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Prologue


"I don't know," I said with a frown. "You really think it's worth giving it a try?"

I was talking with my writer friend, Lacey, and she had just suggested to me that I try writing a crime erotica.

"It's the biggest thing in erotica at the moment," she said, "but you have an advantage. All the writers are doing noir-type stories. It would just take one person to write a Victorian one, and they would have the corner on a new market. And a Victorian setting would be perfect for all that repressed sexuality coming out. You know that most erotica writers are in the US. Being in the UK, you would be able to write it more authentically."

It was true, I had read a lot over the years that was set in the late Victorian era, and I could probably fake it enough to be convincing.

"But I write freeuse, hotwife at a push. Do you think that would work in a crime story?"

I could almost imagine Lacey rolling her eyes.

"You could make freeuse fit into anything; you made it fit into a book club story. I bet if you think about it, you can find a really good story hook."

I had to admit, I was intrigued by the idea. I had always been a fan of murder mysteries, and if I could mix that with erotica, it would be a joy to write. And it couldn't sell less than my horror erotica had done.

"Tell you what," I said to Lacey, "I'll look into it. See what I can come up with."

She chuckled to herself, and I knew why. Whenever she had suggested something in the past that I was at first reluctant to do, as soon as I did, I realized it was the right thing to do for my writing career.

"Okay, get back to me if you come up with an idea."

I didn't tell her at the time, but I already had something swirling about in my head. The thing about writing a murder mystery is that you actually have to work out all the plot and clues and characters, and that is a whole load of work. What if I could write something based on a real-life event? Wouldn't that take a whole load of stress out of writing it? Just chuck in a little sex and BINGO, a new book in a fresh new genre.

About ten years ago, my dad had gotten into family history research and had unearthed a lot of diaries, photos, and documents going back generations. After a while, as always with these things, he got bored and offloaded it all onto me. I was sure that he had said one of my ancestors was a police constable back in the 1860s. Maybe if there were some documentation from him, that could spark a story.

It took me about two weeks to find the relevant box of information Dad had given me; it was buried deep down in a pile of papers, photos, and folders. Eventually, I pulled what I wanted free from the other clutter, carried it to the front room, and placed it down on the table. Opening it up, I was greeted by a pile of diaries, stacked in chronological order. The top one was marked "Constable Archie Newman, Private Diary, 1862."

I took it and sat down, wiping the years of dust from the cover. I knew there was a very good chance that it would be a very boring read and not helpful, but when I cracked the book open and read the first paragraph, I knew that things were looking up.


Chapter One


This is the Private Diary of Archie Newman. If you are reading this, then I am no longer alive, as I will make sure that no one ever sees this while I still draw breath. I write this diary in the attempt to chronicle an event that happened that would scandalize the public if they knew about it, but should still be recorded for future readers. It was my first true case as a constable and introduced me to an extraordinary pair of people who would go on to completely change my life, both publicly and privately.

Everything I write is true, although I will change the names of some individuals as their relatives would most likely not want to be associated with the story I am about to impart to you. Maybe at some point in the future, this will not seem as scandalous as it does now, but to save blushes, I will give the people involved their anonymity.

I joined the police force back in 1858 and trained as a constable, working the streets of London. At first, the work was very monotonous, walking the beat and keeping the peace in a city where crime was rife. My beat was along the poorest streets of the city, the slums, where the destitute were trying to eke out an existence in the squalid conditions. No matter what I did, it seemed to have no effect.

One morning, I was ordered by my inspector to report to an office in Little Pulteney Street and wait for him. It was a more upmarket address than I was used to, and I felt out of place walking through Walker Street and turning onto the thoroughfare, past the artisan shops on the south side. I soon found the number I was looking for and knocked on the door.

A ruddy-faced Scottish woman soon ushered me in and told me to go up the stairs. I tried to explain that I was waiting for someone, but she would have none of it, almost pushing me up the first few stairs. So, reluctantly, I headed up and stopped outside the door on the landing.

It took me a few moments, but I became aware of a noise. Walking the beat, you have to be on the lookout for anything unusual, and my hearing was pretty sharp. From somewhere beyond the door, I heard a sharp, repeated noise, like a moan, followed by a bang. It took all of my restraint not to open the door, but I did not know what I was walking into, and perhaps these noises were not unusual for the premises. It turned out I was right, just not for the reasons I thought.

When I heard the moan again, I crouched down and put my ear against the door, hoping to hear better. Instead, the door slowly opened a crack and allowed me to look inside.

It was a fairly normal-looking parlor. Chairs by the fireplace, a bookcase against the wall, and a large wooden table in the middle of the room. Although I took all this in, it was the activity at the table that took most of my attention.

Bent over the table was a young woman, maybe twenty years old. Her head was facing down, and she was supporting herself with her arms on the surface. The moaning noise I had heard was escaping from her lips, and I assumed that the banging noise had been her being thrown on the table. She was wearing what looked to be some type of maid's outfit, and her skirt was puffed up behind her from the angle she was lying.

This in itself was shocking, but even more so was the older man behind her. Bare-chested, he stood behind her with his hand pushing her down. He had the look of a gentleman with his finely trimmed mustache and his foppish hair, but the act he was engaged in was far from gentlemanly.

I was side-on from the two of them and could see quite clearly that he was fucking her roughly from behind. Her skirt covered him up, but from the gasps she was making and the thrusts from his groin, it was obvious that he was using this young maid roughly. Although he was manhandling her, she was obviously enjoying it. Rarely had I seen a woman looking so joyous, even in such an intimate setting.

I knew I should stop watching, but I was frozen in place. This was not something I ever expected to see, and my curiosity got the better of me. There was no reason to stop them because they were in their own home, and they were not doing anything illegal as far as I could see. Indeed, the longer I watched, the more aware I was of the hardness growing in my trousers.

Suddenly, the woman turned her head and looked straight at me. I suppressed a gasp and looked on dumbfounded as she obviously spotted me. But instead of saying anything, she smiled, winked, and continued her moaning.

With a growl, the man stepped back and pulled the woman with him. She slipped down onto the floor and turned to face him, kneeling and looking up longingly. Her mouth was open, and her tongue sticking out. It was then that I realized he had his shaft in his hand and was stroking furiously, fully intending to finish over her face. Even in the pamphlets seized by the vice squad, I had never heard of such a thing, and my hardness throbbed at the very thought.

Suddenly, the door downstairs banged, and I leapt to my feet. My inspector's voice rang out, and I heard the Scottish woman sending him up to me. With quick thinking, I took off my helmet and held it casually in front of me to cover my shame. When he mounted the stairs and saw me, he stepped far too close and almost growled in my ear.

"Constable, I have need of you on this case. When we meet the occupants of the room, I wish you to say nothing except yes, no, and your name. I will explain later. For now, let me do the talking."

I nodded, happy not to speak for fear of giving myself away.

At that moment, the door was flung open, and the fellow from before, now fully clothed, appeared before us.

"Gentlemen, please come in. We have been expecting you."


Chapter Two


Inspector Young took a seat and agreed to a cup of tea, and speaking for myself, said I would do without. I took up a stance beside his chair and remained silent.

I had expected the maid to fetch the tea, but instead the gentleman rang a bell and the Scottish woman, apparently the landlady, came in and informed us that tea was forthcoming. As she departed, I caught the maid's eye and watched as she softly reached up and pushed something on the edge of her lip into her mouth. The look she gave me as she did it was filthy.

The gentleman stood by the fireplace and took us in with a look before searching for his pipe. I noted that he did not light it, instead tapping it absentmindedly against the mantelpiece. Now that I had a better view of him, I put his age at the late thirties or early forties. Certainly too old to be gallivanting around with this young lady.

"Inspector Young, always a pleasure to see you. And you have brought a new guest. A constable fresh to the job, now more than a year, I would say. Not yet married. Living at home with his mother somewhere in Whitechapel, I should think. Two brothers and one, no two sisters. And recently visited Dartmouth, if I am not mistaken."

"Great Scott!" I exclaimed, stepping forward. "How do you know such things?"

He had been spot-on. I did indeed live in lodging at my mother’s dwelling, and he was exactly right about my number of siblings. But most amazing of all was his knowledge of my trip to Devon, where I had been sent by the Inspector to pick up and escort a prisoner back to London, as no one else was prepared to make the journey.

The gentleman chortled and waved his hand, and I saw the maid, who was now standing by the window, covering a smile.

"It is nothing, just a few clues that you must surely see yourself. A splash of mud on the back of your shoes, the way you hold yourself as you stand."

I did not see how any of this could have given him the information he had just imparted.

"Balderdash," grunted the Inspector, turning to me. "Don't believe a word of it. He knew you were coming because I telegrammed him yesterday. That is more than enough time for his network of urchins to find out all about your life, no doubt getting a penny or two for their work."

The gentleman shrugged. "I pay them to do a job. Just like the Constable gets paid to walk his beat. Sometimes I use their information; sometimes I use my own skills. "

I was still trying to piece this puzzle together, but before I could, the landlady entered with a tray and served up the tea.

"Constable Newman, this is Mr. Damon Bright. He is a consulting detective, if you can imagine such a thing."

The inspector said the words consulting detective like he had a bad taste in his mouth.

Mr. Bright gave a slight bow and indicated the maid.

"And this is my assistant, Miss Evelyn Chase. Feel free to call her Evie."

I found it interesting that he referred to her as his assistant and not his help or maid. Surely she did not help him with his detective work.

Mr. Bright turned back to the Inspector, who was already halfway through his cup of tea.

"I take it you have a case that you want me to look at?"

Young nodded as he reached for a biscuit and dunked it into the brown soup that was his drink.

"Usual rates. They want you to attend straightaway. I am sending Newman with you so that there is a representative of the force to keep everything nice and legal."

Now I understood exactly where I stood in all this. I was on babysitting duty.

"I take it this is the Lord Ashwin case?" Bright questioned.

"How could you know?"

"My dear fellow, there has only been one event recently that might require my attendance. The force is far too good at stopping all the other crimes for me to get involved in anything else."

I took it from the way he said it that he was being less than honest in his appraisal of the police force.

"I assume," he continued, "that my special condition has been agreed?"

Young nodded his head.

"Excellent. Then there is much to do. The earliest I can attend is tomorrow morning, so if young Constable Newman can meet us here at 9 o'clock, we can begin the investigation."

Young stood and beckoned me to follow him without even saying goodbye. I had a feeling that he didn't like the pair but was being pressured to bring them in. Certainly, I could never imagine why he would want outsiders working a case. He was too much of a proud bobby for that.

Miss Chase glided over and opened the door for us, and just as we passed through, she leaned into me and whispered. From the sudden sensation in my face, I knew that her words had made me blush, but they also caused a stirring somewhere else.

"When you arrive tomorrow, you don't need to wait outside like today. Feel free to walk in, no matter what we are doing."


Chapter Three


Strolling back through Walkers Street, which was really no more than an alley between two streets, a young lady approached me. I am too much of a copper not to be able to tell a prostitute when I see one, but I was surprised she approached me both in the day and while I was wearing a uniform.

“Hello, Lovey, looking for some fun?”

The words made my stomach swirl, and for a moment, I was speechless. Unlike some of my fellow coppers, I have sympathy for women of the night. Like all of us, they are just trying to make a living the best way they can. They are looked down on by society, but I didn't see why. There were certainly more than enough men who complained about them but were happy enough to use their services when no one was looking.

“Cat got your tongue, Lovey?” she asked. I could tell she was going to move on unless I replied.

“Yes. Um, I am. Looking for fun.”

I had not meant to say it; indeed, I was going to tell her to move on, but suddenly the image of Miss Chase on her knees flashed through my mind. I was going to need the pressure inside me dealt with, and better with this willing lady than on my own at home.

This was not my first time, so I was aware to slip her the coin without anyone seeing. I then followed her off the main street and into a dark alley. All the women had their own areas and private spaces where they could ply their trade.

“You just relax, young sir. Let me take care of it.”

I leaned against the wall and closed my eyes, breathing out as her hand slipped to my belt, unbuckling it and then swiftly pulling my hardness free. My previous encounters had been in the dark of night; this was new territory for me, but the lust rising up would not be ignored, and as her fingers wrapped around my shaft, I found my thoughts drifting to Miss Chase once again.

“You’re so hard. Did someone get you all worked up? Well, you just think of them while I give you some attention.”

Her fingers seemed to glide up and down, sometimes squeezing, sometimes gently caressing. She was highly skilled and kept me on the edge, somehow knowing exactly what I needed.

"Whoever she is, she's lucky to have got you this solid. Does she know how turned on you get, I wonder?"

In my mind's eye, I saw Miss Chase turn her head and catch me watching, never saying I word. Her little moans echoing in my imagination.

"You like that. I can feel you twitching. Would she suck your big, hard dick? Would she let you finish deep in her throat?"

"I don't know," I breathed, imagining the feel of her lips.

"Imagine her looking up at you, her hand wrapped around you. And how near you are to... erupting."

I thought of Miss Chase's eyes looking up at me, and I exploded. I came hard, my seed spilling out, my mind swimming with pleasure. If I had not been leaning back against the wall, my legs may have buckled.

As my senses returned, the woman was wiping herself off with a rag.

"Thanks, love. If you pass this way again, then make sure to find me. I always like a thick one that goes off like a fountain."

Whether through guilt or because my mind had only been on Miss Chase, I paid her double and hurried out of the alley.

Walking back to my normal beat, I thought about the conversation I’d had with Inspector Young when we had gotten outside.

"What do you think of them?" he had asked me.

"I am not sure what to think. I have never met anyone like them, that is for sure."

Young nodded his head.

"I want you to stick with them, report back everything you see. I am only bringing them on board because Lord Ashwin has some very high-up friends who want this sorted as soon as possible. If it were up to me, I would keep these perverts as far away as possible."

I raised my eyebrow. For the inspector to call them perverts, that was quite the thing.

"Don't you look at me like that," he reprimanded me. "When you spend some time with them, you will see what I mean. I suggest you have as little to do with them as possible and just keep an eye open. You're a good copper, maybe you will see something that they miss and we can clear this up ourselves without outside help."

I felt a flush of pride for a moment. This was the first time he had ever complimented me. Maybe he actually thought I might be helpful on this case, rather than just getting me to look after these two odd fellows.

"And one other thing..." he barked.

"Yes, Sir?"

"For god's sake, try to keep your trousers on."


Chapter Four


The two of them were waiting for me when I arrived, right on time, outside the house on Little Pulteney Street.

Mr. Bright was smoking his pipe and seemed to be in the middle of explaining something to his companion, who was taking it all in avidly. I took the moment to surreptitiously check her out.

She was wearing what looked like the same clothes as yesterday, and it made me wonder if that was all she had. Maybe her life was such that she did not have many possessions. But the dress fit her well and accentuated her figure. Mr. Bright, on the other hand, was dressed in an expensive-looking suit and a top hat.

He waved away the smoke from his pipe in front of him as he saw me approach and put out a hand.

"Ah, Constable Newman, thank you for joining us."

His handshake was strong, and his greeting felt genuine. But with the Inspector's words ringing in my ears, I kept on guard.

"Archie, nice to see you again," Miss Chase said. "I do hope it is OK for me to call you Archie?"

"That is my name, Miss. But maybe while I am on duty, you could call me Constable?"

Her grin seemed to fill her face, and she turned to Mr. Bright.

"Oh, I like that. Very commanding."

A cab arrived, and we climbed aboard. Instead of sitting next to Mr. Bright, Miss Chase sat down next to me. Suddenly, I picked up a scent, a gentle violet perfume. It was subtle and sweet and rather lovely.

Mr. Bright informed the driver of our destination, and we took off at a pace. Bouncing over the cobbles, I became aware that the jostling of the cab was causing Miss Chase to slide even closer to me.

"What do you know about Lord Ashwin?" Mr. Bright asked as he leaned back in his seat.

I had made sure to find out as much as I could beforehand, wanting to impress on them that I was no mere babysitter for them.

"Lord Richard Ashwin died last week at his house in Belgrave Square. Or should I say, he was found dead in his locked study. In the hours beforehand, he was visited by his daughter, his son, his wife, and then his maid. After which he locked his study, and no sound was heard from him for half an hour. When his butler went to take him his midday drink, no response was made from his study, and upon letting himself in with a master key, he found Lord Ashwin slumped lifeless on his desk."

"Bravo, Archie," Miss Chase exclaimed with a clap. "But I think you missed an interesting detail."

"Oh really? What was that?"

These were the facts, in as much as stated in the police report.

She leaned in, as if she were telling me a secret.

"He was completely naked."

We were shown into the building by the house steward, a man named Reece, who seemed to regard us as little more than tradesmen, but was too polite to voice his opinion. He led us past a lineup of all the household staff and into the library, where we were told to wait for the lady of the house.

"If it is murder, as I assume the family think, we have more than enough suspects just with the staff," I said as I peeked out the door and watched them disappear back to their duties.

"I have found that in cases like this, where the rich are involved, it is rarely the staff that are at fault. Mostly, a murder in high society is committed by another member of that class."

Miss Chase nodded as she ran her finger along a table edge, checking how well the room had been dusted.

"Indeed, I think it unlikely that the butler did it."

We did not have to wait long before the wide door at the end of the room opened, and an imposing figure stepped in. Dressed in a dark men's suit, her long red hair cascading down her back, and in her hand a lit cigarette, Lady Ashwin was quite the sight to behold. I had seen women in trousers before, such as shop clerks and female coal miners, but never a member of the upper classes. I was surprised to see that she pulled it off quite well.

Mr. Bright stood and stepped forward, Miss Chase and I flanking him. I expected him to bow, but instead he put out his hand for a handshake. Against all my expectations, he got one. One firm pump of the hand, Lady Ashwin had turned and was walking from the room.

"Come with me. I shall take you to the study. I appreciate you coming today. The police have been useless, to say the least. They seem to think my husband died of natural causes. That is poppycock."

We hurried along behind her as she ascended the stairs, and she led us up to a room to the side, constantly pointing out what was behind each door and who each portrait on the wall was. As we approached the door, s

he turned round and regarded Miss Chase and I for the first time.

"I understand why Mr. Bright stands before me, but I have no idea why you two are here."

Miss Chase stepped forward and curtsied.

"Begging your pardon, Miss, sorry to be a burden. We can wait downstairs in the servants' quarters if you like?"

I was astounded. Miss Chase may have been dressed like a maid, but in the short time I had known her, she had always spoken in the most proper manner; now she sounded like the most common washerwoman. I was taken completely by surprise and only managed to speak due to a swift nudge in the side from her elbow.

"Indeed. I believe that your maid talked to Lord Ashwin on the day. Maybe we could talk to her?"

Lady Ashwin pointed to a door at the end of the corridor.

"That will take you to the servants' stairway. Go down and ask for Polly."

She turned back to Mr. Bright, and we were dismissed.


Chapter Five


We eventually found Polly in her quarters, a room with barely enough space for her single bed, never mind the three of us. When we explained who we were, she was more than happy to usher us in.

"Thank you kindly, Polly," Miss Chase said, still in her common voice.

Polly was a charming lady in her thirties, all smiles and friendliness. Although I had informed her I was a police officer, she treated us like old friends who had come for a gossip.

"Ask anything you like; I'll be happy to help if I can."

She had sat down on a stool by the window, and I was sitting opposite her. Miss Chase was perched on the edge of the bed and taking in her surroundings.

"You were the last person to see Lord Ashwin alive, is that correct?"

She nodded her head and leaned forward.

"That I was. 11 o'clock, just like every day. His Lordship was sitting at his desk, looking at some wooden thing on his desk. His face lit up when I walked in. It's always nice to be appreciated."

I was just about to ask her what her duties were when Miss Chase interrupted.

"Was he naked?"

I nearly spluttered at her brazenness. What a question to ask! I had been wondering myself how to steer the conversation to his Lordship's state when she departed, but never in my lifetime would I have asked outright like that.

Polly just laughed.

"Well, not at first."

I had turned to look at Miss Chase, but my head snapped back to Polly when she replied.

"Wait, what do you mean not at first?"

Polly flashed me a smile that was almost a leer.

"Young handsome gentlemen like yourself, you know what I mean."

"I am afraid I have no such idea."

Miss Chase leaned forward and patted my leg.

"She means that she was servicing his Lordship in a sexual way."

"Is this true?" I gasped.

Polly fluttered her eyes at me and put her hand on her décolletage.

"Would you think less of me if it were?"

I found myself on my feet, my mind racing. This was scandalous—a lord and his maid. Then another thought hit me.

"But her Ladyship...."

"Knew all about it. They had not been intimate in years, and he still had his needs. She was just pleased that he had found someone willing to sleep with him and take the task from her. And I was more than happy to sleep with him. Gifted he was, in size."

I shook my head, trying to get the facts straight.

"And you slept with him that day?"

"Oh no. He wanted me on my knees."

Polly made it sound like it was the filthiest act possible, and in my mind, maybe it was.

"I was wondering," Miss Chase interjected, "if you could possibly show the Constable what you did do? Just to make sure he is clear on the facts."

Polly looked at Miss Chase for a good ten seconds, then back at me. Then, with a smile, she slipped from her chair and knelt down in front of me.

"Well, if it's to help find out what happened to his lordship, I did say I would be happy to help with anything."

It took my mind a moment to realize exactly what she meant, and by then she had already slipped her hand up my leg and started to unbuckle my belt.

"Oh now, there is no need..." I started, feeling her fingers slipping inside my trousers and exploring, but then Miss Chase stood up and stepped behind her.

"Constable, the witness is just helping us get the facts of the matter straight. Surely you want her to tell you what happened?"

While she spoke, her hand slipped into Polly's hair and tussled it, just as Polly pulled my hardness free.

"I got his Lordship hard," she said, staring at my cock. "Just like always. He liked me on my knees, ready to worship him. Then I slipped him between my lips."

The softness of her mouth slid over my tip and then down my shaft, warm and inviting. All traces of professionalism were gone, and all I could do was think about how good she felt as she swallowed me down.

"Like this, was it?" Miss Chase asked, guiding Polly further down onto me, gently pushing her head down and holding her there.

The whole situation was made a hundred times more filthy by the fact that not only was Miss Chase watching, she was also guiding proceedings.

She let go of Polly, whose head popped up, and she wiped her lips with a grin.

"Yes, just like that. Only his Lordship was a little more forceful with his thrusts. I couldn't breathe with his dick down my throat."

As she talked, Miss Chase ran her hands through her hair and looked down at her.

"Did his Lordship come?" she asked.

"Yes. Hard. Filled my mouth."

"Then maybe you should show the Constable how that happened."

Polly turned her attention back to my cock, her hand wrapping about it and stroking it firmly. Then she sucked on the tip, her tongue darting back and forth and making me groan.

"That's it, show him what his Lordship did."

Her fingers were moving up and down my length, and she was taking me deeper into her mouth, her lips almost suctioning around me.

"I'm going to..." I groaned.

"Come," ordered Miss Chase, and I felt my body shake as I exploded in Polly's mouth, pumping again and again till I was completely drained. Polly's tongue swirled and teased, making sure to get every drop.

"Yeah, just like that," she said as I slipped from her lips. "So his trousers were at his ankles, just like yours, but he wasn't naked."

She looked up at Miss Chase and furrowed her brow.

"You will find out who killed his lordship, won't you? They say his heart gave way, but he was as strong as an ox. I don't believe a word of it."

She looked back at me.

"Did this help?" she asked.

"You have been more than accommodating," I replied, and meant it.


Chapter Six


Miss Chase ushered me out of the house and onto the sidewalk, despite my objections.

"But we have not interviewed the staff," I protested.

"We spoke to Polly; she was the last to see him. And Mr. Bright is talking to her Ladyship. That is more than enough for today."

"But we have learned nothing," I protested.

"Actually, we have learned a lot. Lord Ashwin and his wife were in an open marriage of sorts. Polly was far too free with her gossip for the rest of the house not to know. And for her Ladyship to not only allow it, but to also have no shame about it, shows a lot of her character. "

"Well, yes, I suppose."

"We also know that his Lordship was not naked when Polly left. So something happened in that last half hour or so that made him strip naked while sitting at his desk. Maybe Mr. Bright will be able to shed some light on what that might be. And talk of the handsome devil, here he is."

Indeed, Mr. Bright had appeared at the doorway along with her Ladyship, and with a shake of the hand, he left her there and walked over to us.

"Ah, there you are. Pumped our maid for information?"

Without waiting for a reply, he put up his hand, and suddenly a handsome cab appeared. I was later to find out that this seemed to be his party trick; whenever he signaled for a cab, there always seemed to be one about, even in the most unlikely of places. It was just one of his many talents that I would come to learn of.

"All aboard," he said with a tip of his hat and helped Miss Chase ascend before following her, leaving me to climb in last.

"Well," I asked as we headed off, "What did you find out?"

Rather than answering, Mr. Bright leaned back and reached for his trousers, pulling down his zip.

Before I could say anything, Miss Chase took my face in her hand and turned it to face her.

"Do you know what freeuse is?"

I shook my head, distracted by the fact that Mr. Bright seemed to be pulling his cock free.

"Freeuse is when you give permission to someone to have sex with you at any moment, in any situation. They don't have to ask, they just do it. Because consent has already been given. Whenever we are working a case, Mr. Bright has permission to have freeuse of me."

As she talked, she reached over and wrapped her hand around his shaft and gave it a squeeze.

"But why?" I asked, still trying to get my head around the concept.

"Because Mr. Bright has a skill. Whatever he hears or sees, he remembers. It's always there in his head, like one of those photographic pictures. But he needs to focus on something to be in the right headspace to remember. One of the best ways to focus is for him to have sex. Also, his cock feels good inside me."

She stood up facing me and took my hand, placing it on the bow on the front of her dress.

"Pull."

I did as she said, and suddenly her dress seemed to fall apart and collapse on the floor, leaving her in what appeared to be a corset and nothing else. I have been with a few women, and never have I seen an outfit that could be removed so quickly, let alone one that left the lady so naked after.

"Archie, listen," she snapped at me, no doubt seeing my eyes straying downward. "I know this is strange for you and that this is not how things are normally done, but I want you to question Mr. Bright and write down all the information. Can you do that?"

I had thought that the relationship with Miss Chase had forever changed when she had watched me with Polly, but this was something even more extreme. She was asking me to interview Mr. Bright while they had sex.

She leaned back and sat in his lap, spreading her legs for him so that his hardness pulsed against her pussy. And I realized that I wanted—no, needed—to see it slide inside her.

"Yes, I can do that."

She had no trouble taking him, his cock sinking deep inside her. Sitting opposite her, I could see that she was soaked. Wither from the thought of what was about to happen or from watching me with Polly, who could say?

"Question Damon; ask him about the study. I might not....mmmmm....be focused enough, so I need your police brain to do its job."

The moan was from Mr. Bright, Damon, reaching round and gently rubbing Miss Chase's pussy as she started to ride him.

"Okay, yes, Mr. Bright, tell me what happened when you and Lady Ashwin went into the study."

His eyes were closed and his breathing heavy, and I had little hope of him being able to think, never mind record details. But then suddenly he started speaking in a clear voice and seemed undistracted by the moans of Miss Chase grinding against him.

"Lady Ashwin ushered me into the dead man's study and fell silent. For the first time, I could feel a sense of loss in her, maybe her constant talking had been but a way to cover up her feelings? What it allowed was for me to inspect the room in peace. It was as I expected. Wall-to-wall bookcases with every topic imaginable. I noticed volumes on agriculture mixed in with occult books such as De Vermis Mysteriis by Prin and plays from the 18th century. Whatever Lord Ashwin had been, he had a voracious appetite for reading."

I wrote each word down in my notebook, trying not to be distracted by the sight of Miss Chase in the throes of passion. She had slipped her own hand over Mr. Bright's and was guiding him in his touches, all while his cock thrust slowly in and out of her.

"In the center of the room sat his desk. It was an opulent affair that was more for show than for work, and I wondered if the room had been his getaway, somewhere to read and hide out from the rest of the family. The chair behind the desk had his clothes carefully draped over it, but I was much more interested in the object sitting in the center of the desk. It was a sculpture of a head, made from a reddish wood, curved crudely to give the impression of a face. The eyes were two large circles above an open mouth with sharp fangs. The ears seemed to be huge trumpets attached to the side of the head, and the lack of hair gave it an animalistic look. It was obviously very old and no doubt from a primitive tribe, but I could not quite place it."

"That's good. Yes, oh god yes. Keep Going."

Miss Chase reached up and stroked his face, her eyes flicking open to look at me. I had the feeling that although she was supposedly doing this to help Mr. Bright, she was enjoying exhibiting herself in front of me.

"Lady Ashwin told me that their daughter, Bridget, had brought it back from her travels and given it to Lord Ashwin as a gift that day. From the tone of her voice, I was sure she did not like the object. I was not overly fond of it myself."

"What was the state of the room?" I asked, trying not to think of how hard I was and how much I wanted to lean forward and kiss Miss Chase.

"There was no real mess; everything was put away correctly. But I had a feeling that the maid may not be great at her job, as I saw some cobwebs in the corner of the ceiling. I even spotted a brownish spider scuttling across the desk."

This fitted with what we knew. The maid had been doing very little cleaning when she was visiting his Lordship.

"You are doing so well, Damon," Miss Chase breathed. "What else?"

"Lady Ashwin asked me if I needed time to search the room. There was a touch of impatience in her voice, and she seemed relieved when I said that I did not. I told her that I needed to talk to all the members of the family who had either seen him that day or had been in London at the time, which she agreed to. Then she escorted me to the front door."

"And you came outside and found us," I said.

The carriage suddenly turned, and I felt the wheels jolt as we passed over the cobbles. Miss Chase groaned as Mr. Bright's thrusting seemed to change angle and hit her in just the right spot.

"Damon, yes, harder, fuck me harder," she moaned, leaning back into him.

His eyes had remained closed through the whole interview, and he was focused completely on what he was doing, but he took her words and picked up the pace, his hands grabbing onto her hips as he plowed her.

I was torn between continuing the interview and just giving up and watching her. I had been hard during the whole interview, but the sight of them now was almost too much. I was not sure how he had remained so focused, but now he seemed completely lost in her, using her for his pleasure.

"Was there anything else?" I managed to stammer.

"When I walked with her to the front door," he managed to gasp, his thrusting getting wilder. "She was not happy with the way the case was progressing; she was expecting a quick answer, and that was why we had been called in. She had some very choice words about the constabulary."

"Oh god, yes!!"

I took Miss Chase's cry to be from her pleasure rather than a lack of faith in the police, and suddenly found her upturned and face down in my lap, Mr. Bright hammering into her from behind.

"Come for me, do it, now," she groaned, her words vibrating through my trousers and against my hardness.

Mr. Bright was only too happy to oblige, slamming into her once more and groaning as he unleashed inside her, pounding her so hard her face was pressed down into my groin. Then with a grunt, he pulled back, falling into the chair, dribbles of cum running down his length.

Miss Chase sat back beside him and lazily rubbed herself between her legs, teasing out a few groans, then let out a laugh.

"Well, I think that was a good day's work. Care to come back for tea, Constable?"


Chapter Seven


Rather than take up the offer of tea, I instead went back home and spent a fitful night dreaming of the day's encounters.

In my dream, Polly and Miss Chase, or Evie as she now insisted I call her, were interchangeable in my sordid fantasy. One moment I was in Polly's mouth, the next it was Evie. Then I was watching her ride Mr. Bright, but this time Polly was sitting next to me in the carriage and stroking my member to hardness. I am not sure, but I think that even Lady Ashwin may have featured in some of those thoughts.

When morning came, I was more than grateful to get out of the house and away from my dreams. My mother, with whom I lived, gave me a worried look as I headed out the door.

"You look worse than you did before you slept. Nightmares?" she asked.

I did not tell her the nature of my dreams, but they had disturbed me as much as any nightmare had.

The plan had been for me to meet up with Mr. Bright and Miss Chase, Evie, and interview the family members today. But I had decided that I would be withdrawing from the investigation, no matter what the Inspector said. The investigation had so far led me to have sex with a potential suspect and watch two investigators have sex, in a public cab, no less! I'm no prude, sex is a beautiful thing and something to be cherished between two people, but it should not be indulged in while working, especially in such important work as a murder case.

I had decided that I would head straight to the station, tell Young what had happened, and get myself reassigned. Maybe he would demote me back to beat cop, but I did not care. Less than 24 hours in their company had corrupted me, and I could not imagine how much I would change if I spent even more time with them.

But the first obstacle came when I turned the corner and saw Evie on the other side of the street, walking away from me. Little Pulteney Street is a long way from where I live, and it made me curious why she would be there. She was obviously not looking for me. Mr. Bright's spies knew where I lived and could easily have given her that information. No, she was here for some other purpose, and I decided to find out what.

I waited till she had rounded the next corner and then set off after her. It seemed unlikely that she was on a case, not at this time in the morning, and unaccompanied by Mr. Bright. I tried to work out where she might be going, but could think of nowhere in the area that might be her final destination. So as I turned the corner, I was quite shocked to see her standing outside of one of the slum buildings, talking to an elderly woman. I could not make out the words, but the woman seemed pleased to be talking to her and even a little overcome. It took me a moment to see why, but then I noticed that Evie had slipped her a handful of coins. As far away as I was, I was sure that it was nearly a pound in coins, a virtual fortune for someone living here.

"Wonderful lady, ain't she?" said a voice beside me, and I turned round to see a chimney sweep, in his late teens, leaning against the wall.

"She is very beautiful," I replied.

"That she is, but that's not what I meant. Angel-like. She turns up here about every few days and gives out money. Always enough that it makes a difference to who she gives it to. Seems like she knows who's most in need. Never ask for anything in return."

I thought of her alone here with a large amount of money and shivered at the possibilities. The sweep must have sensed what I was thinking.

"She never has any trouble. Too many people here know her and respect her. One guy tried to assault her once, found himself with a broken leg pretty soon. She can take care of herself, but most of the area would rise up if anyone ever raised a finger to her."

"How have I never heard of her before?" I asked.

"You’re a bobby. People hide things from the police. You lot would probably take the money and say we stole it. Pretty much all police are bastards."

Unfortunately, it wasn't the first time I had heard that, and with some of the people I had worked with, it had a certain truth to it.

"Why are you telling me now?"

He pulled an apple from his pocket and took a bite.

"Cause I sometimes do work for Mr. Bright, and I saw you with him yesterday. And cause someone should know that there are some people who care for the downtrodden."

Evia had moved on and was just about to turn at the end of the street, so I nodded to the street urchin and raced across the street, hoping to catch up with her. Which I did, rounding the corner to find her getting into a cab and holding the door open.

"If you are finished following me, Archie, let us get back and start the interviews."


Chapter Eight


I know I had said that I was leaving the case, but running into Evie like that had thrown me. Many times on the journey, I thought about telling her my decision, then saw her smile and fell silent. Eventually, I decided that I would stay till the end of the case. After all, what type of officer would I be to abandon the case in the middle?

When we got back to Little Pulteney Street, the landlady, who I discovered was named Mrs. Coal, found me a cup of tea, and after sipping that in the kitchen, I went upstairs to join Mr. Bright and Miss Chase.

I found them sitting by the fireplace, waiting for me.

"Good," Mr. Bright said. "Just in time. Lady Bridget Ashwin approaches the door."

Right on cue, I heard the door knocker downstairs and hurried over to sit next to the window so I could observe the proceedings.

Lady Bridget looked like she had walked out of a penny dreadful story about an explorer. She followed her mother’s fashion of wearing trousers and had an oversized white shirt tucked into them. A blue scarf was barely knotted around her neck, and she had a brown document case over her shoulder. A pith helmet and a pair of sturdy leather boots completed her outfit.

"What ho!" she said in greeting as she walked in and sat herself down at the table. "Can't stay long. Mariette is giving a lecture at the British Museum and I need to tootle off and see it. But mother said I needed to speak to you first, so let’s be quick about it."

I have to say, I did rather like her attitude. Jolly and friendly but with a dash of knowing what they wanted.

Lady Bridget looked straight at me.

"Inspector, are you leading the questioning?" she asked.

I could feel myself blush slightly and saw Miss Chase stifle a laugh.

"Ah, no, your ladyship. I am merely a constable and here to observe. Mr. Bright will be leading the questioning."

"Oh. Pity," she said before turning in his direction. "Fire away."

"Could you tell us," Bright said, standing and leaning against the mantle, "about your last encounter with your father?"

"Well, I had popped in to give the old blighter a present. Wooden head, don't you know, from Brazil. Got it from some head tribesman. Just the sort of thing that would look good in Papa's study."

"Did he like it?" I asked Mr. Bright’s own thoughts on it.

"Hard to tell. Seemed distracted. Probably cause he wanted me out of there so he could shag the maid. Can't say I blame him, pretty bit of totty."

Miss Chase walked over and stood beside me.

"So you knew about your father's encounters?" she asked.

Lady Ashwin slapped her leg and let out the most unladylike laugh.

"Encounter? That is one way of describing what they were doing. Plowing her over the desk is another. We all knew about it, we are a very open family."

She turned to look at me directly.

"Natural thing, sex. Shouldn't be shy about it."

"Do you remember any of the conversation?" asked Bright.

She turned to him and threw up her hands.

"I barely remember this conversation. Unless you're talking about exploring, cats, or sex, I rarely pay attention."

"But this was your father..." I started, but she turned back around and interrupted.

"I loved the old blighter, but what's done is done. Old chap's heart gave out; these things happen. Least he got some beforehand, let's hope we all go out like that. Anyway, time is calling. I don't want to be heartless, but I think there is little I can do to help. But if you need me, I am staying at Brown's hotel. Okay then, toodle pip and see you soon."

And with that, she was off.

"Well," I said, "that tells us nothing."

"Apart from that, she seems to have a thing for policemen," Miss Chase said, patting my arm. "But there really was little else."

Mr. Bright sat back down and picked up his pipe.

"Maybe our next guest will be more forthcoming. I believe..."


Chapter Nine


Mr. Bright never finished his sentence, as the door burst open without ceremony and in swept what could only be Lady Ashwin's son. Unlike his sister's exotic attire, he was dressed in the height of fashion—a perfectly tailored navy suit with a burgundy waistcoat, his dark hair slicked back with pomade, and a gold pocket watch chain glinting across his chest.

"Mother sent word that you wished to speak with me," he announced without preamble, settling himself into the chair his sister had vacated. His eyes swept over the three of us with obvious disdain. "I am Lord Edward Ashwin, and I have precisely fifteen minutes before I must depart for my club."

Unlike his sister's forthright manner, there was something calculating in Edward's bearing that immediately put me on guard. Where Lady Bridget had been refreshingly honest about family matters, Edward seemed to weigh each word before speaking.

"Thank you for coming, Lord Edward," Mr. Bright began, setting down his pipe. "Could you tell us about your visit with your father on the day he died?"

Edward's jaw tightened almost imperceptibly. "I went to discuss financial matters with him. Father had certain... obligations that needed addressing."

"What sort of obligations?" I found myself asking, earning a sharp look from the young lord.

"Family business, Constable. Nothing that would concern the police."

Miss Chase moved to perch on the arm of my chair, her hand resting lightly on my shoulder. The casual intimacy of the gesture wasn't lost on Edward, whose eyebrows rose with apparent disapproval.

"In a murder investigation, everything concerns us," she said sweetly. "Surely you want to help find your father's killer?"

"Murder?" Edward scoffed. "Father's heart simply gave out. The man was nearly sixty and lived quite... vigorously. It was bound to happen, eventually."

Mr. Bright leaned forward. "Yet your mother believes otherwise. She was quite insistent that we investigate."

For the first time, genuine emotion flickered across Edward's features—anger, quickly suppressed. "My mother has always had a flair for the dramatic. She reads too many sensational novels."

"Tell us about the financial matters you discussed," I pressed, my policeman's instincts sensing evasion.

Edward's hand moved to his pocket watch, checking the time. "Father had recently changed his will. I was... expressing my concerns about certain provisions."

"What provisions?" Miss Chase inquired, her fingers absently stroking my shoulder in a way that was becoming quite distracting.

"He intended to leave a substantial sum to his... mistress. The maid, Polly." Edward's distaste was evident. "Such arrangements are unseemly and potentially damaging to the family reputation."

This was news indeed. I exchanged glances with Mr. Bright, who had gone very still.

"How substantial a sum?" Bright asked quietly.

"Five thousand pounds. Plus a house in Kensington." Edward's voice was tight with barely controlled fury. "Money that should remain within the family."

Five thousand pounds was a fortune to someone like Polly—enough to live comfortably for the rest of her life. It was also more than enough motive for murder, though I found it difficult to imagine the cheerful maid as a killer.

"And how did your father respond to your... concerns?" Miss Chase asked.

Edward stood abruptly, his fifteen minutes apparently at an end. "He told me that his affairs were his own business and that I would do well to focus on my own financial situation rather than criticizing his generosity."

"Your own financial situation?" I prompted.

Edward's face flushed red. "I have certain debts. Gaming debts, if you must know. Father had been... reluctant to assist me in recent months."

"How reluctant?" Mr. Bright's voice was deceptively casual.

"He cut off my allowance six months ago. Said I needed to learn fiscal responsibility." Edward's composure was cracking. "Meanwhile, he was prepared to shower thousands on his whore!"

"That's quite enough," Miss Chase said sharply, rising from her perch. "Polly is a decent woman trying to make her way in the world."

Edward looked her up and down with obvious contempt. "I suppose you would sympathize with her... situation. Birds of a feather, as they say."

The insult hung in the air like a physical presence. I felt my temper rise and started to stand, but Miss Chase's hand on my arm stopped me.

"Indeed," she said with a dangerous smile. "I do sympathize with any woman forced to endure the company of entitled young men who believe the world owes them everything."

Edward's face went white with rage. "How dare you—"

"Lord Edward," Mr. Bright interrupted smoothly, "perhaps you should attend your club engagement. We wouldn't want you to be late."

For a moment, I thought Edward might say something truly regrettable. Instead, he gathered his composure and strode to the door.

"If you require anything further from me, you may contact my solicitor. Good day."

The door slammed behind him with enough force to rattle the windows.


Chapter Ten


"Well," Miss Chase said, settling back into her chair by the fireplace with a satisfied expression, "that was illuminating."

"Indeed," Mr. Bright agreed, reaching for his pipe. "Young Lord Edward has both motive and opportunity. Financial desperation can drive even the most civilized men to desperate acts."

I pulled out my notebook to record the details of the interview, but found my thoughts wandering to Miss Chase's defense of Polly. There had been genuine anger in her voice, a protectiveness that spoke of deeper sympathy for women in difficult circumstances.

"The will change certainly provides motive," I said, trying to focus on the case. "It was unlikely to be Polly that did it, although we should not completely rule it out. I think Edward is much more likely a suspect. But how could his lordship be involved? The door was locked after Polly departed. And why would he leave his father naked?"

"Indeed," Mr. Bright mused. "Unless it was to point a finger at Polly..."

Mr. Bright's eyes took on that distant look I was beginning to recognize as his thinking expression. "Perhaps our next interview will shed light on that mystery. Lady Ashwin should be arriving shortly."

As if summoned by his words, we heard the distinctive sound of the front door opening, followed by Mrs. Coal's voice greeting someone. A few moments later, Lady Ashwin appeared in our doorway, still dressed in her unconventional masculine attire.

"Gentlemen. Miss Chase." She nodded to each of us in turn. "I trust my children have been... helpful?"

"Your daughter was charming," Miss Chase replied diplomatically. "Your son was... informative."

Lady Ashwin's mouth quirked in what might have been amusement. "Edward has always been rather intense about money matters. I suppose he told you about the will?"

"He did mention his concerns about your husband's bequest to Polly," Mr. Bright confirmed.

"Concerns." Lady Ashwin snorted. "The boy has been living beyond his means for years, running up debts at every gaming house in London. Richard refused to enable his gambling any longer."

She moved to the window, gazing out at the street below. "My husband was a generous man, Mr. Bright. Perhaps too generous. But Polly had been... devoted to him. He felt she deserved security."

"You weren't concerned about the arrangement?" I asked, genuinely curious about this unconventional woman's perspective.

Lady Ashwin turned back to us with a smile that held surprising warmth. "Constable, I stopped being intimate with my husband many years ago. Our marriage had become one of companionship rather than passion. If he found comfort with Polly, I was grateful she could provide what I could not."

The frank admission was startling, yet there was no shame in her voice. I found myself thinking of my own future marriage prospects and wondering if such honesty might actually strengthen rather than weaken a relationship.

"Tell us about your conversation with your husband that day," Miss Chase requested, her tone gentle and encouraging.

"I went to discuss the household accounts. Boring domestic matters, mostly. Richard seemed distracted, kept glancing at that hideous carved head Bridget had brought him." Lady Ashwin shuddered slightly. "Ghastly thing. All fangs and horns. I told him it gave me the shivers."

"How did he respond?" Mr. Bright asked.

"He laughed and said it was meant to ward off evil spirits. Told me Bridget had gotten it from some tribal chief in Brazil who claimed it had protective properties." Lady Ashwin's expression grew thoughtful. "He seemed quite taken with it, actually. Said he was looking forward to researching its origins."

"Was he clothed during your conversation?" I inquired, still trying to piece together the timeline of events.

"Of course he was clothed," Lady Ashwin replied with some asperity. "I may be unconventional, Constable, but I don't make a habit of visiting naked men, even my own husband."

Miss Chase covered a smile with her hand, and I felt heat rise in my cheeks at the implication.

"How long were you with him?" Mr. Bright continued.

"Perhaps ten minutes. He dismissed me rather curtly, said he had work to do. I assumed he was expecting Polly."

"And you really were comfortable with that arrangement?" Bright asked.

"Mr. Bright, I am a modern woman. I believe in being practical about such matters. My husband had needs, Polly was willing to meet them, and I was free to pursue my own interests." Lady Ashwin's smile turned slightly wicked. "It was quite a convenient arrangement for everyone involved."

I found myself wondering what those "interests" might be, but before I could formulate an appropriate question, Lady Ashwin continued.

"Now, what else do you need to know? I have an appointment this afternoon that I cannot miss."

"Just one more question," Miss Chase said, leaning forward slightly. "Did your husband have any enemies? Anyone who might have wished him harm?"

Lady Ashwin was quiet for a long moment, her expression growing serious. "Richard was generally well-liked, but... there was one matter that had been troubling him recently."

"Oh?" Mr. Bright prompted.

"He'd been receiving threatening letters. Anonymous ones. Someone was apparently quite upset about his relationship with Polly."

This was the first we'd heard of any threats. I felt the familiar excitement of a case beginning to take shape.

"Do you still have these letters?" I asked.

"Richard burned them. Said they weren't worth keeping." Lady Ashwin frowned. "But they had been coming for several weeks. Nasty things, apparently. Called Polly all sorts of vile names."

"Did your husband have any suspicions about who might be sending them?"

"He thought it might be someone from Polly's past. A former lover, perhaps, or someone who felt she had wronged them somehow." Lady Ashwin shook her head. "Richard was trying to protect her from them, but they seemed to be escalating."

"Escalating how?" Miss Chase asked.

"The last one threatened both of them. Said that sinners would be punished and that divine justice would be served." Lady Ashwin's voice carried a note of genuine concern. "Richard was beginning to worry for Polly's safety."


Chapter Eleven


After Lady Ashwin departed, we sat in contemplative silence for several minutes. The case was becoming more complex by the hour, with new suspects and motives emerging from each interview.

"Threatening letters certainly add a new dimension," Mr. Bright mused, filling his pipe with tobacco. "Someone with strong moral objections to the relationship."

"Could be anyone," I said, reviewing my notes. "A previous lover of Polly's, someone from Lord Ashwin's social circle who disapproved, even a religious fanatic."

"Or someone closer to home," Miss Chase added quietly. "Edward seemed quite disgusted by his father's relationship with Polly."

"You think he could have been sending the letters?" I asked.

"It's possible. He has the motive—both moral outrage and financial desperation. And he would have known details about his father's private life."

Mr. Bright struck a match and lit his pipe, drawing thoughtfully on the stem. "We need more information. I think it's time we paid another visit to young Polly."

The suggestion sent an unexpected thrill through me. Our previous encounter with the maid had been... educational, to say the least. I found myself wondering what new revelations might await us.

"Excellent idea," Miss Chase agreed, rising from her chair. "But first, I think we need to discuss something."

She moved to stand before me, her hands coming to rest on my knees as she looked down into my eyes.

"Archie, what happened between you and Polly yesterday... how did it make you feel?"

The directness of her question caught me off guard. "I... it was quite unexpected. And very pleasant, of course."

"But did it feel wrong?" she pressed. "Guilty? Shameful?"

I considered the question seriously. "At first, yes. But then... no. It felt natural. Polly was willing, even eager. And it did help us understand what had happened with Lord Ashwin."

Miss Chase smiled and began slowly unbuttoning her dress. "Good. Because I have a feeling that our investigation is going to require us to be very... open-minded about such matters."

"What are you doing?" I asked, though the question was somewhat rhetorical given the obvious answer.

"Mr. Bright needs to focus on what we learned today. And I find that I'm quite aroused by our morning's work." Her dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in only her chemise and stockings. "All that talk of passion and desire and forbidden relationships... It’s made me terribly thirsty."

I glanced at Mr. Bright, who was watching us with obvious interest while continuing to puff on his pipe.

"Don't mind me," he said cheerfully. "I'm simply reviewing the evidence in my mind. Please, carry on."

Miss Chase knelt before me and began working at my belt. "Besides, I think you need to become more comfortable with your desires, Archie. This case is going to test all of our boundaries."

Her fingers made quick work of my fastenings, and soon she had freed my already hardening cock from my trousers. She wrapped her hand around the base and looked up at me with those mesmerizing green eyes.

"May I?" she asked, though her mouth was already hovering just inches from my tip.

"God, yes," I breathed, and she immediately took me between her lips.

If I had thought Polly was skilled, Miss Chase was a revelation. Her tongue danced and swirled around my cock with practiced expertise, alternating between gentle teasing and firm suction that made my toes curl in my boots.

"The letters suggest someone with strong religious or moral convictions," Mr. Bright observed conversationally, as if he wasn't watching his assistant fellate a police constable. "Possibly someone who sees their relationship as a sin requiring punishment."

Miss Chase hummed in agreement around my cock, the vibration sending waves of pleasure through me. She pulled back long enough to speak.

"Divine justice, Lady Ashwin said. That's very specific language. Biblical, almost."

"Precisely what I was thinking," Mr. Bright replied. "We should investigate whether Lord Ashwin had any particularly religious enemies."

Miss Chase returned her attention to my cock, taking me deeper into her mouth than I would have thought possible. I felt myself sliding into her throat and had to grip the arms of my chair to keep from crying out.

"There's also the matter of the carved head," I managed to gasp. "Everyone seems disturbed by it."

"Indeed. Perhaps we should research its origins more thoroughly." Mr. Bright set down his pipe and began unbuttoning his own trousers as he walked towards us. "Miss Chase, if you would be so kind..."

She released my cock with a wet pop and turned to him with a wicked smile. "Of course. But I think our Constable should be more involved in our discussions."

Before I could ask what she meant, she had positioned herself on her hands and knees between us, taking Mr. Bright's cock in her mouth while presenting her beautiful bottom to me.

"I think," she said around his member, "that Archie should fuck me while we continue our analysis."

The suggestion was so gloriously depraved that I didn't hesitate for a moment. I dropped to my knees behind her and pushed her chemise up over her hips, revealing the smooth curves of her backside and the glistening pink folds of her sex.

She was already wet, so wet that I slid into her easily despite her tightness. The feeling of being inside her was indescribable—warm and silky and perfectly fitted to my cock.

"Excellent," Mr. Bright said approvingly as I began to move within her. "Now, about those threatening letters..."


Chapter Twelve


It took an enormous effort to focus on the case while buried inside Miss Chase's exquisite body, but somehow we managed to continue our discussion. The combination of intellectual stimulation and physical pleasure was unlike anything I had ever experienced.

"We need to find out more about Polly's background," I managed to say between thrusts. "If someone from her past is involved..."

"Agreed," Mr. Bright replied, his own voice slightly strained as Miss Chase worked her magic on him. "We should also investigate Lord Ashwin's business dealings. Financial motives often hide behind moral outrage."

Miss Chase pulled away from him briefly to speak. "Don't forget about the will. Edward stands to inherit much more if Polly is discredited or... eliminated."

The thought sent a chill through me even as I continued moving within her. The idea that someone might harm the sweet, willing woman who had given me such pleasure yesterday was deeply disturbing.

"You don't really think Edward would kill his own father?" I asked.

"Desperate men do desperate things," Mr. Bright observed. "And five thousand pounds is a substantial sum."

Miss Chase had returned to servicing him with her mouth, but I could feel her body responding to my increasingly urgent thrusts. She was getting wetter, her inner muscles beginning to spasm around my cock in a way that suggested she was approaching her peak.

"We need... ah, God... we need to search Lord Ashwin's study more thoroughly," I said, fighting to maintain coherent thought as my own climax approached. "There might be evidence we missed."

"Capital idea," Mr. Bright agreed. "Perhaps we can convince Lady Ashwin to give us unrestricted access."

Miss Chase suddenly cried out, her body convulsing in pleasure. The sensation of her climax gripping my member was enough to send me over the edge as well. I thrust deep and held still as I emptied myself inside her, my vision going white with the intensity of it.

Mr. Bright followed moments later, groaning as he spent himself in Miss Chase's eager mouth. She swallowed every drop before finally releasing him and collapsing forward onto the carpet, breathing heavily.

"Well," she said after a moment, "I think we've made excellent progress on the case."

I couldn't help but laugh at the absurdity of it all. Here I was, a respectable police constable, having just participated in the most depraved act of my life, and somehow it felt perfectly natural.

"Indeed we have," Mr. Bright agreed, adjusting his clothing. "Shall we pay our visit to Polly now?"


Chapter Thirteen


We found Polly in the Ashwin house's gardens, hanging laundry on a line strung between two apple trees. She looked up with a bright smile as we approached, though I noticed her hands trembling slightly as she clutched a damp bedsheet.

"Oh, you've come back," she said, her voice carrying a note of nervousness that hadn't been present during our previous encounter. "I wasn't sure... that is, I hoped you might want to speak with me again."

Miss Chase stepped forward and took Polly's hands gently. "We need to ask you about something important, dear. About some letters his Lordship had been receiving."

Polly's face went pale. "Letters? What sort of letters?"

"Threatening ones," I said, pulling out my notebook. "Lady Ashwin mentioned that someone had been sending anonymous threats about your relationship with Lord Ashwin."

The sheet slipped from Polly's grasp and fell to the ground. "Oh no. He promised me those were nothing to worry about. Said he'd taken care of it."

"Did you ever see any of these letters?" Mr. Bright asked, his tone gentle but probing.

Polly shook her head vigorously. "His Lordship kept them from me. But I could tell they upset him terribly. The last few weeks, he'd been jumpy, looking over his shoulder. And he started asking me about... about men I'd known before."

"What sort of questions?" Miss Chase inquired.

"Whether anyone had been particularly angry when I left their employ. Whether I'd spurned any gentleman's advances." Polly's voice dropped to a whisper. "He was trying to protect me, wasn't he? And now he's dead."

Tears began streaming down her face. I found myself moved by her genuine grief—this was clearly a woman who had cared deeply for Lord Ashwin, regardless of their unconventional arrangement.

"Polly," I said gently, "we need you to think carefully. Was there anyone who might have objected to your relationship? Anyone who might have sent those letters?"

She wiped her eyes with her apron and considered the question. "Well, there was Mr. Grimsby—he's the head butler. Never approved of the arrangement. Always making snide comments about 'maintaining proper standards.'"

"Anyone else?" Mr. Bright pressed.

"Lord Edward never liked it. Made that clear enough with his sneering looks and comments about 'family dignity.'" Polly's voice hardened slightly. "But I can't believe he'd actually hurt his own father."

"What about from your past?" Miss Chase asked. "Any former employers or... admirers who might have felt wronged?"

Polly was quiet for a long moment, her brow furrowed in concentration. "There was one gentleman... Mr. Hawthorne. I worked in his household before coming here. He liked to call me names and tell me how I would burn in hell for being such a strumpet. That’s when he was not feeling me up or spanking the sin out of me. I had an arrangement with him, like with Lord Ashwin, but without the respect or care his Lordship showed me. When I gave notice, he was quite... persistent about wanting me to stay."

"Persistent how?" I asked, though I suspected I knew the answer.

"He offered me money to continue our arrangement. When I refused, he became angry. Said I was ungrateful, that I'd never find another position in London once he was through with me." Polly shuddered at the memory. "Fortunately, Lord Ashwin didn't require references."

This was promising. A scorned former lover with the means and motive to harass both Polly and Lord Ashwin.

"Do you know Mr. Hawthorne's full name and address?" Mr. Bright inquired.

"Reverend Marcus Hawthorne. He has a house in Bloomsbury, near the British Museum. Rather fitting, considering his specialty in Biblical studies."

The three of us exchanged significant glances. A reverend with expertise in Biblical matters would certainly be capable of writing threatening letters filled with talk of divine justice and punishment for sinners.

"Polly," Miss Chase said carefully, "we may need you to help us gather evidence against Reverend Hawthorne. Would you be willing to assist?"

"Anything to find his Lordship's killer," Polly replied with fierce determination. "What do you need me to do?"

Mr. Bright smiled. "We'll need to be quite clever about this. And I'm afraid the plan I'm formulating may require you to be very... brave."


Chapter Fourteen


That evening, we convened in Mr. Bright's apartments to finalize our strategy. Mrs. Coal had provided a hearty supper of beef stew and fresh bread, which we consumed while planning our approach to Reverend Hawthorne.

"The man clearly has an obsession with Polly," Mr. Bright explained, pacing before the fireplace. "If she were to appear at his door, claiming to have reconsidered his offer now that Lord Ashwin is dead..."

"It's dangerous," I protested. "If he is the killer, we'd be putting her directly in harm's way."

"Not if we're watching," Miss Chase countered. "We position ourselves nearby, ready to intervene if necessary."

Polly, who had joined us for the evening's planning, nodded firmly. "I'm not afraid of him. And if it helps catch Lord Ashwin's murderer, I'll do whatever is necessary."

Her courage was admirable, but I remained concerned. "What if he becomes violent? What if he tries to force himself on you?"

"Then we'll hear and respond immediately," Mr. Bright assured me. "Besides, I suspect Reverend Hawthorne is more of a letter-writer than a man of direct action. His type prefer psychological intimidation to physical confrontation."

Miss Chase moved to sit beside Polly on the settee. "There's something else we need to discuss. If Hawthorne agrees to meet with you, he'll likely expect... intimacy. Are you prepared for that possibility?"

Polly's cheeks flushed slightly, but her voice remained steady. "I've survived worse than Reverend Hawthorne. And if playing the repentant sinner will get him to confess, so be it."

"You won't be alone," I found myself saying. "We'll be close by, and we won't let anything truly harmful happen to you."

She smiled at me with such warmth that I felt heat rise in my chest. "You're very kind, Constable. That’s why I suggested to Miss Chase that you might be able to help me prepare for tomorrow."

"Prepare?" I asked, surprised.

Miss Chase gently smiled at my reaction and stood and moved behind my chair, her hands coming to rest on my shoulders.

"I think," she said softly, "that we should make sure Polly is properly prepared for tomorrow's performance. She'll need to be convincing in her role as a woman desperate for male protection and... attention."

"Yes, indeed," Polly said, her breathing already quickened. “What do you suggest?”

"I mean that you should practice. Make sure you remember how to play the submissive, grateful woman that Hawthorne will expect." Miss Chase's hands began massaging my shoulders. "And I think Constable Newman would be an excellent partner for such practice."

The suggestion hung in the air between us. I knew I should object, should maintain some pretense of professional propriety. Instead, I found myself standing and crossing to where Polly sat.

"Only if you're comfortable with it," I said, extending my hand to her. "Only if you want to."

She took my hand without hesitation and rose to face me. "I want to," she whispered. "Yesterday was most enjoyable. And if it helps prepare me for tomorrow..."

I cupped her face gently and kissed her, tasting the sweetness of her lips. She melted against me immediately, her body soft and yielding in my arms.

"Good," Miss Chase murmured approvingly. "Now, Polly, you must remember to seem grateful, even worshipful of male attention. Hawthorne's type craves that kind of validation."


Chapter Fifteen


Under Miss Chase's guidance, Polly and I enacted the kind of scene that might appeal to Reverend Hawthorne's ego. She knelt before me, looking up with worshipful eyes as her hands worked at my belt.

"Please, sir," she said in a breathy voice quite different from her usual confident tone. "I've been so foolish, thinking I could manage on my own. I need a strong man to guide me, to show me the righteous path."

The performance was remarkably convincing, even knowing it was largely an act. Polly had freed my cock and was stroking it gently while gazing up at me with apparent adoration.

"That's perfect," Miss Chase coached from her position on the settee, where she had settled to observe. "Remember, men like Hawthorne want to feel powerful, to believe they're saving you from your own sinful nature."

"Yes, miss," Polly replied, then returned her attention to me. "I've been such a wicked woman, sir. Will you help me find redemption?"

Before I could respond, she had taken me into her mouth, her technique even more skilled than I remembered. The combination of her physical ministrations and the role-playing was intensely arousing.

"Excellent," Mr. Bright observed from his chair by the fire. "Though perhaps we should consider what happens if Hawthorne wants to take things further than mere... oral ministrations."

Miss Chase rose and began removing her dress. "A good point. Polly should be prepared for any eventuality. And needs some guidance."

"What are you doing?" I asked, though I was beginning to recognize the pattern of these investigations.

"Demonstrating technique, of course." Miss Chase's dress fell at her feet, leaving her gloriously naked. "Some men prefer specific positions that make them feel dominant. Polly should be made familiar with them."

She moved to the carpet beside where Polly knelt and arranged herself on her hands and knees, looking back at us over her shoulder.

"This position allows the man to feel completely in control," she explained. "He can set the pace, the depth, everything. It's particularly appealing to men who need to dominate."

Polly released my cock and studied Miss Chase's position. "Like this?" she asked, moving to mirror the pose. I stared as she pulled up her dress, exposing herself to me. The sight of the two of them before me was quite heady, making me feel almost drunk.

“Exactly. Now, Constable, you should practice with both of them,” called over Bright. “Make sure Polly understands how to satisfy a man who craves that sense of power."

The rational part of my mind realized how thoroughly I had abandoned any pretense of professional conduct. Here I was, about to simultaneously pleasure two women in the name of criminal investigation. Yet somehow, in this moment, it felt not only acceptable but necessary.

I positioned myself behind Polly first, sliding into her wet heat with a groan of pleasure. She was even tighter than I remembered, her body gripping me perfectly as I began to move. I could feel her tighten around me and let out a gasp.

"Remember," Miss Chase instructed, "make sounds of appreciation. Let him know how much you're enjoying his attention, how grateful you are for his... guidance."

Polly immediately began moaning softly, pushing back against my thrusts in a way that suggested genuine pleasure rather than mere performance.

"Oh yes, sir," she breathed. "You feel so good inside me. I'm so grateful... so lucky to have your attention."

The combination of her words and the exquisite sensation of being within her was rapidly driving me toward climax. But before I could reach that point, Miss Chase spoke again.

"Now try with me, Constable. Polly should observe different techniques."

Reluctantly, I withdrew from Polly and moved to position myself behind Miss Chase. She was even wetter than Polly, if such a thing were possible, and took me with an eager cry of pleasure. Grasping her hips, I thrust deep inside her.

"Yes," she gasped as I began moving within her. "This is how a man like Hawthorne will want to take you, Polly. Hard and dominant, making you submit completely to his desires."

I found myself caught up in the instruction, thrusting more forcefully than I normally would. I even reached up and put my hand into her hair, grasping it and pulling her head back so I could hear her moans all the better. Miss Chase responded with cries of apparent ecstasy, her body moving in perfect rhythm with mine.

"Do you see?" she called to Polly between moans. "Show him how much you need this... how grateful you are..."

"I see," Polly replied, her own hand moving between her legs as she watched us. "Should I... may I touch myself while he's using you?"

"Of course," Miss Chase gasped. "Men like Hawthorne enjoy seeing women pleasure themselves. It makes them feel powerful, knowing they've driven you to such desperate need."

The sight of Polly touching herself while watching me fuck Miss Chase was almost too much to bear. I felt my climax approaching rapidly and knew I wouldn't be able to hold back much longer.

"Where should I finish?" I managed to ask.

"Inside me," Miss Chase commanded. "Fill me with your seed while Polly watches. She needs to see how a properly grateful woman receives a man's pleasure."

Her words sent me over the edge. I thrust deep and held still as I emptied myself within her, crying out with the intensity of it. Miss Chase's own climax followed immediately, her body convulsing around my cock in waves of pleasure.

Polly had brought herself to completion as well, her fingers moving frantically as she watched us reach our peaks. The sight of her flushed face and glistening fingers as she withdrew them from between her legs was almost enough to make me hard again immediately.

"Excellent practice," Mr. Bright observed approvingly. "I believe our Polly is now ready for whatever Reverend Hawthorne might require."


Chapter Sixteen


The next morning found us positioned in a coffee house across the street from Reverend Hawthorne's residence in Bloomsbury. From our spot, we had a clear view of his front door and could see into several of the ground-floor windows.

The house was a respectable Georgian townhouse, well-maintained but not ostentatious. Exactly what one would expect of a scholarly clergyman with a comfortable but not extravagant income.

"Remember," Mr. Bright instructed Polly one final time, "you're desperate and frightened. Lord Ashwin is dead, you have no income, and you've heard that Hawthorne might be willing to help you. You're willing to do anything to secure his protection."

Polly nodded, adjusting her dress to show a bit more décolletage than would normally be considered proper. "I understand. Be submissive, grateful, and available."

"And if anything goes wrong," I added, "scream. We'll be across the street in seconds."

She smiled at me with genuine affection. "I know you'll keep me safe, Archie. I'm not afraid."

Her confidence was reassuring, but I still felt uneasy about the plan. Too many things could go wrong, and despite her courage, Polly was still a young woman about to face a potentially dangerous man alone.

Miss Chase squeezed my hand under the table. "She'll be fine. Polly is stronger and cleverer than she appears. And we'll be watching every moment."

We watched as Polly crossed the street and approached Hawthorne's front door. She hesitated for just a moment before lifting the brass knocker and letting it fall.

The door opened almost immediately, as if someone had been watching from within. A tall, thin man in clerical dress appeared in the doorway. Even at a distance, I could see his sharp, angular features, and the way his eyes immediately fixed on Polly's figure.

There was a brief conversation, then Hawthorne stepped aside and gestured for Polly to enter. The door closed behind them, and we were left to wait and watch.

"Can you see into any of the rooms?" Miss Chase asked, straining to peer through the windows.

"There," Mr. Bright pointed to a window on the first floor. "That appears to be his study. I can see bookshelves and... yes, there they are."

Through the window, we could make out two figures. Hawthorne was standing behind his desk, while Polly sat in a chair before it. Even from our vantage point, his body language suggested dominance and control—he was looming over her, gesturing as he spoke.

"What do you think he's saying?" I asked.

"Probably lecturing her about sin and redemption," Miss Chase replied grimly. "Men like that love to make women feel ashamed before offering them salvation."

We watched as the conversation continued. Hawthorne moved around the desk to stand closer to Polly, who seemed to shrink back in her chair in a convincing display of submission.

Then something changed. Hawthorne's gestures became more animated, almost agitated. He began pacing back and forth, and even through the window we could see that he was becoming increasingly excited about whatever he was discussing.

"He's talking about Lord Ashwin," Mr. Bright observed. "Look at his face—that's the expression of a man consumed by righteous anger."

Indeed, Hawthorne's features were twisted with what appeared to be genuine fury. He was pointing at Polly now, his mouth moving rapidly as he spoke.

Suddenly, Polly rose from her chair and moved toward him. We couldn't hear what she was saying, but her posture was submissive, almost pleading. She reached out as if to touch his arm, but he stepped back sharply.

"This is it," Miss Chase breathed. "She's playing the repentant sinner, asking for his forgiveness and protection."

Hawthorne's demeanor changed again. The anger was still there, but now it was mixed with something else—satisfaction, perhaps even pleasure. He was enjoying her submission, feeding off her apparent desperation.

Then, to our alarm, he moved to the window and drew the curtains closed.

"Damn," I muttered, pushing back from the table. "We can't see what's happening now."

"Give it a few more minutes," Mr. Bright counseled. "If we haven't heard from her soon, we'll intervene."

The wait was agonizing. Every minute that passed increased my anxiety about Polly's safety. Just as I was about to insist we storm the house, the front door opened and Polly emerged.

She walked quickly across the street, her face flushed and her hair slightly disheveled. But she was smiling, and when she reached our table, her eyes were bright with excitement.

"I got him to confess," she said breathlessly. “But unfortunately not to murder.”


Chapter Seventeen


"Tell us everything," Mr. Bright demanded as we quickly settled the bill and prepared to leave the coffee house. "Every detail."

Polly glanced around nervously. "Not here. Too many ears. Let's go back to your rooms."

The cab ride back to Little Pulteney Street felt interminably long. Polly sat between Miss Chase and myself, her body trembling slightly with leftover adrenaline from her encounter with Hawthorne.

"Are you hurt?" I asked quietly, noticing the way she kept adjusting her dress.

"No, not hurt," she replied with a meaningful look. "But he was very forceful in his language on how I had sinned."

I felt a surge of anger, but Polly quickly shook her head.

"I was willing, Archie. It was necessary to get him to trust me, to make him believe I was completely under his control."

Once we were safely in Mr. Bright's apartments with the door locked behind us, Polly finally told us what had transpired.

"At first, he was suspicious," she began, settling into a chair by the fireplace. “Wanted to know why I had come to him. I told him that now Lord Ashwin was dead, I had nowhere left to turn and begged him to take me back.”

"And he believed that?" Miss Chase asked.

"Eventually. But first, he gave me a long lecture about sin and fornication, about how women like me were the downfall of righteous men." Polly's voice carried a note of disgust. "He was quite graphic in his descriptions of the punishments that awaited unrepentant sinners."

"But you mentioned Lord Ashwin specifically?" Mr. Bright inquired.

"Oh yes. That's when his whole demeanor changed. The moment I mentioned his Lordship's name, Hawthorne became... excited. Like a hunter who's caught sight of his prey."

Polly paused to accept a cup of tea from Miss Chase before continuing.

"He told me that Lord Ashwin had been a corruptor of innocence, a man who used his wealth and position to lead young women into sin. Said that such men deserved whatever divine justice befell them."

"Those were his exact words?" I asked, making notes. "'Divine justice'?"

"His exact words. And when I asked what he meant, he became very pleased with himself. Started boasting about how he had tried to warn Lord Ashwin, tried to make him see the error of his ways."

"The threatening letters," Miss Chase said.

"Yes. He was quite proud of those. Said he had spent weeks crafting each one, using the most powerful Biblical language to make Lord Ashwin understand the consequences of his actions."

Mr. Bright leaned forward intently. "Did he say anything about how Lord Ashwin died?"

Polly's expression grew troubled.

“That’s where things got strange. He actually accused me of killing his lordship. Said that I had no doubt taken his life like I had taken his lust. That all women either kill the soul or kill the man. It was then that he ejected me from his house, saying that he could not keep such an abomination under his roof. I am certain that he thought I was the killer.”

“Which means,” I said, “that he is not our guilty party.”

As we sat and pondered what this meant for our investigation, Mrs. Coal entered the room.

“I have a telegram for the Constable,” she said, handing it over.

“Well then, Newman, don’t keep us in suspense,” Bright said, leaning forward.

I read the short message and looked back up at my audience.

“It’s from Lady Bridget; she wants me to meet her at her hotel. She has new information about the case.”


Chapter Eighteen


The telegram was brief but urgent in its tone: "Constable Newman. Must speak with you immediately regarding father's death. Have discovered something important. Come to Brown's Hotel, Room 237, as soon as possible. Tell no one else and come alone. Lady Bridget Ashwin."

"How curious," Mr. Bright mused, examining the telegram over my shoulder. "Why specifically request you, and why the secrecy?"

Miss Chase frowned. "It could be a trap. If she's involved in her father's death somehow..."

"Or she may have genuinely discovered evidence she's afraid to share with anyone else," I countered, though I shared their concerns. "She did seem forthright during our interview."

"Too forthright, perhaps," Mr. Bright observed. "People who appear completely honest are often hiding the most secrets."

Polly looked between us with concern. "After what just happened with Hawthorne, shouldn't we all go together?"

"The telegram specifically says to tell no one else and come alone," I pointed out. "If she is genuinely afraid or has discovered something sensitive, arriving with companions might spook her."

Miss Chase stood and began pacing, her brow furrowed in thought. "I don't like it, Archie. Something feels wrong about this."

"Nevertheless, I have to go," I decided. "She may have information crucial to solving this case. But I'll be careful, and if I don't return within two hours, you'll know something has gone amiss."

Mr. Bright nodded approvingly. "Sensible. Brown's Hotel is respectable enough—she's unlikely to attempt anything truly dangerous there."

"Famous last words," Miss Chase muttered, but she came to me and straightened my collar with gentle hands. "Promise me you'll be cautious. Don't let your guard down just because she's a woman or a member of the aristocracy."

"I promise," I assured her, touched by her concern.

***

The hansom cab deposited me outside Brown's Hotel in Dover Street just as the afternoon sun was beginning to wane. The hotel was indeed respectable—elegant but not ostentatious, the sort of place favored by well-bred travelers who valued discretion over display.

The lobby was appointed with tasteful furniture and thick carpets that muffled sound. I approached the desk clerk, a thin man with precise movements and watchful eyes.

"I'm here to see Lady Bridget Ashwin, Room 237," I informed him.

He consulted his register. "Ah, yes, she mentioned she was expecting a visitor. Third floor, turn right from the stairs."

I climbed the thickly carpeted stairs, my footsteps silent. The corridor was dimly lit by gas lamps, creating pools of warm light alternating with deep shadows. Room 237 was at the far end, and I paused outside the door to listen for any sounds within.

I could hear movement—footsteps pacing back and forth, and what sounded like papers being shuffled. Taking a deep breath, I knocked firmly.

"Who is it?" came Lady Bridget's voice from within.

"Constable Newman. You sent for me."

There was a pause, then the sound of a lock being turned. The door opened to reveal Lady Bridget, but she looked quite different from the confident, almost masculine woman I had met before. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, and instead of her explorer's attire, she wore a silk dressing gown that clung to her curves in a way that was immediately apparent.

"Constable Newman," she breathed, stepping back to allow me entry. "Thank goodness you came. I wasn't sure you would."

I entered the room, immediately noting its layout—a sitting area by the window, a writing desk covered with papers, and beyond an open doorway, a glimpse of the bedroom with its large four-poster bed.

"Lady Bridget, your telegram suggested you had discovered something about your father's death?"

She moved to close and lock the door behind me, then turned to face me. The silk robe had loosened slightly, revealing the swell of her breasts beneath.

"I have indeed," she said, moving closer to me. "But first, I must confess something. The real reason I asked you here."

Something in her tone made me step back slightly. "Oh?"

"I find myself... attracted to you, Constable. There's something about a man in uniform, about the authority you represent, that I find quite irresistible."

She was standing very close now, close enough that I could smell her perfume—something exotic and spicy that seemed to match her adventurous nature.

"Lady Bridget, I'm flattered, but I'm here on official business..."

"Are you?" she asked, reaching out to trace a finger along my chest. "Because I rather think you're here because you find me attractive as well. I saw the way you looked at me during our interview."

I had to admit there was some truth to that. Lady Bridget was undeniably beautiful, and her unconventional manner had been intriguing. But this felt like dangerous territory.

"Perhaps we should discuss what you discovered about your father first," I suggested, trying to maintain some semblance of professionalism.

She smiled, a predatory expression that made my pulse quicken despite my wariness.

"Oh, we'll get to that," she purred, her hand moving to my belt. "But first, I think we should get better acquainted. After all, you wouldn't want to leave a lady disappointed, would you?"

Before I could protest, she had deftly unbuckled my belt and was working at the buttons of my trousers. Her movements were practiced, confident—this was clearly not her first seduction.

"Lady Bridget, this is highly irregular..."

"Call me Bridget," she whispered, her breath warm against my ear as she freed my already hardening cock from my trousers. "And irregular is exactly how I like things."

Her hand wrapped around my member, stroking with just the right pressure to make me groan despite my reservations. Whatever objections I might have had were rapidly being overwhelmed by physical sensation.

"That's better," she murmured, feeling my resistance weakening. "I knew you wanted this. I could tell from the moment we met."

She sank to her knees before me, her silk robe falling open to reveal her naked body beneath—full breasts, narrow waist, and the dark triangle between her thighs. 

"Let me take care of you, Constable," she breathed, her lips hovering just inches from my tip. "Let me show you how grateful I am for all your hard work on father's case."

Before I could form another protest, she had taken me into her mouth, her tongue swirling around my head in a way that made my knees weak. Whatever this woman's motives, she was extraordinarily skilled at this particular art.

"God," I gasped, my hands involuntarily moving to tangle in her loose hair.

She hummed approvingly around my cock, the vibration sending waves of pleasure through me. Her technique was different from both Polly's eager enthusiasm and Miss Chase's practiced expertise—there was something almost predatory about the way she worked, as if she were claiming possession of me.

Just as I was beginning to lose myself completely in the sensation, she pulled back and looked up at me with gleaming eyes.

"I think we should move to the bedroom, don't you?" she suggested, rising gracefully to her feet. "I have so much more to show you."


Chapter Nineteen


Lady Bridget took my hand and led me through the doorway into the bedroom, her silk robe trailing behind her like water. The room was dominated by the large four-poster bed, its posts carved with exotic designs that seemed to match her worldly tastes.

"I must admit," she said, turning to face me as she let the robe slip from her shoulders entirely, "I've been thinking about this since we first met. There's something about your earnest dedication to justice that I find quite... stimulating."

Naked, she was even more magnificent than I had imagined. Her body spoke of someone who lived an active life—lean and strong, with the golden tan of someone who spent time in exotic climates. But it was her eyes that captivated me most—dark and knowing, with a hunger that seemed almost dangerous.

"Bridget," I began, though I wasn't sure what I intended to say.

"Shh," she whispered, pressing a finger to my lips. "No more talk of propriety or duty. Just for now, be a man who wants a woman."

She began unbuttoning my shirt with the same practiced efficiency she'd shown with my trousers, her fingers trailing over my chest as she revealed it.

"Much better," she murmured approvingly, running her hands over my torso. "I do so prefer my men to be physically capable. All that walking the beat has served you well."

Despite my lingering concerns about the situation, my body was responding enthusiastically to her touch. When she pressed against me, skin to skin, I couldn't suppress a groan of pleasure.

"That's what I wanted to hear," she breathed against my neck, her lips finding the sensitive spot just below my ear. "Now, let me show you what I learned during my travels in the Orient."

She guided me backward until my legs hit the edge of the bed, then pushed me gently so that I sat on the mattress. Standing between my spread knees, she looked down at me with that predatory smile.

"In some cultures," she said, her hands moving to frame my face, "a woman taking control is seen as natural, even sacred. Would you like me to show you what I mean?"

Before I could answer, she had straddled my lap, her wetness pressing against my hardness in a way that made coherent thought nearly impossible. She was so warm, so ready, that I could feel her arousal coating my member.

"Yes," I managed to gasp, my hands instinctively moving to grip her hips.

"Good," she purred, positioning herself above me. "Because I intend to take everything I want from you."

She sank down onto me slowly, her tightness enveloping me inch by inch until I was fully seated within her. The sensation was incredible, gripping me like a silk glove.

"Oh, yes," she breathed, her head falling back as she adjusted to my size. "You feel even better than I imagined."

For a moment, she remained still, and I could see her face in profile—eyes closed, lips parted, an expression of pure satisfaction. Then she began to move, rising and falling in a rhythm that was both practiced and natural.

"Tell me," she said between movements, her voice husky with arousal, "do you always mix business with pleasure like this?"

"Never," I admitted honestly, my hands moving to cup her breasts as she rode me. "This is... unprecedented."

She laughed, a sound of genuine delight. "I do so love being unprecedented. It's terribly boring to be ordinary, don't you think?"

Her pace increased, and I could feel her internal muscles beginning to flutter around me in a way that suggested she was approaching her peak. The sight of her above me—hair wild, breasts bouncing with each movement, face flushed with passion—was almost too much to bear.

"That's it," she encouraged, feeling my own response building. "Don't hold back. I want to feel you lose control inside me."

Suddenly, she lunged forward, grabbing me by the wrist and pinning me down.

“I am afraid I have been an awfully bad girl,” she groaned as her eyes rolled back in her head.

“So I can see.”

“No, I mean luring you here. I have no news of my father’s death. The only death of interest to me right now is the little one. Le petite mort.”

With that, her fingers gripped harder and her legs wrapped around me, coming so loud that I am sure the hotel receptionist heard.

“Don’t fill me yet, Constable. Nice and slow does it, there's a good chap.”

She pressed her breast against my mouth, her hard nipple grazing my lips. Without thinking, I sucked on it.

“Oh, Constable, you are a devil. As hard as a truncheon, and just as thick as one. Just wait till all my friends hear what a wild ride you are. You’ll have posh totty lining up to use you.”

I could feel a tightness at the base of my shaft. Somehow, she could tell.

"Not yet," she hissed, her nails digging into my wrist. "Not until I'm ready."

My body strained against the urge to release, holding back by sheer force of will. I could feel her quivering around me, her internal muscles fluttering with the aftershocks of her climax.

"God, you're a marvel," she breathed, her hand moving to cup my cheek. "You deserve a reward."

Without warning, she rolled us so that I was on top, her legs still wrapped around my waist. She looked up at me, her dark eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

"Now," she whispered, her hips canting up to meet mine, "take what you need. Give me everything."

I obeyed, losing myself in the primal rhythm of thrust and retreat. Her nails dug into my back, urging me on.

"That's it," she growled, her breath hot against my ear. "Don't hold back. Take me."

The sensation was overwhelming—her scent, her taste, the sound of our bodies coming together, the feel of her heat enveloping me.

"I can't..." I gasped, my control beginning to fray.

"Yes," she groaned, her body arching beneath me. "Come for me. Fill me with your seed. Make me yours."

That was all it took. I buried myself in her as deep as I could, my release crashing over me like a wave.

"Gosh," she gasped, her nails scoring my back. "That's it. Don't stop."

I would not have been able to, even if I wanted, my body slamming into her until every drop had drained from me.

Finally, the tension began to ebb, and I collapsed beside her, utterly spent.

"That was... incredible," I breathed, struggling to catch my breath.

"It certainly was," she agreed, curling against me and resting her head on my chest. "And a far more useful way to spend the evening than discussing murder."

Despite the lassitude that was creeping over me, a thread of guilt ran through me at her words.

"Are you sure you have had no more thoughts on that front?"

She waved a dismissive hand.

"No. The only thing that's on my mind right now is how soon I can have you again. My god, Constable, the things I want to do with you."

Her hand wrapped around my neck and pulled me in for a kiss. I almost lost myself in it until she slipped her other hand onto my chest and playfully ran her fingers through the hair there. Something in the back of my mind sparked, a sense of familiarity.

Fingers slowly crawling along like a ...

"Spider," I gasped out loud.


Chapter Twenty


“I know who killed Lord Ashwin.”

I had just barreled into Mr. Bright's lodgings, and both he and Miss Chase looked up at me in astonishment.

“What? How?” she asked, leaping to her feet.

“Where’s Polly?” I asked, not seeing her there.

“She went back to the Ashwin residence.”

Back to the scene of the crime.

“Quick, we don’t have a moment to lose,” I said, running out of the room. “There is still a chance that Lord Ashwin might not be the last one to die.”

We raced through the London streets in a cab summoned by Mr Bright, the wheels clattering over cobblestones as I explained my revelation.

"It was when Lady Bridget ran her fingers across my chest," I said breathlessly. "It reminded me of something crawling—like a spider. And suddenly I remembered what Mr. Bright had observed in Lord Ashwin's study."

"The spider I saw scuttling across the desk," Bright said, his eyes lighting with understanding as the puzzle piece fit into place in his head. "Of course! The Brazilian carved head that Lady Bridget brought as a gift."

"Exactly. She said she got it from a tribal chief in Brazil. What if it wasn't just a decorative piece? What if something was living inside it? Something that had been hidden away and not been discovered on the journey?"

Miss Chase gripped my arm. "A poisonous spider. Hidden in the carving, waiting to emerge."

"It would explain everything," I continued. "Why Lord Ashwin was found naked—the venom could have caused hallucinations, made him feel burning hot. Why there were no signs of struggle or violence. Why the door was locked from the inside."

The cab pulled up outside the Ashwin residence, and we leaped out. The house was mostly dark, but I could see a light flickering in what I knew to be Lord Ashwin's study.

"The servants' entrance," Miss Chase whispered, and we made our way around to the back of the house.

The door was unlocked, and we crept through the darkened corridors toward the study. As we approached, we could hear movement within—the sound of papers being shuffled and what sounded like furniture being moved.

I pressed my ear to the door and heard Polly's voice, though she seemed to be talking to herself.

"Where is it? It has to be here somewhere. The nasty thing must be hiding..."

We burst through the door to find Polly on her hands and knees, frantically searching under Lord Ashwin's desk with a lamp held high.

"Polly!" I called out. "Get away from there!"

She looked up, startled, just as I saw it—a large, dark shape scuttling across the floor near her hand. A spider the size of a man's palm, with distinctive markings on its brown body.

"Don't move," I commanded, but it was too late. The creature had already sensed the disturbance and was moving rapidly toward her.

Without thinking, I lunged forward and brought my boot down hard on the spider, crushing it with a sickening crunch. The creature's body burst, releasing a yellowish fluid that stained the Persian carpet.

Polly scrambled backward, her face pale with shock. "What was that...?"

"The murder weapon," Mr. Bright confirmed, looking at the crushed remains. "A Brazilian spider, if I'm not mistaken. Highly venomous. The bite would cause exactly the symptoms we observed—hallucinations, sweating, and eventually death."

Miss Chase helped Polly to her feet. "What were you doing here? How did you know to look for it?"

"I didn't," Polly said shakily. "Lady Ashwin asked me to clean the study tomorrow. She said the police had said they would no longer need to examine it, and she wanted everything to be returned to as Lord Ashwin had it. After the excitement of today, I knew I would not sleep, so I started early. I was dusting when I saw something moving in the shadows."

Mr. Bright walked forward and nudged the spider’s body with his foot.

"Some type of Phoneutria by the looks of it," he said.

"But if the spider killed him, then... there is no murderer?" asked Polly.

"So it would seem. At first, I thought it might be that Lady Bridget planted the skull on purpose," said Miss Chase, "but when he realized that the spider was responsible, Constable Newman here pumped her for information."

"Indeed," I said. "It was purely an accident. As far as we can tell, during the voyage from the Americas, the spider hid in the skull. It only emerged after the skull was taken out of its box and placed on his Lordship's desk."

"The perfect crime," mused Mr. Bright. "A venomous spider, hiding in plain sight. It all makes sense."

"That in a house full of intrigue took on a sinister tone," I said. "It was simply an act of nature, a horrible tragedy. A tiny bite that the police overlooked and could very easily have led to more deaths in the future."

"But justice was done after all," said Miss Chase, wrapping her arm around mine. "You solved the case."

"I couldn't have done it without you and Polly," I replied. "And Mr. Bright. It was a team effort."

"Maybe so, but Inspector Young will be told just how important you were to cracking the case. After all, he can’t have consulting detectives taking the glory."

I blushed at the praise. "I'll be sure to mention how much assistance I received from you all."

For a moment, we stood there thinking about the case. Then Polly let out a long sigh.

“I don’t know about you lot, but I’m bursting with adrenaline now. Any chance I can come back with you and we can all fuck?”

I could think of no more fitting way to end the case.


Epilogue: The End of the Case


From the Private Diary of Archie Newman,

As I sit here three months after the conclusion of the Lord Ashwin case, I find myself reflecting on how profoundly those few days changed the course of my life. What began as a simple assignment to oversee two unconventional investigators became something far more transformative than I could ever have imagined.

The official report stated that Lord Ashwin died from an accidental spider bite, a tragic consequence of his daughter's well-intentioned gift from Brazil. The Metropolitan Police closed the case with relief, grateful to avoid the scandal that would have erupted had the true nature of Lord Ashwin's household arrangements become public knowledge.

What Became of Each Player in Our Drama

Lady Ashwin  took the news of the spider's role with surprising equanimity. "At least it wasn't one of us," she said with characteristic bluntness. She sold the Belgrave Square house within a month and moved to a smaller property in Chelsea, where she now hosts salons for other unconventional women of her class. I'm told she has taken up with a lady painter from the continent, and seems quite content with her new arrangement.

Lady Bridget departed for another expedition to South America within weeks of our encounter at Brown's Hotel. Before leaving, she sent me a brief note: "Thank you for the most educational evening, Constable. Perhaps when I return, we might continue your... investigation." I must confess the thought both thrills and terrifies me in equal measure. She also promised to be more careful about the souvenirs she brings back to England.

Lord Edward was quietly paid off by his mother to disappear to the continent. His gambling debts were settled, and he now resides in Monte Carlo, where I'm told he has learned to moderate his play and has taken up with an Italian countess. The threat of scandal regarding his father's death seems to have sobered him considerably.

Reverend Hawthorne received a visit from Inspector Young, who informed him that writing threatening letters could be considered a crime. The good Reverend has apparently found religion in a more conventional sense and now confines his moral outrage to his Sunday sermons. Polly reports that he no longer troubles her.

Polly inherited her promised five thousand pounds and the Kensington house. However, rather than retire to a life of leisure, she surprised us all by expressing interest in detective work. Mr. Bright has taken her on as an apprentice assistant, and her ability to blend in among the serving class has already proven invaluable on several cases. She has also, I'm pleased to report, found companionship with the head gardener at her new property, a kind man who appreciates both her spirit and her unconventional past.

Mr. Bright continues his work as a consulting detective, with even greater success than before. The Ashwin case enhanced his reputation considerably, and he now finds himself consulted on the most delicate matters by the highest levels of society. His methods remain as unorthodox as ever, and he is no less discreet. When I asked him what the special requirement was that he had asked of Inspector Young at the start of the case, he informed me that as long as he and Miss Chase continued to help the police, no charges for indecency would ever be filed against them.

Miss Chase continues to work with Mr. Bright. She is also helping me to learn how to focus like Mr. Bright. This involves some tantric methods that I had previously never heard of and have found to be extremely helpful. I have also taken to helping her on her rounds, delivering coins to the poor. Although I know she can take care of herself, like the people she helps, I would feel terrible if anything ever happened to her.

As for myself, I found that my experience with Mr. Bright and Miss Chase opened doors I never knew existed. Inspector Young, initially skeptical of my association with such “perverts,” was forced to acknowledge the success of our methods when several high-profile cases were solved through our collaboration. I have been promoted to Detective Sergeant and now serve as official liaison between Scotland Yard and Mr. Bright’s practice.

More importantly, I discovered aspects of myself I never knew existed. The rigid moral certainty of my youth has given way to a more nuanced understanding of human nature and desire. I learned that justice sometimes requires flexibility, that the law is not always synonymous with right, and that the most unconventional people often possess the greatest capacity for both truth and compassion.

The Final Mystery

There remains one mystery from the case that I had never fully solved: how exactly did Mr. Bright always manage to summon a hansom cab with such supernatural efficiency? When I asked him about it months later, he merely smiled and tapped his nose. “Trade secret, my dear Newman. A good detective never reveals all his methods.”

Miss Chase—Evie—later confided that he maintains a network of cab drivers throughout London, each paid a small retainer to patrol certain routes and respond to his signal. “It’s all about preparation and attention to detail,” she explained. “The same principles that solve murders also ensure reliable transportation.”

A Personal Reflection

Looking back, I realize that the Brazilian spider, while deadly, was perhaps the least dangerous creature involved in the case. The real dangers were our own assumptions, prejudices, and the rigid thinking that prevents us from seeing truth when it wears an unfamiliar face.

Lord Ashwin died not from any human malice, but from the chaotic intersection of nature and circumstance. Yet his death revealed a web of human relationships as complex as any spider's creation: forbidden desires, family tensions, financial desperation, and the lengths people will go to for justice.

In the end, justice was served not through punishment, but through understanding. The real criminals in the case—greed, hypocrisy, and moral inflexibility—were exposed and diminished, if not entirely eliminated.

As I close this diary, I can hear Evie climbing into my bed for some focusing work and then a good night’s sleep, preparing us for another case with Mr. Bright. Tomorrow we investigate the mysterious death of a banker in Whitechapel, and I have no doubt that our methods will once again raise eyebrows among my more conventional colleagues.

But I have learned that conventional thinking solves very few of the world's real mysteries. Sometimes, to catch a killer, you must be willing to abandon everything you thought you knew about human nature and follow the evidence wherever it leads—even into the most unexpected places.

The spider in Lord Ashwin's study taught us that death can come from the most innocent sources, that appearances deceive, and that the truth is often hiding in plain sight, waiting for someone brave enough to look closely.

I am grateful for that lesson, even if it came at such a tragic cost. And I am grateful for the extraordinary people who taught me that there are many ways to seek justice, and many definitions of a life well-lived.

*End of Diary*
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She just wants to be a freeuse toy for the night, and he’s more than willing to use her.

Willow
I’m 25 and newly single. It’s time to be a super slut, so someday I won’t regret not having a wild time in my 20s. And what better place than a freeuse party? I’m ready to be pounded hard and used all night long.... and I want to start with the sexy, older vampire I lock eyes with as soon as I enter the party.

The vampire pushes all the right buttons and looks like he knows exactly how to please a woman. Lucky for me, while a bunch of men have me on my knees, the vampire finds me and whisks me away.

Mike

After losing my wife 10 years ago, I’m not looking for love. I just want to enjoy life and pleasure as many women as possible. I’ve been attending these freeuse holiday parties for a few years now, and I always find a willing submissive to tease and turn into a desperate toy eager to please.

When I set my sights on a hot woman dressed as a cop, I know she’s the one I want to turn mindless with pleasure and make her scream with passion. She’s obviously a little inexperienced and way too young for me to date, but this is a party for pleasure.

I’m determined to make her mine for just one night.


Note:
This story is dual point of view with April Cross writing Willow and Matt Lake writing Mike. Enjoy the experience of two distinct voices 
telling the story while both authors bring their own writing style and creativity to give the characters life.

This is book 1 of a 4 part series and doesn’t end in a HEA... yet. It includes an older man and a younger woman, situational anorgasmia, BDSM 
with the D/s elements, along with partner swapping.


An Extract From A Freeuse Reunion


We were walking past a pool surrounded by chairs. Various people were lounging about, but the ones that caught my attention were just off to the side. An oldish guy was sitting back in his chair, sunglasses on and head back, just enjoying the day. And between his legs, a woman was kneeling and giving him a blowjob.

Out in the open! Where everyone could see.

I pulled at the bellhop’s arm and he turned round to look, grinned and laughed, then went back to leading me to my cabin.

“That’s just the sort of place this is,” he said as he let us in and carried the cases through. Placing them down next to the bed, he turned to me and looked expectant.

I was too busy admiring the room to notice. I have stayed in some nice places before, but this was huge. And everything was of the finest quality. I stood there gawking for a few moments before I realized what he was waiting for.

“Oh right, the tip.”

It was then that he reached down and unzipped his shorts.

“Hopefully more than the tip,” he laughed and pulled out his cock.

For a moment I was dumbstruck, then suddenly realized what he meant. He wanted me to blow him.

Suddenly, the words that James said to me before I left to come here filled my head. “You are free to do ANYTHING you want, just as long as you tell me after.” We had been talking about me being a hotwife for the last few months, but until he said that, I had never been sure if he meant it or if it was just a sexy tease to get us both worked up. But when I saw the look in his eyes, I knew he meant every word.

And now I was standing in a room with a total stranger who had his, I have to say it, thick cock out. I don’t know if it was James’ words in my head or the sight of seeing that woman giving a blowjob, but I thought “fuck it,” and sank onto my knees.

Up close, I realized just how thick his cock was. James has a nice-sized cock, but it’s nowhere near as thick as this one. I could barely get my fingers around it and, when I started stroking, it stiffened even more in my hand. The guy looked at me like it was the most normal thing in the world. Maybe this is how you tip in this part of the world, I thought, then giggled.

I slipped my lips over the tip of his cock and then sank down on it, feeling him pulsing as he pushed deeper. It was the first time in over 5 years that I had blown anyone other than James, and I have to say I was fucking drenched by this point. Feeling his hands in my hair as he pumped into my throat, it was the sluttiest thing I had ever done.

For more, read A Freeuse Reunion at: https://mybook.to/afreeusereunion
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