrance to your womb, fighting that shield to make your belly swell so you might be our fertile she-wolf in truth. Italy has lost many men. Perhaps you might help us rebuild the nation.”

I felt my cunt tighten at his words. I had no interest in motherhood, Bastet sometimes testing the limits of my nurturing, and I certainly had no intention of acquiring a permanent home, but the brutality of the ritual he described and the way these wolves intended to fill me was most exciting.

“I can tell you like the sound of that, being bred for the patria.”

“It’s not so much repopulating the fatherland that excites me as all the wolves trying to become paters when they take me.”

“And take you, they will,” he said, twisting his fingers within me and working them in and out until I seized around them and cried into the cold stone wall of the building on which I rested.

Several minutes later, I stumbled out onto the main road, my knees still wobbly from the immense pleasure I’d felt at the hands of the wolf after the day’s exertions. The man had swept from the alley before I’d had time to collect myself.

“Miss Delachatte!”

I heard the cry, then saw him, my ever-faithful assistant Jones, driving a cart drawn by a single horse, one hand waving as the other attempted to maintain control of the reins while also keeping his hat on.

I climbed into the cart gratefully, slumping against the seat and catching my breath.

“I set out looking for you hours ago! Where were you?” he asked.

“Waylaid by a wolf,” I said drily. I then remembered the wolf’s promise of a delivery in the pocket of my cloak.

True to his word, I found a manuscript, herbs, and a smooth stone. It seemed I was going to partake in another ritual.


Chapter 3


I struggled awake on the morning of February 15, roused by a painful sensation.

“Bastet, please do not knead Mother,” I said, reaching up to pet the little beast.

But she was not there. Instead, I felt a strange swell where I’d experienced pricks of pain. Opening my eyes, I looked down and let out a yelp.

Jones poked his head in my bedroom, unused to such exclamations from me. “Miss Delachatte, is everything well?”

“It seems I am to play the she-wolf after all,” I said, gesturing to my swollen breasts.

***

I don’t know of any complete record, even in ancient texts, describing how a woman who is not already nursing plays the Roman Mother Wolf. Someone, at some point, undertook the painstaking process of removing the text and images from the vellum pages. In place of useful information about how the herbs worked and some visual representation, I saw traces of scraping.

No matter; I would recover knowledge of the ritual myself. Using my body. Which was now in a good deal of pain, as my breasts had swollen ridiculously overnight.

“Miss Delachatte, should I fetch the doctor?”

“Absolutely not!” I said, shuddering at the idea of that old fussy dipsomaniac ordering me back to bed.

“But you seem to be in a good deal of pain.”

“That I am,” I said, hopping out of bed and grabbing the bedpost when I felt my heavy breasts bounce because of their additional weight.

Jones grabbed me under the arms and helped me remain standing, then assisted me back to the bed.

“You doubled the dose,” he said.

“Why would you think that?” I asked, not making eye contact with him.

“You took more than the prescribed amount of the herbs because you were concerned that your bosom might not swell sufficiently before the festival tonight.”

“Who would be so silly as to do something like that?” I asked, studying a tiny crack in the plaster wall.

“Someone very intent on playing the Mother Wolf at a sex ritual,” he said sternly.

“I’m surprised you would jump to that conclusion after many months in my employ, Jones. I’m hurt,” I sniffed.

“I jump to that conclusion because I’ve been in your service for many months, Miss Delachatte. Now, draw down your nightgown. If you refuse to allow the doctor to help you, I suppose I must do it.”

“Draw down my…why, Jones! I’d no idea you wanted to see my bubbies! Why didn’t you say something? You could have been enjoying their sight all this time! Why, just last week I was sunning them on the terrace,” I said, delighted that my amanuensis had some shred of interest in sexual matters after all. I had assumed him a eunuch, yet here he was, finally enticed by my overnight pumpkin patch.

“This is no laughing matter, Miss Delachatte. You might be at risk of rupture.”

I fumbled with the ties on my nightgown, suddenly clumsier than usual.

“Is your coordination also affected by the herbs?” asked Jones. “I could assist with the ties.”

I groaned before whipping the nightgown over my head and tossing it into a corner. “The only thing you need to assist me with is bringing these Roman melons down to size so they can be moved,” I said with a huff.

Jones regarded me, sitting in the bed, nude, the bedclothes about my hips, my whole upper body exposed. Rather than quailing before my challenging gaze, he looked back at me with a steely determination. “Then you’ll permit it?”

“What other choice do I have?” I wailed, looking at my poor breasts, which had expanded from a compact handful to something that would command pride of place at a harvest festival.

“There is always a choice,” growled Jones, dropping onto the bed beside me despite his obvious reservations.

“Then that must apply to you, too.”

“It does,” he said before leaning forward so near my straining nipple that I could feel the heat of his breath.

“Do it,” I said, breathier than I care to admit.

Did I let my head drop back when he applied his lips to my nipple? Was there perhaps a moan emitted when he suckled for the first time? I fear the hour grows late and my memory is somewhat clouded about the encounter!

What is not lost to the sweeping waves of time is how he looked up at me with my nipple in his mouth, his eyes wide as I longed to slip a hand under the sheets because of his innocent ministrations. I felt like the Magdalene. He looked at me like I was the Madonna.

When he could pull no more from one breast, he moved to the other, switching in an instant. The relief was so profound that I unthinkingly placed one hand in his hair as if to soothe him as he was doing to me. Those eyes looked up at me again.

“I didn’t realize your irises are the color of hazelnut skins,” I said wonderingly as he hummed in response and pressed his face into that heated flesh that caused me such agony. And ecstasy.

***

I woke up from a nap when the afternoon sun slanted across my mattress, causing Bastet to roll against my arm. I wasn’t the type to stretch or loll about in bed, my family having descended from a long line of Nonconformists. Nonconforming from what, you ask? They seemed to have dissented whatever was the orthodoxy of the day, based on sheer stubbornness. To prepare me for shouldering such an illustrious burden, my family taught me to nearly jump from my bed at the start of the day, plunge my hands into cold water if waking proved difficult, and break my fast with unadorned porridge. That I remained still for a few moments and took milk in my tea made me a decidedly rebellious Delachatte.

On the ride to the Lupercal cave at the foot of the Palatine Hill, I observed Mr. Jones again. His eyes had lost their heavy-lidded gaze of adoration and pleasure, but his irises were still hazelnut brown. Funny how that worked. He stayed focused on driving the horsecart, which we apparently now owned, through the busy streets, and didn’t notice my covert perusal.

I didn’t need him to nurse again, and he didn’t offer, both of us seeming to realize that one such interlude could be chalked up to an emergency but two might be harder to explain. Who we would need to explain such private actions to, I wasn’t sure, but sometimes the most troublesome person to reassure is oneself.

Jones let me off near the Arch of Titus, his hands on the reins while he attempted to hand me down. I couldn’t countenance any more of his aid today. My nerves had been rattled by what had happened before and what was still to come, and I scrambled down from my perch unassisted. “Should you need help, raise a cry.”

“And you’ll what? Fight off a pack of wolves to haul me out?”

“If necessary,” he said, before driving around a donkey and off into the Roman evening.

***

In the event you have not experienced an ancient sex ritual, I should describe the events to come. First, a spectacular setting is necessary. Palatine Hill, with its rocks and ruins, presented just such a tableau for the festivities. When coupled with torches, the stones took on a strange warm hue in the rapidly cooling night.

One never wishes to walk up to the site of an orgy; such an entrance lacks flair for the dramatic. In Egypt, I had the good fortune to wake up at the place of the ritual I needed to experience. In Rome, a trickster god materialized before me and took my hand.

Faunus of legend was half-human, half-goat, but judging by his nude form that evening, his important parts were all man. When I let him take my hand and lead me to a dais with a throne on top, the horn between his legs bobbed invitingly.

He brought me to the seat and took my cloak from my shoulders, exposing the white dress in the classical style that I had selected for that night.

“Welcome, Mother Wolf,” he said in a booming voice.

From the ruins, cloaked figures emerged, their faces covered by masks. Most of them wore wolf’s head masks, like the man I’d met in the alley, but some wore simple half masks. Still others kept their faces hidden by the large hoods of dominos. I, alone, presented my bare face to the assembled group, and I felt underdressed.

Faunus, the trickster, wore a goat mask that looked older than the ruins in which we met. He walked behind my throne, waved his hand, and suddenly my dress dropped to reveal my straining, naked breasts.

“The Mother Wolf is prepared to suckle Romulus and Remus, I see.”

I am not the sort of woman to shy away from a ritual, but my engorged breasts coupled with my recent illness had me unsettled. I gripped the seat of my throne to keep from shaking, that strange voice from behind the mask setting my nipples and nerves on edge.

From the crowd, two figures emerged. Their wolf masks, cut away below the snout, revealed strong human jaws. Aside from that, their young, strapping bodies were nude and oiled. A rust-colored smear ran along the forehead of their masks; whether it was actually blood from the ritual or some approximation, I never learned.

“Your Luperci, Mother Wolf. Will you nurse Romulus and Remus so that Rome may be founded and grow mighty?”

“I will,” I said, finally succumbing to the temptation to tremble. The young wolf-men mounted the dais and came to either side of my throne.

“Then offer them succor,” said Faunus, “and let the games begin!”

The wolves dipped their heads almost instantly and took my hard nipples into their mouths. In their enthusiasm, the snouts of their masks hit each other, and they pulled away suddenly, causing some milk to leak from my breasts and run down my stomach into the pooled fabric of my dress.

“No need to fight, twins,” I said, stroking their thick hair and directing them back to suckle. “In our time, Rome is big enough for both of you. And I have sufficient milk for two hungry pups.”

The scent of my milk seemed to make them grow frantic. The wolves dove back in to suck while yanking at the hem of my disarranged dress. They seemed to pull all the lingering pain and exhaustion from my body, their mouths made for drawing forth my milk.

Their nursing had such a soothing effect on me that I startled when I felt hands at my knees, pushing my legs apart.

There, on the dais before me, knelt that goat-man Faunus.

“I’m afraid your costume poses something of a problem,” I said, looking down at the goat mask covering his entire face. “Someone should have left the bottom half off, as they did the wolves.”

I leaned back, cradling the wolves’ heads as I opened my legs to taunt that trickster. He shuffled forward on his knees, not bothering to rise, and stared at me.

His eyes were challenging, flashing from within the holes of his mask. My blood ran cold, then suddenly heated when I thought I saw something — some hint of a brown color that looked familiar. But then the light changed, and Faunus’s eyes were hazel. How strange.

“You doubt I can make you scream, lady explorer?” he asked. “Are English ladies like gentlemen in that they lose the right to that title when they work? I ask because we plan to work you over tonight.”

I twitched the last bit of fabric from my lap as the Luperci nuzzled deeper. “You hide behind a mask and expect to pleasure me?” I, of course, knew that it was entirely possible for a man in a god mask to make me wail, having experienced just such a thing several times over in Egypt. But I also know that taunting men who think themselves stepping in for a god often leads to the most delightful results.

I was not wrong.

He was on me in an instant, the snout of his mask moving as if to huff at the juncture of my thighs. I cried out when I felt his warm hand on my leg, opening me.

“A tempting little seam,” he said. “Someone should crack you open.”

I moaned as Romulus and Remus took hard sucks on my nipples just as Faunus’s fingers parted me. And then ran his nose up my seam, the cool mask making me shiver.

He laughed from within that eerie disguise, his fingers just glancing over my inner lips, but delving no further.

“Faunus,” I hissed, “I am the she-wolf tonight. You wouldn’t want to see my bite.”

He merely cackled, the sound echoing in that hard mask. Finally, his snout ran over my straining nub and graced me with the first shocks of orgasm.

And then he stood, joined by the wolves. “And now we will cleanse the Luperci, so the festival of Lupercalia may begin!”

“You owe me an orgasm,” I growled to Faunus below my breath as he used his hands to draw forth milk from my breasts. He caught it on a piece of wool.

“You owe me a chase,” he said, wiping the milk on the wolves’ masks to wash away the blood.

Meanwhile, I was wet and wanting and still hadn’t experienced release. That dratted Faunus could have waited thirty more seconds to cleanse the twins’ masks with my milk, but he was a trickster through and through!

As dictated by tradition, Romulus and Remus broke the solemnity of the ritual by bursting into laughter, which signaled that the celebration had begun.

And with that, Romulus and Remus let out twin whoops and raced forth into the night.


Chapter 4


Legend tells of Romulus and Remus, twin sons of Mars, the god of war, and a Vestal Virgin, being abandoned near the Tiber River. In the Lupercal cave, they suckled at the breast of a she-wolf before being rescued by a shepherd. After growing older, the brothers quarreled, leading Romulus to murder Remus before founding the city on the Palatine Hill — one of seven hills upon which Rome now stands.

Atop those hills sit the iconic Roman pines, Pinus pinea, with their long trunks and umbrella-like tops. But we’re not here to discuss vegetation. I suspect you haven’t selected this volume for information about Pinus pinea, but rather mentula — known more commonly today as penis.

When the twins ran off yelling into the night, I stumbled from the dais while pulling my bodice back into place. How one is supposed to make a graceful exit after being the centerpiece at a sex ritual, I still don’t know; I minced over the packed ground in my evening slippers, wholly unsuitable for a place littered with pine needles.

I ducked behind a column to catch my breath. Before me, nude young men in wolf masks raced about Palatine Hill, yelling as they swung strips of goat hide and their cocks swung between their fine thighs.

I was not the only lady in attendance. Scores of Roman women had emerged from the shadows when Romulus and Remus led the Luperci on their merry rampage. They held out their hands before them, waiting for a strike from the februa strips of leather, thought to ensure easy childbirth and pregnancy even in a barren woman.

I leaned against the column, wondering if I’d made a misstep in my dance with Fate by coming tonight. I’d placed the ancient pessary to block the mouth of my womb, but I knew enough about women’s pleasure to know that such a barrier could fail. My illness had rendered me cautious and all too aware of the ever-passing grains of time. I should return to the villa, I thought.

As I moved from the column, I felt a hand on my forearm.

“I believe, madam, that you deserve an orgasm.”

Faunus stood before me, that ancient goat mask more eerie away from the brightly lit dais.

“Thank you for this evening, but ‌I am tired and wish to go home,” I said, rubbing my upper arms as the February nighttime chill descended despite the spate of warm weather.

He pulled a hide — goat from what I could tell — from behind his back. “And here I’ve taken care to flay my own hide for you,” he said mockingly, wrapping it around my shoulders. He tied off the hide so it functioned as a cape, then led me forward by the strings.

“Where are you taking me?” I asked, looking back towards the Arch of Titus, where I’d entered.

“To take you,” he said, leading the way to a copse of those distinctive pine trees. “You can’t go home without having come, now can you?”

The goat had a point, I reasoned, my sudden turn towards the rational having nothing to do with the pendulous swing of that heavy cock between his legs.

He took me by the shoulders and placed me against the trunk of a Pinus pinea, the thick hide at my back protecting me from the bark. I let my fingers feel the trunk and imagined how such bark would scrape against my skin most pleasurably.

Faunus drew close, the snout of his mask against my ear. “We’d let you feel the pleasure of Rome’s pain, but I fear I’d bring the gods down on my head if I sent you home too scraped up.”

I looked into those hazel eyes within the mask and tried to understand him. Who ruled over a man dressed as a trickster god? He brought a hand below my knee and hiked my leg over his naked hip, opening me to him.

“Have you been a cautious little lamb?” he asked, letting his fingers dance about my pussy lips. “Have you placed that dratted barrier between my cock and your womb?”

He slid a finger inside my channel, and I sighed at the sensation of finally being filled, if only a little. He felt around until he found that stone. “I should pull this from you,” he said as he used his thumb to stroke my straining clitoris. “Put you on your hands and knees and breed you so you give birth to twins.”

“You say so much and fuck so little,” I taunted, tired of merely being told how I’d be used.

He moved ‌closer, his hand now on his hard cock, the head of which he fit to my entrance. I exhaled as he slid the head into me.

“Reacting like a maiden when we know you’re no maid,” he said, chuckling.

I gripped his shoulders and braced myself against the tree as he forced himself in further. “That’s a stubborn cock. You can hardly blame me.”

“Oh, I don’t blame you,” he said as he thrust in and out. “I revel in opening your cunt for our festivities. Hands on the tree.”

I brought my hands over my head and braced them against the trunk of the Pinus.

“You certainly made a bounty for us tonight,” he said, pulling down the bodice of my dress once again, and using his hand to work one side as if I were a goat being milked while he pantomimed sucking the other nipple, bringing his snout to my gathered flesh.

“You tease me and offer no relief,” I whined, wishing he’d tear off that mask and properly suck me. The twins had just drained me, but I felt the weight of my swollen breasts again.

“Then allow yourself release,” he said, pinching my nipple between his fingers as milk droplets flowed. Watching the milk flow down his hands and onto the ground proved more erotic than I could have imagined. I saw each drop sink into the soil and nourish the city that was already eternal.

“You’ve given Rome something precious, Mother Wolf,” he said, rubbing my breasts soothingly. “Shall we give you something in return?”

He held my hips tightly and pinned me against the tree trunk as he pounded into me, his hard cock dragging in and out of my cunt, which had been unused since Egypt. I felt opened again, the stretch of him profound after all that time.

“I should magic that barrier right out of you,” he said between grunts. “But you have a whole wild pack to contend with tonight. You’ll need some protection; their seed is vicious. It’s the spend of the surviving, more brutal of the twins, my little lamb.”

I pictured myself awash in spend, that little stone no match for the Luperci‘s might. As Faunus stroked over my clitoris more lavishly, I gripped that tree, some bark coming off in my hands, as my abdomen contracted with a yell and I shook against the trunk while orgasm took me.

Faunus swore within his mask, seeming to struggle. Then he poured himself within me, pushing deep as he could with every jet of release.

He brought his hand to my face and removed a stray lock of my blonded hair from my mouth. Though he was a trickster through and through, his touch was gentle, even tender.

“I think I was wrong about you, goat,” I said, feeling him continuing to press in his softening cock.

“Why’s that?” he asked, rubbing his mask against the side of my face as if he could scent me.

“You’re something of a gentleman,” I said with no small amount of surprise. “You gave me an orgasm despite your propensity to do tricks and deny mortals what they want.”

“Oh, I’ve arranged to give you what you want,” he said silkily. “The thing you want most.”

“Yes, orgasms are what I want most.”

“No, on this night, you want something more than an orgasm, do you not? A whole wolf ritual, and you’re content to settle for the cock of a goat? I think not.”

“The wolves are nowhere to be found. They’re off slapping the hands of barren ladies,” I said, gesturing to the place I’d last seen the Luperci.

“Have you not studied your manuscript, lady scholar of pleasure? You should know what comes next.”

“This comes next. Hands are slapped. We all go home. I’m delighted to get an orgasm and erotic suckling out of the festival,” I said with some confusion.

“Oh, did we fail to supply the rest of the manuscript?” Faunus said, an ironic twist to his voice. “My goodness, someone will have to answer for such an omission.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, my blood running cold.

“The wolves have yet to visit the Lupercal, the cave where Romulus and Remus suckled.”

“And what happens there?”

“I think you know, Cordelia Delachatte.”

I felt my knees give way. “There’s more to the ritual. It’s not mentioned in my manuscript.”

“Scraped away, like all good things,” he said.

“What happens in the Lupercal?” I asked in a whisper.

“Let’s just say a little lamb gets chased, then devoured by big, bad wolves.”

“And where is this lamb now?” I asked with dawning horror and erotic anticipation.

“Why, didn’t I tell you? It’s the task of Faunus to mark her.”

I brought my hands slowly down from the trunk. “How do you mark her?”

He pressed his tall body against me, letting me feel his reawakened cock. “I think you know, Miss Delachatte. I think you know very well, indeed.”

“What’s going to happen?” I asked, my eyes darting about as if the wolves could pounce on me at any minute.

“I think it’s time you run,” he said, giving me a swat on the arse and taking off into the night.


Chapter 5


One of the few downsides to being the pre-eminent — if not only — lady explorer of ancient texts concerning female pleasure is that there is no instruction manual detailing which shoes to wear to an outdoor wolf orgy held in Rome during the month of February.

While travelers to the Continent may reliably consult their Baedekers for information, I must improvise and make my own way. Most of the time, this results in my utmost pleasure and a certain frisson caused by the thrill of solving problems in the moment.

This was not one of those moments. I was stumbling around the Palatine Hill in evening slippers, tripping over rocks, roots, and ruins. The needles of the Pinus pinea found their way in and I kept crying out — just not in the way I had hoped before Faunus slapped my arse and sent me running off into the night.

(This is mentioned not to receive missives about suitable footwear from readers. I am well aware of the existence of half-boots, wearing them for most occasions. I merely like a fine slipper for events where I am to be served as the main course. That this particular festival proved difficult on my feet is simply a danger one must accept in my line of work.)

The site was dark when I moved away from the illuminated ruins. There in the shadows, I tripped and stumbled, my hem snagging on a branch.

I couldn’t see anyone else from the festival, though I knew revelers were still there on the Palatine Hill. When I heard whoops and squeals in the distance, they seemed much further away than I would have expected. I fancied myself lost while certainly within the ancient site.

I held my heavy breasts, once again swelling with milk, and ran towards the light from the torches. Something was different. The sound of the city had changed, sent down from the heavens as if I was swimming in water. As I rounded the corner, I stopped so quickly I nearly fell to the ground.

Before me, the buildings of Palatine Hill were whole, no longer ruins.

“What trickery has been wrought this night?” I asked, terrified by whatever I’d consumed or smelled that had caused me to see visions like a medieval saint. I only sought one type of ecstasy!

Walking forward cautiously, I verified with my hands what my eyes claimed to see.

And that’s when I heard it.

A howl that made my hair stand on end and cunt clench with anticipation. A wolf was searching for me.

And then a second howl. And a third. Until the night sky echoed with their calls to me, a whole pack signaling that they approached.

This aspect of the ritual had been subject to scraping and alteration in my manuscript, but my body knew how to react: I ran.

I heard them behind me, the sounds of panting and their feet striking the packed earth spurring me on. Why race away when wanting to be caught? To make the claiming that much more brutal.

We ran away from those strangely intact buildings and towards a place that seemed to call me from deep within the earth. Finally, I saw the place, the lost cave of legends: the Lupercal, where the she-wolf had suckled the twins.

If I ran into that cave, I knew what would happen, knew I’d never be the same. They’d use me until I ached, test and maybe breach the barrier guarding my womb. My skin might bleed, and I’d be a vessel for their spend.

I raced inside without delay.

They caught me just as I reached the center of the cave. A whole pack of men in wolf masks surrounded me, their naked bodies illuminated by torches. Some were visibly aroused; others stroked their own cocks or lent a hand to a nearby man.

I trembled in my classical gown, knowing that they’d show me no mercy now that they’d caught me. Rome’s founding occurred in milk and blood.

The twins emerged from the crowd, their mouths now solemn and grim as they took my dress into their hands and pulled in opposite directions until the fabric ripped.

I had left off my undergarments, well aware of the occasion, and thus I was nude before the Luperci.

“Romulus and Remus must have a go first,” cried a voice.

“And then we’ll all have a go on her,” replied a man with a deep voice.

Promising. My cunt bloomed at those words, readying itself for hard use.

One twin, who I later learned was Remus, lay on that earthen floor, his cock erect and arms out for me. I moved to him, dropping to my knees, and he fitted his cockhead at my entrance, still dripping with Faunus’s seed.

“Oh, Mother Wolf, what are you doing to me?” he asked playfully, while holding my engorged breasts. His brother Romulus helped me lower onto his shaft, then guided my movements as I rode his hard cock.

My knees rested on the dirt, the occasional pine needle scratching my skin, but I had a cock to take, and never let it be said that Cordelia Delachatte backs down from a cock-based challenge.

“Forward,” said Romulus, tipping me so I was chest-to-chest with his twin, my holes exposed to his view. He slid a finger into my cunt alongside his brother’s cock and worked it roughly — whether to prepare me or simply enjoy the view of me stretching helplessly around them, I don’t know.

“Mother Wolf, you find the most novel ways to nourish us,” said Romulus as he pressed his cockhead into my channel alongside his twin.

I cried out at the sensation of two Luperci using my cunt, each moving in an opposite direction until I felt overwhelmed by the pleasure.

“Feed him,” commanded one man, and I directed a nipple to Remus’s mouth.

He sucked me with such force that my cunt contracted around the twin cocks working me relentlessly. I cried out, the stretch finally crossing over into pain.

“Hurts, does it?” asked Romulus behind me, fumbling with my breast until I released drops of milk onto his fingers.

Remus had taken to using his teeth lightly on the sensitive nipple he was sucking. When Romulus pressed two milk-covered fingers into my arse, I cried out, overwhelmed by how much I was taking in such a small place.

I didn’t bother reaching to touch my clitoris; I was being rutted so hard that moving my hands would have sent me sprawling on the dirt floor. The twins sawed in and out of my hole mercilessly, and I could only hold on and cry out when they caused me pain or pleasure.

Remus released my nipple. “We’ve only one she-wolf and so many wolves hoping to revive Rome. I hope that cunny’s ready to be used all night.”

I looked around the cave and saw the lustful expressions of the men watching me take the Luperci. The sound of our slapping skin mingled with their soft grunts and slick stroking. They wouldn’t wait forever; they needed a turn on me.

One man walked forward, his lips twisted into a pained sneer below the half wolf mask, and he painted my exposed breast with his seed. Remus, having returned to sucking the other teat, jerked when warm drops of seed landed on his cheek. Then he worked his hips faster and sucked my breast harder.

I cradled my breast, now coated in spend, and let the twins use me.

“They say I killed my brother for wanting to build Rome on the Aventine Hill. What if it was because he got to suckle from the Wolf Mother when we fucked her together?” asked Romulus behind me.

Remus smiled up at me, that adoring gaze making my cunt begin to spasm in that way I knew would make me scream.

Romulus hooked his head on my shoulder, looping a hand around so he could rub all over my wet cunt lips and straining nub. Remus added a thumb, their sloppy, uncoordinated rubbing combining with the brute force of their stretch to send a sword of pain-pleasure through my body until I released an animal-like scream from deep within.

They rutted me enthusiastically as I continued to ride waves of shock and pleasure, filling me with their seed in tandem when my spasms pushed them over the edge into release.

Romulus withdrew, then I climbed off Remus on shaky legs.

All the while, the wolves watched, cocks at the ready.

“Don’t get up,” said one wolf, pushing me down by the shoulders until my knees hit the ground. “That’s it. Present your cunt for breeding. The wolves need to take you.”

I was facing the earthen floor of that ancient cave, nothing soft between me and the centuries of packed dirt. My fingers tried to grip the surface, but I had no way to brace myself. I saw a drop of blood form when a scattered pine needle pricked my finger.

The faint smell of blood seemed to make the wolves frantic. They snarled at each other and fought for the right to fuck me. I stayed still, scared to move and find myself devoured by men in a frenzy.

Finally, a man won the right to take me. He dropped to his knees, lined up his cock, and shoved in. I cried out, still tender from when the twins had taken me simultaneously.

The man rutted me; there’s no other word for what he did. He fucked me hard and fast with no consideration for my enjoyment or orgasm, using me as a vessel for his cock and seed. Happily, I enjoy such hard use.

He emptied himself into me before I could even contemplate release, replaced by another man who performed in mostly the same manner. The second man delivered stinging slaps to my heavy breasts, which made my eyes water, the pleasurable pain making me whine like an injured pup.

This man, too, spilled himself inside me, pushing his seed against that stone pessary blocking my womb and fighting to venture past it.

On and on they came in me, holding my hips roughly until I had bruises. My hands burned as they skidded over the packed floor.

At last, I looked up and saw us in silhouette against the wall of the cave: I, a kneeling, bent-over figure, and what seemed to be a wolf fucking me with abandon.

Finally, the crowd parted. From the back stepped forth a man of immense height and breadth with a full wolf’s mask covering his face.

The Lupercus, the chief wolf priest, meant to fuck me himself.

Reader: I’m not too proud to say it. I panicked. He had an enormous body, and a correspondingly monstrous cock dangling between his thick thighs. Despite being awash in spend and stretched all night, I doubted I could take him, was sure I’d break on his mighty shaft.

I crawled away, desperate for cover this cave couldn’t provide.

He was on me in an instant. His giant hand holding my shoulders in place as he lined that terrifying piece up with my nearly ruined cunt.

“You want it?” he grunted.

I whined in response, desperate to feel that mentula pound me but mentally uncertain if I could handle such a cock.

He teased my seeded inner lips with his fat cockhead. That tip was a dream, hot and slick, touching just enough to reawaken my cunt from numbness but pushing not at all. He’d take care of me. He’d make it hurt but make it good.

“I want it,” I said, exhaling when he smoothly entered me with that shocking club. He seated himself as far as he could go, letting me feel the stretch.

“It’s only right that the Lupercus breed the Mother Wolf,” he said into my ear as he pulled me so my back rested against his chest, my breasts exposed to the men in the cave, and my cunt still impaled on that giant shaft.

“I’ve taken measures…” I said, trailing off as I felt his huge hand cradle my belly possessively.

“And I’ve taken your measure, Miss Delachatte, and I’ve found that you’ll do nicely for my purposes,” he said, fucking that enormous cock into me.

“Oh,” I said, no words escaping me as pleasure once again took hold.

“Suck her, Luperci,” said the chief wolf, holding my swollen breasts up for the mouths of the men who came forward to draw forth my milk.

When one wolf crawled on the floor and inserted himself in that place before my spread legs, then sucked my nub as if it was a nipple as the Lupercus pounded my sloppy hole, I screamed and thrashed with enough force to tear through time, my screams echoing out into the Palatine long after I’d come all over that brutal cock and given up my milk to hungry celebrants.


Epilogue


“Stop fidgeting or I’ll hold you down.”

I growled as Jones applied salve to my scraped knees. “Is that a promise?” I asked, finally feeling myself again after sleeping for a whole day and eating my weight in maritozzi.

As always, Mr. Jones merely nodded his head at my antics and carried on in his work as my amanuensis — in all things. I wondered what it would take to make him crack, to lose his composure and actually hold me down, actually—

“Miss Delachatte, are you attending?”

“Of course, Jones, what else would I be thinking about?”

He slanted me a look that made it clear he didn’t buy my act. In true Jones fashion, he’d fetched me from the site of the ritual upon its conclusion, wrapped me in my cloak to cover my nudity, and tucked me into bed without a word of judgement. In my company, he was rapidly losing that scholarly innocence that made him so fun to toy with. I wondered how else I might—

“As I was saying, I have compiled the notes on the aspects of the ritual that had been scraped out of the Lupercalia manuscript supplied to you by the street wolf.”

“You noted the herbs made my breasts swell most becomingly with bounteous milk?”

He nodded yes.

“Faunus marked me, and then the Luperci chased me in a most primal way?”

He nodded yes again, kneeling before me as he tended my knee, working diligently on my scraped flesh as I held my dressing gown up.

I moved the hem higher.

“And finally, how I was fucked and filled by a gang of wolves, then mounted by a chief wolf-priest with an enormous—”

Jones pinched my hem and lowered it while sitting back on his heels. “Yes, I noted every detail, Miss Delachatte.”

When I leaned back to open my legs invitingly for him, Jones neatly pressed my knees together before bringing the dressing gown to cover them, now carefully bandaged. I wondered what it would take to make him lose control; I’d seen the pupils in those brown eyes widen on many occasions, but he was the picture of gentlemanly consideration when I wanted to tempt out the animal I knew paced inside that cage of English manners.

“Then it seems our work in Rome is done,” I mumbled, trying another tack. “I wonder where Bastet will send us next.”

“Last I checked, she was sleeping in a beam of sunlight on the terrace.”

“Lucky girl,” I said, pulling out my trusty map and preparing to wake her. She had one job on this team, and we needed to keep moving if we were to complete my project.

Jones stayed me when I made to rise and wake her. “Let her sleep.”

“But how shall we know where to go next?”

“Is it not my turn to select the location?” he asked. Jones had a point: I sent us to Egypt, and I had granted the cat selection rights before him.

“Very well, but how can I be sure you picked the place by chance? You could merely point your finger at some locale you wish to visit, not allowing Fate to guide us.”

He drew nearer, his eyes never leaving mine. “Fate is always guiding us,” he said. “Place your hand here.”

“But I…what?”

He moved my hand to rest on his, where it hovered over the map. The back of his hand was surprisingly warm and larger than I expected. I tried to look down, but he caught me under the chin with a finger and made me look into his eyes as he dragged it over the map.

“Fate will lead us to the right place,” he said solemnly, “even if the road is long.”

His intense eyes held me captive, and for a moment, I saw what appeared to be a flash of hazel.

“There, it is decided,” he said, nodding down at the map.

I looked down to find he’d selected a very promising place indeed. “Pack the bags, Jones. I can come there.”

***

THE SEXPLORATION CONTINUES in

Surrendered to the Minotaur: The Erotic Adventures of a Victorian Scholaress, Vol. 3

“In retrospect, slathering myself in honey and lying on the storeroom floor may not have been the best of my many ideas. Anything will do when a woman with deep needs is left unfilled.”

Heraklion, Crete, 1872. Cordelia Delachatte has spent two idle months with nothing to show for it — until she finds the cult guarding the Minotaur’s labyrinth. No woman enters untested. Inside Daedalus’s ancient wooden cow waits a man of prodigious endowment. And after him, the beast.

A lady can always make room for an honored guest.

Mr. Jones climbs in with her — steady hand at her waist, guiding finger to the place she needs it most, with the calm authority of a man who has always known exactly where it is. What he whispers against her ear undoes her more than the Bull.

Down corridors that have not heard a woman in three thousand years, the Minotaur mounts her on cold stone with the certainty of a creature who knows she isn’t leaving. Everything the legends promised, and more than she was built for. She takes him anyway.

A red thread wraps around her wrists and pulls her back through the dark.

Jones, of course, holds the other end.

Surrendered to the Minotaur is the 11,000-word third installment of the Cordelia Delachatte, Victorian Lady Sexplorer series — for readers who prefer their history unbuttoned, their delights forbidden, and their secretaries quietly indispensable.

Available in eBook and on Kindle Unlimited: elizabethroubaix.com/Surrendered
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Follow Elizabeth on Amazon for alerts when new stories are published: elizabethroubaix.com/amazon.

Shared on the Nile: The Erotic Adventures of a Victorian Scholaress, Vol. 1 (Cordelia Delachatte, Victorian Lady Sexplorer Book 1)

“On a Tuesday in March, I found myself on an ancient Egyptian mortuary table wearing naught but a scrap of linen. Such is to be expected in my line of work.”

Luxor, 1871. Miss Cordelia Delachatte — twenty-eight, possessing neither beauty nor charm — has sailed to Egypt in pursuit of a papyrus on women’s pleasure. Her amanuensis, Mr. Jones, carries the luggage and takes notes.

The papyrus survived. The most important parts did not. Masked followers of ancient gods offer to restore what was lost.

For every hole they mend in her manuscript, she surrenders one of her own. She accepts immediately. She is, after all, a woman of science.

They scrub her with natron salt and anoint her in cloves and frankincense, tending every inch before passing her between them. A snouted Anubis nuzzles her open until she floods like the Nile. And when she is shrouded in linen and lowered into a sarcophagus with twelve openings, Amun-Ra, the Hidden One, divides himself to fill them all at once.

Mr. Jones knew exactly where to find the temple. Cordelia has not yet thought to ask why.

Shared on the Nile is the 10,000-word first installment of the Cordelia Delachatte, Victorian Lady Sexplorer series — for readers who prefer their history unbuttoned and their delights forbidden.

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/Nile

***

Filling Their Tailoress: Short and Steamy MFM Ménage of Convenience Historical Romance (Dick Stone, Regency Stud Prequel)

A talented Regency tailoress takes two lords intent on doubling her pleasure.

Lord Banastre “Bonnie” Lascelles was enjoying some company at the bawdy house when the night watch showed up for a raid. What’s a chaotic aristocrat to do when he’s in deep trouble with the law? Run to Molly Trenchard, known as the Buckskin Breechess, and claim the whole thing was a misunderstanding.

When Molly demands Bonnie’s help with a small problem of her own, they discover just how much fun trying to make an heir can be. With the deadline looming, they call in stud Lord Edward Richard Stone, to double their efforts.

But what happens if Bonnie and Molly are making more than just an heir — and they’re falling in love?

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/filling

***

Matrons I’d Like to Tup: The Complete 1816 Season

Five forgotten wives. Five forbidden awakenings. One scandalous collection of Regency heat.

The mamas of the ton are hot, bothered, and desperately in need of a good tup.

They’ve done everything society asked of them — married well, managed households, raised heirs. But behind the closed doors of London’s finest townhouses, five matrons discover that desire doesn’t end with a wedding ring. In fact, for these neglected wives, the real pleasure is only just beginning.

Now these ravishing, mature women are working off their debts, taking a band of rakes, riding the cavalry, satisfying a club of libertines, and tempting hulking bodyguards.

It’s time for the matrons to play more than cards.

The Matrons I’d Like to Tup: The Complete 1816 Season special 5-book bundle includes:

Working Off Her Debt
Taking the Rakes
Servicing the Regiment
Pleasing the Members
Spreading for the Bodyguards

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/MatronsBundle

***

A Few Good Bucks: The Complete Series

Five masked rakes discover that love is the most dangerous game of all.

Welcome to the Forest, where London’s men of consequence don stag masks and share the company of wanton ladies eager to take their fill. The Grand Bucks have spent decades reveling in their private sanctuary, but nothing prepares them for what happens when the right women walk through their doors. Their fraternal order is about to crumble under an invasion of curves, wit, and feminine determination.

A lady’s maid pregnant with a mogul’s child decides it’s time for him to pay in more than coin. A neglected marchioness storms London to claim her absent husband and his virile body. An heiress with a dangerous inheritance discovers that public ruin can be deliciously liberating. A courtesan broken by cruel men finds healing in the arms of her first love. A musical debutante’s melodies bewitch a duke into abandoning his libertine ways.

These women aren’t just warming beds — they’re turning England’s most notorious rakes into devoted husbands. When a Buck meets his match, surrender is the only option.

The A Few Good Bucks: The Complete Series special 5-book bundle includes:

The Mogul and the Maid
Claiming His Forgotten Wife
How to Lose a Dowry in Three Bucks
The Viscount’s Last Vow
How to Buck a Duke Without Even Trying

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/BucksBundle
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