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Prologue


Wake Court, Shropshire, 1867

When Ann Wake, born Ann Cardmaker, entered his household for the first time, she carried in her hands a poorly printed family Bible, upon which sat a doll.

Edmund, Lord Montfort, initially couldn’t speak. He was too disturbed by the doll’s ragged attire and beaded black eyes. It was not the plaything of a silly young woman but the cherished friend of a child.

And this posed a problem. Edmund Wake had just that morning married a slip of a girl snatched from the schoolroom. A girl of only sixteen who escorted her doll into the house where she would reign as mistress.

Despite the importance of the day, she wore a threadbare work dress and had pulled her thin hair of an indeterminate color, likely somewhat red, into sad pigtails.

Edmund, in truth, had not orchestrated the dubious union — he being double Ann’s age and many times her consequence. The whole affair was a tragedy: Edmund’s feckless brother, Crispin, had seduced the neighboring girl. Crispin had then mysteriously fallen from his horse after a night of drinking and carousing at a local public house, And this left the small matter of the girl. When her father visited him and suggested she might be pregnant with Crispin’s child, Edmund quickly resolved it. He would marry the chit.

But he would not touch her, would not even gaze upon her, on account of her age.

He kept that promise to himself for fourteen years. Until he discovered her in bed, in his own house, with her lover.


Chapter 1


London, 1881

“Pretty as a picture,” said Edmund Wake, the Marquess of Montfort, as he gazed upon the newborn girl with the most darling of cheeks.

“Isn’t she,” said Adam Chevestrer, proudly cradling his first official child — after siring several aristocratic heirs for money. “Just like her mama.”

After a generous luncheon of her mama’s milk, Lauren Chevestrer looked at her papa with a dazed, cheerful expression. She’d squalled in the church during her christening, but a nap after the blessing and cessation of all activities involving water improved her mood considerably.

Lucy Chevestrer — née Makeblythe — was holding court before two duchesses and a viscountess, already a stunning social success despite starting life in an orphanage, then working as a lady’s maid.

“Mrs. Chevestrer seems to have taken to her new roles with aplomb,” observed Edmund, attempting to look away from the neckline that displayed how bountifully Lucy’s milk had come in. He needed a tup or he’d end up punched by the happy husband and father.

“Montfort,” said Laurence Balistarius, Duke of Astwell, as he joined them. Edmund had never liked the man, but some recent activities had suggested there might be more to him than Edmund had assumed — or perhaps he’d turned over a new leaf with the help of the Forest, the townhouse that served as the meeting place of the Grand Bucks, a secret society of men who periodically gathered to wear stag masks and share a very willing woman.

“Astwell,” Edmund replied. “I couldn’t help but notice that the child’s given name is similar to yours.”

Astwell chuckled and exchanged a knowing glance with Chevestrer.

“One of Laurence’s waistcoats suffered some damage early in my wife’s confinement,” said Adam, skirting over some details that Edmund could fill in easily, being a somewhat new father himself. “Seemed only right to recognize his sacrifice.”

“It was a favorite of mine. I suggested ‘waistcoat’ as a suitable name for the child, but I was instead told I must serve as namesake,” said Astwell, clearly pleased.

“We had hoped to see Lady Montfort today,” said Lucy Chevestrer, joining them at last. “Not that we aren’t happy to see you, Lord Montfort.”

Edmund chuckled. Mrs. Chevestrer’s forthright talk bucked convention but served as a refreshing antidote to the stifling conversation one usually had when amongst the haute ton. In time, these new families and modes would rule society.

“I fear she resides in the country for the sake of her health. I will pass along your well wishes.”

***

On the way home from the baptism of Miss Lauren Chevestrer, Edmund couldn’t help but feel melancholy. His son, born last year to his then-mistress, bore his name — but only because she wished to ensure he would recognize the boy as his own. As if he’d let his only child live without support!

He had a son, a hale and hearty lad he collected weekly from his former mistress’s house, but Edmund would never be able to hold the babe proudly before his friends, as Adam had today. Society did not accept illegitimate children, even beloved ones like Eddie. Their mere existence might insult one’s wife and legitimate issue.

His wife, Ann — living these fourteen years in Shropshire, where he’d left her the day of their marriage — had not responded to the letter he’d sent apprising her of Eddie’s birth. He’d have hated for her to get wind of the news from some other source.

It was the first letter he’d dispatched in the course of their marriage. They’d not consummated the union, and Edmund had not even visited the estate where she’d lived these many years since their wedding. When one year passed after their nuptials with no report of a child or loss, Edmund assumed that he’d been soft at best with her father, tricked at worst.

And now he was 47 years old with a son he loved but no heir. A legal wife, but no helpmate.

These days, he didn’t even have a mistress. His Adele had been a sweet woman who longed for bourgeois respectability, especially after Eddie’s birth had taken them both by surprise. When a clerk had expressed an interest in her and proposed marriage, Edmund wished them well and sent a case of his best wine to the happy couple. That man provided something he couldn’t: youth and the protection of legal marriage. Edmund couldn’t have proposed, even if he’d wanted to; he was already married.

Finally, home in his study, Edmund removed the stopper from a decanter, then let it drop again with a clink. He didn’t actually want French brandy or Madeira; he wanted his house to be less quiet and his arms to be more full. Whether full of buxom curves again or the wiggling boy he loved, he didn’t know. He’d be happy with either. With anything.

He should seek another mistress. That was the logical solution to this unsolvable problem. In the meantime, he could take off this infernal morning suit and enjoy dinner in his dressing gown. Men’s fashions were becoming far too restrictive, no matter that the tailoring made his form look elegant despite his hulking size.

It was when Edmund had removed his coat, waistcoat, braces, shirt, trousers, garters, socks, and drawers that he heard it: a noise from nearby.

At first, he thought it was a kitten. How pitiful he was! So lonely that he imagined the sound of a baby cat within his walls!

While pulling on his dressing gown, he heard it again. And it was coming from the Marchioness’s rooms next door.

Without bothering to pull on his robe, Edmund swung open the door, ready to rescue the poor beast. He was considering names for the cat he’d not yet met when he realized that something was amiss.

On the bed rightfully belonging to his wife — but never used by her given that she’d remained in Shropshire for the duration of their marriage — was a man. A lean gent in his prime, his necktie loosened and boots off, but otherwise clothed in the first fashion. With his trousers open and drawers partially down.

Edmund didn’t think he’d seen the young man before, which was good since his face was making ridiculous expressions while inexpertly plowing a woman stretched out on the blankets. His wife’s bed.

The lady lay on the mattress, auburn hair spread on the pillow, her expression betraying boredom as she endured his thrusts. Poor girl; getting out of her bustle and petticoats to reveal all that luscious skin only to receive the most rudimentary of rogerings.

He struggled to place her. Perhaps she was the new kitchen maid his housekeeper had mentioned. Pity. He could use a woman like that, those long legs wrapped around his back as he thrust so hard her pretty peach nipples would shake despite her modest breasts.

And that dusting of freckles over her delicate nose, then down her chest? He could let his tongue taste each one until she begged for him to lick her lower. Down to that flaming bush he would love to sink his cock into.

But if she was a maid in his household, she was strictly off-limits to Edmund, no matter how much he wanted to push her beau aside and take his place so she finally moaned instead of studying the molding on the ceiling. He really needed to find a suitable woman, and soon.

“Afraid that stroke won’t make your girl reach sexual paroxysm, my man,” said Edmund companionably from the doorway of his own apartments at last. He hadn’t bothered to cover up, reasoning that no party had more right than him to be nude in this house.

The young blade jerked at the sound of Edmund’s voice, but the lady seemed unsurprised by his presence.

“You seem to have a healthy enough instrument,” he continued, drawing closer. “But you’re jamming it in this poor girl like a stiletto to the kidneys. Have a thought for her internal parts, my boy.”

The man, understandably, looked upset, glancing between the woman taking his inexpert railing and Edmund’s naked form. To be fair, he presented a considerable lot to take in.

“Now, if you will not make your girl come, I should probably ask you to leave. Though she’s never seen this room, it rightfully belongs to my wife.”

The gent’s thrusts slowed, and he cast an accusing glance at the woman on the bed. “I thought you said—“

“Oh, you wish to blame this whole affair on the lady, do you?” asked Edmund, his voice rising. “Can’t blame your lack of technique on her, though. I know some gents that could teach you how to make the most of your piece, should you care to learn.”

He shouldn’t bait the poor man; he was struggling as it was to keep time with Edmund looking on and a woman clearly disinterested in him as he continued fucking her. Still, he’d gotten to stick his cock in that gorgeous redhead but failed to buck up manfully when caught in the act?

The gent was thrusting in time with eyebrow raises to that luscious maid on the bed. Without cause, Edmund had decided she worked in the scullery, where a drab uniform hid those slight curves he longed to trace. No doubt she was bent over a sink all day, just waiting for the master of the house to walk up behind her and lift her skirts.

Edmund took himself in hand, not the least bit shy about his response or size. If a view of the goods caused the woman to land in his own bed next time, he wouldn’t complain.

When her eyes shifted from studying the ceiling and locked on his own, Edmund should have known something was amiss. But she held his gaze and let her delicate hand drift slowly past those elegant breasts, over her trim midsection, and finally delve into the auburn curls between her thighs that perfectly matched the thick hair on her head.

Her breathing quickened alongside his own, and her lids dipped as she ran her fingers over that place he wished to see and kiss.

She was showing him something private and profound, and he wanted to give her something of himself back. He shifted his hand on his club-like cock so she could see how hard he was for her.

“I bet that cunny is tight,” growled Edmund.

“Now, see here!” protested the gent.

“Wouldn’t anyone be on a piece like that?” the woman asked with an arched eyebrow.

Her hand worked faster now, petting that luscious seam as her other hand traced one of those nipples he wished to taste.

Edmund hadn’t had a woman in some time. Not since the last meeting of the Grand Bucks in the Forest. But the comradery with his brother Bucks and exuberant sharing of a beautiful woman couldn’t assuage the intimacy he craved. The private, tender moments with one woman who could take all of his love and maybe even love him in return.

So when his auburn beauty arched her back, with her eyes locked on his, he wanted nothing more than to scoop her from the Marchioness’s bed and take her to his own. Even for one night of her in his arms, he’d risk an altercation with this mysterious suitor of hers.

He ached to touch her, to brush his lips over her. He imagined whispering something into her ear just to see if he could elicit some response that might change her placid expression.

It was unfair; she was lying in that bed that should have been his wife’s, empty now because of the dastardly decisions made by his brother, Crispin. A country seduction had wrought so much misery.

“Oh, Edmund,” the woman moaned, her eyes closed in pleasure as she took those inadequate thrusts.

Montfort jerked in his own hold. This lady was moaning his name without him even touching her. That boded well for the pleasures they might experience together.

But why did she know his given name? And moan it? And why had she and her lover selected this bed, of all the beds in the house? Or in London, for that matter.

The woman broke, shamelessly wailing on his wife’s bed. Her lover pulled from her clasp and at least had the sense to spend on her belly before collapsing next to her. As if he’d worked hard enough to deserve to rest on his wife’s blankets!

His wife’s bed. His wife’s blankets. Edmund felt as though the house was coming down on his head as he looked closer at the lady now spread and sated in front of him.

His cock flagged.

“Hello, husband,” she said.


Chapter 2


Ann Wake, Marchioness of Montfort, was tired of waiting.

At first, she’d been terrified of her big, very grown husband. She met him one day when she was sixteen, and she was still somewhat traumatized by her exhilarating, confusing, and then tragic romance with his far more ordinary younger brother.

She’d prayed to God that day in the church as they’d exchanged vows that she wouldn’t need to live alongside such a beast. Or take the brute into her body, where he might hurt her, then put in her an equally beastly child.

Some prayers, it seemed, received an answer.

The problem was that the more years Ann spent alone on that vast Shropshire estate, the more she wondered if she might regret her hasty prayer that was so thoroughly answered. Her husband fled the country not to be seen again. For fourteen years.

And in that time, she’d made sense of what had happened between her and Crispin. Ate the bounty produced by those many acres. Learned more than just her rudimentary letters. Discovered a cache of Crispin Wake’s scandalous books and the workings of her own body.

And now Ann Wake was thirty years old with every material thing one could desire. But lacking the current wish of her heart.

“Why have you come here?” asked her husband Edmund, his thick cock wilting now that he’d realized who was stretched on his wife’s bed: his wife.

“It seemed only reasonable that if you would not come to me, I should journey to visit you.”

“Do you lack for anything in Shropshire?” he asked.

Ann studied the ceiling, her eyes having threatened to fill with tears since she’d seen Edmund again. He was as broad and tall as ever, and now she’d seen him nude. Seen the cock he’d been denying her.

Yet clearly not denying other women.

“I should go,” said the gent on the bed beside Ann, his eyes darting between the reunited husband and wife as though he expected aristocrats to hurl china at each other. Which, in fairness, they sometimes did.

“Please don’t rush off like a thief in the night on my account,” said Edmund, his voice silky and dangerous. Ann had almost no experience of him, but that tone never led to good things.

“Thank you for coming home with me,” she said softly. “It was a pleasure meeting you on the train.”

“On the train?” asked Edward, his eyes wide and face verging on purple. “This is not a beau but a man you met just today?”

Ann kept her face placid while internally crowing with her victory. He wished to cast her aside, then father babies on other women? She’d strike his pride if it was the last thing she did. And nothing injured the pride of a man like seeing his wife used by others, if the romantic novels she read were any indication.

“Why, yes!” she exclaimed brightly. “Clarence here was ever so kind as to assist me to the first class carriage. I couldn’t have made it to London without him.”

For years, Ann had imagined traveling to London and confronting her absent husband. Finally, on her thirtieth birthday, she’d locked up her stack of filthy books, bought a train ticket, and set off to beard the lion in his den. That she’d encountered Clarence on the trip had been a stroke of luck, lacking though his strokes might be. It was the work of a moment to show the butler a copy of her marriage lines and take possession of the bedroom that was rightfully hers. Her husband? Might take longer.

“What about your lady’s maid?” asked Edmund through clenched teeth.

“Stokes? She was kind enough to wait for me in her second class seat. You see, as a patient and thrifty wife living in the country, I am mindful of not being a spendthrift. With my husband’s money.”

Edmund had paled, and his cock, once huge and hard, had entirely wilted now. Good. Perhaps her presence would prevent the further fathering of babies. On other women, at least.

“You’ve seen and done nothing,” Edmund growled in the man’s direction.

“Of course! I know nothing of this house. This day. The names…you are most understanding,” said Clarence, his voice tremulous. He was a good sort, just not the man she wanted. “But I really must away.”

“But you’ve only just arrived,” said Edmund drily, eyeing the seed pooled on her belly as Clarence attempted to get his trousers closed.

“I’m staying at the Langham,” he said in a low voice to Ann. “Should you have any problems, please seek me out.”

He glanced in Edmund’s direction, then hopped off the bed to scurry away with one hand on his waistband and the other reaching down to scoop his hat off the floor.

Suddenly, it was all too funny. She tried to hold in her laughter, but the nervous energy racing through her body had her rolling into the mattress to giggle uncontrollably.

“You think it amusing to bring another man into our home?” asked Edmund, his expression stern.

Oh, he wanted to be a husband now, did he? Claim that this was their house rather than the one in which he’d hidden himself for all those years as she mouldered alone in the country? Her mood had never changed so swiftly. The bile rose in her throat as she considered what she had been denied.

“I do indeed,” she said, trying to sound blithe, while she knew her voice was tight. “You should have seen your face when you walked in! Why, I’d have almost been mistaken that you wanted me.”

She was stretched on that gigantic bed, her body naked as the day she was born, and wearing the remnants of another man’s seed. In her imagination, he’d rage at her, then cover her on the bed and shove his cock inside whether or not she cried out. She desired that reaction, longed to provoke him into acting as her husband and claiming her at last.

When he walked closer to the bed, Ann really believed that her dreams were about to come true. Her breathing quickened, and she shifted her legs the slightest bit apart to give him a hint of what was wet and waiting for him.

Edmund paused for a moment, his eyes on her dewy curls as if he couldn’t look away. And then he did.

Her husband took up a corner of the blanket and wiped the remains of Clarence’s seed from her belly.

“What are you doing here, Ann?” he asked, his voice soft and tinged with something a little broken. As if she wasn’t the only one who had been suffering. She must have misheard.

“I hear London has everything,” she said brightly.

“Ann.”

“I had hoped to obtain something in London. Something I can’t get in the country. At least not without causing talk.”

“I could have sent whatever was needed to you.”

“No. You couldn’t.”

Edmund took a seat on the bed, closer to her than he’d been in over a decade. He had the look of a defeated warrior, his armor off, and acceptance of the blade in his eyes. She had to strike now to get what she wanted.

“I came to London for a baby.”


Chapter 3


Edmund was glad he’d taken a seat before his wife lowered the axe to his neck.

“A baby.”

“Yes, I’m getting on in years,” she said, every bit of her radiating youth and good health, “and I cannot wait.”

“So you came to London to…get a baby by Clarence?”

She laughed, the trilling sound not fooling him. “Oh, Clarence, or any number of men, really. It matters not.”

She arched on the bed, showing off her lithe figure to its best advantage.

“You don’t mind, do you?” she asked.

Did he mind if other men fucked his wife? Edmund found he minded less than he should. As a member of a secret society that often shared other men’s wives, he had no right to restrict Ann’s activities. He had settled on a properly disinterested answer when she spoke up again.

“I always supposed that if you wished to have a legal heir of your own blood, you would have gotten one on me before now.”

Oh, his wife knew how to twist the blade in his belly after all. He’d thought that — besides sparing her his attentions — leaving her in the country might ensure that she remained an unspoiled woman of good sense and fine moral character. Something had happened in Shropshire. But what?

“Perhaps we’re each to have one child born on the wrong side of the blanket,” she said, finally referencing Eddie. “Though…as your legal wife, my child will be recognized as your heir, whether or not you actually father him.”

Edmund tried not to make mistakes. Hence, he had but one illegitimate child. One suit from a tailor inferior in his craft. One investment in an overseas railway that turned out to be a mistake.

But he knew then that he’d made a colossal error, the biggest of his life, by writing to his wife about Eddie’s arrival rather than riding out to tell her himself. She’d clearly taken offense to the way she’d been informed, and she was now going to make him pay.

“I do say, Ann,” he began, “I’m terribly sorry about how I told you about Eddie.”

“Eddie,” she said faintly. “Your son.”

Edmund thought back to that blasted letter.

“Yes, my son. Edmund.”

“You named him Edmund.”

He felt the room spin, something about this conversation seeming decidedly off. Or perhaps it was the brandy he’d had at Chevestrer’s this afternoon. She turned her whole body away from him, facing the far wall. The existence of his son, and especially the fact that the son was named Edmund, must have hurt her. It was unlikely that a later-born child would bear the same name.

“His mother named him,” said Edmund. Then he realized this didn’t make it better. “Without consulting me.”

“Did she?” asked Ann, as if she, too, were spinning through space because of their conversation.

“We’re no longer…”

“That’s not my business,” she replied quickly.

“As my wife, it is your right to—”

She was lying on the bed, still. “As your wife, many things are my right.” It was clear: Ann had been denied her rights as a wife for far too long, and she’d come to town to claim them. Or create havoc.

“Ann, I—”

Edmund stopped himself when he saw her ribs expand, then quickly contract. She was crying, silently. Ann was hiding her pain from him. She wasn’t merely angry; she was hurt.

A profound rage blurred his vision as he sat naked on the bed, regretting the pain he’d caused her but not little Edmund’s existence. Fucking Crispin ruining Miss Ann Cardmaker had ruined his life. Her life, too, if today was any indication.

Maybe they could have been happy, even as a marriage arranged hastily to prevent scandal, but she’d been too young to be a wife at the time of their marriage. Edmund cursed his parents, his brother’s tutors, the whole fucking aristocracy.

And mostly, he cursed himself. He should have come back from the minor estate in Keswick to rein his younger brother in. Truthfully, Edmund had written his behavior off as youthful folly, not imagining he’d seduce a draper’s young daughter so completely that pregnancy was possible.

At the time, Edmund had felt sorry for the girl, but he’d mostly felt sorry for himself. Cursed with a bride selected by his dead younger brother’s cock, a scrawny little scrap of a girl, all pretense of choice snatched from him.

She’d looked at him with unmasked terror in that chapel on his country estate as they’d exchanged vows, despite his attempts to stoop and draw in his shoulders to appear smaller. Then that horrifying, ratty little doll had driven home how young his bride had been. How unprepared she had been for what Crispin had put her through. And if elegant, lithe Crispin overwhelmed a girl, what would a hulking beast of great appetites do to her?

And so, the night of his wedding, Edmund had drunk so much brandy in the Wake Court cellars that he’d vomited into his boot and railed at those earthen walls. He vowed to lock himself in that subterranean cell forever rather than trouble his child bride.

His reactions weren’t all noble. His curses, hurled at the heavens, included some aimed at her. He was burdened with a silly little girl who’d fallen prey to an obvious rake, and their bond would last until one of them died. Full of self-pity and cursed with a hard cock, he made his way to London and raked enough for two healthy men. For fourteen years.

And now, much older, he realized that the magnitude of what he’d lost was nothing compared to her loss. The loss of childhood. Years of solitude as she’d waited to be a wife. And what of…

“Did you lose a baby?” he suddenly asked, wishing to understand the depths of hell awaiting him.

Ann rose to seated, her wet face stricken. He’d been unclear, blast.

“After our marriage. Crispin’s…”

“No,” she said, nodding. “Not that I know. There was no quickening.”

Small fucking mercies. At least she’d been spared that. They sat on the bed so near each other, both nude. Edmund regarded her sad face — his own work — and wanted nothing more than to soothe her as he did Eddie.

“I have to know,” he said, his voice trailing off.

“Yes?”

“Did he force you? Did Crispin force you…when he…”

Ann placed her hand over his. It was warm, soft, and much smaller. The gesture felt enormous to a man suddenly adrift.

“Crispin forced nothing,” she said in a low voice. “I willingly welcomed his attentions.”

“He shouldn’t have done that,” bit out Edmund, sick at the thought of his brother preying on a mere girl.

“He shouldn’t have,” she said, “but ‌I viewed it as a grand romance.”

Edmund studied their overlapping hands. Neither of them wore their wedding rings. “And now.”

“Now, I’m sad,” she said. “For all of us.”

Edmund nodded, understanding her perfectly. Crispin lay in the family crypt, and the Marquess and Marchioness of Montfort hadn’t been in the same room since their wedding over a decade ago. What once felt like a farce was, in fact, a tragedy.

“But I can’t continue allowing sadness to dominate my life. If I can’t be happily married, I at least want the comfort of children. A baby in my arms.”

She’d never had that experience. Had never experienced the physical and emotional weight of cradling her child. He’d stepped in to spare what remained of her reputation while denying her something far more precious. How silly he’d been at 31!

“I’ll give it to you.”

Ann’s eyes traced the blankets, as if searching for his meaning.

Edmund had said those words impulsively, but even he didn’t know what he meant. He considered his options. Most obviously, he could impregnate his wife. But it appeared he’d trained his cock to never react to that scruffy little doll he’d married, and her transformation into a desirable woman was proving insufficient to overcome that image he’d carried in his head.

“I’ll ensure that you get what you want,” he said, clarifying.

“You’ll give me a baby?”

“Afraid that’s not in the cards,” he said, gesturing to his wilted cock. His guilt and anger seemed to make the idea of getting hard ever again impossible.

He could hire someone — a stud, even — to impregnate Ann. Failing that, he could ask a friend to step in and sire a child. But all of that took time, and he was suddenly very guilty about the time he’d already taken from Ann. Guilty for the children she wouldn’t have because he’d ignored the problem of his marriage for so long. He needed a more immediate solution. A very private one. And sometimes, the answer to concerns about privacy was not to make one’s circle smaller, but larger — and only containing the right, very discreet people.

“Then how—”

“If you’re not opposed to being bred by someone else — as the interlude with Clarence shows — I know men who could step in as studs. So you can have a baby.”

“You’d invite a random man to get a child on me?” she asked, sounding both horrified and intrigued.

It seemed she was under the misapprehension that this was to be one man undertaking a civilized breeding. He needed to clear that up immediately so he could learn if his plan would work.

“Men. Several men. All at once,” he said.

Ann’s lips parted, but she didn’t cry out in shock or disgust. If anything, Edmund thought he spotted arousal in her swollen lips and flushed cheeks.

“And they aren’t random. I know them well. They’re known as the Grand Bucks. I am, in fact, one of them.”


Chapter 4


In Shropshire, London had a reputation for modernity, filth, and decadence. As the Montfort carriage rolled over the stinking streets, Ann reflected that no one on the estate had any idea just how decadent London was.

Edmund had explained the secret society to which he belonged: a group of men who gathered in a townhouse called the Forest to wear stag masks and share a woman. She’d been so stunned by the existence of such an association, straight out of the most scandalous of books, that she’d not felt anger or hurt that he’d been bedding other women with his friends while she was in the country alone.

Perhaps it was his willingness to allow her to experience a night with the Grand Bucks that softened the shock. His willingness to let some other man fill her with a baby. Since that night when Ann had taken up residence in the Montfort townhouse, she’d slept in the marchioness’s big bed, her thoughts shifting from anonymous masked men taking her over and over until she swelled with the child she’d wanted for a decade to thoughts of the man she really wanted between her legs making her a mother.

At some point in the last fourteen years, Edmund Wake had transformed in her mind from a beast who would hurt her to the man she craved. She’d touched herself between her thighs to imagined images of that hard, thick cock. Longed for his touch on some part of her so she might reach the heights of ecstatic release.

“Do you feel prepared?”

Edmund’s voice startled Ann from her reverie across the carriage. He was regarding her while tapping his cane against the floor as if he, too, was nervous about tonight.

They were going to the Forest. To get Ann pregnant. And Edmund was going to observe the whole thing.

The thought of her husband watching her with other men should have mortified Ann, but it excited her. She wished she could touch her breasts and show him just how wet their plans made her. But she sat primly on that bench, terrified of betraying just how much she wanted him.

She nodded no. “I feel…”

Edmund switched so he could sit on the bench alongside Ann. She looked up in shock that he would come so close to her. Might he touch her, as she wished he would?

“Fear not,” he said with a self-effacing grin. “I won’t touch you.”

“Then what are you doing here?” she asked, her bodice feeling suddenly tight. Would that he could place those enormous hands inside it and rip it apart at the seams, then take hold of her breasts. Would that he could—

“These men are going to put their cocks in you, and it will hurt if you’re not ready for them.”

Something must be wrong with her. At the sound of the pain and hard use to come, her thighs squeezed together reflexively and she felt herself grow slick. Surely this was wrong.

Ann looked at Edmund as if she was drowning and searching for a hand that might pull her out of the water.

“Your eyes,” he said lowly.

“What about them?”

“Well, first of all, they’re green.”

“Yes.” Her lips felt swollen as she formed the word.

“And your pupils…”

Her breathing quickened. She was not drowning. She was an animal caught in a hunter’s trap.

“Your pupils are wide.” He moved the tiniest bit closer to her, as if he, too, was under a spell.

“What does that mean?”

He shifted his cane from hand to hand, fidgeting. “Usually? Arousal.”

“What’s the other option?”

Oh, he was closer now for sure, his colossal body invading her space. He knew how to impose himself on her while clothed in this fine carriage. What about if he tried it in her bedroom with their clothes off again? What if he held her—

“What are you thinking about?” he asked, his voice rough.

“Menus.”

“Menus?”

“Yes, now that I’m the lady of the house in London, I need to work with the housekeeper and set the menus for the week.”

Edmund brought a hand to her neck and stroked over the front of it with his thumb. Ann held in a purr at the sensation.

“Liar,” he said with a smirk.

“I am not!” she cried.

“If I lifted your skirt right now, I wouldn’t find you wet and soft, suddenly ready to swallow my fingers and cock?”

“It might be hard for me to take you inside if you’re unable to maintain an erection while I’m in the room.”

Edmund placed an enormous hand over her knee and then gathered her skirts. “That problem might resolve—”

And then the carriage slowed and he looked out the window.

“We’ve arrived at the Forest,” he said. “I hope you’re prepared.”


Chapter 5


In a lounge off the ballroom where the Grand Bucks gathered to share a woman while wearing papier-mâché stag masks, Edmund was pacing long after the other three men had removed their clothes.

“I don’t think she’s ready,” he muttered while halfheartedly puffing on a cheroot.

“How could a woman ever be ready for all of this?” asked Thorncock, gesturing to his colossal piece with a smirk.

Stagshade spun a globe as if lost in a trance, not attending to their conversation.

“Rutlord,” said the High Buckthorn, referring to Edmund’s Buck title, “if she’s not ready, you need to step in and insist that she withdraw from tonight’s claiming.”

Edmund groaned internally, imagining the furor that would erupt if he once again denied his wife her pleasure. And a baby. “There must be another way.”

“Maybe she wants it to hurt,” said Stagshade, finally looking up from the globe. Why did the Bucks have a globe in their private lounge, anyway? Secret societies collected trophies over time, but they should really clean the place up some day they didn’t have a woman’s hard use on their schedule.

Edmund considered the idea that Ann might enjoy some pain. Her pupils had blown wide at his mention of the possibility. But she was so nearly an innocent she did not know how much danger lay in store. He and Crispin had already hurt her emotionally; he didn’t want physical damage from tonight on his hands.

“Most wives prepare over the course of weeks and months before taking us,” said the High Buckthorn. “Have you adequately prepared your wife for us?”

Edmund thought of Ann taking Clarence’s average piece on that bed as he watched. She wasn’t ready. This would hurt. But she’d defenestrate him should he deny her the pleasure she’d requested.

“You haven’t stretched her?” asked Thorncock, his papier-mâché antlers casting a shadow over Edmund.

“Have you trained her arse at least?” asked Stagshade, his cock jerking at the idea of a virgin hole for the taking.

“There’s no way a man of experience like the Rutlord would bring his wife to the Forest without making the necessary preparations,” said the High Buckthorn. “You’ve prepared her, haven’t you, chief?”

“No!” exploded Edmund as he realized his error. “She isn’t ready. I…have made some grave mistakes, and I was forced to offer the Bucks.”

“Forced to share your wife with other men?” asked Stagshade, his arched brow audible in his voice, though visually blocked by his mask.

“She wants a baby.”

“Congratulations, man,” said Thorncock. “May you enjoy making one.”

Edmund groaned, realizing he’d need to reveal some personal details for the story to make sense.

“I can’t be the father,” he ground out.

The three masks turned to look at him, abandoning all distractions.

“I can’t keep my cock hard with her.”

“What have you tried? I heard—”

“It’s no use,” said Edmund, collapsing into a chair where over a century of men had sat their bare arses. He really hoped the place had a staff aware of specialized cleaning procedures.

“Surely not—”

“I married her fourteen years ago, immediately after my brother seduced her. She was but sixteen. A pathetic scrap of a girl. I couldn’t do that to her, not after what Crispin did.”

The other Bucks were uncharacteristically silent as they considered Edmund’s story.

“So she asked to reach maturity prior to consummation of the marriage? And you respectfully allowed her to reach adulthood before initiating her into your bed?” asked the High Buckthorn.

Edmund winced. “Not exactly.”

The Bucks advanced on him, clearly getting the wrong idea. Edmund held out his hands. “Nothing like that, oh god, quite the opposite! I made a terrible error, yes, but it was the error of leaving her in the country.”

The other Bucks paused, exchanging glances.

“I haven’t touched her.”

“Ever?” asked Stagshade.

“We have not consummated our marriage. Given that my cock can’t stay hard around my wife, I doubt I can perform the task. The guilt is too profound. I need you gentlemen to step in for me and give her the baby she deserves.”

Even as Edmund confessed his cock’s struggles, he felt a flicker of doubt that they were unresolvable. His discovery of who was in his wife’s bed certainly caused him to wilt, but he had been hard before. And lately…he’d been feeling an interest in her. Growing, building feelings. But the die was cast, and he needed to deliver on his promises.

“We’ll make sure she remains safe in the Forest,” said the High Buckthorn.

“Thank you.”

“And we’ll ensure you both get what you need.”

Recriminations and fear consumed Edmund’s mind, making him unaware of the many unintended ways he could get what he needed.


Chapter 6


As the daughter of a draper, Ann noticed the floor in the Forest first. Yards of luxurious green fabric covered the ground, the crushed velvet further crushing under her bare feet most pleasurably.

“Welcome, madam,” said a tall, entirely nude man who advanced on her wearing a stag mask with elaborate antlers.

Ann wore nothing but a simple half-mask and she was new to London, so this man had no way of knowing that she was no mere madam, but was, in fact, the Marchioness of Montfort. Unless Edmund told his secret society brothers that he brought his own wife to their inner sanctum? But no husband would admit to such a thing, surely? Admit to being so repulsed by his wife that his cock couldn’t stand at attention long enough to get her with child?

“That harp…” the Buck said under his breath while looking towards a tapestry, behind which spectral music poured forth. “It haunts my dreams.”

“This place seems designed for dreams,” she said, gesturing to the naked trees anchored to the floor beneath that expanse of green fabric and reaching their spindly tops into the vaulted ceiling. Or nightmares, she thought to herself as they approached a place with one large chair. A throne.

From elsewhere in the ballroom, three stag-masked men walked toward them, their cocks heavy and in various states of hardness. Ann spotted Edmund immediately. His broad chest and flaccid cock gave him away. Once she saw him, Ann didn’t bother to study the two men with him. She didn’t need to look closer to know he was the most commanding of them all.

“The Rutlord will take the throne,” said the Buck who had greeted her.

Edmund stepped forward. Of course he had an elevated title. Rutlord indeed, she thought.

When he settled into the carved chair, Ann’s escort took her by the hand. “Such soft paws, my little squirrel. Are you this soft all over?” he asked, trailing a thumb over her knuckles.

Her breathing quickened. Ann had little real experience of flirtation or sex aside from that almost forgotten romance with Lord Crispin Wake all those years ago and her forgettable tryst with Clarence from the train. How was she supposed to play the sophisticated London woman when she was, in fact, not sophisticated at all and the vast majority of her sexual knowledge came from books?

“All will be right in the end,” the man said to her under his breath. Ann wished she could run to that reflecting pool beside a cluster of trees and void the contents of her stomach. She was so nervous and confused about this ritual. This ritual intended to leave her pregnant.

“The Rutlord will see to your comfort,” said her escort, and they drew nearer to where Edmund sat. “Take a seat upon his thighs, and he will help you through the ordeal.”

Ann stopped walking, and her stomach truly dropped for the first time that night. She’d been anxious before, but that was nothing to this. She was about to sit upon her husband? Presumably as other men took his place between her legs?

She should have been horrified, mortally offended, and stormed from that townhouse in disgust. Instead, she felt her breathing quicken and her quim grow wet as she thought of him witnessing her hard use. Seeing other men fill her and take his place.

No wonder Edmund hadn’t been coming home to the estate; Shropshire had nothing like this.

Despite limited experience with her husband’s nude body, she knew it was him, knew those strips of muscle that ran up his sides and that firm chest. The stag mask — its expression unchanging no matter what she said or did — helped her separate the man who had married and left her from this Buck seated on the throne.

“Seat yourself upon his thighs,” repeated her escort.

Ann stood before Edmund, unsure of how to proceed. Suddenly, they possessed too many limbs between them, and this entire night seemed like a farce.

Then Edmund took her hand.

As she settled herself on his legs, Ann tried to remain sitting upright so as not to make her husband uncomfortable.

“This won’t do,” he said, then slid an arm about her waist to draw her back against that enormous chest she so admired.

All the air in Ann’s lungs exited in a huff. The feeling of being held by Edmund, skin to skin, for the first time was shocking. No, more than shocking: it was delicious to feel his hot skin pressed against her own, his cock nestled against her arse, his arm banded about her waist. She must be imagining his manhood had swollen slightly. Despite herself, Ann closed her eyes and savored the sensation she’d been longing for since sometime in the last decade.

She jolted when she felt a hand touch her thigh.

“If you’ll permit me, Madam. I must assess your readiness for the ritual,” said her escort as the other two men looked on.

“See now, we’ve never done that before,” said Edmund behind her, the rumble of his deep voice transferring to her body and making her nipples hard. Ann’s joints seemed to melt in her husband’s hold, leaving her a collection of assorted bones within skin. She’d just wanted a baby to fill her lonely days, not to react so strongly to a man who clearly wanted nothing to do with her!

“That was under your watch, Rutlord. I’m in command of the Forest tonight.”

Ann thought she heard some muttering about something called the High Buckthorn behind Edmund’s mask, but she couldn’t be sure because she was adjusting to the feeling of being sat upon his legs.

She felt gangly as a colt, her body so much smaller than that of her husband. Ann didn’t know where to put her hands, how to balance. At the feel of the hand on her leg, she tried to open for him, but she just slipped on Edmund’s lap.

“Lean back against me,” Edmund said from within that papier-mâché mask. Somehow, the muffling of his voice by that mask allowed her to forget that it was her husband who held her.

Finally surrendering to his powerful arms, Ann slumped back against that broad chest and her center of gravity shifted. Edmund’s arm was like a sash across her body, as if a sash could also be a beam holding up an entire house. His other hand came to her knee.

“Open for my brother.”

Ann jerked in his hold, somehow thinking Edmund referred to Crispin, dead these many years. She felt suddenly cold, all erotic longing shoved into some root cellar.

“Not him,” said Edmund, stroking the skin on her thigh ever so softly. “You’re mine.”

Her body suddenly ran from cold to hot. What did he mean by that statement? He’d not bothered to claim her in the course of their long marriage. Ann was puzzling over his words when he spoke again.

“Open these pretty legs,” he said, helping her balance as she brought her legs to the outside of his. He thought her legs pretty?

She was naked and spread on her husband’s lap, in full view of three other men. One stood before her, his cock longer than before. Two watching from the side had their thick pieces in hand, slowly stroking as they stared between her legs.

Looking down, Ann saw her auburn bush and the shadow of her most private parts exposed. She moved her hand down to cover herself on instinct.

“There, now,” said Edmund as he slid his hand over hers and drew it up to rest on her lower belly. His big hand caged it, and the sight of him so close to her quim made her breaths come quicker.

“Are you well?”

“Yes,” she rasped, watching their hands move together as she took in and expelled air. His thumb shifted almost imperceptibly, stroking her skin just below the navel. Her lids grew heavy as she surrendered to his control.

“We’re going to put a baby in you tonight. Would you like that?”

Blood rushed to her nub at his crude words, and far from being offended, she wanted him to keep talking, keep narrating. His voice got her hotter than the sight of those naked cocks, hard and ready for her.

“Yes, I want a baby,” she said, trying to disguise the lust in her voice. Your baby, she thought before shaking her head and focusing on what she could reasonably hope for.

“We’ll put him right here,” said Edmund, stroking that thumb over the place that complained so painfully each month she did not fall pregnant. Was his voice breathy, or was that just the mask?

“Do you promise?” she asked softly, fearful that this night of debauchery alone wouldn’t make her a mother. What if Edmund considered this night enough to discharge his duty to her and sent her back with empty arms and an empty womb, never to fulfil the greatest wish of her heart?

It couldn’t be true, but she felt as though he pulled her closer. “I promise.”

“Shall I examine the lady to make sure she’s prepared for the Bucks?” asked the man before her that Edmund had called the High Buckthorn.

Ann felt Edmund’s papier-mâché snout against her cheek, and a sense of support filled her. He was beside her, even if he couldn’t bring himself to be within her.

“Yes,” she said, spreading her legs further apart to expose herself to the man’s gaze.

At first, he merely let his hand trail up her thigh. Ann watched as his hand dipped below hers and Edmund’s, joined on her belly.

And then she felt him, felt a light touch on her inner lips that had her shuddering in Edmund’s firm hold.

“Are you well?” he asked.

“It feels so good,” she murmured back.

The High Buckthorn brought a finger to her straining nub, and Ann moaned while Edmund’s powerful arms contained her jolt at the sensation.

“Do you like him touching you?” asked Edmund. His voice was strained, as if he, too, was aroused.

His voice combined with the other man’s careful touches to allow Ann to imagine that it was Edmund stroking between her thighs, pleasuring her so quickly she thought she might explode at any moment.

“Yes,” said Ann in a high voice.

“She’s not ready,” said the High Buckthorn, withdrawing from her quim. Ann wanted to scream.

“Not ready?” asked Ann faintly, tears rushing to her eyes.

“What do you mean?” asked Edmund, his voice tight and loud as the rumbles transferred to her.

“Insufficiently wet,” the man said. “Too tight.”

“Edmund,” she whimpered. “Do something. I can’t…”

“Do you trust me?” he asked, sounding as if he was just as distraught as she by the turn of events. That couldn’t be possible, but she appreciated his consideration.

Did she trust him? Abandoning her after their hasty marriage had made her silently rail against him for years, but she trusted him. He’d stepped in and married her on the off chance that Crispin had put a baby in her during their brief romance. Edmund had disappointed her greatly, but he was an honorable man.

“I do,” she said, failing to recognize how those words echoed the vows they’d made all those years ago, under duress.

“I’m going to touch you,” he said, bringing their hands lower on her belly together. He’d reached the place her hair began and drew their fingers over it.

She wondered what he was thinking, what that little pelt felt like under his big fingers as they guided hers down and down. She wanted to tilt her pelvis to meet his touch sooner, but he held her so firmly that she was helpless, like a kitten in her mama’s mouth.

“Are you going to get wet for me?” he asked in a low rumble within that mask, as if three other men weren’t standing by and stroking their cocks as the Wakes learned how to be married.

“What?” she wheezed as she felt their fingers trip over the top of her cleft.

“Are you going to get that little pussy wet for me?”

“For you?”

He took their fingers lower and let them run over her nub and down to her hole. “For me. Other men might use this, but you’re still mine.”

Somehow, the hand across her midsection had found its way to her breast, which fit entirely within his hold. Ann looked down, taking in how completely she was in her husband’s possession, and felt the first tremors of pleasure in her abdomen.

“Not yet,” he said sternly.

“You sound like a father,” she said wryly, thinking of that man who had wrangled a marquess for his ruined daughter of inconsequential birth.

“I’m not your father,” said Edmund, bringing their fingers back up to slide over that straining nub.

And then he moved their hands in a circle to tease all around where she wanted contact the most.

“I’m your husband.”

Ann drew breath so fast she could barely hear the end of the word. What was he saying? That he wanted to…be married to her? Publicly, before his Grand Buck brothers? His hold suggested nothing platonic and everything carnal, and she hoped he would explain his meaning, but he simply flexed his thighs to spread her legs further apart.

“Open for me,” he grunted, his body moving beneath hers. She needed to feel him right on her nub, petting it until she exploded as she had done so many nights while alone in Shropshire, but he pulled their fingers back and caressed her lips.

“Edmund, please,” she whispered, feeling more needy than ever before. He had her pleasure within his power and he was choosing to deny it!

“Is my wife going to get soft for me?”

He had to know what he was doing to her based on how she squirmed in his lap, how she chased the feeling of their fingers. She was so under his control that she barely registered the other men in the room or the sounds of music nearby. Or that her husband’s cock was hardening below her.

“I’ll be good for you,” she said tentatively, still worried that he might toss her aside for another fourteen years if she made some wrong move.

“Are you going to let me inside?” he asked, guiding their fingers to trace the entrance of her channel. Around they went, setting her nerves afire. She wished he’d just do the thing and make her combust, but Edmund seemed patient. Meanwhile, she wanted him hard and fast!

“I want you inside,” she said, her voice shaky and pleading as Edmund fit their index fingers together and set them at the entrance of her channel.

“We’ll go in together,” he said, pushing slowly in.

How could there be any doubt that she was wet enough to take the Bucks? Their fingers slid to the first knuckle with no resistance, and Ann’s abdomen flexed on its own as tremors began from within.

“Not yet,” Edmund crooned. “Breathe through it. Don’t go shattering on me and tightening up. We need to open this little pussy up.”

Ann closed her eyes, trying to remain in control as her body begged for release on their fingers. Would that she could rock and erupt as she longed to, but she needed to be good for Edmund. Her husband.

“A bit further now,” he said, pressing them inside until they could go no deeper, their hands tangled between her thighs. “Look at us, sweetheart.”

She wanted to mewl, roll around in his endearment, but she forced herself to focus on the sensation.

And then he moved his thumb. Oh, god, he must have tupped every woman in London to know how to play her body like the notes drifting from behind that tapestry. Edmund stroked so lightly over her bump that Ann had to grip the armrests of that throne to keep herself from collapsing entirely into orgasm.

“You know what that feeling is, Annie?”

He was too cruel, she thought as her nails dug into the chair at his endearment. He’d been storing up fourteen years of pleasure only to inflict it on her all at once — precisely at the moment other men were supposed to impregnate her!

“No?”

“No what, Annie?”

“No…husband?”

“You don’t know what your pussy is doing?” he asked. “You haven’t stroked your little kitty cat while alone in your bed?”

Ann rocked rhythmically in his lap now, unconcerned with appearing too eager or desperate for contact. She was. At this moment, she would crawl over glass just to keep her husband’s expert hand on her.

Edmund withdrew their fingers from Ann’s hole and directed their hands down in a quick slap on her nub before she knew what happened.

“Urgh!” she cried out, spasming around nothing from the pleasurable pain.

“I repeat myself: did you touch my kitty while I was away?”

Ann gasped. “You left me,” she cried accusingly, “you left me for years, frolicked here without me, and gave another woman your child. All the while, I — yes — had to touch my quim alone.”

“I’m sorry, sweetheart,” he said, massaging her breast, just short of being too hard on her tender flesh and straining nipple. “But I didn’t want to hurt you, not when I’m so big and you’re so small.”

“Show me you’re sorry,” said Ann grumpily, tired of being ordered to control the orgasm he was so adeptly bringing to the surface. “And I’m not small.”

Edmund brought their combined index and middle fingers together at the entrance of her channel. “Are you sure about that?” he asked, guiding them inside.

“Oh, no,” she wheezed, feeling the considerable stretch from her arse to her hard nub. Ann felt as if her channel were being tested. Tested for birthing her husband’s baby.

Edmund stilled his movement. “Do you need us to stop, Annie?” he asked, nuzzling her hair with the snout of that odd mask.

Ann looked between her legs, where those fingers were stuffed within her, splitting her quim in a way that almost hurt. Then she glanced at the three Bucks, all with their eyes locked on her pussy, their club-like cocks in hand. She’d needed to be stretched for these men to fit there.

“Do it,” she rasped, bucking to get his hands moving again. “Open me.”

“You’re going to let my brothers inside like a good girl, are you?” he asked, pushing their fingers deeper into her channel.

She whimpered when their digits traced over a spot that felt like it ran to some deeper nerves, some well of pleasure she’d never tapped before. Why had Edmund denied her this for so long while having a right to use her body as he wished?

But he didn’t wish, she reasoned as he stroked over that spot expertly and made her muscles tremble as he tested her limits. He’d made the choice to say his vows and never see her again. And now he was going to give Ann to these other men rather than impregnate her himself. Once again, he was providing what she needed but withholding himself. But it was hard to rail at him when his brother Bucks were standing by, ready to fuck and fill her.

“Yes, husband,” she said in a soft voice, gazing at each of those three masked men, ‌then at their ready cocks.

“Then I suppose we should get you properly wet, shouldn’t we?” he asked before pressing their fingers into a place that felt spongy and swollen and like it might make her have an accident all over the floor in front of these sophisticated London men.

“Oh no,” she moaned, rocking all the while as she ascended to some place she never knew existed. She was trying to fight her own body’s reaction, but the urge to keep going and see what lay on the other side was too powerful.

“Get that pussy soaked for my brothers,” Edmund growled. “Opening you up for them. Opening my wife’s hole for them to breed.”

The words and a firm stroke along that spot combined to break down Ann’s defenses. Her body went rigid, and she bore down on the armrests she was holding as her body broke in ways she couldn’t have commanded, even if she knew the words for what was happening.

She clamped down on their fingers and rubbed her nub against the side of Edmund’s hand reflexively as liquid poured from within her. She had no way to stop it, no wish to break the flow of it as she spasmed endlessly in her husband’s hold.

Despite that, he stroked that place through the pleasure, bringing her back again and again until she cried out as her overused nerves protested.

Edmund pulled their fingers from her clasp and pushed his mask up to suck the liquid from their hands. The feeling of his tongue on her fingertip made Ann jolt as she imagined what he’d feel like feasting between her thighs.

“Delicious,” he said, bringing his mask back into place. “Now, let’s get you a baby.”


Chapter 7


He was scaring her. He had to be scaring her. Ann was quaking in his hold, though he realized some of that had to be from the force of her orgasm.

He’d pushed her. Edmund didn’t know where that talk of being her husband came from, but it had dripped off his tongue at the moment and she seemed to have enjoyed it at the time…though he couldn’t help but imagine that it would open up some doors impossible to get closed again. Their marriage had been so neat. And every second they spent in this chair, their relationship got messier.

Messy as that cunt that was dripping honey now, to his great satisfaction. He hoped she couldn’t feel how hard she’d gotten his cock. He’d declared himself impotent too early. Still, he wouldn’t deny his Annie anything now, not when she was so close to getting what she wanted, needed, and deserved.

Edmund placed his hand over his wife’s whole pussy, feeling suddenly possessive. “Are you ready to take those cocks?” he asked, gesturing with his mask’s snout to the three Bucks waiting to stretch and fill her.

“Yes, Edmund,” she said, her voice trembling.

Oh, that touched something in him. His sack felt uncomfortably full at that little voice saying his name. Fuck, he needed to get his wife filled so they could go home and he could put her to bed. In the room next to his, where he could watch over her as she grew a baby. His heir.

“Who is up first?” asked Edmund, fondling Ann’s nub to warm her up, though she’d barely come down from gushing.

The thought of her pussy spasming and squirting forth liquid because of deep pleasure made him want to adjust his cock, but Annie was in his lap and he didn’t want to interrupt their game.

“I’ll take her first,” said the High Buckthorn, stepping forward with his cock in hand.

Edmund felt Ann jolt as she saw the size of him. Ha, it was a good thing she would not take Edmund if his brother Buck was a concern.

“I’ll help you fit him in,” said Edmund soothingly.

He trailed his fingers down to those swollen lips and spread them apart to show the Buckthorn his wife’s open, wet hole.

“You did a good job stretching her for us,” said the Buckthorn, fitting his cockhead at her entrance.

“He’s going to push into you now. Is that alright?” asked Edmund, still keeping Ann spread and fondling her nipple with his other hand.

“Yes,” said Ann, her breath expelled in one gasp when the Buckthorn pushed himself inside, smoothly, in one go.

“How does my wife feel?” asked Edward.

“Tight,” bit out the Buckthorn. “But you know that.”

“I don’t, actually.”

“Then you should take a turn on your wife,” he said slyly, drawing himself out and sliding back in. “Seed her cunt with us.”

Ann trembled in his hold. Initially, Edmund thought it was a sign she was terrified of the idea that he might fuck her, but then the Buckthorn said, “She fluttered around me. Maybe your wife wants you to claim her pussy.”

Edmund let his fingers roam to her nub and traced it gently while considering his options. Ann was getting what she needed. What they both needed. That was enough — wasn’t it?

“Get in here, Stagshade,” said the High Buckthorn, withdrawing from Ann’s clasp before he spent. While the Bucks wore false antlers, they were a very collegial lot and typically passed the evening’s woman around with no greed or acrimony.

Stagshade dropped his cock at Ann’s entrance and pressed in with no hesitation. Edmund felt Ann brace initially, then relax again in his hold.

“That’s it. Let my brother Buck give you a baby,” he said, placing his hand possessively on Ann’s lower belly. He imagined her body swelling there and carrying a child. Would that it was…

Then Ann did something unexpected. She slid her smaller hand over his, so they both rested against where she would carry the Wake heir.

The Wake heir, Edmund thought, holding Ann, who whimpered as Stagshade used her pussy and prepared to seed her.

“You still want that baby?” he asked Ann in a low voice. Edmund wasn’t sure where the question came from, but he needed to know she still fared well despite her hard use.

“Yes, I still want our baby,” she said, bringing her free hand up and back to stroke Edmund’s neck.

How had she learned such a trick? The most worldly courtesan could not show her body to such advantage nor elicit such tremors of desire within a career rake like Edmund.

Her breasts were on the small side, but high and firm. Edmund wanted nothing more than to see them heavy with their child’s milk. His hard shaft ached, but he couldn’t touch it without sending Ann sprawling. Blast.

“Your wife has a real wet trap, brother,” said Stagshade, grinding deep.

Having never been in the position of having his wife’s pussy complimented, Edmund was initially unsure how to respond but ultimately offered, “Quite right.”

Thorncock advanced on them, his piece in hand. He nodded, and Stagshade withdrew to give him a turn on Ann. “But you wouldn’t know, would you?” he asked Edmund. “Having never fucked your wife.”

“Now, see here,” said Edmund, wishing he could stand and give his fellow Buck a good talking to.

“See here,” said Thorncock, in a taunting voice. “I’m spearing your wife’s cunt, about to get an heir on her. It’s too bad she won’t let you fuck her. But I suppose she has good taste and only wants the finest.”

That bastard must be smirking behind his stag mask, but what was he playing at? Edmund was about to request a private audience with the other Bucks when Ann spoke up.

“I’ll have you know,” she said, her voice trembling with emotion. “I’ll have you know I want my husband very much indeed.”

Edmund stifled a groan, more blood rushing to his cock. She was going to unman him without so much as a stroke if she said things like that. The feel of her cunny under his fingers was nothing compared to the shocking news that she wanted him. But did she say these things out of some misguided loyalty, so he could save face before the other Bucks?

“There was a time when he was too much man for me to handle, yes. I was but a girl when we married.”

Edmund’s fingers plucked at the skin on Ann’s belly, silently begging her to stop. He couldn’t hear this confession now, not in this place, while another man was inside of her.

And of course she continued. “But as I sat in that Shropshire estate and waited for my husband to return, I found books.”

Edmund stilled. She couldn’t mean…

“His brother’s books. Works of pornography and eroticism that filled my dreams. And when I slept, there was no man covering me but my husband.”

He jolted, the revelation hitting like a bullet. Ann desired him? Didn’t fear him, but actually wanted him?

“I want him to be the one between my legs, giving me a baby,” she said, her voice wavering. “But since he can’t, you’ll do.”

Edmund stood from his chair, not thinking that he had Ann in his arms, and Thorncock within her. His brother Buck’s cock had slipped out as Edmund lifted Ann with him from the chair. He felt awkward as they stood back to front before his three assembled brothers.

“Is it true?” asked Edmund, lowly, for Ann’s ears alone. It was possible that she said these things to defend him but didn’t actually want her big, old husband to take her.

And take her he would, he thought, his cock erect and pinned against his wife’s body. He needed to get her home and fill her. But only if she truly wanted him.

“I want my arms full, Edmund,” she said just as softly in response. “With our baby‌. And with you.”

Edmund walked to the place where a tapestry hung to guard against the musicians seeing the Bucks’ activities. With silent apologies to the sensibilities of the artists, his brother Bucks, and the Forest staff, he yanked it down, wrapped Ann in it, and carried her off.

***

Across the room, Stagshade threw his arm about Thorncock’s shoulders as they made their way back to the lounge.

“It seems we’re not needed,” Stagshade said, chuckling at the memory of how the stoic Rutlord had utterly lost his head for his wife. They’d seen it happen before, but witnessing an experienced man — one of their own — fall so publicly was unexpected.

“Shall we pay a call to Amanda’s nunnery?” Thorncock asked.

None of them had unloaded tonight, and seed going unexpressed might cause an imbalance in their humors. For the sake of their health, they should probably see to the needs of their cocks as soon as possible. Or so the founders of the Grand Bucks order believed over a century ago.

“I should depart for the coast immediately,” said Thorncock, genuine regret in his voice. “My old tutor’s daughter is coming to Town, and I gave him my undying promise to help see her happily settled.”

“I hope he didn't mean for you to marry her!” exclaimed Stagshade with a hoot; he struggled to imagine his lusty friend settled. “What was this man thinking, entrusting his daughter to you, of all people?”

“I can only imagine that he believed my title would aid her entry to society. She’s been living these years in the Colonies, you see,” said Thorncock.

“A Yank. A tutor’s daughter. Moving among the ton?”

“Ahh, but there’s a twist. She was born here. And she’s an heiress, something on her mother’s side.”

Both men grunted, seeing her path in society cleared neatly thanks to that detail. Plenty of aristocrats needed rich, otherwise unsuitable brides to keep their estates solvent.

“So, you see, she’ll have far better prospects than me. Her presence in London need not trouble me at all.”

***

With his cock in hand, Frederick Clare, Duke of FitzOsbern — known in the Forest as the High Buckthorn — stared at the shocked faces of the musicians once hidden behind the tapestry. The violinist was tripping over himself to depart, but Frederick was arrested at the sight of the person seated before a great harp. The person who had been playing the notes that had so haunted him these few months.

He only saw a lovely face with intelligent eyes; her hair was pinned back, and her gown was simple. Eyes that widened at the sight of his naked form and frankly terrifying stag mask.

“Don’t fear,” he said, dropping his cock so he could hold out his hands to show he wasn’t a danger to her. Her expression when his heavy dick bounced against his thigh showed his attempt amounted to naught.

When she moved sedately to depart the Forest, Frederick wished to chase after her, but he knew some stories were a long time coming. He would be patient. For now.


Chapter 8


Edmund carried Ann into his apartments, heading to some room off the bedroom. Looking about the chamber for the first time, she was surprised that they didn't immediately go to the enormous four-poster.

“I thought you meant to take me to bed,” said Ann, still wearing only that tapestry from the Forest. Edmund had solicitously wrapped her in the fabric, then whisked her off to his carriage, where he’d barked orders for the coachmen and footmen to turn their backs for his wife’s modesty.

He really could have allowed her time to dress; he’d pulled on just enough clothing to evade arrest, but she was so turned about by his protective actions that she merely clung to his neck and enjoyed the feeling of being in his arms.

“Need to get them off of you,” he mumbled while walking through the vast bedroom into what seemed to be a…bathing chamber? He’d taken his stag mask off, tossing it on the floor of the Forest as they departed, but his voice was still so far away as he growled the few words he got out.

Before them spread the most spectacular bathing chamber she’d ever seen. Ann read magazines and gazettes and had seen the new sanitary inventions that she’d secretly wanted to try simply for the pleasure of splashing around in them.

In pride of place was a hooded shower bath, the front half of the bathing tub enclosed by high walls.

“You have one of the new—”

“Yes, in we go,” grumbled Edmund, not bothering to remove his clothes as he stepped into the bath. He pulled the tapestry from Ann’s body after holding it in place so carefully the entire trip home, finally allowing her bare feet to drop so she could stand.

She stood there as he pressed his chest to her back and turned a knob. Rather than the trickle of cold water she had envisioned when reading those articles and perusing advertisements, a gushing flow of lukewarm water erupted from a pipe and head above.

Edmund pulled her back against him. Their bodies melded together. “It will get hot,” he said, fiddling with the knob.

And so she stood in her husband’s arms, wondering what he was about. At last, he judged the water a suitable temperature and took up soap, lathering it and then placing his hands at her shoulders.

“Edmund?” she asked. Did he judge her hygiene to be displeasing?

“I need to get the smell of the Bucks off you,” he said.

Ann felt instantly hurt, as if she’d done something wrong. But he had been the one to suggest that she go to the Bucks! It was his secret society, all his! She was about to protest vociferously when he raised her arms and began washing below them, then lathered soap over her breasts.

“But you gave me to the Bucks!” she cried, no longer willing to be ignored and dismissed. She didn’t care if she loved him. This was too hurtful and unfair to bear. She’d walk right out of the house in that tapestry if she had to!

Edmund wrapped his arms around her middle and pressed their cheeks together. All the while, he muttered, “You’re mine, Annie. I need to get them off of you and then claim you. Mark you as my own. My wife.”

A sob escaped her lips, unbidden feelings breaking suddenly at his unexpected words.

“Annie, my love, don’t cry over your big, stupid husband,” he said, caressing her belly as his voice betrayed the emotions he was holding in.

“You’re not stupid,” she said. Oh, to be like this always, held in his arms. All the while, warm water fell upon them in that marvelous shower bath.

“But I am. I wish I could say I was young and foolish when we married, but I was older than you now. Older and distraught at what Crispin had done to you.”

Ann turned in her husband’s hold so she could look at him as they talked. Initially, this put her directly under the spray of water, but he pulled her closer to protect her from the drops.

She needed to make some things clear. It might cause him to hate her, but she owed him some details of what had transpired between her and Edmund’s brother.

“But I was not unwilling,” she said, hoping that he would recall that Crispin’s attentions hadn’t been unwelcome.

“You were a girl,” whispered Edmund, taking her head between his enormous hands. After so many years, he finally showed what he’d been staying away to hide: that his brother’s actions anguished him.

His face was tight with pain as he regarded his wife, thought of how young and vulnerable she’d been when Crispin had taken advantage of her innocence and landed them both in a marriage they didn’t want. He’d seen the look of horror in her eyes on their wedding day and knew that she wasn’t ready to be his wife; would never consent to being his wife in truth, after what Crispin had done.

“I wasn’t unwilling,” she said, placing her hands over his and speaking reassuringly.

“But you were a girl,” Edmund bit out, his jaw held tight.

“And he was a fine lord, a handsome one at that,” she said, studying those pained eyes.

“He shouldn’t have done it.”

Ann dropped a hand to her husband’s chest and traced the path of water over his skin and thatch of hair. Edmund wasn’t wrong. But his assumptions about her seduction had kept them apart for fourteen years. She needed to clear up his misapprehensions so they could be a family at last.

“Crispin should not have seduced me, I agree,” she said.

Edmund grunted.

“But you need to understand that marrying me and leaving me at your estate hurt me far more than Crispin tearing my maidenhead at sixteen,” she said, her hand now a fist settled against that broad chest.

“I did it to protect you,” he said, his eyes looking strangely bright. He — this towering monument to masculinity — couldn’t be crying, could he? “You suffered the consequences of the Wake family’s lust, and I wasn’t about to force you through that again. You were young, Ann. You were all of sixteen, bringing a sad little doll with you into the house where you were to serve as mistress!”

Their toes met each other in that tub as they inched closer together while solving the longtime problem of their broken marriage. Edmund realized what was happening and used his big toe to stroke his wife’s; he’d reach her heart any way he could, even if it meant traveling all the way up an artery.

“I was young, but that only magnified the confusion I felt at a choice you never consulted me before making,” she said.

“Leaving you ruined in judgmental Shropshire after what Crispin did would have been unthinkable. Especially when there was the risk of a child.”

Ann hung her head, recalling that time. Edmund wasn’t wrong.

“And then I saw how you looked at me in the church,” he said, the full extent of his anguish finally coloring his voice. “You feared me, Annie. I couldn’t force you to live with me.”

Her eyes dropped to his nipples. Even those blasted things were handsome and desirable.

“In that church, I did fear you,” she said.

Edmund nodded, satisfied that he'd read her face correctly and his decision to stay away was for the best.

“But,” she said, pinching one of those nipples that taunted her. “As I reached my majority and understood more about what might happen between…loving people, I craved you.”

Ann let the words sink in, holding his gaze boldly as she dragged her tongue over her husband’s nipple to show how deep her desire for him ran. He seemed at a loss for words, so she continued.

“I imagined you returning to your estate in Shropshire, ordering me to undress, and taking me. I considered each room in the house. Considered all the positions, all while touching myself to the thought of you filling me. That’s what I’ve been doing for the last decade. How I’ve filled the time while you weren’t filling me.”

The bathing chamber was silent, save for the sound of the falling water. Perhaps she’d said too much, gone too far. But her desire demanded that she speak in hopes of at last making a marriage out of a legal agreement.

“Our estate,” he said.

“I beg your pardon?”

“You said ‘your estate.’ As my wife, it is our estate.”

“I believe any court in the land would rule that the estate, in fact, belongs to you.”

“Belongs to the marquessate, not me, not that one, if we must be technical. Or most of our estates.”

“I don’t follow,” she said.

“I don’t want to be technical,” said Edmund, drawing an arm around Ann’s back to press her wet front to his firm chest. “I don’t want a technical marriage. A marriage on paper. I want to share what is mine with you.”

“But you just said the estate is not yours to share with me.”

Edmund brought his lips close to hers, holding them there as he looked down upon the slip of a girl who had grown into being his wife. He was now ready to make her his wife, in truth. But was she ready for him? Could she possibly handle what he had to give her?

“Then let me give you all the things that are mine to give instead,” he said, bringing her hand to his cock.

Ann’s lips parted, and she searched Edmund’s face for signs they wanted the same thing. Looking down, she saw his ruddy cockhead emerge from her grasp. Then she covered it again, causing her husband to moan while he gripped the hood of the bath that prevented water from spraying onto the floor.

“I want this,” she said softly, working him in her hand. “But I want something else more.”

“A baby,” he said with certainty. “I’ll work tirelessly to give you one. Many, if you’ll permit. Happily.”

She waved that aside with her free hand before placing it on his chest. “If you mean to get a baby on me and return to how things were, tell me now. I’ll still have your baby, but I need to know before we take another step whether you’ll ever…feel things for me. Whether you’ll let me feel things for you.”

“I said I don’t want a technical marriage,” said Edmund, his voice rising when Ann stroked a spot on the underside of his cock that felt like heaven.

“Yes, you mean to take me to bed?”

“I mean to claim you, body and soul.”

Ann’s breathing quickened, uncertain because her dreams were possibly coming true. Edmund stepped out of the bath and held out a hand to her.

“Will you permit me?” he asked.

As if in a trance, Ann placed her hand in his giant paw. She stared at how they fit together, this somehow feeling more intimate than when they’d worked her quim in tandem.

Edmund lifted her hand and kissed it. “I had meant to protect you from further harm at the hands of the Wake family, and I made a tremendous error. Many errors.”

“I’m a Wake, too.”

“That you are. Shall we attempt to make another?”

***

When Edmund laid her down on his big four-poster, Ann had a moment of panic. It might not have been their wedding night, but this was the consummation of their marriage, at long last.

“My beautiful Annie,” he sighed from between her thighs, where he gazed upon that place he’d denied himself for so long. Edmund’s hands ran over every part of her until she was prepared to beg.

And then he dipped his mouth to her quim and sent Ann’s back bowing. His tongue and lips, and eventually fingers, seemed to be everywhere, making it hard to understand what he was doing to make her feel so good. Her frantic explorations under the blankets in Shropshire never felt quite like this!

Her hips rocked encouragingly, and she held the nape of her husband’s neck as he drove her higher.

“Enter me now,” she gasped, tugging at his short hair to bring him up from her nub, which he was lavishing with kisses.

“I mean to see you explode first,” he said.

“I want to do that while you’re within me,” she replied, coaxing him up.

“If you insist.”

Edmund shuffled up the bed, wiping his face on the bedclothes as he moved. “You are the wettest girl, my wife.”

Ann covered her face with mortification. She should have never allowed him to linger there!

Edmund plucked her hands from her eyes and smiled down at her. “It’s a good thing you’re so wet because otherwise there’d be no way I could fit this inside you.”

He looked down at where his cock rested against his wife’s entrance. He eased her lips open and let the cockhead press into the very start of her channel.

Ann watched as he pushed in for the first time, holding her breath as she felt the magnitude of the stretch from his cock.

“Breathe, my darling,” he said, stroking her belly to remind her to draw in air.

"You're so big, Edmund," she said, feeling like she was being filled for the first time because of his size.

“Bigger than my brother Bucks?” he asked playfully.

“You know you are,” she whined as he eased all the way inside of her channel.

Edmund chuckled, then stilled. “What if we make a baby tonight?”

“We won’t know if we’ve made a baby for some time.”

“I suppose we’ll have to keep trying for an heir until we’re certain.”

“But we’re not making an heir, are we?” she asked, planting a kiss at the corner of his mouth.

“Aren’t we?”

“We’re attempting to make a child.”

“Is that so very different?” he asked, dipping his head to return the kiss in the same spot on her mouth.

“It is indeed. This baby won’t belong to the marquessate like your entailed estates, but to us.”

“That sounds far less daunting than creating an heir,” said Edmund, bringing his thumb to her nub, which made her jolt. “So sensitive.”

“Can you blame me? I’ve been wet and ready for you for ages, Edmund,” she whined as he pressed that hard shaft in and out.

“Are you ready to take this load I’ve got for you? Ready to carry my child?”

“Yes, but…” she said, trailing off.

Edmund slowed his thrusts. “What is it, love? What can I do for you?”

At that moment, Ann knew he truly would do anything for her. It filled her heart with hope, and it gave her courage to voice her deepest desires.

“While reading books…” she started. “I saw things.”

Edmund smiled, liking where this conversation was going. He did so love books. Why, he was so thankful for their existence he might endow several new libraries. But first, he needed to hear what his wife had to say.

“It’s just that animals are so good at having babies,” she said shyly, holding her breasts as Edmund’s gentle thrusts set them swaying. She toyed with her own nipples, seemingly not realizing she was doing it.

"That they are," said Edmund, noting the direction this was going but wanting to avoid rushing anything now that he was finally uniting with his wife. For good.

“Well,” she said, licking her lips. “Perhaps if we were to do things in the animal way, your seed might take better. Faster.”

“I think you’re right, Annie. We should try it. To get a baby fast.”

“Yes, yes, exactly,” she said, coming to her hands and knees. She looked back for reassurance and he nodded his head encouragingly. Then Ann dropped her shoulders low and Edmund groaned.

She popped back up. “Are you unwell?”

Edmund gently directed her back down and took in her body, spread before him. “You want me to rut you like a bull?” he asked, letting his cockhead rest at her entrance so she could feel the stretch of taking him from this angle. From behind.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned. Edmund could hear the pleasured smile in her voice and inched his hips forward so she’d feel every bit of him entering her. Breeding her. Filling her.

“Are you going to stay still, my little cow, while I rut you? And give you a baby?”

“Yes, husband,” she said, her back arching as he bottomed out in her channel.

Edmund groaned, feeling her ripple around him as her pleasure intensified at their play. “You do that and I’ll come too fast, darling.”

He worked himself in and out, watching her take him so well. He needed to make her spend so he could let these aching balls unload.

When Edmund applied his fingertips to her nub, at first Ann twisted reflexively, then she grabbed the sheets and broke around him, her channel working against and around him until he felt his belly and spine try to meet as he came.

On reflex, he nearly pulled himself from his wife’s wet clasp, but recovered his senses in time to stay within her hold and press himself deep as he seeded her womb.

His grunt as he pulled himself from within that hold on his cock came from before recorded history. Edmund had to cover his mouth as he surveyed the mess he’d made of his wife’s perfect cunt in their efforts to get her with child. He’d have no shortage of erotic delights while staying within the confines of his marriage now.

After Edmund helped Ann settle in his arms so they might hold each other and talk, he slipped his fingers into her tight clasp and stayed there, still.

“Is that to hold your seed within me?” she whispered, brushing hair from his eyes.

“That, and I wanted to be closer to you,” he whispered back, placing a tender kiss on her lips.

Ann smiled, taking in his entire face as if seeing him for the first time. “I’ve never done it like that before.”

Edmund paused, his heart in his throat. “Neither have I.”

“You haven’t? Never? That seems unlikely. You don’t need to dissemble, husband,” she said playfully.

“Not like that,” he said, his face serious. “Not with someone I love.”

Ann’s face seemed to flicker through a thousand emotions until she settled into a teary smile.

“Well,” she said, “perhaps we should do it again. For practice.”

And thus, they spent that night, and all the nights to come.

THE END

***
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