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Chapter 1


London, 1816

After several minutes of banging, Molly Trenchard opened the door to her shop.

“Madam, I require your assistance,” said a gloriously attired gentleman currently taking shelter from the rain under the eaves, his face partially hidden by a scarf.

“I fear the shop is closed now, sir,” she said. “We’ve been closed since the death of my husband last week, but we’ll be back to whipping up trousers on Monday.”

He stepped closer to her open door, the light from inside illuminating his face.

She knew him.

Lord Banastre Lascelles, known to all of fashionable London as Bonnie. Not to be confused with Little Boney, Napoleon Bonaparte, forcibly retired to Saint Helena. Unlike the former Emperor of the French, Bonnie was unlikely to lift a finger for any cause, neither helpful nor harmful to his fellow man.

As the fifth son of a , his role was to merely exist and most decidedly not produce any new, costly shoots of the family tree. Neither an heir or spare, he was a drain on the dynasty rather than an asset; his income was modest while his taste for luxury was ducal. His solution to the conundrum was to strut about town attired in the first fashion and leave the settlement of bills to exasperated tradesmen, his secretary, and His Grace, his father.

Molly was one of those tradesmen.

She grabbed him by the elegant scarf. “You owe me money, and my letters have gone unanswered. I trust that you’re here to settle your bill?”

He removed her hand, roughened by tailoring tanned hides, from his attire and walked into the shop as if invited.

“Arousing as your greeting is, I am in fact not here to settle the bill for last year’s pantaloons, I fear. I have just today been pickpocketed, and I find myself entirely without funds,” he said.

“Then why show your face here?” she asked, amazed at his gall.

“I find myself in need of assistance,” he said.

“You’d like me to assist you? When you routinely delay payment on my materials and labor for so long that I keep demand letters to you drafted in my study?”

“You see, it’s something of a serious matter,” he said, turning his cane so that the silver fox head glinted in the candlelight.

“What serious matter could require the assistance of the woman who makes your pantaloons?” she asked, bemused.

Bonnie folded himself into a chair used for waiting customers during shop hours, pulling the elaborate scarf from his neck.

“You see, it began when I was given a living in Great Snoring,” he said.

“Great Snoring,” she repeated.

“Yes, yes, unfortunate name, even more unfortunate place. What’s important is that I was given the living there. As vicar,” he said, in case she was unfamiliar with how ecclesiastical professions worked for less valuable aristocratic sons.

“I had no idea you were a man of religion,” she said, trying to remember if she’d ever heard of Bonnie Lascelles discussed as a man of the cloth in any of the gossipy interactions that happened daily in her shop.

“I am decidedly not a man of religion,” he said while fiddling with his quizzing glass, “which is one of many origins of the problem. The other is that I was given a stipend to support myself in Great Snoring, but one insufficient to support the curate that would do the actual preaching there while also funding my adventures here in the capital.”

“I find it difficult to sympathize with a man who is forced to work,” she said drily.

“And I did attempt to make the best of it!” he said. “I took up my post, having been driven up to Norfolk by my father’s man of business, and preached one Sunday. I thought it went rather well, all things considered, but the parishioners — close-minded people! — drove me out.”

“The people of Great Snoring took up pitchforks to drive out an aristocrat?” she asked dubiously.

“They complained to the bishop,” he said.

“And what was the substance of their complaint?”

“They found my accounts of sin too detailed for Sunday service,” he said.

“You don’t mean to say that you stood before the assembled parishioners and recounted your exploits?” she asked with horror.

“How are they to know sin if totally ignorant of its many alluring permutations?” he replied, brushing a piece of thread from his superfine trousers.

“As a mere tradeswoman, I am unable to intervene on your behalf with the bishop, but I’m sure you’ll find some sympathetic soul to help,” she said. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I was heading to bed.”

“I too was heading to bed this evening, attempting to put the Great Snoring debacle behind me, when the real trouble started,” he said.

“And I wish you luck with the completion of that. In some other location,” she said, gesturing to the door.

He looked up, his arresting eyes pinning her to the floor with their intensity. As befit his name, he really was beautiful.

“I was heading to bed in a molly house. With a man. As it was being raided by the Night Watch,” he said.

“Oh,” she said, gracelessly landing on the seat beside him.

He wrapped an arm around her trim waist companionably.

“So, you see, I’m in something of a bind and could use your help,” he said.

“They execute for sodomy,” she said in a daze.

“Sometimes,” he said, checking the polish on his boots. “Adult men going about their business at a molly house with other adult men tend to evade the law, but that’s only if they happen to have coin as a tip for the ever so kind Night Watch. Given that I happened upon a cutpurse on the way there, I had no recourse.”

“How were you to pay your bedmate without coin in hand?” she asked suspiciously. “Surely you don’t make mollies send demand letters, too?”

“When did I state that I was to be the one paying for the encounter?” he asked.

“Oh,” she said, slumping lower as the gravity of the situation settled on her shoulders.

“But you’re correct: I do have a line of credit there. Sadly, I am in arrears with the molly house as well, and between the unanswered demand letters and my father’s latest crusade against sodomy in our fair city, the owner was only too willing to give me up to the Watch to protect his operation. I narrowly escaped out a window and had to leave the rest of my vicar togs behind,” he said while petting the eye-catching scarf he’d been wearing.

“Lord…” she said, unsure of what to call him. She’d only written his name dozens of times in her requests for payment, but feared that he had one of those old, aristocratic names that looked far longer and more complicated than it ended up being on the tongue.

“Bonnie is fine,” he said, waving his beringed hand and planting a kiss on her cheek. “Since we’re going to be the best of friends very shortly.”

“Bonnie, I understand that you’re in a very bad spot, but I’m a mere tradeswoman. One who is currently more solvent than you, I admit, but even with pockets to let, you wield far more power than me.”

He wiggled closer to her on the seat. “Yes, but you have a special feature that I don’t have,” he said.

Molly raised her brows at that.

“Your name,” he said. “The only plausible solution to my woes became clear as I was heading out the window: I was nowhere near a molly house tonight. I was engaged in a tryst at Molly’s house. They heard information and simply misunderstood the substance.”

“You mean to convince the Night Watch that you were not engaging in sodomy at a house of prostitution, and instead spent the night canoodling with me?” she asked in disbelief.

“Yes,” he said. “Not my finest escape, but needs must when the gallows loom.”

“I suppose I have no choice but to offer aid,” she said drily.

“That’s the spirit!” he said, shaking her forefingers in his kidskin-leather-gloved hand.

“How did you know that my Christian name is Molly?” she asked.

“I must have made note of it during some previous visit to the shop,” he said.

“And how did you know that my husband wouldn’t answer the door?” she asked suspiciously.

“Is he not recently deceased?” he asked. “Had he opened the door to me today that would have been a superior distraction for the Watch anyway. A man raised from the dead? Surely they’d let me live if I made that discovery! Though it might mean a warm reception in Great Snoring, perish the thought.”

“I’ll help you. But I’ll need help from you in return,” she said. “And don’t think to evade me!”

He shrugged, apparently unconcerned about the specifics of her demand, which was very much in the manner he handled all demands.

A knock boomed at the door.

“That would be my Night Watch friend. The story is that we’re finally able to enjoy a romantic interlude now that your elderly, entirely unhelpful husband is no more. I’ll handle the important bits; your role is to merely not hold back when you wish to make noise.”

“Make noise?” she asked, allowing herself to be led by the hand to the front door.

“Yes, just let it out,” he said, before placing her back against the door. “And handle conversing with the Watch.”

“What are you—”

“Answer them,” he said as he yanked the bodice of her dress down to expose one full breast.

She gasped, grabbing for her neckline. “What are you doing?” she asked, as he guided her hands above her head.

The door boomed again.

“Answer them,” he said, pinching her exposed nipple between his gloved fingers.

She moaned.

“That’s it,” he said softly.

“Night Watch, open up,” said a loud voice from behind the door.

Bonnie smiled and took her nipple into his mouth.

“Oh god—” she said.

“Madam, I can hear that you’re in there,” said the voice.

“Sir, for the sake of public decency,” she said, unable to remove her eyes from Bonnie’s as he sucked on her breast with a look of immense satisfaction on his gorgeous face, “I’m not able to open the door to my shop right now.”

“We’ve a few questions about a gentleman seen in these parts this evening,” the voice said. “His horse is tied up outside, a real high stepper.”

“If they seize my horse I swear I’ll—” said Bonnie, before Molly shoved her breast back into his mouth.

She held the back of his head, directing his ministrations and keeping him quiet until he grew distracted by the many ways her flesh could be fluffed and bounced while her nipple stayed firmly between his lips.

“Sir, that horse is owned by a guest of mine and I’ll thank you to see that it is left exactly where it was tied up earlier this evening,” she said.

“Time for the next act,” murmured Bonnie, pulling away from her tit with a pop. “Lift your skirts.”

“Lift my?” she said, all amazement.

He reached for his cane, propped against the door and only staying upright for fear of earning a look of aristocratic disdain from its owner.

“Skirts up,” he whispered, “I promise you’ll enjoy this.”

“Madam,” said the loud voice from outside, “we have reason to believe that a gentleman of some consequence was visiting a bawdy house and now seeks to evade the law in your home.”

Bonnie removed the silver head of his cane and withdrew a glass vial.

“I hardly think gentlemen provoke the ire of the Night Watch for enjoying the favors of ladies of the night,” said Molly, thinking fast. “I am told that such women are essential to maintaining happy homes since they provide an outlet for randy men, or so my late husband said.”

“Well, Madam,” the voice on the other side of the door seemed to get quieter, “the man in question would have been engaged in unnatural acts.”

Bonnie, tired of her distraction, pressed the skirts of Molly’s dress into her hand, propped her right thigh on his shoulder, and dove face-first between her thighs.

“That’s a good girl, running around without those pesky drawers. I knew you’d leave them off,” he growled softly.

“How did you know I don’t wear drawers?” she asked Bonnie dazedly as he sucked on her clitoris.

“I observe,” he said, returning to his task with relish.

“I hardly think the gentleman we are discussing would engage in unnatural acts,” said Molly, her voice breathy as Bonnie did exactly that.

“We don’t mean to trouble a lady,” said the voice, “but we refer to unnatural acts with other men.”

Molly began to writhe against Bonnie’s face, thoroughly enjoying the way his tongue flicked against her sensitive bud.

“I can assure you that just this evening he has been enjoying my favors in this very shop,” she said.

“Am I ever,” murmured Bonnie from beneath her skirt.

“Madam, he has been engaging in sodomitical vices this very day,” said the Night Watchman.

At that moment, the purpose of the vial of liquid retrieved from Bonnie’s cane became clear when he slid an oiled finger into her arse.

“Oh!” she squealed, surprised at the intrusion.

“Yes, it’s very shocking, indeed,” said the Watch. “May we come in?”

Bonnie began pumping his finger while lavishing her cunt with his open mouth, licking and sucking with abandon until she bounced against the door in hopes of reaching orgasm.

“I’m afraid not, gentleman, for I am entertaining a guest and find that I am not attired for receiving visitors,” she said.

Bonnie used his other hand, this one still gloved, to slide the detached silver head of his cane into her needy cunt, which immediately clamped down on it. She was pinned against the door, speared in two holes, and facing the enthusiastic ministrations of his tongue on her throbbing clitoris.

She looked down at Bonnie, only the top of his head visible as he knelt at her feet and applied himself to making her come. She shifted her hips to direct his tongue and lips to precisely the right spot, enjoying the erotic sight of opening further to him. He moved closer to her body, grinding his cock against the one leg she was using to keep herself standing.

She used a hand to gently direct his head. The feel of his clean, golden hair in her work-roughened hand as well as the sight of a spoiled aristocrat working the second day in his life to worship her cunt sent her breaking apart. She knocked against the door as she spasmed around and on him, causing Bonnie to press into her cunt further to try to keep her upright.

“Oh,” she exhaled.

He looked up at her, his face wet from the juices of her pussy, and seemed to seek approval.

“You were so good,” she breathed. “Almost as if you like women.”

He paused. “Did I say that I don’t like women?”

“I suppose you didn’t,” she whispered. “I just thought that if you visited mollies—”

“Some of the men are more narrow in their tastes and prefer to only bed men, but I rather like a supper dance buffet of options,” he said, licking his lips.

“Well, that does make the favor I need to ask of you in return far less awful,” she said thoughtfully.

“Madam, we need you to open up now,” said the Watchman, reminding them that they were most decidedly not alone.

Bonnie sighed and got to his feet, grabbed his cane, and looped an arm around Molly’s waist. He drew her close.

“How do I look?” he asked.

“Like you’ve been licking my cunt,” she said. “Where’s your handkerchief?”

“Nevermind that,” he said, “it only adds to the story. I’ll unlatch the door, you just follow my lead.”

He lifted the latch on the great door that protected the shop from thieves when the shopkeeper’s family retired to their home on the floor above at night.

Immediately, Bonnie swooped in on Molly and began kissing her until she had no choice but to loop her arms around his neck to stay upright.

“What is this?” said a voice from the doorway.

They broke apart as if surprised by the intrusion.

“Sir, this is a private shop and we are closed for business,” said Molly.

“This is the man we seek for the crime of sodomy,” said the Watchman. “He’ll need to come with us.” The Watchman gestured to two other shifty-looking men looming nearby.

“This man? The man who has been comforting me all evening? I’m afraid you’ve been misinformed,” said Molly, feigning a laugh while actually terrified that one mistake would result in the loss of Bonnie’s life.

The Night Watchman turned to her. “You are recently a widow, are you not?”

“Aye,” she said, wary about the direction of the conversation.

“And you have no children?” he asked skeptically.

“My husband and I were not so blessed,” she said.

“Hmm,” said the Watchman, turning to look at the fine horse tied up outside before looking back at Molly’s disarranged bodice.

Molly broke away from Bonnie’s arms and trailed after the Watchman. “That’s not to say that my husband didn’t plant his seed in me before he died. I have every reason to suspect that his line will be continuing posthumously,” she said, cradling her flat stomach.

“Sir, I’ll thank you not to upset Mrs. Trenchard. She’s been grieving greatly, which can’t be good in her condition,” said Bonnie, placing his hand over her belly. “Casting aspersions upon her character by suggesting that a friend offering comfort is lascivious is uncalled for.”

“I hardly think grief is assuaged through a three-penny upright!” said the Watchman.

Bonnie rose to his full, considerable height. “I’ll thank you not to suggest that Mrs. Trenchard is engaged in the flesh trade,” he said with surprising menace. “Her name might be Molly, but she’s a skilled tailoress, the best in the city, and I will not hear such slander against her.”

The Watchman started.

“I’ll thank you to leave,” said Bonnie, opening the door with a stony expression.

“Know that I’ll be watching you, Lord Lascelles. And you, Molly Trenchard. Something about this story doesn’t add up, and a man condemned to the gallows doesn’t get to take his horse with him,” said the Watchman, eyeing Bonnie’s stallion covetously.

Bonnie closed the door firmly behind him, stepping aside so that Molly could set the locks.

He placed a trembling hand on her arm and moved his fingers as though to pet her goosepimpled skin.

“Thank you,” he said.

“It was exactly as serious as you made it out to be,” she said softly, in case the Watchman listened outside.

She collapsed back on the seat near the door, unable to keep her knees engaged. Bonnie followed her down.

“By the by, what was the favor you needed in return for your aid tonight?” he asked.

“I need you to put a baby in me,” she said. “Fast.”


Chapter 2


After ten years in the trade, one could say that Molly Trenchard was a specialist in men’s pantaloons. Her notoriety started when she was but a bride working alongside her husband. At the tender age of nineteen, she pioneered the “five cock check” to tailor falls so that they’d tent appealingly no matter the direction in which an errant pikestaff might erect itself. Later in the decade, she turned her attention to the back, where Molly cut the abundantly gathered seat resembling a baby’s clout down to a smooth backside that allowed men’s coats to become scandalously short. She was the countess of the codpiece, the high abbess of the hamcases, and known for her inexpressibles from Richmond to Romford.

A sign over the shop displayed the standard outline of a stag head and pair of short men’s pants, but the sign had something extra, a certain hint of fullness around the crotch to denote the house’s speciality. The stylish fops knew that if they wanted nature’s bounty displayed to its best advantage, they should direct their coach and four to the sign of the Buckskin Breechess.

Eight days after burying her elderly spouse of a decade, she was preparing to reopen the shop, but had discovered a problem.

“I’m not sure I know how to fit a baby into a lady,” said Bonnie, genuinely taken aback at the thought of wedging an infant into his tailoress.

“Thankfully, I’m not a lady, and I don’t need a whole infant right now. I need to bake one myself,” she said.

“This whole thing grows more horrifying as new details emerge,” said Bonnie. “Where do I come in?”

“You provide the materials,” she said.

“The materials meaning…”

“I need your seed,” said Molly. “The sooner the better.”

“I’m genuinely sorry to tell you this, but fifth sons do not have the luxury of inseminating indiscriminately. The Great Snoring debacle is yet another blow to my income. There’s no stipend for supporting my byblows.”

“Oh, the child wouldn’t be yours,” said Molly laughing. “It would be my late husband’s.”

“You’d like my seed in order to make your dead husband’s baby,” said Bonnie, raising one of his already arched brows.

“Yes, in order to save the shop. The reading of my late husband’s will after the funeral revealed a diabolical clause: if he died without issue, the ownership of the shop would revert to his siblings.”

Bonnie looked around at the large shop stocked with tanned hides, work stations where journeyman and apprentices completed orders, and lounges where well-heeled bucks could enjoy a cheroot and splash of liquor during fittings.

“All this,” he said, waving his hand, “costs money, does it not? You couldn’t establish your own concern nearby and take your loyal customers with you?”

“You do understand trade after all,” she said wrily.

“Don’t let that get around,” he replied.

“And I am the Buckskin Breechess. This shop was but a bolthole when William married me. We only grew to this size because I make men’s pantaloons fit better,” she said.

“Do you ever,” he said, looking pointedly at her bosom.

“Yes,” she said, grabbing him by the cravat, “I need exactly that. We should bring that leering straight up to the bedroom and settle the problem.”

“Madam,” he said, pleased to be dragged towards coitus by the comely Breechess, “what is your plan should the first application not take?”

“You’re young and virile,” she said, “surely you can get me with child quickly? Girls are constantly getting in trouble due to quick moments of indiscretion with their beaus.”

“Much as I appreciate those sentiments about my manhood,” he said, adjusting his interested cock, “it is my understanding that the timing may matter.”

He didn’t bring up the factor they both knew to be troubling: that despite her youth and health, Molly had failed to fall pregnant during her long marriage to William. For now, they both resolved to blame the issue on the dead man, who had certainly earned their ire due to his terrible will.

Molly led him up the stairs to the family’s living area. On the way, she whispered, “I’ll tell the servants that you’re a guest, but come to my room as soon as you hear the house settle down for the night. You owe me a baby, and don’t think to escape out a window to avoid it!”

***

Nearly an hour later, after hot water deliveries, the frantic search for spare tooth powder and a man’s nightgown, and the brushing of Molly’s hair, the house was quiet.

“Is my Breechess ready to be bred?” asked Bonnie from the bedroom door.

Molly groaned into the pillow, regretting every choice that had led to this moment.

“Now now, save that for when I’m pouring my life force into your body in the service of paying my first debt in quite some time,” he said.

Molly quietly got to her knees, hiked up her nightgown, and gripped the headboard attached to the bed.

“What’s this?” asked Bonnie, alarmed that the spirited woman he knew approached the task of getting pregnant with the grim determination of a queen about to be beheaded.

“I’m ready. You can put it in,” she said.

Bonnie crawled into bed behind her and let his hand drift up her backside, then up her back, until her nightgown bunched up.

“Please take this off,” he said, feeling her skin as she struggled to get the monstrosity removed.

“You don’t need to—” she said.

He turned Molly towards him, showing the power of his body that he usually never revealed.

“You have requested aid with insemination,” he said. “Your terms did not dictate how the insemination would be accomplished. I think you’ll be more likely to find success if you allow me to dictate the proceedings.”

Molly nodded and slumped against him, suddenly feeling every moment of lost sleep, grief, and anger.

“I don’t know another way to do it,” she said quietly. “William—”

Bonnie swooped in and kissed her hard on the mouth.

“I don’t want to hear his name while I’m in your bed making his baby,” said Bonnie. “He already received more than he deserves. Lie down on the bed, head on the pillow.”

Molly rushed to comply, pulling the blankets up to cover her naked body.

“That’s fine,” said Bonnie, pulling the corner of a blanket down to reveal one breast. “I like unwrapping presents.”

“Babies aren’t made from breasts,” she said, anxious to get the proceedings underway, anxious that he’d evade her demand in the end.

“Slick pussies are made from playing with tits,” he said crudely, “and wet cunts accept cocks like a dream. I want to slide into your welcoming hole and shoot my seed deep, and I can’t do that if you’re nervous and dry.”

“But I’ve been wet since downstairs,” she said.

“I sure hope you’re wet downstairs,” he growled, teasing her nipple.

Bonnie pulled back the blanket and trailed his fingers over Molly’s body — illuminated only by a weak candle and a sliver of moonlight — until he found the slit between her thighs.

“Wait,” she said, tugging at his dreadful borrowed nightgown that once belonged to William. “Take this off. I want to touch you.”

He flopped onto the bed beside her and wiggled out of the voluminous gown. Now he faced her, sharing the large pillow, his smooth chest just visible in the scant light.

“Now that you have me naked, what are you going to do, Breechess?” he asked.

Molly placed her fingertips on his unblemished skin and moved them over his sternum and down to his ribs.

“I want to see it,” she whispered.

“Do you now?” he asked. Better and better. “And by ‘it’ you mean?”

“Your cock,” she said, groaning at his goading.

“That’s right. Do your worst, madam,” he said, pushing the blankets entirely off of the bed.

“You know,” she said, “I’ve wondered about your cock for some time.”

“Have you? Well, don’t be shy, introduce yourself,” he said, slightly spreading his thighs.

“I remember the day I met you,” she said lightly, drawing her nails up his thighs. “I was performing the final tailoring check on Lord Peter Sidwin, and you entered the shop.”

“Sidwin? That pink togged in twig, member of the Maccaroni Club?” he asked as if he hadn’t known the man since boyhood.

“Yes, and you walked right up to him, your cock level with my eyes, and you put your quizzing glass under my chin to raise my head,” she said.

“You looked up with an open mouth and your lips just a little swollen,” he said, rubbing his thumb over her bottom lip now. “It gave a man ideas.”

“You shouldn’t have put the handle of your quizzing glass into my mouth that day,” she said, nodding in exasperation.

“It was either that or the real thing,” he replied.

“I wanted the real thing,” she confessed. “I’m something of an expert in men’s trousers and what they do or don’t reveal about their contents. I suspected that you have just the kind of cock I’ve been looking for.”

“And what kind of cock is that, my dear Breechess?” he asked, shifting slightly on the bed so her fingers would brush against his sac.

“An elegant, refined cock like on statues and in paintings,” she said.

“A woman of the arts, how promising,” he murmured.

“Before my marriage, I worked in a great house owned by a collector. He refused to cover his art with fig leaves,” she said.

“And with only perfect members on display, why should he,” mused Bonnie. “Speaking of perfect members, why don’t you give this one a taste?”

Molly gave his elegant head a lick like it was penny candy.

“That’s it, my girl,” he said.

“William had a big, soft lobcock,” she said, continuing to suck between words.

“Not him again,” said Bonnie, groaning as he flexed his arse to try to make it deeper into Molly’s mouth.

“That night, the night after I met you, I went to bed early and dreamed about you filling my mouth with your cock and dragging that ridiculous fox cane of yours over my pussy. I woke up wet and hot, and I quietly rubbed myself until I came.”

“I could do that now,” he said. “Reynard is in the next room recovering from his earlier exertions.”

“Reynard!” she exclaimed, shocked.

“Yes, the cane has a name, of course,” said Bonnie. “Anyone with as much personality as Reynard would require a name.”

“I thought for a moment that you referred to another man,” she said, nervously giggling.

“Reynard can step in should you need service while I am indisposed,” said Bonnie.

“Well, he can’t breed me!” she exclaimed. “Unless there’s some feature…”

“No, sadly Reynard is currently bound by the laws of science,” he said. “As am I. You know that my seed in your throat won’t get you pregnant?”

“Yes, but I wanted a taste,” she said, taking him further into her mouth.

“What’s this, cold feet?” he asked. “Crawl up here and let’s make a baby.”

She scooted up his body, allowing him to arrange her so that she was straddling his torso.

“I’m a bit nervous,” she admitted.

“I have some pangs of disquiet, too,” he said amiably. “I’ve never let loose my seed inside a woman.”

“Never?” she asked, shocked that someone as experienced as Bonnie hadn’t spread his seed widely.

“I have some concerns that I won’t be able to actually do it, or my father will storm in the door just as I’m about to let go,” he said with a shudder.

“I’ll try to make it easy for you to come,” she said, lifting herself with the aim of inserting his cock.

Bonnie reached down and spread her cunt lips with one hand while guiding his cock into her wet hole with the other.

“Oh,” said Molly, slowly settling onto her heels and taking him in.

“How does it feel?” asked Bonnie.

“Perfect,” she said, “you feel delicious.”

He reached up and began to fondle her tits, working her nipples, and thereby guiding her into an experimental bounce on his cock.

“Look at me splitting you,” he said, dropping a hand to where her pussy opened around his cock.

Molly sat back so she could see where they were joined in the faint candlelight.

“You’re inside of me,” she said with wonder.

“That’s not all that’s going to be inside of you,” he said. “I’m going to deliver a load of my seed straight to your womb and you’re going to swell with my child.”

Molly dropped harder on his cock and her breasts bounced with the effort.

“I don’t give a fuck if you need a baby from your dead husband, we both know that I’m the one breeding you, making your belly swell, and your breasts fill with milk.”

“Bonnie, please,” she groaned, grabbing his hand and directing it to her clitoris.

“You think you’re going to get one baby out of me and the balance sheet will be clear, but I plan to be a menace to you,” he said. “Checking in on my child, drinking milk from his mother’s tits, and getting more babies on you. You’re going to stay bred by my cock, which you happen to love.”

“Bonnie, Bonnie, yes, keep—”

“That’s right, that’s what you’ll be saying every night as I plant another baby in you. I’ll keep you swollen from the lips of your mouth to the lips of your cunt,” he said while thrusting up into her with ruthless efficiency.

“Oh—”

“And I don’t give a fuck what it takes to get this baby on you,” he said. “I’ll do anything to make sure you fall pregnant with my child, even if it means bringing in another man to get the job done.”

At this confession of desperation nearing her own, Molly broke apart on his cock, requiring his strong arms to stay upright and impaled on his shaft.

“You’re under my protection now,” said Bonnie, turning them over and pulling her legs around his lean hips.

She nodded, as aftershocks of her orgasm sent her contracting around him again while he picked up the thrusts.

“Are you ready to be bred, Breechess?” he asked.

She nodded yes while she emitted short whines in time with his thrusts.

He leaned in closer, placing a hand on her stomach. “I’m going to flood your womb,” he said. “Your belly will swell with my baby. Say it.”

“Your seed will flood my—” she hiccuped, overwhelmed by the sensual flood, “my womb. My belly is going to swell with your baby.”

“Get ready,” he said, his face turning grim as he drove in and began emptying himself in Molly.

“Oh, I can feel it, it’s so wet,” she murmured.

“Fuck,” he said, feeling himself thrust through the combined fluids of their release. He placed a hand on Molly’s breast and felt the second wave of seed erupt.

“Oh,” said Molly, unsure of how to conduct a conversation following an attempted insemination.

“I’m going to,” Bonnie swallowed, thrusting shallowly, “just stay inside for a moment.”

Molly nodded, his logic making sense. “If you get tired of being inside, I can always lie on a pillow. To keep everything in,” she said.

“Well,” he said, searching for the right words, “it seems best for the process to maintain the seal. We wouldn’t want to upset your humors by allowing air to touch the seed, it might not take then.”

She made a motion of agreement.

“How soon will you know if the application took?” he asked while fondling the underside of her breast.

“Missed monthly courses are a very good indication, but we won’t truly know until quickening, when the baby moves inside of me,” she said, “but that’s months off.”

“So you’re left to wonder for months?” he asked in horror.

“Some women say they can tell sooner,” she said. “They feel unwell in the mornings or their nipples become suddenly tender.”

“It sounds like an inexact process,” he complained.

“Alchemy seems clearer to me,” Molly whispered in agreement.

Bonnie placed his hand back on her lower stomach. “It seems only fair that you should be sure of success before releasing me from my obligation to help,” he said quietly.

“I wouldn’t want to trouble you,” she said, her hand creeping closer to his.

“I have discovered only just this night that I rather enjoy releasing my seed inside of a fertile young woman,” he said, making an attempt at lighthearted humor. “Why, I could do this every night!”

“Could you?” asked Molly, her face vulnerable.

“Yes,” he answered before kissing her swollen lips.


Chapter 3


He’d taken her on every surface of the bedroom, living quarters, and shop, but on the twelfth day after their deal was struck, Molly’s monthly courses arrived.

She’d paused while working, a look of stricken horror on her face, and she ran for the living quarters upstairs. Bonnie had been offering fashion advice to a young blade, and quickly followed her up to the bedroom.

He held her, smoothed her hair, applied compresses, and slept beside her as the pressure and years of grief at her unrealized hopes of motherhood reduced her to staring at the wall.

Drastic action was needed. They had no time to waste.

“Molly, look at me, darling, I’m going to fix this,” he said.

“We tried,” she said. “Thank you, truly. I won’t hold you to an unfair agreement.”

“You’re not holding me to anything I’m not fully committed to,” he said, feeling determined to do something that wasn’t whoring for the first time in his life.

“I’m the problem,” she said. “If I’d have married Henry VIII, he’d have sent me to the blade by now. I suppose that’s one reason to enjoy living in modern times: no execution for infertility.”

“We haven’t tried everything,” said Bonnie, wiggling her limp arm.

“Over the past two weeks, I really think we did,” she said.

“And did I ever enjoy it,” said Bonnie. “But we haven’t called in an ace.”

“I hardly think cards will be the solution to my woes,” she said.

“Our woes. And I mean a stud. A man who is known to produce babies without fail,” he said.

“Such men exist?” she asked.

“Darling, when dynasties and fortunes hinge on producing babies, there’s always a secret solution,” he said.

“If this man is fathering half of the ton’s babies, what happens when they all marry each other?” she asked in dawning horror.

“He’s very selective, and we aristocrats are inbred anyway,” said Bonnie. “Besides, our child won’t be looking so high when they go to marry.”

“So the stud would…”

“He would come to the shop, we would enjoy a nice meal, and he would — ideally — impregnate you,” said Bonnie.

“I’m sure he has a fee,” said Molly.

“Leave that concern to me,” said Bonnie.

“You wouldn’t leave me alone with him, would you? You’d be with me to make sure I fared well?” she asked, her eyes filling with tears.

“I’ll hold you through the whole ordeal, my darling,” he said, pressing their cheeks together. “It will be as though I’m right there inside of you myself.”

***

The night Lord Edward Stone was set to visit proved to be foggy and damp. Molly sat by the window, anxiously awaiting the sight of his carriage. He was, of course, a patron of Molly’s shop, but he’d usually been attended by an apprentice due to the limits of his pocketbook — which he managed with greater care than did Bonnie.

Bonnie gathered her hair and kissed the nape of her neck. “He’ll likely ride his horse tonight and stable it nearby, where I keep mine,” he said. “Don’t worry, he’s an ace in every way.”

Lord Edward arrived, as promised, in time for dinner. He was a well-formed man of tall-to-middling height, hazel eyes, pleasing but unremarkable features, and brownish hair that seemed to have neutral or red tones depending on the light. In short, he was about as perfect a specimen for discreet extramarital breeding as it could be possible to procure in 1816.

Molly had never been so nervous in her life. The capon turned to ash in her mouth and she fretted about the state of her linens compared to those he must see when visiting ladies of the ton.

Finally, it was time for bed. They all made a great show of going to their respective bedrooms, Bonnie and Lord Edward taking the two guest rooms.

After the house quieted, Molly’s bedroom door opened and the two gentlemen entered. They were both wearing dressing gowns, thank goodness, at least she was spared the awkwardness of watching them peel off their inexpressibles and garters in the bedroom that was well-lit according to Lord Edward’s specifications.

Bonnie flopped onto the bed beside Molly, as he so often did now.

“How do you feel?” he asked.

“My stomach is fluttery,” she said, covering her mouth.

Bonnie stroked her belly gently and untied the sash at the waist of her own dressing gown.

“May I show you to Lord Edward?” he asked.

She nodded her assent and he flipped the gown open.

“So how does this work?” she asked. “Bonnie will be nearby and then you’ll…”

“Madam, if you’ll permit me to first examine you to ensure that today is the best day for our activities?” he asked.

“Certainly,” said Molly, surprised yet reassured by his professional demeanor.

Lord Edward sat beside Molly on the bed and ran his hand up her thigh until it reached the apex. She shifted her legs apart, loathe to make the man prompt her when they both knew the object of tonight’s meeting.

He gently opened her labia, petting it as if admiring a flower. Bonnie watched, his attention rapt.

“If you might permit me to assess the status of your vaginal canal?” Lord Edward asked.

She opened her legs wider and said, “Yes, most certainly.”

He gently penetrated her vagina with a single finger, feeling in all directions.

“Slick, that’s good,” he said quietly. He inserted a second finger, then removed them to study the viscous liquid collected from inside of her. He took a small taste of the fluid.

“This is a prime night for breeding,” he said. “You’re ready to receive my seed and the path to the womb is unblocked. Shall we proceed?”

“Do you feel prepared, darling?” asked Bonnie, stroking the underside of her breast in a comforting manner.

“Yes, just stay with me,” she said, looking up at him for reassurance. He leaned down and kissed her tenderly, and by the time they broke apart, Lord Edward was positioned — his cock erect — between her open legs.

He was slightly thicker and longer than Bonnie, but still elegantly formed and not presenting a challenge to accept into her body.

Lord Edward waited for her nod and then slid into her vagina without fanfare. He was efficient. She opened to him and the proceedings felt pleasurable, but nothing like the ecstatic release she’d experienced with Bonnie.

“You’ll have the best odds of a baby if our mother-to-be achieves release,” said Lord Edward. “Perhaps papa would like to stimulate her?”

“Would I ever,” said Bonnie, immediately bringing his fingers to her clitoris, where they toyed with her straining bud.

Molly’s chest heaved as she attempted to find her climax.

“Shh,” said Bonnie, “let it happen, don’t rush.”

“I need you,” she said, tears in her eyes. “I’m so terrified that this won’t work and I need to feel you inside of me.”

“It’s going to work,” he said, kissing her temple while continuing to stroke her pussy.

“Should the lady find that having her husband involved would produce the best result, an alternate plan can be arranged,” said Lord Edward, his tone professional as ever. “It would require the assent of both parties.”

Bonnie turned in amazement. “You mean—”

“Provided that the vaginal canal accepts two members, I see no downside to attempting it,” said Lord Edward. “I have first-hand knowledge that it has been done in the best households for this very purpose.”

“You mean…I could be bred by both of you at the same time?” asked Molly. “Wouldn’t that break it?”

Lord Edward withdrew his cock from Molly and used his thumbs to assess her vagina. “I’d need to prepare you further,” he said, “but I have every reason to believe it is possible. Do you have oil?”

Bonnie hopped off the bed and grabbed his cane, Reynard, and withdrew the vial.

“I swear that fox is going to be the death of me,” groaned Molly.

“That fox only wants you to come,” said Bonnie good naturedly.

Lord Edward was soon four fingers deep in Molly’s cunt, working her closer and closer to an orgasm. “I think I’m going to burst,” she said, bearing down to hold in what felt like urine while rubbing her own nipples distractedly.

Bonnie sat at the end of the bed, his eyes hungrily watching as his lover’s cunt was expertly stretched around Lord Edward’s fingers.

“Do you think that she can handle the two of us?” asked Bonnie.

“Most assuredly,” said Lord Edward. “Before long she’ll deliver a baby here.”

Bonnie gripped his cock at the base to contain his orgasm. “How should we…?”

“You should face each other,” said Lord Edward. “Reassure her when the stretch becomes difficult. Talk her through the breeding. You on your back, she can mount you, and I’ll insert myself once you’re settled in.”

Bonnie settled on the bed, holding his cock while watching Molly make her way to him dazedly with Lord Edward’s help. She straddled his pelvis and allowed him to feed his rock-solid cock into her pussy.

“God that’s wet,” he groaned. “How do you feel?”

“About to burst,” she said, flashing a smile for the first time all day.

“Come here,” he said, extending his arms so she could fold into his embrace.

“My heart is full,” she said, pressing her lips to his temple.

“That’s not going to be the only thing that’s full. You understand what’s going to happen? Lord Edward is going to insert himself here,” he said, reaching around to feel her stretched perineum and inserting a finger alongside his cock. “He’s going to slide in and we’ll let him control the movement.”

“And you both will breed me,” she affirmed, a look of immense satisfaction on her face.

“And we both will breed you,” he echoed, gently thrusting his finger before removing it.

“Shall we proceed?” asked Lord Edward, as if inquiring whether they were ready to walk to a nearby picnic ground.

“Yes,” said Bonnie and Molly together.

“Madam, if you could just attempt to relax as I insert myself alongside your husband,” said Lord Edward.

“Oh, he’s not my—”

Bonnie swooped in for a luxuriant kiss to steal her words as Lord Edward fitted himself alongside Bonnie’s cock in her opening. He moved inside slowly, stretching Molly’s vagina.

“Your cunt is pressing our cocks together,” said Bonnie in a daze.

“Give me your hand, Lord Banastre,” said Edward while slowly thrusting into Molly.

Bonnie sightlessly stuck his hand out and Lord Edward soon directed it to the place Molly was taking both of their cocks.

“She’s stretching beautifully around us,” said Edward, leaving Bonnie’s fingers there to feel her straining opening and the two cocks that would soon fill her with seed.

“The strain isn’t too much, love?” he asked Molly.

“No,” she said, sweat beginning to form on her hairline from the exertion. “Feels good.”

“I’m going to thrust harder now,” said Lord Edward.

His controlled, driving thrust pushed Bonnie’s cock further into Molly, pressing it along the front wall of her vagina.

“Oh, oh,” she said, feeling the urge to bear down, but finding herself too full to do anything other than accept the fucking.

“I suspect that your wife will be gaping once we’re done with her,” said Lord Edward to Bonnie. “It won’t last for long, so you should make time to enjoy the sensation and seed her well while she’s so open.”

“Would you like that?” asked Bonnie while kissing Molly’s cheek. “Me thrusting into your well-used pussy and unloading more seed while you’re too open to keep it inside?”

Molly signed and laid her head against Bonnie, unable to do anything aside from accept the sensual onslaught. He wrapped her in his arms and let Lord Edward control the movement.

“Do you enjoy having a cunt and a cock around your shaft at the same time?” she whispered into his ear.

Bonnie whimpered.

“Do you feel how I’m tying your cocks together?” She gave a faint squeeze with her pussy to emphasize her point.

“Molly, I’m going to come too soon if you keep this up,” he said, pinching her bottom.

“I feel like I’m going to burst,” she confessed. “Like my bladder is about to gush. I’m afraid of making a mess.”

“Fuck Molly, I wish you would,” said Bonnie. “I’ve seen the other kind of mollies do that sometimes in shows. Do you really think you could erupt so spectacularly?”

“This would be the moment,” she said, “not many women get to be bred by two lords with steel cocks.

He wiggled. “Do it.”

“Suck on my tits,” she said. “I’m so close.”

Bonnie leaned down and happily sucked her nipple into his mouth.

“Will you suck me before the baby arrives so that my milk comes down?” she asked, her forehead now glazed with sweat.

“Fuck Molly, I’m going to come,” Bonnie whined.

“Come with me,” she said. “I’m so close, I just need—”

At that moment, Lord Edward brushed his thumb over the rosebud of Molly’s arsehole. She screamed into Bonnie’s shoulder as she experienced deep contractions within her vagina as she came around the two cocks. Fluid gushed from inside as she finally let loose the orgasm that had been building all night.

“Molly, Molly, fuck—” said Bonnie, allowing Lord Edward’s driving strokes and Molly’s spasming cunt to drive his release.

“Oh god, I got you wet,” said Molly, dazedly feeling Bonnie beneath her while she continued to pulse around the two cocks still within her.

“I love it,” said Bonnie around her abused nipple.

“Madam, if you don’t object, I’ll release the seed now,” said Lord Edward.

“Be my guest, your lordship,” she responded, bracing as he drove harder and finally came with a soft grunt.

“Might we position you on the bed so as to retain the most seed?” Edward asked.

She acquiesced and found herself flat on her back with a pillow beneath her arse so as to keep the seed flowing into her womb and not away.

Bonnie played with her hair, his movements slow and sated.

“How do you feel?” he asked.

“Well fucked,” she replied.

“Sore?”

“In only the best way,” she said.

“I think Lord Edward could take you again, judging by his cock’s interest,” said Bonnie, gesturing to Edward as he stood between Molly’s legs and studied the state of her seeded cunt.

“And how about you?” she asked, fondling his soft shaft.

“I’ll breed you again after he has a go,” said Bonnie. “I’m not a professional stud, and can’t compete with a once-in-a-generation talent.”

“You have plenty of other talents,” she said, kissing his lips tenderly.

“Lady Banastre, might you be willing to endure a second attempt at breeding?” asked Edward.

Molly giggled at him calling her Bonnie’s wife, but didn’t correct him since the story was too convoluted to explain. And she liked pretending, even for just one night, that she and a duke’s fifth son were married, madly in love, and about to be parents together.

“Lord Edward, you are welcome to apply your seed as you see fit,” said Molly graciously.

Without moving her position on the bed, Edward got between her thighs and placed her feet on his shoulders.

“It aids in retaining seed,” he explained.

Lord Edward reached down and deftly opened the lips of her cunt to further examine the night’s progress. “Beautiful,” he said while sliding through their combined releases and into her loosened vagina.

Bonnie toyed with Molly’s breasts, watching the scene before him.

“It doesn’t hurt, does it?” he asked.

“It feels good,” she said, “I just doubt I’ll be able to come again. But that’s not the most important thing.”

“Like hell it isn’t,” said Bonnie, sliding down the bed.

The sounds of their coupling were sloppy and slick.

“Lord Edward, would you permit me to apply my mouth to my wife while you deploy seed so that she might better receive you?” asked Bonnie as if inquiring about the use of an open chair at a ball.

“Certainly, Lord Banastre,” said Edward, lowering Molly’s legs so that he held them below the knees, thereby allowing her body to open to both men.

Her puffy nether lips bloomed, opening her vagina and clitoris to his view.

“If I hadn’t come already I’d be in danger of doing so against the sheets,” he said over his shoulder to Molly.

“I’d love it,” she said.

“I think you’ll love this better,” Bonnie replied before licking her clitoris as Lord Edward thrust into her.

“Oh god!” she cried, her midsection contracting as she was overwhelmed with pleasure at the sight of two virile men between her legs.

“Mmm,” said Bonnie into her clitoris as he sucked on it, smiling when she used her hand to place his head in the position she preferred.

Molly held her own breasts because they began to hurt from the force of Lord Edward’s thrusts.

Edward’s face was stern as he looked down at her and Bonnie from above. He reached for her nipple and gently stroked a fingertip across it.

“You’ll look beautiful with a baby at your breast,” he said.

At that, Molly quickly shattered, her body shaking as Bonnie followed her every movement to keep sucking her clitoris while Lord Edward released his seed deep inside and slowly thrust it in to make sure it was fully delivered to the mouth of her womb.

“Swallow it,” Edward said softly, “take it all in.”

Molly gently pulled Bonnie up by the hair when overstimulation caused her to curl in on herself.

Bonnie climbed up the bed and planted his wet lips on Molly’s.

“This is the most erotic experience of my life,” said Bonnie, stroking her stomach.

Molly kissed him back and smiled while looking down at his thumb circling her navel.

Lord Edward interjected from the foot of the bed, “I think we’ve done what can be done, and I’ll leave the happy couple to enjoy some rest.”

He was once again attired in his dressing gown, not a hair out of place.

“Thank you, old chap,” said Bonnie. “I’ll see you at the club?”

“Of course,” said Edward, bowing to the couple before slipping out the door to the bedroom.

***

Molly woke after dozing when Bonnie began trailing soft kisses down her neck.

She opened her eyes to see him gazing down at her reverently.

“I’ve wanted you for as long as I’ve known you,” he confessed.

She looked at him in shock.

“Yes, my girl, since I saw that arse of yours in breeches and no drawers when I visited Sidwin in the shop,” he said.

“The day you…” she said, remembering their first encounter.

“The day I put my quizzing glass into your mouth, yes,” he said.

“Oh,” she said, absorbing the information.

“My income isn’t so small that I couldn’t pay my bills,” he continued. “I merely enjoyed receiving your increasingly huffy demand letters.”

Molly slugged him in the bicep. “You could have paid up and demanded attention in other ways!”

“But how could I, when your decrepit husband was hovering around?” he asked. “I wanted you for something very specific, and he was not letting you out of his sight.”

“It’s a bit funny then that his only chance of an heir is you impregnating me after his death,” said Molly.

“Or Lord Edward,” said Bonnie with equanimity.

“Were you truly at the molly house the night you came here?” she asked. “Or was that an elaborate ruse?”

Bonnie laughed. “Oh, I was there. I had no assurance that you’d open your door to me and I was wound so tight that I needed release before seeking you out.”

“You were seeking me out?” she asked.

Bonnie rolled her onto her back and placed his cock at her entrance. “Too sore?” he asked.

“Never,” she said. “Fill me.”

He slowly pushed into her pussy.

“I think my favorite way to fuck you is when you’ve already been filled and offer no resistance. I do love a well-used cunt,” he said, thrusting slowly.

Molly sighed as she luxuriated on the bed while her lover handled the hard work of pleasuring them both.

“I came to London for you,” he said. “I may have…ensured that the reception of my first sermon in Great Snoring would be frosty after I saw your husband’s obituary in the London paper.”

“You tossed away your position in order to pursue me?” she asked, shocked.

“To be fair, it wasn’t one to which I felt particularly attached,” he said.

“I have something that I need to confess,” she said reluctantly.

Bonnie paused his strokes.

“I have rather enjoyed this interlude,” she said. “The trying to fall pregnant. With you. Repeatedly. Having you here with me in the house and the shop. I even enjoyed inviting another man into the bed.”

“Did you now?” said Bonnie, picking up his thrusts.

“I did,” she said. “At times, I haven’t wanted it to end. Most of the time.”

Bonnie raised a noble brow.

“All of the time,” she confessed.

“Did you think I’d let you go?” he asked. “That I’d give you your husband’s baby and prance off to some other amusement?”

“I wouldn’t blame you,” she said. “It was I who asked that favor of you.”

“I told you before that this won’t be your last baby from me,” he said. “I plan to supervise your milk production and see that our child learns to live with style. Does that sound like a man coerced into impregnating you?”

“You meant that?” she asked. “It wasn’t just blarney in the moment of releasing your seed?”

“I am not so new to fucking that I lose my mind and paint pictures of the future without plans to follow through on them,” he said. “I am a scapegrace, not a rake.”

“I didn’t realize there was a difference,” she said, eyebrow raised.

“You’ll have time to learn it,” said Bonnie, planting a soft kiss on her open lips.

“You’ll truly be there, when the baby is born? Be here? When I work in trade?” she asked.

“Do I seem like a man fettered by the limitation of his social status?” asked Bonnie. “Now, set those worries aside and let us make one more attempt tonight at a baby.”


Chapter 4


“Oh, a baby,” said Lord Peter Sidwin, his tone flat while gazing disdainfully at the infant in Bonnie’s arms.

Bonnie removed his quizzing glass from little William’s hand and stared down through the slimy lens at the dissipated aristocrat who dared look upon his son with contempt.

Sidwin scurried off to enjoy a brandy with the other confirmed bachelors before his fitting began.

“A fine lad there,” said Lord Edward Stone, just in from the street. “And now a good deal more hair than at his baptism.”

Lord Edward ruffled William’s blond curls playfully. Blond curls that perfectly matched those sported by Bonnie in his baby portrait displayed at the ducal seat. But that estate was safely tucked away in Scotland, so the child’s paternity was sufficiently settled.

“His papa would be glad to see him in such good hands, I’m sure,” said Lord Edward, his grip firm and reassuring on Bonnie’s bicep.

“I’m fortunate to be able to step in for William Trenchard. In all ways,” said Bonnie, gazing at the baby.

“I understand congratulations are in order,” said Lord Edward. “First a baby and now a wedding, Mrs. Trenchard — Lady Banastre has had quite the year.”

“She has been a marvel,” said Bonnie, looking around the bustling shop, now more successful than ever. “I should take young Will here to his Mama. Would you like to say hello?”

They slipped into a corridor that led to the cozy office where Molly handled the accounts and calls of a personal nature that happened during the work day. She was reclining on a chaise longue, momentarily closing her eyes between tasks when the men entered.

She wore buckskin breeches of her own design with a dress bodice on top. Bonnie admired the smooth lines of her pants, as always, not broken by drawers or smallclothes. From her bodice, her bountiful breasts rose, covered by a fichu during work hours for the sake of orderly shopping and fittings.

“My favorite boys, my only loves,” she said, extending her arms to take William from his father. “Has he been fussy?”

“Only when forced to converse with snooty aristocrats,” said Bonnie.

“You won’t mind terribly if I feed him before he begins wailing, would you, Lord Edward?” she said.

He gave assurances that he wouldn’t be put off by the sight of a woman feeding her child and settled in a high-backed chair next to the fire.

Molly adjusted her bodice while turned away from the men, allowing William to latch on before directing her attention back to them.

They watched her nurse baby Will, their eyes slightly glassy and jaws slack.

Soon, the child was sleeping despite his earlier greedy gulps. Bonnie delivered him to his nursemaid, who saw him safely upstairs to the bassinet.

“As expected, you look beautiful with a baby at your breast,” said Lord Edward.

Molly reclined on the chaise, her bodice still disarranged due to nursing William.

“Thank you, my lord,” she said as Bonnie returned to the office.

“It’s the funniest thing, Edward, the boy fell asleep before he could sample from both tits, imagine,” said Bonnie. “Poor Molly ends up in pain unless I ensure her supply is even.”

Bonnie sat on the chaise with Molly and withdrew her engorged breast.

“Hurts, does it?” he asked her.

She nodded.

Bonnie took her nipple into his mouth and sucked. He smiled widely, showing a hint of the milk he’d extracted.

“It looks delicious,” said Lord Edward, maintaining tight control on himself.

“Would you like to sample milk from the source? I find that my wife requires special attention at this time of the day and I could use a hand,” said Bonnie.

Lord Edward moved to the chaise as if in a trance. Molly arranged him flat on his back with a pillow below his head. She offered up her full breast to his mouth, and he quickly began feeding from her.

“If you don’t mind terribly, I’ll give my wife release before she goes back to work,” said Bonnie.

Lord Edward hummed his assent without withdrawing from Molly’s tit. Soon, her breeches were down about her knees and Bonnie was positioned behind her.

“We’ll have to be quick about it,” said Molly.

“Ready, my love?” Bonnie asked.

She nodded, bracing one arm on the chaise and the other on her breast to keep it in Lord Edward’s mouth despite Bonnie’s incoming thrusts. He slid in, her vagina slick from anticipating their afternoon coupling.

“Do you need to come, Lord Edward?” asked Molly.

“I should refrain,” he said regretfully. “I have a stud appointment tonight and should ensure that my seed remains as potent as possible for the breeding.”

“Feel free to touch Molly,” offered Bonnie while thrusting. “I bet her clitoris would jump if you petted it.”

Lord Edward easily found her core and began stroking Molly’s engorged bud.

“Thank you, Lord Edward,” she said softly.

“I’m happy to be of service, my lady,” he replied, taking her nipple back into his mouth.

“Oh she’s gripping hard, keep doing that,” Bonnie encouraged, picking up speed.

Lord Edward ran his teeth up her nipple while lightly pinching her clitoris between his fingers. Molly climaxed abruptly and drove her tit into his mouth while receiving Bonnie’s thrusts that allowed him to empty his balls deep in her cunt.

***

The men left Molly reclining on the chaise to collect herself before seeing to the afternoon fittings.

“It’s good to see a woman bloom due to love,” said Lord Edward, using a handkerchief to wipe drops of milk from his mouth.

“And I do so love to see her bloom,” Bonnie agreed, his thoughts turning to their many erotic exploits together.

“Last year, she was just Molly Trenchard,” said Lord Edward. “Now she’s titled and a mother.”

“Ahh, but she always had a title,” Bonnie countered with pride. “The one she made herself: the Buckskin Breechess.”

THE END
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Chapter 1


London, 1816

“They said we’d find him at the sign of the barber’s pole.”

“The barber’s pole with two wash balls at the bottom? An appropriate sign for his line of work.”

The two men guffawed like schoolboys and gripped their trousers. They hovered at the entrance of the barber’s shop on Fetter Lane as if terrified that coming any further would cause the forfeiture of a good molar to the tooth-pulling prowess of Mr. Rymer, said barber.

From his rented office in the back of the barber shop, Lord Edward Richard Stone watched the men. He turned the pages of the gazette he’d been reading and sipped his weak tea, obscured from view by a fabric panel that marked the boundaries of his very modest place of business.

What business did a Marquess’s second son have with business, you ask? It was a long tale, and one he preferred not to dwell on — although he seemed to be the only one in London with those sentiments.

“They say he refused to execute a lad for desertion on the eve of Waterloo. Was saved from the firing line himself by his Papa,” said one of the young blades, making his way towards the back of the shop.

“Imagine if every army captain was that soft-hearted. We’d likely be under the heel of Boney now!”

Lord Edward rose from his seat, preparing to greet the fops.

“If I were on the battlefield with Wellington, I’d have been a true asset, never questioning—”

The young man ran into a solid wall, which turned out to be Lord Edward’s chest.

“Beg your pardon. We’re looking for Dick Stone,” he said.

“Are you now?” drawled Lord Edward, not so removed from his aristocratic upbringing that he couldn’t sneer with the best of them.

“Oh, I hope you aren’t sore about what we said on the way back here,” said the other man, his eyes widening when he caught sight of Lord Edward’s face. “What he said.” The gent gestured to his friend, ready to betray him after just one raised eyebrow.

“What brings you here, lads?” asked Edward.

“See here, we’re not lads,” said the first gent, puffing up with his own importance.

His mate grabbed him by the sleeve. “Hold on there, Jack. We’re here to plead our case.”

The young buck quickly reconsidered and took a different tack. “You’re Lord Edward Stone. Is it true what they say about you?”

Edward reflected on all that could be said about him, true and untrue, and merely stared at the young man.

“Well, it’s just that our good mate—”

“Our best mate—”

“Yes, our best mate, Charley, got saddled with a bride. Quite a bad business.”

“Drunk for days. Despairing.”

“Yes, so he finally agreed to the marriage to wrap up the whole wretched mess, and what does his father do next?”

“Demands an heir of the cursed union.”

Lord Edward let them talk. He estimated they were in their early twenties and Lord Something or Honorable Something by their general air of entitlement.

They were running out of their entitlement to his time.

“I wish him luck,” said Lord Edward, gesturing to the main area of the barbershop so they could leave his small office and get on with talking elsewhere. He had lonely heart ads to review.

“Well, that’s the thing. He’s going to need more than luck, our Charley. He’s going to need a baby.”

Edward froze. Ahh. Now they were coming to the crux of the matter.

“And why are you here rather than perusing the stock at the local orphanage?” asked Edward.

“We obviously can’t just drop off a brat. His father would never go for that, and he needs that income to support his household! And his racehorses!”

“His Papa has always been a real rigid sort. So I think you know what we’re asking?”

Edward tapped his fingers on the gazette, waiting for these young fools to stop wasting his time.

The fools exchanged glances. The bolder of the two said, “We were hoping you might fuck his wife.”

The other drew forth a bag of what sounded like coins. “We can pay.”


Chapter 2


How the second son of a Marquess came to be running a breeding business out the back of a high street barbershop was a story that could fill a series of novels. Since you, dear reader, are likely less concerned with how he stumbled into his work than what he did when he got into it (and any number of aristocratic ladies), I shall be brief.

The young blades weren’t wrong; he saved a recruit from the firing line in the Peninsular War — long before Waterloo, it should be noted.

A rumor circulated that his downfall stemmed not from his soft heart, but from his hard cock. Namely, his hard cock lodged in his commanding officer’s wife, a lovely young woman following the drum with her aged spouse, who was desperate to conceive a baby after many years of marriage.

She got her baby, he was dishonorably discharged, and the healthy income previously supplied by his father was cut like the supply lines to a losing army. He had to retreat and retrench.

He reflected on this while walking to Hyde Park. In the past, he’d have ridden a horse — likely, his stallion, Tencendor — but housing and feeding the beast had outstripped his limited income, and he’d had to part with the dear demon some months prior. It was the wound that would never heal, Tencendor having been with him in Portugal.

Ahead, he spotted his quarry.

As instructed, the landau coach waited for him just off Rotten Row. Working in their favor was the light mist, which allowed the landau’s hoods to be raised without remark. Also in their favor was the early hour, far before the fashionable set descended upon the park.

Well, the last wasn’t down to luck at all, but careful scheduling suggested by Lord Edward.

He swung up into the carriage unobtrusively and took the seat facing the lady he was supposed to impregnate.

Lady Maria Mabbot was a young, lovely vision in white, as if she hadn’t thought to update her wardrobe from her come out, which admittedly wasn’t that far behind her. He paused. Did she truly have any awareness of what her husband and his friends were up to?

Encounters like this made him question whether his line of work was as noble as he told himself it could be when fits of conscience attacked him in the middle of the night.

“I say, sir, I believe I saw a number of young men bathing in the Serpentine on the way here!” she exclaimed while craning to look back at the lake. “They do that in the nude? In the open air of the park?”

Lord Edward pulled at his self-tied cravat and struggled to find suitable words to say in response.

“Preachers instruct all Englishmen, rich and poor alike, that cleanliness is next to godliness. I expect these lads are attempting to comply with those teachings as best as they can.”

“Some of them didn’t appear to be young at all,” she said, her eyes large. “Why don’t they merely have their servant bring them some water for their washing?”

Could it be that Lord Charles Mabbot had married the rare woman, one as silly as the friends that had hired Edward to take up the pikestaff? He again questioned if he could fuck this innocent chit in good conscience.

“I suppose some people don’t have servants. Such as those who are servants themselves,” she mused quietly.

There, she had shown a modicum of intelligence. He could swive away and collect the coin promised him.

“Madam, I wonder if you know why I am here,” he said.

“I believe my husband would like to get an heir on me without undertaking the task himself?” she asked.

Good, good. Straightforward and right down to business.

“Then you are willing to be…put in a breeding state by me. A man who is not your husband.”

“I rather like Charley, and if this is what he determines is best, I see no reason not to comply with his wishes.”

“How well do you know your husband?” asked Edward, his curiosity winning out.

“Charley? We grew up together. Don’t be under any misapprehension: our parents arranged the marriage to settle a dispute over some pasture that almost certainly belonged to my family since the time of Henry VII. Our union settled the matter, but now his Papa is making additional demands.”

“And you have no objection to being told what to do?”

“It seems preferable to having to bathe in the Serpentine or fetch one’s own water, don’t you think?”

Edward found he didn’t agree at all. He’d been fetching his own water for bathing since returning to England, and it was among the least distressing tasks his change in status and purse brought, but that was neither here nor there. He had someone else’s bride to impregnate.

“So you confirm you are of sound mind and willing to take part in this scheme?”

“As sound as the ice on the Serpentine in winter,” she said blithely, which wasn’t reassuring, since that ice had the tendency to break under the weight of skaters.

“Then would you permit me to assess whether your body is in a suitable state for being bred?”

Lady Maria held out her arm as if Edward meant to take her pulse.

“I mean under your skirts.”

She looked at him, scandalized. “Whyever would you need to check there?”

Oh, so it was to be one of those days, the ones when he flipped through every decision leading him to this point and cursed himself for letting his cock get the best of him. He sighed inwardly and set out to deliver the lecture on human reproduction he’d had cause to give more than once to a shocked lady.

“You know where babies come from?” he asked.

“From the mother’s belly. Everyone knows that,” she said, scoffing as if he were the silly one.

Edward moved from his bench and settled beside her on the forward-facing seat. He placed a hand over her belly. She looked up at him, stunned, as if she hadn’t ever been touched there.

“So you understand what happened on your wedding night?” asked Edward.

“Of course I do.”

“Did it hurt?”

“Hurt? I hardly think two healthy young people sleeping in the same bed would hurt.”

“I mean, when your husband inserted himself into you.”

The color drained from Lady Maria’s face.

“You mean to say,” said Edward, realization dawning on him. “That your husband did not penetrate your person on your wedding night? And I’m guessing he did not complete the task on subsequent nights?”

“I should think not,” said Lady Maria, her handkerchief over her mouth as if she was about to be ill.

“In order to be bred, a member must be inserted into your person,” he said. “That’s what I’d need to do to get you with child.”

“A member?”

Edward thanked the heavens, for once, for his tendency to harden at the merest hint of sex. Because of his interested cock, he could easily dispel any confusion.

“Here,” he said, placing the hand that wasn’t clutching the handkerchief in his lap. “That piece will need to enter your…channel.”

She felt his shaft experimentally. Her eyes widened, and then she looked into his lap to see the outline of his straining cock.

“How?” she asked, quite befuddled. “Your breeches seem to restrain it admirably.”

“Yes, the work of my tailoress. They’ll need to come off.” He picked her hand out of his lap. “If you continue in that direction, we’ll have no seed left for making the baby.”

“And you’ll put the seed inside of me,” she said, seeming to ruminate.

“Yes, ideally in a way that is at least somewhat pleasurable to you.”

“I shouldn’t think that necessary,” she said, shocked.

“You may find that pleasure eases the way,” he said.

She stared at him blankly.

“In your channel. In and out of your person.”

Lady Maria looked from corner to corner of the carriage as if counting up sums. Finally, she said, “I should like a demonstration.”

Edward was momentarily at a loss for words. Now, this wouldn’t be the first time he’d rogered a lady in a coach, but he didn’t expect a young woman within sight of the altar to request a trial of his services in a conveyance; that was the domain of the older, more experienced women of the ton.

“To ensure we both mean the same thing: you’d like to be bred in this carriage? Or at least make an attempt at breeding, here in this landau?”

“I hardly think a carriage is a place to make an heir!” she gasped.

“You’d be surprised.”

“Today has been full of surprises. I shall think twice before departing my bed ahead of normal visiting hours again.”

“How did you envision this demonstration working?” asked Edward, genuinely confused.

“I thought you might like to show me your breeding organ and then gesture to demonstrate how it all works. What did you think I meant?”

“I expected that you’d want to lift your skirts and allow me access to your person so you might experience a bit of the pleasure breeding can bring.”

Lady Maria fixed him with a hard stare and then set about gathering her skirts. Up they rose, revealing a slim ankle encased in fine knit stockings. A youthful knee. Plump thighs that trembled slightly. She paused.

“I don’t wear drawers. My mother said only bad girls wear them.”

She pulled her dress higher to show the apex of her legs and the little thatch of hair that set Edward’s mouth to watering. He needed to control himself and not scare this young bride, but he felt his lids grow heavy when she bravely let her body relax and knees fall apart.

“Have you felt this part of yourself before?” he asked, moving closer to her on the bench.

“I don’t fetch my own water for washing up. Why would I labor down there? Is that not a task men like you perform for money?”

Edward fought the urge to rear back as if slapped. If he’d been able to see this moment of degradation before his actions on the Continent, would he have let his cock out of the barn?

Probably. He could shake his fist at fate, but having hubris and horniness as twin masters made a man reckless.

Not that he’d allow this chit to walk away from this encounter without wobbling legs and a newfound respect for her child-to-be’s father.

He settled one large hand on the inside of her thigh and moved up towards her bush slowly.

“I suppose you’re intent on earning your fee,” she said, her voice a rasp.

“You don’t wear drawers, but leaving them off doesn’t protect you from being a bad girl.”

“You say that, but I’ll have you know that no man has seen nor touched me here before!” she exclaimed.

He sidled closer and whispered into her ear, “Keeping your bits covered doesn’t make you good.”

“I’ll try to be good for you,” she said in a small voice.

Oh, that was the stuff, the honeyed words that fed his cock’s straining rise. She was a minx wrapped in the trappings of a debutante, and he planned to set her free.

Edward moved his hand until he slid between her nether lips.

“Why didn’t you tell me you were wet, you bad girl?”

She looked up at him in horror.

“Not like that. Your little pussy is warming up to me and purring.”

He stroked his fingers over Lady Maria’s bud and watched her shudder.

“She’s getting glossy and wet so my cock can slide inside and give you a baby.”

“Inside…”

Edward circled her entrance and watched her try to control the thrashing of her spine as she intuitively sought the movements that could bring release.

“That’s right,” he breathed softly. “I’m going to ease my hard cock inside of your little pussy and give you my seed. And then you’re going to grow a baby.”

“Please,” she whimpered.

He slid a single index finger into her channel. “I’m a lot bigger than that finger,” he growled into her hair. “You’re going to have to take a lot more than that.”

He moved his finger against the membrane partially obstructing her channel. “I’m going to have to break this with my cock to fit it inside. It’s going to hurt for a moment, and you’ll bleed a bit.”

“My maidenhead?” she asked dazedly.

He grunted, feeling the edges of it with his fingertip.

“Do it now,” she demanded. “Break it now. I want to be ready to take you inside of me fully when you come to me at the house. To breed me.”

“Fuck,” he said, gripping his cock with his free hand to keep it under control.

Lady Maria wiggled on the bench to force Edward’s finger to move microscopically in and out of her channel.

“You want it that bad?” he asked, moving his hand to her waist to hold her steady.

Lady Maria nodded, fighting to move despite him pinning her down.

Edward applied himself to kissing her neck as he roughly churned two fingers in her tight cunt, making short work of her hymen.

“You’re asking to become a bad girl?” he asked. “Or maybe you’re already a bad girl. You want me to open this pussy so just any man can breed you?”

She didn’t deny it. He saw that first glaze of pleasure on her face — he’d seen that look before — and he knew she’d never be the same after eating the apple of sexual knowledge.

“Oh no,” she whispered. “Oh, no.”

“I didn’t hurt you, did I?”

“Hurt? No, oh!” she exclaimed as Edward felt her winding ever tighter around his fingers, compressing and squeezing them until he had to grit his teeth to control his interested cock.

“Now you’re going to come for me, bad girl,” he said. “You’re going to let pleasure take you and practice drawing in all of that sticky seed I’ll shoot in your womb.”

Lady Maria grabbed the handhold on the carriage’s roof and fairly pulled herself out of the seat as she ascended to orgasm. “They called you Dick Stone, Charley’s friends. Is that your name?”

He thrust harder into her grasping channel. “It’s Lord Edward, father of your baby, to you.”

At that, she squealed, and her body contracted violently around his fingers. He thrust more gently to ease her through it until she squealed again and tried to pull away from the overstimulation. Finally, she leaned against the back of the bench, her eyes unfocused and her skirts disarranged.

“Do men experience this?”

“Orgasm? Yes. It’s different, but very pleasurable indeed.”

“And they experience it when putting their member inside of a woman?”

“With rare exceptions, yes.”

“And most men like doing that? With women?”

“I should say so.”

She sat up, her eyes suddenly focused. “I want you to find out why my husband is so resistant to the idea of bedding me that he’s willing to pay you to do it.”

Oh fuck. He’d walked right into that trap, having convinced himself that she’d be as brainless as he was after a fine orgasm.

“Now, madam,” he started, “it sounds like you have a pleasant marriage, and perhaps you’d be best served by allowing us to handle the breeding without questioning the reasons my services are required to produce a child.”

“I have money. I’ll pay you to find out why he won’t do the task himself.”

“I’ve already accepted his offer, Lady Maria. I’m afraid I can’t go back on my word, as a gentleman.”

“Are you a gentleman if you work for money, even if it is only using your member? And your fingers?” she said, looking pointedly at his digits, which were still wet from her cunt. “Besides, I said nothing about reneging on the agreement with Charley and his friends. I merely asked you to consider an additional task.”

He said nothing, just looked at this seemingly innocent young woman, hoping that his internal loathing didn’t show.

“I’ll pay you double what he’s paying you.”

And thus, Edward gained another employer. He licked his fingers clean and swung out of the carriage, heading off to solve the mystery.


Chapter 3


Edward kicked the crooked door to his lodging room closed and collapsed on his bed. It was merely late afternoon, but he felt like he’d been out carousing all night rather than bringing a lady to climax in the park and collecting eel pie for luncheon.

“Got any for me?”

He jerked at the sound from the window, where a wiry boy was climbing inside. Somehow, Tobias always spooked him, despite materializing with regularity.

“Don’t you have some pockets to pick?” asked Edward, sliding over the hand pie he’d bought for the urchin.

“No need to steal if my belly is full,” said Tobias, happily eyeing his daily meal.

“I should think you’d need some occupation. Or perhaps…schooling?”

Tobias looked at him as if he’d bit a bone in his most recent mouthful of pie. “What about you? Don’t you need occupation?”

“I am very occupied,” said Edward. “Doubly so, in fact. And it has nothing to do with picking pockets.”

Though it has everything to do with filling the pockets left empty by other men, thought Edward to himself.

“It’s too bad you don’t have a scallywag that keeps showing up at your lodgings with free time and an empty belly,” said Tobias pointedly.

“I suspect that if we sent you to school, we’d have cause to regret it,” said Edward, once again admiring his unlikely friend’s perspicacity.

“What needs doing?”

“Well, the first task is unsuitable for a gent of your age,” said Edward. “How old are you, by the by?”

“I reckon about fifteen? Tough to say.”

“Yes, far too young for the first job. But the second…I might need some help. You don’t happen to know the aristocracy on sight, do you?”

“The gents what could kill me dead in the street for looking at ’em wrong and then escape the noose because of their titles? Those ones? Yeah, I know ’em.”

“I suppose it pays to know the enemy,” mused Edward. “I need one of them watched. Charley Mabbot.”

“About this tall, brown hair like that wood on the desk, always swinging a cane?”

“That could be half of the young bucks in the ton, Tobias.”

“Naw, but this one is different. Swagger of a rooster, but always looking deep into dark corners as if he’s afraid someone is on to him. Hard one to sneak up on, not that I’ve tried.”

Edward rolled his eyes. “Sure you haven’t. I need to know where he goes, who he sees. I especially want to know if he’s got a ladybird stashed somewhere. You know what I mean, don’t you?”

“A dancing girl, a mistress in a little brick house with two kiddies and lots of servants, that sort of thing?”

“Precisely,” said Edward, shaking his head and chuckling. “I haven’t got any coin yet, but I’ll give you a cut when I get paid. How’s that?”

“Keep the eel pies coming in the meantime,” said Tobias, climbing out of the window, preparing to stalk a future viscount.


Chapter 4


Edward knocked at the Mabbot townhouse servant’s entrance at the appointed hour, long after the actual servants had ceased their labors and taken gratefully to their narrow beds.

A well-dressed man opened the door. He wasn’t swinging a cane, but he was about the right height with brown hair like the wood on Edward’s small desk.

The two men stood facing each other in the doorway, at an impasse.

“Mabbot?” asked Edward.

“Dick Stone?” replied Charley with a wry grin.

Oh, he wanted to play games, did he?

“Yes. I’m here for my appointment to fuck your wife,” said Edward, hoping to get a rise out of him.

He was to be disappointed.

“Good man, she’s this way,” said Charley, efficiently leading him through the dark house.

He paused outside a door and scratched before entering.

“Darling, are you decent? Or, rather, indecent?” asked Charley.

Lady Maria seemed to glide in a dressing gown towards the men. Halfway to them, she dropped the wrapper and revealed that she wore nothing underneath.

“Dash, Maria, give a man some warning so he can close the door,” said Charley.

Edward wasn’t thinking about doors or windows aside from the fact that he planned to slam into Maria over and over like a loose shutter in a windstorm. She’d somehow gained confidence in the hours since he’d last seen her, as if having two men regard her naked body made her power grow.

Her power over his cock was unquestioned, he thought, as he cupped himself over his breeches. If he had his way, this bride was getting bred tonight.

But what of the mystery of her husband’s disinterest, the solution to which promised to pay him handsomely? Perhaps he’d settle the issue with no need to run around town after all.

Charley looked at his wife with some curiosity, but there was no evidence of lust or a straining cock. Hmm. Perhaps this would require some effort after all. Still, he had to try to take the easy way out.

“Far be it from me to take your rightful place between your wife’s thighs,” said Edward, gesturing to the naked Maria.

“No, my good man,” said Charley, graciously showing the way to the bed. “I’d hate to step in and adversely affect your source of income.”

Dash it: this pair belonged together. So he wanted to play at gentlemanly disinterest in his own wife? Edward would be happy to make him regret that choice.

Lord Edward drew close to the ravishing Maria and pulled her nearer. “To solve your little inquiry,” he whispered, “I need you to be loud and enthusiastic about everything I do — unless I’m hurting you.”

She looked into Edward’s eyes, and understanding dawned. “You want to see his response?”

Maybe she wasn’t a peahen after all. “That’s it,” he said, stroking up her thigh until he cupped her bare arse.

“What am I to do?” she asked in a small, altogether too innocent voice.

“Leave off the games and get on the bed. Show me the pussy you want bred tonight. And don’t be shy about giving your husband a glimpse, too,” Edward added.

Lady Maria draped herself at the end of the bed and slowly opened her legs to the two men standing near the fireplace as if waiting for the dinner gong. For Edward, it was an apt comparison because he was hungry for her cunt.

Charley was a hard nut to crack. He struck a match and watched the proceedings while lazily puffing on a cheroot. Edward was surprised that his wife wasn’t scolding him for smoking in the bedroom, but he supposed Maria cut him some slack since he was willingly partaking in a bit of intimacy.

“You could take a seat and get comfortable,” said Edward, but the clearly skittish Charley waved him away. Curious.

Edward stripped down, carefully folding and stacking his garments on the open chair. The last thing he needed was to rip the few presentable clothes he owned because of excess enthusiasm for his profession.

“Play with your little cunny, my dear,” said Edward, testing to see if endearments might ignite her husband’s jealousy and lust. Yet Charley still regarded Maria, now working her slick folds, with a good deal of detachment.

Edward stepped closer, stroking his cock as he surveyed the place he’d ply his trade tonight.

“That sounds like a wet little cunny you’ve got there.”

Her breathing grew heavier as he approached, her eyes darting between Edward and her husband.

Charley finally tossed the end of his cheroot into the fireplace and joined them on the bed. Edward hoped to make this quick, so he didn’t climb up, just dragged Maria’s arse to the edge.

Edward was hard and aching and saw no reason to delay. He dropped his cock so it landed on Maria’s swollen folds, almost at the entrance of her cunt.

“Are you ready to take this cock and swell with a baby?”

She nodded, her apprehension apparent, but swollen lips and lowered lids were also in evidence.

“Rub on your titties. Maybe, if you’re a good girl, your husband will help you with your needy little nipples.”

She felt them experimentally, then cast her husband a coy look. For his part, the sight of Edward’s cock splitting his wife’s nether lips transfixed him, the bulbous cockhead stretching her before plunging inside. Perhaps there was a rake in him yet.

“That’s a good pussy,” said Edward. “A good virgin pussy.”

Maria contracted around him, clearly running as hot and fast as he was.

“That little nub is straining for me,” said Edward. “She wants to be petted, doesn’t she?” He trailed the backs of his fingers over her little clitoris and watched Maria’s legs shake.

“Did I open you up properly to receive my seed? Are you ready to make my baby?” he asked, moving his hand up her mons until it rested on her lower belly.

She whimpered and bounced while absorbing his hard thrusts.

“But maybe you’d like something from your husband? Do you want some of his seed, too?”

Maria grew frantic, and she gazed at Charley with imploring eyes.

Edward took a moment to stroke in and out more slowly, letting his cockhead exit and then ease back in until he bottomed out.

Almost before he could understand what had happened, Charley had his falls open and was beating his cock with a ferocious intensity. It was not the stroke of a man straining to come; he was merely stoking a fire already laying waste to his control.

“You want in your wife’s cunt, my man?” asked Edward, perfectly willing to cede the field and collect just the purse offered by Lady Maria for determining why her husband didn’t fuck her. Edward figured that inspiring her husband to fuck her would qualify as a solution to the problem.

Charley frantically shook his head in the negative and then made a pained noise as he ejaculated onto the place where Edward was currently plowing his wife’s cunt. Edward pulled out and watched as the seed collected in Maria’s entrance, then he plunged in again, delivering the spend deep inside.

Edward pulled back, leaving Maria’s gaping pussy available to her husband, but he missed her hole and his seemingly endless lashes of seed hit Edward’s cock instead.

No matter, he thought, he was perfectly content to deliver it right into the man’s wife (while being paid handsomely twice over for his trouble).

A thought occurred to him as he was ascending to orgasm and stroking Maria so she’d join him there. It was almost as if Charley’s violent sexual eruption wasn’t directed towards Maria’s newly broken-in cunny at all. It was as if the idea of ejaculating on Edward’s well-used cock brought him to sexual release.

The sudden force with which his cock grew harder was painful. His brain, starved for blood, became foggy, and Edward’s ability to hold back an orgasm crumbled. He shouted and poured himself into Charley Mabbot’s wife as the man looked on.


Chapter 5


This wasn’t the first time Edward’s cock had served as a painful bellwether for the truth.

He couldn’t remember when it first started, and he’d been convinced for years that he simply got harder than forged steel at inopportune moments because of youthful horniness.

Then he’d had an episode at his engagement ball. As the son of a Marquess, Edward was afforded certain advantages in society despite not being the heir. He could be called “Lord” without holding a title of his own, he had a fat purse because of a generous allowance from his papa, and he had a promising military career with plenty of fighting on the Peninsula ahead, where he might distinguish himself. Accordingly, he was to marry well — a Duke’s daughter with a handsome face and even handsomer dowry.

Midway through a waltz, Edward looked over to find his fiancée in the arms of a man regarding her with quiet intensity. There was nothing inappropriate about their dancing, yet Edward had to step back carefully from his own partner to avoid punching a hole in her silk satin gown with his insistently rigid erection that rose at the thought that this was the expression of a man deeply in love.

When Edward found his fiancée later that night, bent over and rogered from behind by that same man in the Marchioness’s greenhouse, he finally admitted to himself that his cock’s sudden rise had signaled more than just general interest.

It seemed impossible, but Lord Edward Richard Stone had a cock that alerted him to hidden truths with the consistency of a compass pointing north.

He’d made the mistake — when well into his cups — of telling a friend or two about his rather odd talent. Thus was born Dick Stone, a moniker that both revealed and belittled his gift.

In the days that followed his trip to the Mabbot townhouse, Edward’s head ached, and he was loath to spend time outdoors. On the third day, he rose from his bed and spent some time at his accounts, totaling up the cost to recover the more important of his losses when his cock, his own sexual hubris, and a rather nefarious plot in the days before Waterloo combined to strip him of his honor and material possessions.

“It’s fortunate you’ve me to do your bidding so you can lie in bed all day,” said Tobias, his leg halfway over the windowsill.

Edward held his head between his hands, even the sound of Tobias’s scratchy voice causing him pain.

“I say, are you drying out after marinating in gut rot?”

“Just a terrible headache,” said Edward.

“It’s a good thing I’m on the case, then. And I have information for you.”

“Haven’t had a chance to buy food lately.”

“You really are in the gutter, aren’t you? If you’ve got coin, I can bring some things back for you. I don’t need the one decent bloke in this city to starve to death.”

Edward fished a few coins from his purse. He didn’t have many, and if Tobias ran off with them, he was in terrible shape, but he saw no alternative.

“And what have you discovered as a result of following Charley Mabbot?”

Tobias paused at the window.

“Likes to visit a whorehouse.”

“Just one?” asked Edward, perking up. Maybe he fancied himself in love with one of the ladybirds.

“Aye. They keep the windows covered — they’re not stupid, but it’s easy to read the shadows. Beast with two backs, you know.”

“What’s the crowd going in and out like?”

“The usual types that like to drop their coin at a bordello. Toffs, gents, cits, all of ’em in and out all night. The girls there must be working hard.”

“And where did you say this bordello is located?”

“Field Lane.”

“Gray stone townhouse, one from the corner?” asked Edward, picturing the place in his mind.

“That’s it.”

“I don’t think it’s women plying their trade there,” said Edward to himself. The handsome townhouse on Field Lane was home to a celebrated molly house where men could indulge their taste for other men. Once again, his cock crowed at the dawning of the truth.

“Tobias,” he called to the urchin departing through the window. “Bring some ale with the pie. I have work to do.”


Chapter 6


It was all just as he’d suspected. One trip inside the molly house and some glimpses into doorways, helpfully left cracked open, clarified not only the cause but also possible solutions to the Mabbots’ marital impasse.

Edward waited in the dark night, just outside the gray townhouse on Field Lane. A man somewhat familiar to him emerged. Bits of him were certainly more known to him now, after seeing him stripped down and pumping away.

“Don’t dart off like that. I’ll not hurt or defame you,” said Edward.

The man relaxed just a little.

“I know you enjoy the company of men,” said Edward. “Now tell me: do you also enjoy fucking women?”

***

At Mabbot House, Edward had Lady Maria spread on the writing desk in her bedroom. Her hands gripped the edges of the table while she perched one leg where she no doubt penned ladylike letters to friends and family.

Charley was nowhere to be found after the first rogering. Perhaps he too had felt rocked by the experience.

Rocking away now was Maria, meeting his thrusts like a good little strumpet despite how recently she’d been introduced to the ways of the flesh. She was a delight — in bed and on chaises and over desks, at least.

Edward watched his cock test Maria’s cunny. She gripped him most appealingly, but it might pose difficulties for what he’d planned.

He attempted to slide a finger into her channel alongside his cock.

“Oh!” Lady Maria squealed, wiggling at the intrusion.

“Can you take more here? Does your cunny need more stuffing?”

“I feel I might break,” she said, all coyness gone, only fear remaining.

He let his finger drift over her arse, trailing her wetness over that puckered rosebud that called out to him. “And what of here?”

“Oh, Edward!” she said, bucking him off and turning to face him in shock. “Whatever is going on?”

He held her upper arms and crowded in. “I’m attempting to solve the Mabbot family bedroom problems for good, as I promised you.”

He sat Maria on the desk facing him and fed his cock back into her hot, grasping hole. Then he drew very close to better gauge her reaction.

“What if there was another man in the room?”

Maria looked around, suddenly alert.

“Not now, but how would you feel if there were?”

Her cunt’s answering squeeze settled the matter; on some level she liked it, maybe even needed it. He couldn’t blame a woman trained to be admired for enjoying admiration in all aspects of her life.

“Now what if we three were very naughty?”

Maria moaned, one hand behind her on the desk and the other working her recently discovered nub.

“What if…” Edward leaned forward and poured his full, filthy vision into her ears, hearing her breaths grow heavier and feeling her cunt contracting around him as her arousal neared its peak.

“Now, what if one of those men was your husband? And the other was his best friend?”

She couldn’t contain her scream as an orgasm broke unexpectedly hard. Maria’s head was thrown back as if in rapture as Edward emptied his seed into her, certain that he was close to a solution pleasurable to all, including his purse.


Chapter 7


It was Tuesday, and Tuesdays meant a close shave by Mr. Rymer and another attempt at solving the Mabbot case.

Not that Edward was complaining as he lavished Maria’s cunny with his lips and mouth and even a nip of his teeth. She was writhing, soaking wet, and begging to be filled. Perhaps it wasn’t a cruel god that forced him into this line of work, but a merciful and understanding one.

He hadn’t planned on planting his cock in her cunt, but who was he to refuse the earnest entreaties of an ignored wife? Besides, he’d need her amenable to what he had orchestrated.

She let out a breath and her stomach went soft as he fed his shaft into her pussy.

“You’ve learned to take cock so well, my dear.”

She flashed him a coy smile while playing with her nipple and clitoris in a most alluring way.

“You’re going to learn some new lessons soon if my plans work out.”

“You’ve more to teach me?”

“You’ll soon have new masters that will set new lessons for you.”

“New…masters?”

“Yes, masters, as in two. You see, I considered the ways to solve this unsolvable problem you Mabbots are facing. The case of the frosty bedroom.”

“I hardly think I am the cause,” she said, gesturing to where she was taking his cock.

“And your husband could say the same,” replied Edward, aware that he quickly needed to inform her of some unsaid truths.

“He’s in love with another woman.”

“We should approach this mountain from another direction. Do you remember when I tested your little hole to see if you could take more, alongside my cock?”

She nodded, still sad.

“And then I tried your back passage, to see if you have a natural aptitude for arse play?”

Again, she nodded gravely.

“I’ve been trying to solve a numbers problem. You see, I believe you have an opportunity to establish a family.”

She regarded him, not understanding.

“With your husband. And a child or children, should you be so blessed.”

“Yes, I hope he will accept the fruit of our liaison.”

“No, I mean, a loving family, if unconventional.” Though not as unconventional as some people think, he mused to himself.

“I’ve tried to lure Charley to my bed, and it’s hopeless,” she said, tears collecting at the corners of her eyes.

Edward brushed a quick kiss on her lips, to her surprise. “You simply were missing an important part of the puzzle, my dear.”

The door to Maria’s bedroom opened, and Charley walked in. Accompanied by Jack, the friend who had initially hired Edward on his behalf.

“You know Jack Fyppound, of the Norfolk Fyppounds?”

Maria’s hands flew to cover her bouncing breasts, then she realized her cunny was exposed, and moved one hand there.

“It’s wonderful to see you again, Jack,” she said in a small voice, as if they were meeting at a picnic. “I hope your mother fares well after her flare of gout?”

“She’s quite well, thank you, Lady Maria,” he said while blushing but also fixated on a glimpse of a nipple her hand had failed to conceal.

“Oh dash it, Maria, show Jack the goods!” said Charley, the festering anxiety of this meeting getting to him.

“I’m trying to be a good wife to you and give you a baby, but you’ve been so cold to me, although we once were friends! Now you’re having an affair with another woman and, what, giving me to yet another man?”

Charley sat on the bed next to Maria. She was lying down and still taking Edward’s cock, which made the position awkward. Eventually, Charley lay next to her.

He stared at the canopy for several moments before rolling closer.

Speaking into her hair, he said, “I’ve been a bad husband to you. I’m sorry. There’s something you don’t know about me, and I’m afraid you’ll hate me for it.”

Maria carded a hand through her husband’s hair. He slid down until his head rested on her bare breast, finally ready to confess the cause of their estrangement.

“The thing you’re doing right now with Lord Edward, that’s what I do with men,” he mumbled.

Maria glanced at Edward’s cock working in and out of her hole and then back at her husband.

“Well, not precisely like that. There’s some different equipment involved, which requires different approaches.”

“Oh,” said Maria in a soft voice, her hand still moving through his hair.

“I tried finding enthusiasm for the act…with women…while I was at Cambridge, but I just didn’t respond. I had hoped that I’d find a way to perform the act with you, but…”

Maria nodded carefully.

“I treasure you. And I’m sorry that my concerns about you seeing through my deficiencies kept us estranged from each other despite our long friendship.”

“It’s not a deficiency,” said Maria.

“I’m sorry?”

“Not liking women in this way,” she said in a strident tone while gesturing to where she was being fucked, “is not a deficiency. Don’t say such a thing about my husband.”

“Even if you’re left requiring the services of a stud to become a mother?”

“Our friendship is far more important than any of that,” she said, pressing him closer. Edward watched with trepidation as Maria held her husband, who seemed to snuggle happily against her breast.

“Lord Edward alluded to a solution involving two masters,” she said at last.

“Jack,” said Charley without lifting his head. “Meet my wife. In a new way.”

He came closer, cautious at first. “Hullo, Maria.”

“Hello, Jack,” she said, holding out her hand to him. He scampered onto the bed beside her, mirroring Charley’s position, cautiously settling on her bare breast. Maria stroked his hair, too.

“Would you be terribly offended if I…” He opened his mouth over her pebbled nipple before locking eyes with hers.

Spine bowed, she used a hand at the back of his head to direct him closer. He sucked her nipple between his lips and sighed.

Charley looked at his lover and mirrored his actions, flicking at Maria’s nipple with his tongue until she twisted on the bed in pleasure.

Jack gripped his cock through his trousers and groaned into his lover’s bride’s soft skin. “You’ll think me quite needy, madam.”

“I want nothing more than to be needed,” she said, fairly glowing at the adoration poured on her by three virile men. A debutante could dream of having her dance card full, while never imagining the other ways she could captivate multiple men at once.

“So, you like each other?” asked Maria, stroking her newest lovers’ napes. “A lot?”

Jack flashed a smirk at Charley and then leaned over and stole a quick kiss on the lips from him. Charley caught him by the neck and returned it with a lingering open-mouthed kiss that confirmed just how he felt about his friend.

They met over Maria’s naked body while she received Edward’s thrusts. When Jack draped a hand over her breast and worked her wet nipple while continuing to kiss Charley, Maria tensed.

“She likes that,” growled Edward, feeling her cunt contract around him.

Charley traced Maria’s nipple, too, but it was Jack moving his hand to her clitoris that made her moan in the way Edward knew signaled her approaching orgasm.

“She’s going to gush on my cock if you keep doing that,” said Edward, picking up his pace.

Jack pulled back, but Edward directed his hand right down to Maria’s nub again. “That’s a good thing. We want her wet and soft for your first go at her pretty little cunny.”

Jack turned his head into the blankets to keep control over his hardened cock while Maria emitted cries at the provocative words. Charley watched his bride and lover with a barely leashed hunger as the sound of wet coupling grew louder.

“And where will you be, my darling?” she asked Charley while stroking his sideburns.

“I’ll be right behind him, filling him as he fills you,” drawled Charley, gaining confidence and swagger as he saw his wife wanted nothing more than his true self and his lover’s cock.

“Yes, I want that. I want it so much,” she said, while rising to meet Edward’s thrusts as her orgasm wound closer to detonation.

“We’ll give it to you, love,” said Charley softly.

Maria shrieked as her orgasm rolled over her with the force of a sudden storm, her body twisting with pleasure.

“Somebody is breeding you tonight, my lady, and it might just be me,” said Edward, allowing his seed to shoot forth the moment he felt Maria’s decisive contractions around him.

Edward pulled out of Maria quickly and let one gush of his semen land at the entrance of her cunt for her new lovers’ delectation, then he pushed it in slowly with his cock as he continued to unload in her grasping body.

Edward finally removed himself from Maria’s pussy and backed away as if dazed by his orgasm. She remained spread, and she did not cover herself.

Jack crawled down the bed until he hovered over Maria’s pussy.

“Lord Edward won’t be the father of your baby, not if I have anything to say about it,” he said, diving in and licking Edward’s spend from her well-used cunt.

Maria squealed as he ravaged her puffy nether lips with enthusiasm, licking her like a starving man. Charley got into the action by holding the leg nearest him despite her squirming, before grabbing Jack for a lingering kiss.

Edward settled next to Maria on the bed, watching as her new lovers luxuriated in kisses made wetter by his seed.

“Are you going to let your men fill you?” asked Edward, cupping Maria’s breast tenderly.

“Over and over,” she said, opening her legs further with Charley’s help so Jack could dig his tongue into her channel.

“And to think, not that long ago, I broke your maidenhead with my fingers,” said Edward lowly.

“She feels tight,” said Jack from between her thighs. “Are you sure you’ve been inside her, Dick Stone?”

Edward rolled his eyes. These pups could play with each other; he was getting too old for raillery and games.

“Put your cock inside and tell me,” said Edward. If he played his cards right, he might be home before he’d need to take a cab for the sake of safety.

Charley leaned forward and slid his fingers into his wife’s cunny. “Demme, Maria, you’re a veritable strumpet, you naughty girl.” He worked in and out, gathering her wetness and the rest of Edward’s spend on his fingers.

“Trousers off,” he commanded Jack, who happily shed his pantaloons and leaned over Maria’s prone body. He bent more flagrantly and thrust out his arse for his lover.

“We’re going to do this?” asked Charley.

“We’re the naked ones,” said Jack while Maria helped him out of his cravat and shirt. “Come now, are you going to fuck us or not?”

Charley chuckled and eased his wet fingers into Jack’s arse.

Jack leaned closer to Maria and narrated their game. “Your husband is opening me up for his cock right now. Your pretty cunny’s delicious juices and Lord Edward’s seed will let him pound my hole as I fill you with my cock. Can you take me while I take him?”

Maria fondled her nub and nodded yes frantically as Edward rolled her nipple between his fingers.

“Is Charley stripping down?” asked Edward skeptically as he regarded the young nobleman still attired in his tailored finery.

“He mostly likes to take me while clothed. Says I should feel degraded by the sensation of his falls against my sack, but I suspect he’s just shy,” said Jack coyly, directing the words behind himself.

Charley lined up his cock at Jack’s entrance and slowly pushed in. “You’ve never complained about a fast fuck before, my boy,” he said while directing Jack’s head down to his wife’s breast. Jack latched on and groaned when Charley bottomed out.

“Buckskin,” said Jack, catching his breath. “I do love the feel of your husband’s breeches tanning my hide.”

Maria squirmed until she caught hold of Jack’s cock. “Is this acceptable?” she asked, her eyes innocent while she worked his cock with admirable skill for one so new to carnal matters.

“You know it is, you minx,” said Jack before kissing her. “How is our little pussy feeling? Is she ready to be filled and bred?”

“I don’t know, are you ready to make me a mother?”

“We are ready to make you a mother,” replied Jack as he moved his hips to slide into Maria’s hand while taking Charley’s thrusts.

“How does it feel? Taking my husband’s cock in your arse?”

Jack’s eyes closed in pleasure. “Someday, when you’re ready, I’ll do the same to you and you can tell me yourself.”

Maria directed Jack’s cock so it slid between her wet nether lips but didn’t enter her body.

“You’re going to drain my balls, darling, you know that?”

“I certainly hope so,” she said, pulling Jack down for a kiss.

Charley reached around Jack and put a hand to Maria’s breast. “You’ll drain our balls and get a baby. You want that? To swell with our child?”

She smiled like a cat in the cream and bit her lower lip. “How would you like to be a papa? Papas,” she corrected.

“Fuck, Maria,” groaned Charley, gripping Jack’s shoulder so he could pound into him with more force. “Are you in her yet? Are you plowing my wife?”

Jack lined himself up at Maria’s entrance and slid in slowly while watching her reaction. “Taking me so well,” he murmured while placing his hand on her lower belly. “Inside,” he bit out, straining to keep control as he experienced a fantasy he’d never imagined might become real.

“You like my wife’s cunny?” asked Charley, still fondling Maria’s breast.

“You fucking know I do,” said Jack, squeezing his eyes shut as he struggled to keep his orgasm leashed.

Charley hooked his chin over Jack’s shoulder. “Maybe, in time, she could be your wife, too. Our wife.”

Jack looked back, confused.

“Not according to the law,” said Charley with regret. “But we could form a hearth, a household together as three. Live as a family with the children. They’ll need to know their papa.”

“Their papas,” said Jack, turning to kiss Charley tenderly.

“Would you accept that, Maria? Making this marriage bigger?” asked Charley, looking down at his wife.

She held a hand to his dear face and cupped his cheek, finally understanding the bright future they could have if they only dreamed bigger. “I can think of nothing I’d like better.”

Edward released a private sigh of relief. His gambit had worked; never let it be said that he’d lost his ability to maneuver under pressure.

He trailed a hand down Maria’s body until he reached her nub, which he gently ran his fingers over.

“She just fluttered around me,” ground out Jack. “I’ve been holding back. No more. I need to pound her hard and fill that hole.”

Maria cried out in pleasure as his harder strokes pushed her up the fine sheets until her head crowded awkwardly against the headboard. She struggled to use her arms to exert enough force to remain in place but couldn’t prevent her lovers from losing their alignment.

Edward slid onto the bed, his naked body laid out beside Maria.

“Get on top of me and I’ll hold you in place while your men put a baby in you.”

Maria gave a small cry when Jack removed his cock, but she happily settled on Edward’s powerful body as his feet anchored them to the edge of the bed and his legs held hers obscenely open.

“I could do you next,” said Jack, leering at Edward’s sack. His cock was trapped between Maria’s arse cheeks, nestled in for a pleasurable ride.

“Focus on filling your wife for now,” said Edward, still hoping to depart early enough to avoid spending coin on a cab.

Jack spit on Maria’s spread pussy to prepare her for his rogering. “Gladly.”

Edward wrapped one arm around Maria’s midsection to brace her and flexed his thighs to help hold them in place. Jack slid his cock into Maria’s channel, this time hard. Edward and Maria grunted together at the force.

“I want in again,” said Charley, stroking his cock.

Jack paused and let his best friend feed his leaking cock back into his needy hole.

“That’s a good boy,” ground out Charley, taking his friend by the hair and directing his mouth to Maria’s nipple. “Now show the wife how you’ll suck the milk from her tits after she has our baby.”

Maria whimpered at the feeling of Jack’s unrelenting lips and tongue coupled with his rough strokes.

“You going to take two young bucks?” asked Edward mischievously in her ear.

Maria ran a hand over her unattended, bouncing breast and bit out, “Charley and I became friends because I was a hoyden. Climbing trees and riding bareback. I can take them.”

“The only girl for us,” said Charley, his eyes finally melting as he regarded his precious wife.

“She likes that. She’s gripping harder,” said Jack.

“As are you, Jackie. Are you going to come for me?”

“We’re in the presence of a lady. Shouldn’t she come first?” asked Jack.

Edward, tired of waiting for this new trio to work out their coupling, slid his hand between Maria’s and Jack’s bodies, his fingers traveling over their nether hair to part Maria’s lips and expose her bud directly to Jack’s body.

“Oh,” she said, the air suddenly leaving her stomach as she felt her orgasm draw near.

“Suck him in, open your womb to his seed,” said Edward. “Let him pour new life into your belly.”

“Maria, I can’t hold it in any longer. I need to breed you, love,” said Jack.

She shouted and shook in Edward’s arms as she broke under the combined erotic force of three powerful men.

Jack was already joining her, caught as he was between his two married lovers, his body taken and used until he could no longer withhold the force of his orgasm.

Charley let his two loves finish and then directed Jack’s head up to Maria’s mouth. As if to conspire to drain his balls permanently, they nuzzled each other momentarily and then kissed, Jack showing Maria how to kiss with an open mouth, at an angle so Charley could enjoy watching their tongues stroke each other.

He shouted and pulled out, letting his seed streak across the bedsheets.

“And what for our favorite stud, the finest matchmaker in all of London?” asked Jack as he withdrew from Maria’s sloppy pussy. “We’d hate to send you home hard as stone after all of your fine efforts.”

Edward wiped Maria’s back with a clean corner of the sheet before propping her arse on a pillow and directing her legs up and together.

“I came from your wife’s arse rubbing against me while you two worked her little hole,” said Edward. “Keep her in this position for fifteen minutes. After that, put her in any position you three would like and fill her regularly.”


Epilogue


London, 1817

Edward galloped into Hyde Park, his stallion, Tencendor, once again under him because of his improved fortunes. Solving the ton’s sex problems proved far more lucrative than mere stud servicing, though he happily kept open both arms of his business. Never let it be said that Dick Stone turned up anything but his cock when wives needed breeding.

Ahead, he spied a merry party. Lady Maria Mabbot cradled a newborn baby in her arms while perched on the bench of a phaeton. On either side of her sat Jack, currently at the reins, and Charley, who was staring at their baby with pride.

They drove the sporting vehicle, once famous for winning races, at a sedate pace and nodded to all and sundry in the park during the fashionable hour.

“Do you think they’ll make it?” asked a voice near his boot.

There stood Tobias, his unlikely friend and associate. Edward hopped down from his high mount and held Tencendor’s reins while they chatted, in case the warhorse decided they were once again in battle. They both remembered the tour on the Peninsula at inopportune times.

Edward regarded the family of four and smiled while draping an arm over Tobias’s bony shoulders. “They’ve as much of a chance as any of us, I think. More, given that they know they have something special, and they’ve all changed a bit to get to live as their true selves. And experience love.”

“Love,” scoffed Tobias. “A full belly and warm place to sleep are enough for me.”

“And I’m satisfied now that I’ve got Tencendor again,” declared Edward, sounding more certain than he felt.

“There’s a new woman selling pies,” said Tobias as they turned towards home. “Meat this time.”

“Is this a subtle attempt to get dinner out of me?” asked Edward, ruffling Tobias’s dirty hair.

“Yes,” said Tobias, aware that honesty wouldn’t alter Edward’s course of action.

“Pride is often the biggest obstacle to love,” said Edward, suddenly feeling philosophical. “If you can be that honest someday with someone — or someones, like the Mabbots and Jack — perhaps you needn’t settle for just food and shelter.”

“You take the leap first, and I’ll follow your lead,” said Tobias, skeptical of Edward’s prediction.

Little did either party realize just what fate had in store. But that, my friends, is a story for another day.

THE END
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Chapter 1


London, 1818

The fabric panel marking off his place of business opened so violently that Lord Edward Richard Stone braced himself. Whether for a punch or a shot, he didn’t know. What he knew was that he’d done plenty of things to warrant either option.

“You’ve really landed yourself in the suds now, Dick Stone,” said a familiar voice.

“Gesù, Tobias,” said Lord Edward, patting his lapel to find a stray cheroot. “I’ll not be around to do anything if you scare me to death like that.”

“You skipped buying smokes last week so Tencendor could have an extra bunch of clover,” said Tobias, taking a chair in the former closet that now served as Lord Edward’s office. Outside of the small room, the sounds of Mr. Rymer’s barber shop continued at a low hum.

“Blast,” said Edward, slumping in his seat and tucking away the gazette he’d been reading, mostly for the lonely hearts ads. While Edward had to confront a crisis without a cheroot, his horse enjoyed the best greenery that his pikestaff could buy. Born the second son of a marquess, he’d fallen far in his three decades, but at least he could say each tumble had made the hard thud at the end worth it.

“You’re not interested in what they’re saying about you?” asked Tobias.

Lord Edward regarded his friend, an urchin from St Giles. “A seducer of innocents, defiler of wives, stud for money?” He held up his hands in a show of defeat. “There’s no defense against those claims, because they’re true.”

“But they say you’ve taken up with the wife of a baron.”

“Which one?” asked Edward, shrugging and crossing one long leg over the other. “I’ve had several.”

“Baron Dalpole.”

Lord Edward thought back to what he knew about the man: elevated to a barony after heroic service under Wellington at Waterloo, during which he’d lost an eye, if Edward’s memory wasn’t mistaken.

“I don’t recall his wife especially. I’d need to check my notes,” said Edward, reaching for the locked cabinet where he kept files written in code for his breeding business.

“That’s not the important bit,” said Tobias, kicking his chair to get his attention. “They say you pleasured the wife…when she was pregnant.”

Edward jolted up, shocked for the second time that afternoon. “But why would I be breeding a woman already bred?” he asked. “It makes no sense.”

Tobias shook his head, trying to understand the allegations as well.

“I run a good, clean stud business, and I won’t see myself defamed!” ground out Edward. “I’ve made plenty of babies for good families. Who is saying these things?”

“Swells outside the gaming hells, some nobs at Covent Garden bordellos,” replied Tobias, still puzzling over the gossip.

Suddenly, there was yelling from the main hall of the barbershop.

“Is someone getting murdered?” asked Tobias, his face serious as he darted his head out from behind the curtain to look around.

“Just Rymer drawing out a diseased tooth,” said Edward. “Happens several times per day; one gets used to it.”

Tobias nodded his head and pulled out a small flask.

“Now, what’s this?” asked Edward, grabbing the bottle from him. “It doesn’t have any identifiable marks, does it? I know you didn’t buy a piece like this with your wages from me; they’re not nearly high enough.”

Tobias reached for his flask as Edward unscrewed the cap and dumped the contents down his own throat. He looked at his young associate in horror.

“Is that water?”

Tobias took back the bottle and shoved it safely into his smalls beneath his waistband.

“Why would a hobbledehoy want to drink water?” asked Edward, horrified and a little disappointed that he hadn’t found gin inside. He was entirely lacking in the trappings of dissipation today as he dealt with a crisis that could affect his business.

“I happen to like water,” said Tobias stubbornly before drawing forth some penny candy and sharing a piece with Edward. “I get it from a good pump.”

“You’re going to end up yelling as Rymer draws out your teeth if you keep eating this,” said Edward, happily sucking on the lemon drop himself.

“I had a thought on the way over,” said Tobias, playing with his flat cap. “Why are the bucks and bloods talking about this case so much?”

“Dalpole’s wife? Yes, ‘tis strange that they discuss a lady in the breeding state,” said Edward, choosing his words carefully to protect young Tobias, though he’d seen and heard things on the streets Edward couldn’t imagine. “My mother always boxed my ears if I so much as acknowledged the existence of procreation. God forbid one admit to knowing a lady was enceinte.”

“Perhaps the lady went outside the house too often in her condition?” asked Tobias skeptically. “But why should they be yammering about this in connection with you, when you’ve bedded plenty of ladies? For money.”

Edward and Tobias sucked on their candy and mulled over the problem.

“It seems rather pointless, doesn’t it?” asked Edward.

“How so?”

“Well, if the lady is already breeding, why would a stud be involved?” asked Lord Edward.

“If she’s already got a baby in her belly, she doesn’t need your services,” said Tobias.

“Yes, and why would her husband allow such talk to continue, especially when she’s in a delicate state? It might upset her.”

They listened to the fading screams from the main room of the barbershop while trying to make sense of this conundrum.

“I think I need to pay a call on the Dalpole household and see what I can learn,” said Edward, dusting some clipped hair from his boots and grabbing his hat.


Chapter 2


With the help of directions obtained from Tobias, Edward reached the Dalpole townhouse before morning calls — actually taking place in the afternoon — were done.

The butler showed him into a bright sitting room, and soon, the lady of the house swept in.

Charlotte Dalpole was a young woman, pretty enough, but rendered beautiful by her burgeoning belly. Her pregnancy had sent her bosom to the heavens, leaving Lord Edward hard as stone.

He took a seat next to her on the divan and placed a small pillow thoughtfully in his lap.

“I wondered when you might pay a call,” she said excitedly.

“Were you now?” asked Edward, surprised but pleased that she had no plans to feign ignorance of the gossip.

“Yes. You see, I’ve been hearing talk,” she said.

Excellent. They could exchange information efficiently and squash these rumors in no time.

“When it concerns me, talk is often true. Except in this case, as you know.”

Her face fell. “I did not realize the stories were not true.”

“You, better than anyone, should know—” Edward stopped when he realized the source of the confusion. Clearly, they were discussing two very different stories. “To which stories are you referring?”

“It is said that you engage in the marital act for money,” she said, leaning over to pour tea.

He attempted not to look down the front of her Grecian dress, he really did, but the necklines du jour were so favorably placed and her bosom so bounteous that Edward was riveted to where the dough overflowed the bowl, so to speak. The nearly sheer fabric seemed to suggest a hard peach nipple. London’s wives were going to get him shot. Again!

“I don’t mean to correct you, madam,” he said, pulling his eyes away regretfully. “But I do not engage in the marital act for money. I step in and provide breeding services for fine families in need of help.”

“Is there a difference?” she asked, her face betraying a good deal of confusion.

“Ahh, yes,” he said, setting down his saucer and teacup so he might use his hands for this lesson. Baroness Dalpole was proving considerably thick in places other than her midsection, and he’d need full use of his person to educate her.

He held up both hands, then made one into a hole shape and pointed a finger using the other. Edward moved them together, rather longer than he perhaps should have, but he found himself swept away by the demonstration.

“I do not get paid for this,” he said slowly so that this woman might grasp the nuance.

She nodded, nibbling on a biscuit.

Edward rearranged his hands and moved as if he were cradling a baby. “I am paid for a favorable result. A child. If I receive funds in advance, I work until there is the desired outcome.”

Charlotte took a thoughtful sip of tea. “Are you paid the same for babies that turn out to be girls?”

Edward leaned back on the divan, very comfortable discussing his entirely legitimate business. “My fee remains the same, though families often find that their generosity runs more freely when a male heir is the result.”

“So you never partake in the act for reasons of pleasure?” she asked skeptically.

“You mean outside of my business?” he asked, raising his brows. My, she was a forward lady.

“Inside, outside, it doesn’t matter,” she said, shifting closer.

Lord Edward’s cock jumped at how close he was to a fertile, forbidden goddess. “As a man devoted to my work, I limit my spending to efforts at procreation. I wouldn’t want to dilute the seed unnecessarily.”

“That’s clever,” she said, those luscious breasts moving as though she were just as heated by the discussion as he was. “I can’t help but think that you’re a brilliant man. Scientific in your approach.”

“Well, yes, but—”

And then he felt it. Below that decorative pillow, where his cock was painfully hard, Charlotte Dalpole had slipped her elegant hand, which was now feeling about.

“May I help you, madam?” he asked, his voice rather higher than usual.

“Oh, yes, I was merely looking for some needlework I misplaced last week. I thought I saw a sign of it and sought to secure the piece immediately.”

Those fingers moved over his clothed shaft, encased in breeches made by his tailoress. “I think you’ve done quite enough to secure the piece,” he said, gently removing her hand from the bulge in his trousers.

Charlotte turned, leaning close so her bosom pressed against his upper arm. God in heaven, he’d put many women in a breeding state, but had virtually no experience with the result. It was a mistake he’d like to remedy. As soon as possible. How men resisted tupping their wives senseless when they became soft and round and apparently insatiable, he didn’t know.

It was then that Baroness Dalpole shocked him: despite the awkward heft of her belly, she slid to the rug of her sitting room.

“Madam, are you well?” he asked, standing immediately to fetch help. “Do you require a doctor?”

Charlotte placed her hands on Edward’s thighs. She pushed them up and up, towards his straining piece, and licked her lips as though she relished tasting him. Heavens and angels, if she kept this up, he’d be soiling his smalls and running from the house in mortification!

“I’m well, Dick Stone,” she said, a seductive look on her glowing face.

He wasn’t a religious man, not by any means, but standing above a woman while she kneeled like a supplicant made his overactive cock leak. Light a candle for his soul; he was ready to fuck this woman on every surface of the sitting room, husband or not. Before he ruined his life — once again — by sticking his shaft into some other man’s wife without a breeding contract in place, he needed to depart this house and never look back.

“I thank you for the tea, madam,” he said, shuffling away. “This has been a most instructive visit.”

And then she slid a hand up to cup his aching cock, over his trousers. Seeing her hand around him sent all logical thoughts from his brain.

“You don’t mind, do you?” she asked, moving one hand up to work at the buttons on his falls.

Did he mind that he’d likely be fleeing this house in a scrap of fabric as her disgruntled husband chased him with a dueling pistol? Not at all! Not if she could just rub over his cockhead a little more.

“Do I mind?” he asked, gasping when she placed her cheek against the place his cock strained under several layers of fine tailoring. “Why, no, but I’m not the one who would, am I?”

He could barely string thoughts together. Charlotte opened that last button and took down his falls like they contained the finest treat at a buffet. Edward could see down the front of her dress from where he stood with a jerking cock and unquiet conscience.

“Oh, you leave that to me,” she said, bringing his breeches to his mid-thighs and tugging at his smallclothes. Lord Edward wasn’t sure if she meant his garments or the handling of an angry husband, but he was pleased to let her handle both, if she so wished.

Finally, he was free. The baroness had his cock out and leaking. If this lady wasn’t careful, he was about to divest himself of a good deal of that carefully saved seed all over her face.

“You requested an audience with my breeding organ, madam?”

She stared at his cock and then looked up uncertainly. “Yes, but I don’t know what to do next.”

Edward held in a groan. These society wives knew exactly what to say to get tupped senseless, their beguiling mix of innocence and hunger leading him down the wrong garden path every time.

“Well,” he said, letting his hand find its way to her hair while he took hold of his shaft with the other. “How about you start by giving this sad, sore cock a kiss? It’s been wanting to meet you since I walked in.”

He pressed his hips forward and let the leaking tip run over the baroness’s inexperienced mouth. She tried to chase it and kept her lips firmly closed at first, but Edward was persistent and randy. It wasn’t long until he’d slipped inside.

“That’s a good girl,” he said, pushing in and pulling back shallowly so she could become accustomed to the feel of a man taking her mouth. “Let’s get it nice and wet, and then I’ll give you something you’ll like very much indeed.”

Lord Edward surveyed the room and considered how he might safely plow a pregnant woman when he saw the minx currently learning how to suck his cock shrug off the top of her simple gown.

She had half stays on, but she was spilling forth in a way that made Edward’s balls feel heavy and full. Charlotte was moving most curiously.

At first, Edward wondered if she was touching herself under her dress. Such a turn of events would be most welcome, and he jolted at the thought of her getting wet and sloppy merely from licking his cock.

But then he realized she wasn’t touching herself at all, but angling herself while continuing to work her mouth on his cock. Charlotte turned slightly, in a way that made no sense, as if to present an erotic tableau for a viewer that wasn’t even present.

Light from the sitting-room window illuminated her breasts and danced over those cheeks and lips she was using so well to service his cock. Why, she’d look like a painting if someone had the good fortune to watch her ministrations.

And then he heard a scraping noise from across the room. Edward jolted, but the baroness had her hands on his bum, holding him in place as she sucked him deeper than she had before.

In terror, he stood stock still as he waited for the maker of the noise to show themselves. But he waited in vain; a minute passed, and they were still alone.

It was a curious thing though; after so many years in the field, Edward had developed the ability to know when he was being watched, and he was certainly being watched by someone other than the luscious Charlotte.

He looked towards the side of the room where he had heard the noise and let his eyes rove over the terrain, imagining it divided into a grid. It was when he was regarding a painting — a scene involving stags and hunters under the royal standard — that he saw something odd.

One deer had a dark eye that seemed to change colors. As Charlotte experimented with taking his shaft deeper, Edward squinted and saw that there was a hole in the painting. A hole that would allow someone in the room next door to observe the goings-on in this room, mostly without detection.

The lady had angled her body to best display it for that painting. And ‌Edward saw something curious just before he heard that scraping again and the deer’s eye returned to a solid dark color: there was a flash at the hole, something orb-like but not an eye; at least, not precisely. Something far more resembling glass shaped like an eye. The sort of prosthetic made for veteran soldiers. Men like Baron Dalpole.

Someone was watching him get his cock sucked by the pregnant lady of the house. A nerve connecting his spine and taxed sack tingled, and the weight of the truth came down upon him as his cock grew harder and he poured seed forth: he’d bet Baron Dalpole had been observing the interlude with his wife the whole time.

And judging by the lady’s willingness to suck him and her attempts to show off her body, she was a willing participant in the whole affair, entirely knowledgeable of her husband’s observation.

But why would a husband and wife take such efforts to construct a scene of infidelity unless they wished to blackmail the lover? Everyone knew Edward had little blunt.

They couldn’t…enjoy such activities, could they? A husband couldn’t find cuckoldry — something all men feared — arousing in the least? And a wife blooming with her husband’s child couldn’t possibly enjoy the attentions of another man while knowing her husband observed her, could she?

Even as he attempted to dismiss the evidence before his eyes and working his cock, Lord Edward felt the telltale sign of his shaft becoming harder and blood pouring into his brain as the truth fueled a spectacular orgasm and equally catastrophic headache.


Chapter 3


“Close the curtains, Tobias,” said Lord Edward from where he was recovering on his boarding house bed.

It was a step up from the grim place in which he’d been living immediately after returning home from the war, but it had the added complication of bourgeois respectability, namely in the form of Mrs. Chaffinch, his landlady.

“Now, don’t think I don’t see you,” she said, poking her head around the door through which Tobias had entered. Tobias swung through a rickety window without attracting attention at Edward’s former residence, but the Cheapside establishment was well-maintained, and the application of morals was firm.

Edward groaned under the wadded-up cravat that was serving as an eyeshade. “I’ve told you a thousand times, Mrs. Chaffinch: Tobias is a friend. He visits me to talk and deliver food when I’m ill. Nothing untoward is happening at your residence.”

She huffed and bustled around, dusting Edward’s scant belongings before bringing in a modest tea tray.

When Tobias fell upon the biscuits, she rapped his knuckles and slanted him a meaningful look. The lad had the sense to back away, at least until she closed the door.

“You visited Dalpole. What did you learn?” asked Tobias. Of course he knew what Edward had been up to; he was the most connected lad in the entire city.

Edward rose from bed, three days having passed since his headache began at the hands and mouth of Baroness Dalpole. He chose his words carefully.

“The happy couple may enjoy certain activities that would prove degrading to another husband and wife,” said Edward, selecting a finger sandwich and lying back against the pillows.

Tobias regarded him blankly.

Edward looked at his friend, wondering how much he could reveal. “You still don’t know how old you are?”

“Old enough to know when you’re holding out on me, old man,” said Tobias, happily feasting on tea cakes.

Of course he’d be cursed with a sidekick too clever by half, Edward groused internally.

“There are times a man and a woman—”

“Gesù, I know about copulation!” cried Tobias, tears in his eyes from suppressed laughter. “Pass any alley between here and the Dials, and you’ll see at least one daylight rogering.”

Edward grumbled at his friend’s raillery and cooption of his favored exclamation. He swiped another finger sandwich — liver because he knew Tobias couldn’t stomach it — and regarded the kid.

“I think the Dalpoles enjoy, well, sharing Mrs. Dalpole.”

Tobias blinked.

“With other men. I think they enjoy her doing things with men who aren’t her husband.”

Tobias stopped chewing.

“While her husband watches.”

And then he sputtered, choking on the tea cake he’d been eating, which was attempting to make its way down the wrong pipe when he’d inhaled quickly because of shock.

“See, this is why I didn’t want to tell you!” exclaimed Edward while whacking the kid on the back.

“It’s just—”

They went back and forth until Tobias drew out his flask and gulped down a large quantity of water.

When Tobias had recovered himself, he sat at the foot of Edward’s bed, enjoying a cup of lukewarm tea and trying to wrap his head around the situation.

“You mean to tell me that the lady did things while her husband watched?” he asked.

“Surreptitiously observed, yes,” said Edward from under his cravat eye mask again.

“And he didn’t chase you out of the house with a pistol? Didn’t threaten you with a suit for criminal conversation?”

“Now, how do you know about crim con?” asked Edward, with a wry smile on his lips. The kid was sharper than he let on.

“I read,” sniffed Tobias.

“Don’t let Mrs. Chaffinch hear that you study the scandal papers. She’ll box your ears.”

“She’s not my mother,” the lad scoffed, pouring another cup of tea.

“No, I didn’t get chased out of the house,” said Edward. “In fact, the man himself saw me out and invited me for dinner next week. I half jumped out of my skin seeing him without a wall between us, but he was perfectly amiable.”

“As he should be, given that you tupped his wife for his pleasure.”

“His wife’s mouth,” corrected Edward without thinking.

The kid grew quiet for a moment before picking the conversation back up. “You going to go?”

“To dinner? I suppose so. Would likely be a good meal.”

Edward thought he heard muttering along the lines of “for someone.”

“Will you do me a favor, Tobias?” Edward asked, feeling about for his friend’s hand.

The lad took his hand in his own and shook it manfully. “At your service.”

“Will you try to discover what else has been said about Dalpole and his wife? I can’t help but feel that this whole thing is more complicated than they’re letting on.”

“What do you suspect?”

“I suspect I’m going to die,” said Edward honestly. “But I think that about everything, so it’s not a good sign of what’s going to happen.”

Before departing, Tobias patted his hand and ensured the cravat was positioned correctly.

“I’ll take care of it, Dick Stone.”


Chapter 4


The venison had been perfectly cooked, the syllabub divine. Lord Edward Richard Stone recognized that he’d soon pay for the luxurious filling of his belly with the draining of his balls. Thankfully, he was well used to such trades and enjoyed them.

“You served in the cavalry? Peninsular War?” asked Baron Dalpole, pouring brandy at a sideboard for both of them in the dining room a few minutes after the lady of the house had retired to the drawing room.

“I did, with my faithful steed, Tencendor,” said Edward, accepting the glass of fine liquor no doubt carried back from France by the baron personally after Waterloo. It had the taste of victory, and he couldn’t help but enjoy drinking such a quality blend again. “And we are all thankful for your service under the command of the Beau,” referring to one of the Duke of Wellington’s many nicknames.

The baron offered a cigar, but Edward declined, wishing to avoid offending the enceinte lady’s senses when he inevitably got close to her later.

“Old Nosey has done the nation proud, and I’m pleased to have served under him, despite some losses of a more personal nature,” said the baron, flicking his fingernail at that distinctive glass eye resulting from battle.

The men stretched out in their chairs and enjoyed the fine liquor and companionable peace. They’d not interacted socially other than brief hellos at the club, but the smoke from the baron’s cigar settled over them like dusk on those battlefields they’d both survived, more or less intact.

The baron eventually stood, removing the chamber pot from a cabinet at the side of the room. As he relieved himself, he spoke.

“I worried war wounds might prevent me from getting Charlotte in a breeding state, if I may be so indelicate,” he said as he pissed into the pot. “You see, I suffered grievous injury to my person. More than just the eye.”

Edward realized that the baron meant for him to look up and regard his exposed piece. The man’s cock seemed perfectly functional, but what remained of his sack appeared to be a tangled mass of scar tissue with additional scarring on his upper thigh.

“Gesù, I’d fight Boney again for causing that,” said Edward, nodding to the man’s organ.

“It’s a miracle I got a child on my wife, given the extent of the injuries,” said the baron, tucking himself away. “For the longest time, we assumed your services would be required if we were to have an heir.”

Edward lowered his head, uncertain about what to say to a man who had nearly been prevented from fathering his own heir by Bonaparte’s army.

“You see, some of us have given more than others,” said the baron with a sanctimonious smile.

Edward was supposed to return with acknowledgements of thanks for the man’s service, as if he too hadn’t fought bravely. He resented the unfair characterization of his own record as deficient, if not treasonous. But such was the roll of the bones.

“We have you to thank for the impending arrival,” said the baron, bouncing on his feet as if slightly nervous.

Why was he thanking Edward? And why on earth would a hero of Waterloo be nervous in his own home? It boggled the mind. He’d lost an eye, nearly lost a cock, and had the privilege of knowing Wellington himself. What could be the cause?

“If I’m truthful,” the man said, continuing to rock, “my wife and I enjoyed the idea of you breeding her so much that we apparently carried out the task ourselves despite my physical limitations.”

Few things shocked Lord Edward. By 1817, he’d seen every cutpurse and angry husband from across the metropolis. But this? It stunned him to his core. And his rapidly swelling cock.

“Is that so?” asked Edward slowly, leaning back in his chair, feeling like he should settle in for an interesting story.

***

By the time the men made their way to the drawing room, they were slapping each other on the back and talking loudly enough to wake the nursery, had there been children yet born to the couple.

“So, you’ve seen fit to join me?” asked the baroness, looking rather agitated when they finally walked in.

“Oh, Charlotte,” said the baron, kissing his wife on the neck, “we had things to discuss.”

Her cheeks heated as the baron cradled her belly and continued caressing her before their guest. “Darling, I hardly think—”

“Fear not, love, I told Stone all about his contribution to our marriage,” said the baron, letting his hand slide up so he could cup her breast.

She was clearly struggling. Her cheeks were pink, her breaths coming fast, but the mores of the day had her moored to a standard of behavior that no longer served her. Edward needed to cut the ropes that bound this fine woman to an outmoded way of life.

“If you’ll permit me, madam,” he said, advancing to the other side of her body and reaching for the breast her husband wasn’t stroking. “I can’t help but think you’d be more comfortable with less restriction of your person.”

Edward took down the straps of her dress and chemise, then watched as her straining breasts spilled out of the top of her corset. Ahh, the things he’d do to see nipples like those daily; they were the stuff of dreams. He gently plucked at the peak and smiled when she moaned in response.

“You see, when you’re in a breeding state, these fine bubbies will swell with milk,” said Edward, slanting her a serious look.

“When I’m…”

She didn’t yet understand the game they were playing. He’d have to be clearer.

“Yes, you see, after I breed you, your breasts will grow so you might nurse the resulting child. Your husband’s heir.”

“Oh,” sighed Charlotte, her lids lowering as her husband took down the other side of her dress.

“You don’t mind, do you, darling?” asked the baron. “That I told Stone about my injury during the war? And our unsuccessful attempts to have a child?”

She was wobbling on her evening slippers in the drawing room with two war heroes fondling her bosom and discussing activities that, if truly carried out, would bring her considerable pleasure. It was only natural that Charlotte was slow to respond.

“My greatest dream is a child,” she said, catching on and playing along. “Would that we had been so blessed, George.”

Both men were careful of her belly as they walked her back to the chaise longue that seemed to be just long enough for the three of them.

“I mean to give you everything you desire, Charlotte,” the baron said, kissing down the side of her neck. “Even if I can’t be the one to deliver it personally.”

When Edward applied his mouth to her nipple, the baroness let out a moan that had him hard and ready. He never thought he would just play at breeding a lady, but it didn’t offend him.

He pulled off that delicious tip and licked all around the areola while sliding a hand to her delicate ankle. “May I assess whether you are ready for breeding, Baroness?”

She leaned back against her husband for support and spread her legs slightly so Edward could slide his fingers up her trembling thigh and brush over the thatch of curls that proved dewy.

“No drawers?” he asked appreciatively.

“She never adopted that custom,” said the baron boastfully. “Lets me lift her skirts any time I wish to make another fruitless attempt at an heir. I’ve taken her in every room, on every surface, trying to fill her belly. ‘Fraid you’ll have to step in, my man.”

“I’ll be happy to slide in and assist an otherwise happy couple,” said Edward, trailing his fingers over Charlotte’s pouting cunny lips and then teasing the entrance of her wet, welcoming hole.

“Are you willing to let Dick Stone breed you, darling?” asked the baron, as if they weren’t already all in agreement that the man’s siring service was the best thing to happen to London this century.

“I don’t know, George,” she said, blinking her eyes exaggeratedly. “I’ve never taken another man before. You know I came to you a maiden.”

Playing innocent, she exposed her breasts, and desire swelled her lips. It was just the thing to get Lord Edward Richard Stone’s cock harder than, well, stone.

“Think of the children we’ll finally have, Charlotte,” said the baron, stroking her swollen belly comfortingly. “Do say you’ll bear it. For me.”

“Yes, oh yes,” she sighed when Edward pushed his fingers into her wet, willing cunt. “I’ll bear it, but only for you, my love.”

Had she been an actress before her marriage? Or were all women so adept at disguising themselves and their desires?

One thing she couldn’t disguise was how aroused she was by their little parlour game; her cunny was sopping wet and pulsing around his fingers, as if she was just as close to eruption as he was.

“May I insert my breeding organ, madam?” asked Edward in his most professional tone. Meanwhile, he was one wrong tug of his breeches across his cock from releasing seed that might otherwise lend a sense of occasion to the evening’s entertainment.

“If you must, sir,” said the baroness, as if she only accepted his offer because of noble forbearance.

In opposition to her words, she hurriedly scooted to recline more fully against her husband and spread for Edward.

The baron held his wife, one hand cradling her belly and the other absently plucking at her nipple as he watched Edward bring her hems up.

“She’s got a pretty cunt, doesn’t she?” the baron asked, rubbing her soft body.

Edward had to squint so as not to take in too much of that perfect cunny at once. She appeared swollen and dark pink, smeared with her arousal, and he doubted he could hold back much longer before plunging in and losing himself in that channel.

“She’s beautiful,” said Edward, stroking the top of the lady’s thigh appreciatively. “If you don’t mind, madam?”

He gestured to his breeches, which he was hastily unbuttoning and pulling down so his celebrated cock could be free to play at breeding her.

“You may, but please; I take no pleasure from this,” she said, her body’s response clearly at odds with the statement. “Work quickly and completely, but do not seek to bring me to paroxysm. It simply will not be possible without the loving ministrations of my husband.”

Edward took himself in hand. His cock fattened considerably from the sight before him and Charlotte’s willingness to ease into playing the role of sacrificing wife.

“I shall merely do my professional duty, madam,” he said, sliding his cock in so slowly that she began to shake and bounce in order to get it deeper, faster.

Oh, he had to draw upon every power under his control not to lose himself within her immediately. Her cunt had a strong, milking grip, and she began spasming around him almost as soon as he pushed fully in.

He needed to let loose, but he was nothing if not a professional, so the lady needed to reach paroxysm. He had heard her words of denial, but those twitching hips and throaty cries said everything. She wanted to reach the heights of pleasure.

Edward nodded to the baron, and they coordinated to stroke Charlotte at the same time, George at her sensitive nipple and Edward on her straining nub. The baroness’s wails grew more extravagant, the strength of her inner tremors increased, and Edward was hanging on to the contents of his sack by the last shreds of his status as a gentleman.

“Oh, he’s going to breed me, fill me!” she cried, the wet sound of their coupling only increasing the illicit pleasure of it.

“Take him deep, darling,” said the baron, his face trying to remain grim despite the lust that made him beam when he temporarily forgot his role. “I know it’s hard, my love, but let the stud flood your womb and give us a child. Bear it ‌a little longer.”

Edward delivered a stroke to the woman’s cunny that finally made her scream as she contracted and spasmed around his taxed cock. He let out a cry as his sack drove forth seed that would land fruitlessly, and his spine tingled so much he wondered if a tail had sprouted from the force of his orgasm.

Edward worked his cock in and out a few times to fully deliver the seed. The sounds of their coupling were wetter than ever, and the baron had a look of aroused hunger as he watched Edward’s wet shaft disappear into his wife.

When he was confident that he had executed the task up to his self-imposed standard, Edward released himself from the lady’s clasp.

“I thank you for your willing participation in the breeding, madam. I hope to send felicitations on an heir in due course.”

The baron left his wife on the chaise and rose to see Edward out.

“You’ve given the wife quite a thrill, old chap,” said the baron, withdrawing a slip of paper from his coat. “No need to delay handing this over since we’re assured of an heir.”

Lord Edward glanced at what turned out to be a bank draft. A bank draft for a sum he hadn’t expected to see for a mere playful breeding.

“I was wondering if you might be amenable to a continuation of this evening’s entertainment,” said the baron, his voice low as he filled Edward in on the details of what he was envisioning.

After their tête-à-tête and before he departed the drawing room, Edward looked back to where the baroness reclined on the chaise. By then, the baron had returned to her, kneeling on the floor between her spread legs, one hand holding up her hems and the other parting her cunny lips so he could apply his mouth to where she’d been taken by Edward and his prodigious spend.

He exited the room quickly. It would be a hard ride home.


Chapter 5


“His coat looks shinier,” said Tobias from the path beside where Edward was riding.

He jerked in surprise, earning a snort from Tencendor. The stallion didn’t bolt despite his own nerves; he’d be kept in clover no matter how many other men’s wives Dick Stone would need to seed.

“I gave my boy some eggs with his feed as a treat,” said Edward, swinging down from the saddle so he could talk to his friend.

The kid looked more bedraggled than usual, which was saying something.

“You could bathe in the Serpentine with the other lads,” said Edward, nodding across the park. “Provided it’s outside of the hours when ladies visit. Wouldn’t want to give them an eyeful.”

Tobias hummed noncommittally.

“What happened? You get into a scrape?”

“Just fell into a puddle. Do I smell so bad?”

“Not outdoors. But don’t show up at my rooms like that. Mrs. Chaffinch would love to dunk you in a lice remedy, no doubt.”

Tobias shivered and stroked Tencendor’s muzzle.

“How was the baron? And his wife?” Tobias asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Surprising,” said Edward, entirely honest. “You discover anything about them?”

The lad paused and studied the gravel path. “It’s all very strange.”

Edward pulled a carrot from the pocket of his riding jacket and offered it to his horse. “What is?”

“Did you get the sense that the baron is hard up for funds?”

Lord Edward thought back to that bank draft of considerable heft he’d deposited without complications days before and the fine state of the furnishings in the Dalpole residence.

“I’ve seen nothing of the sort. Quite the opposite, in truth.”

“I thought the same,” said Tobias. “But he’s been quietly collecting sums at his club. I overheard one swell say it was a sad thing for a man of Dalpole’s stature to fall on such hard times, but he wouldn’t miss the show for the world. Most curious.”

Lord Edward huffed a mix of cough and laugh, suddenly getting a sense of what the baron had been suggesting as he’d left the other night. My goodness, Dalpole was a degenerate — a positive, in his eyes — of the highest degree. He was putting it about that the family had fallen financially so they could continue to live in the first state of fashion thanks to donations from other members of their class? It was a move worthy of his old commander, Wellington, had the man been a villain rather than a hero.

But for the ton to feast on the Dalpoles’ financial ruin, they would need to be visibly ruined — and last he checked, there was no such evidence to be found.

Strange, to say the least. Well, he’d happily fuck the man’s wife once more and leave them to their machinations.

“Was the lady pretty?” asked Tobias, eyeing the carrot Tencendor had been enjoying hopefully.

“The baroness? A fertile goddess, blooming and swollen, we—I shouldn’t be telling a lad such things.”

“Why not?” the lad asked.

“Gotta leave some things for you to find out when you’re older. Wouldn’t want to ruin the surprise.”

“I already told you I’ve come across plenty of rogering.”

“Yes, I know. But somehow, it feels wrong to say this to you.”

“‘Tis silly, and you know it.”

“You’re not incorrect,” he said, throwing an arm around his friend’s thin shoulders companionably. “But if there’s one thing I learned in war, it’s trusting one’s instincts.”

“And your instincts tell you to be as fussy as a vicar?”

Edward groaned and ran his knuckles over the back of the kid’s filthy hair. “No, I just think that if you have to know so much, it shouldn’t be because I told you. Feels wrong.”


Chapter 6


“The man of the hour!” shouted Baron Dalpole when the celebrated Dick Stone crossed his threshold some two weeks later.

The summons to the Dalpole residence had arrived before Edward could learn more about the family’s confusing, possibly felonious milking of the upper class for money. In truth, he hadn’t made learning more a priority because aristocrats had blunt to spare, and finding themselves caught in a silly scheme might cause some of them to lose the toploftiness that made society so trying. In the end, they’d be out a negligible amount and left mediumlofty, a fair trade in his increasingly egalitarian mind.

Lord Edward looked up from where he was shaking off his umbrella in shock. Why must a man be so loud, particularly one who had also served in the war?

“We’re pleased you can join us this evening,” said the baron in that same loud voice. Goodness, if anyone in this house had been sleeping, they wouldn’t be abed long!

The man stood by impatiently as the butler took Edward’s overcoat, then escorted him into the drawing room, where they’d both pleasured the lady of the house.

Upon entering, his gaze was arrested by the presence of a cradle.

“Has the child arrived?” he asked with some concern, for it seemed far too early for a successful delivery of the heir.

The baron simply nodded no. His lips curled in a small smile as he regarded it, as if already envisioning the child within.

And that’s when Edward realized they weren’t alone.

Ringing the room were scores of men in evening dress, all watching him intently. They sat on an assemblage of chairs, silent save for the squeaks that happened when a man shifted on his seat.

“What is the meaning of this?” Edward asked Dalpole under his breath.

“I happened to mention your services, and other science-minded men leaped at the chance to observe.”

Edward stared at him.

“The chance to observe the breeding.”

“And who, pray tell, will be bred in this demonstration?” asked Edward, his blood rising. “Your lady wife is advanced in her pregnancy.”

“Charlotte has graciously allowed the men to observe a demonstration of the proceedings.”

Gesù, the Dalpoles and their passion for barnyard antics were about to become the stuff of legends.

“You’d expose your wife to the gaze of all these men?” asked Edward, gesturing to the men lining the drawing room. “While I pretend to breed her?”

Dalpole’s cheeks flushed, and his eyes seemed to fill with light. “It is my great pleasure to show a rational, modern approach to breeding. And Charlotte is of the same mind. No longer do we need to be restricted by biology and outdated mores, oh no. We can create a new world by crossing only the best with the best, just as we do with seeds to make more bounteous crops.”

God in heaven, was this man talking about babies like new wheat varieties? Dick Stone had stuck his cock in some odd situations, but this might be the stickiest of all.

“And what of the money you collected?” asked Edward.

At that, Dalpole’s gaze turned sly. “Do you believe I would expose my wife to society’s scorn without some guarantee that if one of these men spoke, he would be irrevocably ruined?”

Now there was the fine mind who had helped king and country defeat Boney.

“Their money entangled them in something that would cause their downfall?”

“Indubitably.”

“And I suppose I’m party to this?” asked Edward, his temper rising.

“You’re no more exposed here than you are in your other breeding activities,” said Dalpole, waving his concerns away.

Edward looked at the alert roomful of men and raised his brows before turning back to stare down the baron’s one good eye.

“You’ll be well compensated for your trouble,” said the baron, suddenly looking as though he understood the gravity of the situation. “Like a bull brought in to service the heifers.”

It rankled — the baron’s casual dismissal of his life’s work. He wasn’t a bull content to receive extra mash for covering a cow! Not to mention the alignment of the man’s own dear wife with a female cow. Lord Edward felt his cock go entirely soft, as if protesting the characterization of his breeding business.

He was working up to telling the man off and departing when the baroness entered the room.

“Lord Edward, what a lovely surprise,” she said, as if this meeting hadn’t been carefully planned.

She wore a lavish dressing gown cut low in the front. Edward looked down her neckline and felt his interest in the night’s proceedings roar back to life.

“Baroness Dalpole, how pleasant to see you again,” he said wryly, noticing that she did not acknowledge all the watching men in the room.

She placed a hand on Edward’s waistcoat despite her own husband standing right next to her. “I can’t thank you enough for volunteering to help with our problem,” she said in a loud voice that carried.

“I am pleased to be of service, madam,” he said with a bow. Perhaps if they were unfailingly polite to each other, the spectators would all fall asleep, and he’d be enjoying some warm milk and a book in bed before long.

And then Charlotte Dalpole took control of the situation. Along with his cock.

She shrugged out of that dressing gown and let it sink to the floor. Below it, she was entirely nude.

Her body was round and lush, everything soft because of her advanced pregnancy. The triangle of hair between her thighs was just visible under her generous belly, and Edward wanted nothing more than to take to the floor to see it better.

“You are most brave, Charlotte,” said the baron, exaggerated sadness in his eyes. “Would that I could be the one to breed you. Fortunately, we have a celebrated stallion at hand who has volunteered to take up the cause.”

Volunteered to take up the cause for an as-yet-agreed-upon sum of money. Edward sighed internally and hoped Tencendor would enjoy his improved feed.

“I’ll take a seat across the room, my love, and allow you both to bring about an heir,” said the baron, walking over to where the other men were sitting. “Should you find you need assistance, I’m only steps away.”

They embraced like lovers about to be parted by an ocean voyage, and the baroness bravely turned to face him. While licking her swollen lips, she perused the person of Dick Stone.

“Where shall you take me, sir?” she asked, as if a Tudor wife bound for the chopping block.

Edward summoned the strength to continue this farce. He’d take himself to a chop-house for a fine meal, he decided. Stock up on cheroots. Get his favorite boots resoled.

It was the lure of unleaky boots that did it.

“May I assess the breeding conditions?” asked Edward, advancing on her standing form, then placing a hand at her hip.

The minx shuddered at the feel of his hand on her skin. Her face displayed consternation to the crowd, but when Edward slid his fingers between her nether lips, she was even wetter than he expected.

“Have you been thinking about me?” asked Edward in a low tone as he worked in and out while his other hand touched those ripe breasts that had been calling to him.

“I’ve been thinking of nothing but carrying my husband’s heir,” Charlotte said with a sniff — before a moan left her mouth when Edward let his fingers press into a sensitive spot.

“I can’t help but feel a certain slickness inside ‌your cunny, madam.”

“It would be silly for a woman about to be bred by a stud to insist that her husband take her. Only a woman in a fit of passion, very much looking forward to the interlude, would demand such a thing.”

That sent his cock to the heavens, though he was still annoyed at the Dalpoles for orchestrating this mockery of his mission. Charlotte Dalpole was swollen and wet with her husband’s seed, and Edward relished the feel of warming her further for his own use.

“Where am I to take you, madam?” he asked while stroking her breast.

“We’ve prepared that chaise,” she said, listing to one side, as she enjoyed his strokes.

Edward regarded the cushioned chaise they’d despoiled two weeks ago. Perfectly nice, but if the Dalpoles wanted a breeding show for their assembled guests, they’d need to do better.

“Is that so?” asked Edward, leading Charlotte towards it. She moved to take a seat on it, but Edward caught her hand in his.

She regarded him questioningly.

“I heard you wish to be bred.”

“Yes?” she said, uncertainty flashing across her face.

“Then I’ll need to take you like an animal.”

Her mouth formed an O shape, and her eyes grew wide.

“That tea table should do. On your hands and knees, so I can cover you and get you with child.”

The baroness froze until Edward walked her to the table and helped her arrange her limbs so she was positioned as he wished. Her arms seemed unaccustomed to the weight of her heavy belly, and her thighs had a pleasant heft to them that attracted his fingers.

“Now, see here!” objected the baron as he watched his wife spread on the table like an animal. While he protested with his voice for the benefit of the audience, his lowered lids and the bulge in his breeches suggested he enjoyed seeing that degrading pose very much indeed.

“I’m afraid this is the most advanced scientific position for successful breeding,” said Edward, casting a serious look about the room, as if the baron was interrupting a real experiment rather than distracting the age’s greatest cocksman. “I must insert from behind and shoot deep to ensure the seed takes. There’s no way around it, I fear.”

Several of the men murmured as if they were just now seeing the utility of such a pose. The ton would be fucking like animals in no time; let this be Dick Stone’s significant contribution to society. Aside from all the children he’d sired.

“I understand,” said the baron, resuming his seat. “Please proceed with the demonstration.”

Quite right.

Edward pulled Charlotte’s cheeks apart to take in the wet, grasping delight that awaited him. In the audience, a man rose from his seat, hoping to see the baroness’s quim, before the men behind him protested.

“They want to see your cunt, baroness,” intoned Edward as he opened her further. There was no way all the men in the audience could see that ripe cunny, but if he was in this intolerable position, he’d tease all involved with a show to fire the senses.

“I’m so ready for you,” she gasped, the tiny spasms at her entrance suggesting she was no liar.

And this is where he had to make a choice. It was his usual preference, for the comfort of the lady and the sake of his tailoring, to remove and fold his clothes carefully before engaging in potentially messy activities.

But ‌part of him resented this intrusion into his business. And he simply did not want to show his naked back to a roomful of men; it shouldn’t have been an issue after years in the army, but it felt as wrong as sleeping without a blanket when a perfectly good one was available.

So Lord Edward remained clothed. He pulled at the buttons on his finely crafted falls with brutal efficiency and let the front land with a thwack so Charlotte would hear it.

She moaned softly, her thighs widening as she prepared to take him. He could see her intimate hair more clearly from this view. As he took his cock out of his smallclothes roughly, Edward stroked that little pelt and teased Charlotte’s pouting cunny lips from behind.

“Are you going to take all of this cock I’ve got for you? And give your husband an heir?” he asked, his voice carrying. Maybe this scheme of the Dalpoles wasn’t such a bad idea after all.

“Please, please,” she begged.

Oh, that was the stuff, he thought, smiling as he slapped his cock up against those puffy, spread lips.

“Please what?”

“Please breed me,” she whined.

Life was good for Edward each time he slid into a wet cunt, and this time was no exception. The position let him slide deep into that hot clasp that constricted his shaft until he thought he might expire of pleasure.

Before him, Charlotte let out a wail of ecstasy that seemed to come from deep within rather than a need to perform for those seated men now adjusting their trousers.

“You keep that up and you’re going to have an entire line of men eager to breed you, Baroness.”

She cried out, and her cunt fluttered around him.

“You like the idea of that? One man after another emptying himself inside of you — as your cuckold husband watches?”

Charlotte’s arms wobbled, and she lowered to her elbows while taking Edward’s thrusts.

“Why, as a matter of fact, we rather do,” she said, casting the baron a heated look.

For his part, the baron was staring at her swaying breasts and belly like he couldn’t tear his eyes away, his hand working his clothed cock with increasing rapidity.

Edward let himself ride the baroness like a man possessed, holding her hips as he shoved in and out, all the while summoning the sweetest little whines and moans from Charlotte. He pulled out slowly and watched the baroness’s inner lips grip his wet shaft before slamming it back in just to hear her cry out in pleasure again.

At the outset, Lord Edward wanted to conclude this farce quickly and go back to Mrs. Chaffinch’s boarding house for some milk. Now he just wanted to let Charlotte Dalpole milk his cock until he exploded inside her.

“Do you let your husband fuck you like this, Baroness? Let him mount you?”

“My husband is a gentleman!” she huffed, all while said gentleman sat among other lords working himself into a lather at the sight of his wife taking Edward so well while swollen with child.

“Seems there’s an opening the lady’s husband might fill,” said one of the younger men across the room, who half stood to shout his suggestion before he got swatted by his friends nearby.

The room was quiet save Edward’s pants and Charlotte’s mewls, the squeaks from men shifting to accommodate fattened cocks having ceased as they waited to see what the hosts would do.

Baron Dalpole stood as if under the spell of a spiritualist. “This young scholar is right. Why didn’t I see it before? The position selected for breeding offers certain opportunities for a husband looking to take part.”

He walked to the tea table, where Charlotte’s mouth hung open as she panted from being ridden by Edward. “If the lady does not object, the husband could have a very enjoyable interlude.”

The baron placed a hand on Charlotte’s cheek lovingly. Then he slid his thumb into her mouth, pulling it to the side so he could peer in.

“A very enjoyable interlude indeed,” he said darkly while fumbling for his falls.

Edward gentled his thrusts so the Dalpoles could enjoy their moment but wished he could dump his load like a cart full of dirt and leave. He’d given them too much leeway on account of the baron’s status as a hero and his own as a disgrace, but if the road back to the ton’s approval lay through a series of ambushes like this one, he could stay on the outskirts of society.

All around the room, the bounds of propriety were breaking. Men who had been discreetly stroking themselves over their breeches now had their cocks out, flagrantly working them while watching Charlotte kiss the head of her husband’s cock as she took another man from behind in her cunny.

A few men were giving each other a hand. One libertine — damn the law and polite society — mimicked everything Charlotte was doing to her husband on the cock of a handsome lord who looked well satisfied with the turn of events.

Ahh, if he were to stop now, there’d likely be a riot and decent men might lose their cocks, given that the things were mostly out and in use now. In another life, he’d have been one of those stroking lordlings watching the show. Best to carry on and give the men Dick Stone’s finest performance.

“So you see,” said Edward, his voice carrying, “where husbandly breeding is impossible or undesirable, a stud might step in. But it should not just be any old cock of the walk!”

Ever mindful of the niche he’d carved out for himself, Edward needed to impress upon the audience the requirement of a professional, else any old man could step in and undercut his business. Why, many of these blokes would do it at no charge at all!

“What has not been shared before now, but is essential for scientific, modern breeding, is the pleasure of a woman. The lady must experience paroxysm at least once before the seed is deposited, or the breeding will be less likely to work.”

The gentlemen exchanged glances, some of them likely struggling to recall a time they’d brought a woman to pleasure. Fools.

Edward reached down to stroke Charlotte’s nub as she struggled to take her husband’s cock in her mouth. Never let it be said that the baroness allowed her husband’s war wounds to dampen her ardor; that cunt was wetter than ever as Edward stroked in and out.

“Are you enjoying your breeding, madam?” asked Edward solicitously.

He’d forgotten that she had her mouth full of the baron’s dalpole, and she made noises in response as the baron tested her mouth a little deeper.

“Oh, Charlotte, Charlotte, you angel!” the baron cried as he lost himself in his wife’s throat.

Edward gave the couple a moment to exchange their coos of love and devotion before he pushed himself in deeper and stroked Charlotte’s cunny with more ruthless skill.

“Would you like to show these men a breeding paroxysm? Demonstrate the force of pleasure needed to fully receive a stud’s seed?”

From the cupboards at the side of the room, the spectators had removed chamber pots, and they were rushing to empty their sacks into those porcelain receptacles as the scene before them became more than their untried cocks could bear. Good. Let those lads show their status as amateurs while a true bull worked a lady to motherhood. Or in the case of the already-bred Charlotte Dalpole, an orgasm the likes of which these fools had never seen on account of their lack of skill.

“You see those chamber pots full of seed?” asked Edward, hoping to bring this evening to its conclusion.

The baroness looked up from the table, where she was bracing against his thrusts, and moaned.

“Those men want to pour all of that into your wet, waiting cunny.”

She cried out, and he felt the first flutters of her orgasm. Good.

“But you will not let them in there, will you?” he asked, noting that the Baron had resumed his seat with a sated, contented expression on his face. Such was the comfortable life of a hero after winning the war. But who was Lord Edward to begrudge him his spoils? Edward had merely lost his honor, while the baron nearly gave his cock.

“No, no, not them. Not all of them.”

“That’s right, Charlotte,” he said soothingly, trailing a hand down her back and making her shiver. “Not when your cunt is getting wrecked and filled by the only real stud in town. Now, if you want this seed, tell everyone who is fucking this wet hole until it’s properly bred.”

“Dick Stone,” she whimpered.

“That’s not enough to get you bred, my dear. Tell these men: who is fucking an heir into you?”

“Dick Stone!” she yelled, exasperation and arousal mingling in her voice.

At that, he gently pinched her nub and sent her orgasm cascading down her body until she shrieked and tried to grip the table harder, say nothing of Edward’s cock.

He let that cunt draw forth his plentiful spend, pressing it in and in as ropes poured from him. The job may have been done months ago, but never let it be said that Dick Stone wouldn’t paint a womb.

When he pulled his cock out of that still-tight cunny, Edward arranged Charlotte on the table with her arse and well-used puss on display for the crowd.

“Please do not disturb the seed within the lady’s channel; it must remain in order for the breeding to be successful. But observe the copious amount of spend currently deposited within, all to make an heir,” said Edward as he tucked himself back into his breeches and turned to leave.

Charlotte found the strength to bend deeper so she might show off Edward’s breeding prowess. Thus, his position at the top of the small industry was secured. He’d be receiving calls at Mr. Rymer’s barbershop forthwith. Hopefully, the men would have the sense not to share more than only the most essential details.

On the way out, the baron caught him in the foyer, just as he was about to depart.

“I can’t thank you enough for your gracious participation tonight,” said the baron, shifting on his feet. “You’ve given my wife quite a thrill.”

His wife, himself, and half of the bucks in London.

Dalpole handed him a packet clearly containing a stack of banknotes. “Something to support scientific inquiry,” said the baron with a wink.

Edward bowed and crossed the threshold.

“Can we expect you again at the house?”

“I’m needed elsewhere.”


Chapter 7


Lord Edward was asleep when Tobias picked the lock on his door after sliding past Mrs. Chaffinch downstairs.

“Get your boots on, Stone, the sun’s up.”

“Must you be so noisy?” groused Edward, pulling the pillow over his head so his friend wouldn’t interrupt his sleep.

“In fact, yes. The day is young. Your horse wants exercise. Best not to upset him.”

The kid knew how to get him up and moving, damn him. As Edward pulled his clothes on behind a screen, Tobias stopped talking in a way that was entirely too suspicious.

“Tobias?”

Silence.

Edward popped his head out from around the screen to see the kid studying the new pair of boots he’d brought home.

“What’s that?” asked the kid.

“Cobbler made me a new pair of boots. Just one problem.”

“What’s that?” repeated Tobias, his eyes full of longing.

“Far too small for me.”

“You should get them remade. They’re fine work.”

“They’re all right,” said Edward, dismissing boots made by the finest cobbler in the capital. “His wife’s been ill and I didn’t want to make an issue of it. ‘Fraid I’m stuck with them now.”

“You could sell them for a pretty penny,” said Tobias, reaching out to touch the polished leather.

“Yes, but I’m just so tired. I can’t be bothered.”

“That’s quite a lot of clutter in a small room, then.”

Edward looked up, as if just realizing that he didn’t have space for unneeded things. “I say, you’re right, kid.”

“I’m not a kid,” he grumbled.

“You wouldn’t know anyone who might need a pair of boots, would you? About that size?”

“What are you charging?” asked Tobias quickly.

“Not looking to charge. Someone would do me a favor by taking them out of this place.”

Tobias was already peeling off his boots, the rotted, detached soles almost coming apart in his haste.

Edward carefully pulled his own boots on, reminding himself to get them resoled the next time he got paid.

“Off to see Tencendor?” asked Tobias.

“I was thinking haircuts,” said Edward. “We’re due, aren’t we?”

“As long as it’s not done by Mr. Rymer.”

Edward laughed while locking up his room.

“Oh, I was supposed to meet a Maccaroni at the chop-house later, but he sent a note round cancelling,” said Edward.

“Must be something important for a man to turn down the chop-house.”

“‘Fraid so,” said Edward. “Problem is that I’ve paid for the meal already. A nice spread.”

“I’ve never heard of an arrangement like that before,” said Tobias, suspicion finally crossing his face.

“What do you know of the chop-house?” asked Edward with mock anger. “Here I’ve been giving you good meat pies, and you’ve been enjoying beefsteaks all this time? Deceiver!”

Tobias knocked against the taller man to shut him up. “You know it’s not like that.”

“And you don’t know how strictly a chop-house keeps its books. I ordered a special cut. In a special room.”

“Well, now. Would be a shame for it to go to waste.”

“I guess you’ll just have to come with me,” said Edward, leading the way out.

“Me? You want me to—”

“It’s the only way not to feel silly about the whole affair.”

“And here I thought you were about to confess that you enjoy the pleasure of my company,” joked Tobias.

“I’m beginning to think I do,” said Lord Edward wonderingly.

“Don’t think I don’t see what you two are up to!” hollered Mrs. Chaffinch from her sitting room on the way out of the boarding house.

“What’s she on about?” asked Edward.

“Don’t have the faintest,” said Tobias, his hands firmly planted in his pockets.

THE END
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Chapter 1


London, 1819

Lord Edward Richard Stone admired the sketch he’d been working on between glimpses at the afternoon gazettes.

“Why’s only the front half of that animal drawn right?”

Edward looked up with a start, still not used to sudden noises after his eventful service during the Peninsular War.

It was Tobias, his sometimes errand boy and constant, well, friend despite their vastly unequal status, at least at the time of their births. Edward might keep his courtesy title of “Lord” on account of being the second son of a marquess, but he and the urchin weren’t so very different these days.

“Didn’t learn how to draw a horse’s arse. My father was furious when he discovered me and my older brother portraying...well…we were making lewd sketches, and our drawing master got shown the door. Always suspected my father simply didn’t want to pay his bill.”

“Your da was broke, too?” asked Tobias, sinking onto his scuffed stool in front of Edward’s desk.

“Just a skinflint,” said Edward, trying to shade the horse’s tail but mostly drawing what resembled a pile of sticks. “Probably rejoiced the day I disgraced myself in the army. It was a good excuse to cut off my allowance.”

Should you be wondering why a noble sat sketching at the back of a barber shop, waiting for clients, that was the story in a nutshell: Lord Edward was a complete disgrace to his family and left without support.

Well, save one means of support. One part of him was very supportive indeed. Between his appendage’s rather unique ability to suss out truth and fiction (the mechanics were somewhat hazy even to him) and his success at impregnating the wives of the elite, Lord Edward had transformed in recent years into Dick Stone, stud for hire.

“What’s next to that animal?” asked Tobias, casting a dubious glance at the paper.

“Next to Tencendor?”

“You mean you’re drawing your horse?” asked Tobias, smothering a laugh. “That’s supposed to be…”

“Now, see here,” protested Edward, suddenly feeling the urge to defend his artistic skills, “my drawing master spent most of his time romancing my mother’s companion.”

“Companion?” asked Tobias, wrinkling his nose.

“Like a friend.”

“Why not call this person your mother’s friend?”

Edward paused, thinking about it.

“Mrs. Vavasour received food and clothes from us. And she assisted my mother with certain tasks. Menus and the like.”

“Am I your companion?” asked Tobias. “I tell you what’s on offer outside.”

Lord Edward stopped sketching. He needed to think about this because the boy from the streets wasn’t entirely off the mark, but he wasn’t exactly right either.

“Well, Mrs. Vavasour had an official position within the household,” he started.

“What was it?”

“Lady’s companion.”

“Oh, so only ladies have companions.” Tobias drank from his inappropriately ornate silver flask, likely water. ‌Edward could never understand why he drank the stuff.

“Well, yes. I mean, gentlemen have official associates, too, but they’re not usually called companions. And it’s different.”

Tobias stared at the drawing. “Seems silly only ladies have companions,” he said to himself.

“Precisely my feeling this very morning while exercising Tencendor in the park,” said Edward, hoping to divert the conversation to something less confusing. “I thought to myself, ‘why must my horse go through life alone? He’s been a good sort of fellow, and I think he deserves a companion.’”

“But Tencendor is a male horse,” said Tobias, as if explaining the matter to a small child. “He can’t have a companion.”

Edward paused. Explaining why things were different for horses might take some artistry if he didn’t want his ears to burn with shame.

“Well, when two horses love each other very much—”

“I’ve been grown since we met, Dick Stone!” exclaimed Tobias between hoots of laughter. “There’s no need to soften bawdy talk. You know where I’ve lived.”

That he did, and it gave Edward periodic heart palpitations to think of his friend going about his dubious business on those streets.

“You claim to be an adult, but you’re certainly not ‌adult height,” said Edward, sizing him up. In their years of acquaintance, Tobias had grown a little, but never reached higher than Edward’s chest. It made it easy to treat him as a lad.

“That again,” groaned Tobias. “These things happen when your da drinks the bread money away.”

“He still around?” asked Edward, wondering if he should pay a call on Tobias’s old man, and by pay a call, he meant—

“Nah, drowned in a cesspit just before I encountered you.”

They both winced at the idea of drowning to death in shite.

“Encountered is a rather lofty way to say you tried to pick my pocket,” said Edward.

“What can I say? I’ve been improving myself since becoming a not-companion to a toff,” said Tobias.

“Clearly,” said Edward, not bothering to conceal the wry note in his voice. “As I was saying, when two horses spend time together, sometimes there’s a happy result.”

“Are you trying to breed horses, too?” asked Tobias, struck by the idea.

“I thought it might become a new appendage for my business, yes, in time. At some point, I’ll have to retire.”

“Retire?”

“Stop working. When my parts no longer perform the same. Or I run out of ladies to service.”

“Are you at risk of that? Either thing?” asked Tobias.

“Not particularly,” said Edward. “Not today, at least. Just thinking about the future. One where I don’t need to be at the beck and call of the worst, silliest people on earth.”

“Is it so bad?”

“Beats a lot of ways to keep myself and my not-companion in meat pies,” said Edward, giving the kid a rough rub on his dirty head. “Besides, if I earn enough money to get Tencendor a lady companion, he might feel better about what he saw during the war and try to throw me from the saddle less.”

“Does it work that way?”

“I certainly feel less jumpy when I’ve been with a lady,” said Edward, making a rare bawdy comment before Tobias.

The lad carefully unwrapped a small piece of cheese. “Take half?”

“Couldn’t possibly,” said Edward, patting his trim stomach. “Late lunch. Meat pie adulterated with a side of sawdust, I fear. Won’t need to eat again for days.”

Tobias grimaced and tossed back the entire block in one go.

“Any prospects?” asked Tobias, nodding to the gazettes.

“Slow season for lonely hearts ads,” said Edward, sitting back in his chair. It creaked as if to echo his claim. “At least the ones from obviously rich ladies. Everyone is in the countryside until Parliament is back in session.”

“I’m still here,” said Tobias stoutly between sips from his flask.

“As am I,” said Edward, his eyes snagging on the faded chintz fabric that served as a makeshift door to his office.

When he began his breeding business, a scrap of fabric was all he could afford to demarcate his rented territory from that of Mr. Rymer, the barber. In the years since, he hadn’t seen fit to change it. Someday, he’d have a door with a lock. Tobias could keep one key, and he’d have the other.

But for now, the path to that solid door was as clear in his mind as that horse’s arse in his sketch.

“Should I—?”

Edward heard a commotion from the barbershop and looked out to see who thought to disturb the dulcet tones of Rymer’s tooth drawing.

A handsome young man in familiar livery made his way to the back with no small amount of jaunty pride in his step.

“Oh hell,” said Edward, slumping in his chair.

“What’sa matter?” asked Tobias, looking about. “Want me to pull the curtain?”

“Won’t work.”

“Who is it?”

“The worst, silliest person in the entire world,” said Edward, his hand on his forehead as if in pain.

Tobias swung around fast, hoping to see the Prince Regent or at least a real cackling fart, but he simply spotted a toff’s fancy carriage man instead. “Doesn’t look so bad to me.”

“Not him,” groaned Edward. “It’s who sent him.”

Tobias cleaned up his cheesecloth, ready to cut a leg should this encounter prove eventful. “Who’s that?”

“My brother.”


Chapter 2


On the ride to St. James’s Square, where his brother maintained a house suitable for the Marquess of Chasterly’s heir, Edward had the distinct feeling of being a French aristocrat brought to the blade.

Horatio had a title — a courtesy title, Viscount Netherwallop — but hated it for obvious reasons. He’d made his feelings known from a young age, and Edward always suspected that his father didn’t grant any of his eight others to his eldest son out of avarice.

Within a cavernous and somewhat cold study, Horatio pretended to work behind a desk, ignoring Edward until he approached.

“Netherwallop,” said Edward, rather more loudly than called for.

Horatio froze, clearly summoning his customary hauteur like a dropped musical score after his brother threw him off balance. Then he took a pinch of snuff, inhaled it, and set eyes on his only sibling for the first time in over five years.

“Eddie. How kind of you to visit after all this time.”

Edward sank into the plush leather chair before the desk. The things he’d do for a chair like this. Might even fit behind his table at Rymer’s. He was examining the studwork on the arms when his brother spoke.

“They’re talking about you, you know.”

He continued to inspect the fine upholstery.

“They say you’re a stud. For money.”

The leather must have cost a fortune. It was buttery with no defects. Cradled his—

“So it’s true. You’re a slut for pay? The only solution to losing your allowance on account of your treasonous actions was to sell your cock to the highest bidder? Do you sell your arse too?”

The tanning was exemplary; had to have been done abroad.

“Do you have no thought of how this might reflect on your family?” asked Horatio, rising.

Edward had completed his inspection of the chair and shifted his gaze back to his brother, who had turned the color of freshly sliced beetroot. Good. He deserved to rage himself into an apoplexy, given that he no doubt had a hand in the cancellation of Edward’s allowance, ‌necessitating the breeding business.

Horatio scooped a handful of small coins and flung them at Edward. One struck his cheek, narrowly avoiding an eye. Edward stood, ready to end this farce. The options he was envisioning right now mostly involved blood or a cesspit drowning.

“Now you’re listening,” sneered Horatio. “I should have known that coin would get your attention.”

Edward’s vision grew dark at the edges, but he maintained his placid expression. He needed to pretend the whole thing was fun, akin to putting prize butterfly specimens in tea sandwiches and observing as visiting ladies screamed when encountering a crunch.

“Lovely chat, brother, but I must get back to sticking my cock in other men’s wives,” said Edward, rising to go.

“I’ve got a wife.”

This couldn’t be happening. He wanted to march right out of that study and skip back to his lodging house like a horse suddenly free of its bridle, but some part of him longed to know what had truly inspired this encounter after so many years of stony silence from his family.

“My congratulations on convincing an aristocrat’s daughter to accept your suit. Now, I must be on my way.”

“Wait!”

That pause was delicious. It was the exhortation of a man grappling with debasing himself before someone he believed to be lower than the Roman foundations of the city. If Edward squirmed with relish like a Thames eel with a scrap of bread within its sights, could anyone blame him?

Edward looked back, turning only halfway to show that he was mentally already out the door.

“You know that I have no heir, I am sure.”

Edward thought back to the announcements of births in the gazettes, two daughters after a marriage of five years. Horatio had no son, but he had an heir: Edward himself. Until his marriage produced a boy, the rumored traitor Dick Stone loomed large over the Chasterly marquessate.

“Having bred many babies myself, I’d be happy to offer some advice on swiving your wife,” said Edward, now determined to enjoy this encounter.

“You always were a right bastard,” said Horatio.

“You say that knowing I was, in fact, safely born within the confines of our parents’ marriage. Which currently makes me your heir. Meanwhile, you’ve no doubt scattered your seed like a drunken tenant farmer all about the kingdom.”

“As have you.”

“Yes, but you see, my children are all someone else’s legitimate issue.”

Netherwallop took a larger-than-advisable pinch of snuff this time and coughed when it proved too much for his pinched nostril.

“Careful now, wouldn’t want to have a fit and cause your younger brother to inherit,” said Edward.

“My babies have all been girls,” ground out Horatio.

“Yes, we established that. Two girls. Felicitations.”

“No, what I mean,” said Horatio, mopping his forehead, “is that all of my children have been girls. Legitimate and illegitimate issue alike.”

Well, that was most interesting. “Then you should come up with a lucky hand any day now,” said Edward, turning to go. “Just make sure you’re fucking your wife then, perhaps.”

Horatio seethed. “I can pay.”

“You can pay enough for me to fuck against my own interests?” asked Edward. Any boy he might put in his sister-in-law would supplant him in the line of succession and prevent him from ever having a chance in hell of returning to the well-cushioned life to which he’d been born. Preposterous!

“Should the child turn out to be a boy, I’ll guarantee an allowance for you. You’d live in style for the rest of your days, with none of the pesky demands of the marquessate. No balls, no standing up in Lords, no hearing tenant disputes.”

Edward mulled the offer over. Funny that his brother thought him averse to such tasks when actually working to eat had proved many times more tiresome than merely being rich and powerful. How the years since his return from the Continent had changed him.

“And I’ll pay for the servicing. No matter if I get my boy or not.”

Technically, the child would be Horatio’s because of the presumption of paternity under the common law. But he’d always know that his brother sired the lad. It would likely grate on him for the rest of his life. This proposal was becoming increasingly enticing.

Still, no amount of money could convince Edward to work against his own interests in such a monumental fashion. It would be absurd to accept. There was also a small legal issue that could cause them both a world of trouble.

“Say, under the law these days, isn’t fucking your brother’s wife considered inc—”

“Aren’t you in the professional criminal conversation business?” asked Horatio. “I’m not sure the law would approve of that.”

He turned to Horatio to tell him to go to the devil with his offer when his brother’s voice rang out.

“Send in Calista.”

This was the first time he’d heard his sister-in-law’s , a flowery one for what was no doubt a well-dowered, sour little thing. The Stones had a habit of marrying with an eye to status and wealth first and warmth last.

Rather sooner than he expected, the soft patter of slippers on carpet announced Horatio’s wife. Edward studied a hunting scene on the wall, trying to determine if one of Tencendor’s grandparents was depicted amongst the suffering stags.

“Calista, meet my brother.”

Edward turned and beheld an angel come to earth. She had dark hair, the darkest he’d ever seen before, all twisted into some elaborate hairstyle, with one fat curl resting on her shoulder tempting him to pull it to see if she’d giggle.

She wore a Grecian dress, simple as the day was long, and it highlighted the architectural perfection of her form. A lovely neck, soft arms, and a pillowy bosom.

Below arched eyebrows, which were a shade lighter than her hair, were eyes of an almost clear blue. A strong nose that marked this woman as not merely pretty but handsome. And lips full and stained, as though she’d just come from eating berry confiture.

Would her cunny taste sweet like preserves served at breakfast? He wanted to find out, and his cock surged with interest.

This angel dropped into a graceful curtsy, and he was not so mannerly as to resist a glance down the front of her dress when he bowed in return. He’d never seen breasts like hers before, round and compact like something out of a Renaissance painting. His fingertips contained a strange energy as he imagined touching her nipples, likely the crowning glory of such perfection.

“It’s an honor to meet you at last, brother,” she said. Her voice was a series of high, tinkling notes, as if she were playing an instrument. It went straight to his sack, that orchestra composed of bells tickling his balls.

“The honor is all mine,” he replied. Gesù, did he sound winded?

“I take it you’ll accept my offer?” asked Horatio, cutting in with a splash of cold water on the conflagration in his loins.

“I want it in writing,” said Edward, not trusting Netherwallop for a minute.

Calista excused herself to see to guests who had just arrived for morning calls, gliding out of the room.

“I wonder if the money is even necessary,” said Horatio, clearly apprised of his wife’s impact.

“Money is always necessary,” Edward fired back. “I am still a Stone, after all. Is she aware of your scheme?”

“She knows.”

“And does she consent?”

“She has her own contracts with ink already dry.”

“Seems a bad business,” said Edward, looking out the door, hoping to get a glimpse of Calista again.

“And our marriage was any better?” asked Horatio. “I have it on good authority that she wanted nothing to do with me from the start.” Beautiful and sensible to boot? Calista was a rare goddess.

Edward scratched his signature on both copies of the agreement and then waited for his brother to countersign. Netherwallop took out a penknife and sharpened the nib, just to draw things out, the coxcomb.

“Bit awkward, me fucking your wife while you’re down here or at the club,” said Edward as he watched Horatio sign.

“Don’t worry about me,” said Horatio, a sly smile curling his lips. “I mean to take my mistress sailing to Brighton and return only when there’s news of the quickening.”

“Still The Morning Star?”

“Of course. I’m not such a spendthrift as to acquire a new yacht simply because it has seen some service.”

An understated way of saying Horatio was too cheap to commission a less cramped, tired boat.

Both men stood, each taking a copy of the contract.

Horatio didn’t extend a hand or bow to his brother. It was as stiff as a business transaction after thorough negotiations, not the fraternal reunion one would have expected after so long. But then, much had happened since they last met. And the Stones were hard as, well, you know.

“Best of luck fucking my wife.”


Chapter 3


Several days later, Edward was exercising Tencendor in Hyde Park when he heard a commotion nearby.

“Ho there, sir!” called a somewhat familiar voice. “Lord Edward, is that you?”

“Oh, dear Lord in heaven,” he muttered, coaxing Tencendor away from their favorite path.

“And is that Tenny? The best boy?” the lady called loudly, causing the few fashionable people in the park at this hour to look over in alarm. Lord Peter Sidwin had the temerity to sneer while gazing through a quizzing glass, the macaroni!

Tencendor was most definitely not the best boy, at least not to Edward, because he happily trotted off towards that voice while ignoring all suggestions that they should make a leg.

“Oh, you poor darling,” said the lady from below. “Has your Papa not been feeding you properly? You look frightful, you poor child!”

This was really too much! Tencendor had the best diet of anyone in his household.

“My lady,” said Edward, tipping his hat to his nemesis, Lady Millicent Blatherwick. His former fiancée’s incredibly silly, meddling widowed aunt, who was apparently still alive, still meddling, and still extremely silly even after all of these years. Blatherwick, indeed!

“Oh, it’s you, Lord Edward,” she trilled distractedly. “I’m so pleased to see you on Tenny again. In the last few years, I’ve seen him carrying a number of other gentlemen.”

His heart pitched sideways, thinking of the years he’d been parted from his beloved horse when money had proved too tight to keep him. Edward raked a possessive hand through Tencendor’s mane.

“How do you fare, my lady?” he asked when he discovered that Lady Millicent had somehow whisked two apples from her reticule and was now feeding them to Tencendor. He couldn’t begrudge the boy a treat.

“Oh, you know my piles never cease to cause me trouble,” she sighed. “One wrong meal or movement with a heavy teapot in hand, and I’m incapacitated for a week. A week!”

A flock of birds rose ‌nearby in protest at the volume of her exhortation. This woman was really talking about her arse troubles in a park!

“I do so hope you have some relief, my lady. Resting in bed might be in order.”

“Oh, no rest for me!” she cried, thumping a cane against the riding path and causing Tencendor to dance with agitation. “Phily is now a duchess, you know, and requires my assistance daily. Managing so much necessitates a good deal of help. Besides the help. You cannot trust them the same way you can trust family.”

Like everyone else in the kingdom, he knew that Lady Philadelphia De Courcy had married the Duke of Chevaliermont. Unlike everyone else in the kingdom, he’d gotten an early inkling that they might head to the altar when he spotted Lady Philadelphia full of the duke’s cock during a lull in the festivities at Edward’s engagement party.

The one celebrating his engagement to Lady Philadelphia.

From what he had observed, Lady Phily, now the Duchess of Chevaliermont, did a fairly good job at managing a good deal, but one did not tell her elderly relative that in Hyde Park on a Tuesday.

“You must be pleased to see her so favorably situated,” murmured Lord Edward, hoping that a few social niceties would allow him to exit the scene and begin drinking to forget this encounter ever happened.

“It was a shame you couldn’t marry dear Philadelphia,” mused Lady Millicent. “But a lady must set aside the wishes of her heart when a duke comes calling.”

Edward knew it was just an expression, but the notion that Phily had a heart was news to him. Perhaps she did — he just hadn’t encountered it.

And really, her flagrant infidelity, while a blow to his pride, had not touched his heart. Nor had her looks or charm, of which she had plenty. He was glad they had dissolved the whole engagement so neatly before he’d shipped out for the Continent over a decade ago, as it had been nothing more than an arranged betrothal. He wished her the best, really.

“Oh, there she is now! Riding alongside her eldest, Lord Mortimer!”

Edward looked up, only to see a lad in short pants on a pony that matched the mare on which his mother sat. The duchess’s riding habit was majestically arrayed, and her gloves snowy white.

“I must be off,” said Edward, turning Tencendor so rapidly he was facing the park entrance when he heard Lady Millicent squawk behind him.

Perhaps Philadelphia’s betrayal had touched more than his pride.

Hard to say.


Chapter 4


Lord Edward was peeling off his dingy gloves at his brother’s townhouse when he saw Calista for the second time.

She was beautiful as ever, this time in a day dress somewhere between cream and sunshine yellow. If anything, her skin seemed even dewier, her lips somehow fuller and even pinker.

“If you might attend me in my sitting room, Lord Edward,” she said shyly, showing him the way upstairs to the family rooms.

Within a bright chamber decorated with a profusion of doilies, a woman sat before needlepoint.

“Miss Arden is my companion,” said Calista, sinking beside her friend on the divan.

Now, Edward was not so far removed from polite society that he didn’t know he should take the seat facing the ladies, well away from scandalous brushes against their skirts. But the nature and success of his business required occasional rudeness.

If the rudeness might result in a child.

Edward seated himself right next to Calista, letting his thigh press into her dress. If she wanted to pretend that he wasn’t here to toss up her hems and breed her, she could engage in that farce alone. As for Miss Arden, she was free to run from the room screaming like any other missish companion would in this circumstance.

“Oh my,” said Calista, her bosom rising delightfully above her square neckline.

Edward placed his arm along the back of the divan and relaxed. She seemed to enjoy playing the innocent despite her two daughters with Netherwallop, and he was happy to put on a show of being a rake for her cunny’s benefit.

“Are you aware of why I am here?” he asked, leaning slightly forward so her nearest breast pressed against his waistcoat.

“I believe my husband wishes to have his heir,” she said, her far hand feeling about on the divan seat restlessly.

Miss Arden clasped the viscountess’s fingers, as if the ladies were debutantes in the line to make their bows before the queen and not a married woman and her paid companion about to learn why Dick Stone was the most sought-after cock of the walk in the capital.

“Yes, my brother wants me to get an heir on you,” growled Lord Edward. “Does that disturb you? Are you under duress?”

Her girlish flutters seemed to dissolve in a moment. “Would it change anything if I were under duress?”

Edward looked into her eyes. They were a little less wide — and her mouth just a bit more pursed — and he found he liked her like this. Lovely as ever, but with the secret spirit of a horse not yet saddle-trained. How he looked forward to riding her. “It would.”

He waited for her to disclose some perfidy orchestrated by Netherwallop; he’d certainly believe what she reported. But she said nothing.

He clapped his hands together. “Well, since that’s settled, shall we adjourn to the bedroom? It was most pleasant to meet you, Miss Arden,” he said, nodding his head to the companion still clutching Calista’s hand.

“I thought we might perform our labors here,” said Calista.

Edward looked about the room and found it would suit as well as any. He waited for Miss Arden to scurry away, no doubt scandalized that mating would happen in a room where the women whiled away hours at their needlepoint.

But the young woman still did not move.

Edward cast a glance at her, really taking her in for the first time. From his vantage point, she was tall and slim, with a long nose, thin lips, and eyes the color of caramel. What in this house attracted ladies with the loveliest eyes he’d ever seen? Netherwallop didn’t deserve to see such beauty every day!

She was staring at where her hand clasped that of her mistress, then shifted her gaze to Edward, bold as brass. She didn’t need to say anything for him to know: she wasn’t leaving.

He shrugged and worked at unbuttoning his falls; wouldn’t have been the first time someone wanted to watch Dick Stone’s legendary piece in action.

“Are you sufficiently prepared, my lady?” he asked his sister-in-law while drawing up her skirts.

“Sufficiently…”

“Is your cunny wet?” he asked, deciding to be crude in one last attempt to clear the room of its spectator.

Calista blushed, but didn’t protest or gasp. “That’s already—”

“Her ladyship is prepared for you,” said Miss Arden, interjecting.

Odd that Miss Arden would know that, but perhaps ladies discussed the weather and the state of their nether parts over tea. A man could only hope. And imagine.

Edward had Calista’s skirts about her waist, exposing the lacy white drawers shielding her untold pleasures. God, he loved lace, he thought to himself as he squeezed his cockstand through his smalls to prepare for this somewhat surprising afternoon breeding.

Never one to enter the fray sans advance scouting, Edward felt for a slit in those drawers and eventually gained access.

He bent so that his mouth was over Calista’s ear; these words were for her alone. “Have you made all this honey for me, darling?” he asked, running his fingertips over her cunny lips.

Dash, she was wet. So wet she was glazed within and without, as if he’d licked her to three screaming paroxysms. He must be more handsome than he imagined!

And then he pushed a finger into her hot little hole, just to test its give, and found it sucked and welcomed him, as if he’d already stretched her for a rough rogering.

“Oh, that’s a good little cunny, plenty of space for this shaft,” he murmured. “You’re ready to take me. Are you going to let your dear brother-in-law put a baby in you?”

Calista slumped against the divan, looking well-used before he’d even stuck his cock in her. Frankly, it was flattering. Her neckline seemed to have lowered in their intimate exchange, and her areolae peeked out the top.

Beside her, Miss Arden whispered in her ear, both women nodding in agreement. No doubt discussing what a skilled lover he was; it was too bad for Miss Arden that his brother only contracted him to breed one woman. Still, provided the lady begged enough, certain allowances might be made for her.

He shoved down his smalls, breeches still on. He couldn’t wait to remove his boots and clothes today, not with a juicy peach of a cunt waiting for him.

It was when he looked down upon parting the generous slit in Calista’s drawers again that he saw something curious. A red circle on her inner thigh. Another place that seemed lightly bruised by teeth. Gesù, if his brother was worshipping between his wife’s thighs so comprehensively, why bother bringing in a stud? With a marriage bed so lively as that, he’d have to get his boy sometime!

As he sank into Calista’s perfect clasp, the way eased by slick and languid muscles, Edward surveyed the scene before him. Calista’s face was turned slightly toward her companion. She shuddered when Edward set a thumb on her nub and gave her a firm thrust of his cock.

But it was nothing to the shakes she made when Miss Arden placed a hand at her waist and delivered a little pinch.

Oh, so she liked pain. How interesting. The way her cunny tightened on his cock certainly tested his strength, and Edward breathed deep to avoid an ignominiously quick end to this encounter.

He stared at where Miss Arden’s pinch pulled down Calista’s neckline until her little nipple appeared. A moan drew his gaze up again, and he saw the most incredible thing: Miss Arden had her teeth on Calista’s ear.

Not just her teeth. Her tongue. She was nipping and licking and sucking like that ear was the prettiest cunny in the capital. Why, it was downright erotic! Someone should tell these ladies that their conduct was…

And then Lord Edward’s cock grew — somehow — even harder as the truth of the matter struck him: this cast-off wife of his brother’s wasn’t sitting up here doing needlepoint, waiting for a man to pleasure her. She had Miss Arden, who was now kissing the side of her neck and pulling that neckline ever lower.

Why, the memory of this would keep his cock hard for weeks. He’d need to thank them on the way out for inspiring him to action.

And then he reconsidered the marks on Calista’s thighs. How wet she’d been when he set fingers to her the first time. It was almost as if someone had licked her to extravagant wetness before he walked in the door.

He slid through the slippery mess these two ladies had made when purportedly sewing up here, then rubbed Calista’s nub faster, hoping she’d reach paroxysm before his cock exploded.

“Oh, Harriet,” moaned Calista.

“It’s actually Edward. Or you can call me Dick Stone; everyone does in moments like this.”

Her haze cleared immediately, and she glared at Edward, her channel clamping down on him suddenly as if to punish him. Punish him with pleasure!

“I’m right here, C,” whispered Miss Arden, who presumably had a given name of Harriet. “I’ll always be right beside you.”

Full realization slammed into Edward like a runaway horse cart: these ladies weren’t merely playing in sewing rooms. They were deeply in love.

His vision blurred, and cock hardened, signaling that he’d finally arrived at the full truth of the matter. His yell could have alerted the whole of St. James’s Square had the windows been open, and his seed pumped into Calista as she lay back on that divan like a martyr.

Edward kept thrusting to milk every drop from his sack. All the while, he studied the ladies, their embrace now tight and their words quiet even as he remained inside his sister-in-law.

When he withdrew, the women barely acknowledged his existence. To be fair, they seemed to have everything they needed in this room before he even walked in.

As he collected his hat and gloves from the butler, Miss Arden — Harriet — accosted him at the door.

She was fidgety and nervous, picking the cuffs of her dress.

“Should you have any doubts about who pleases Calista the most, I shall prepare a scene of the most interesting sort so you might judge,” she said.

Why, if he wasn’t mistaken, Miss Arden was keen to protect her territory — despite having thoroughly claimed it already. His cock hopped with interest despite its recent use. A scene, how promising.


Chapter 5


The next day, Lord Edward draped himself over his desk, working despite the throbbing headache caused by such profound cock-based realizations.

He heard a tap on his window.

“Why in fuck’s name can’t I get this thing open anymore? Are you trying to lock me out?” asked Tobias as he swung into the room.

“Mrs. Chaffinch is making some improvements to the place,” said Edward, gesturing to the fresh caulking around the windows and newly painted walls. “I know you’d never allow yourself to be locked out, you nuisance.”

In spite of his words, he gave the lad a pat on the shoulder to welcome him to the slightly improved room.

“Smells terrible,” said Tobias, collapsing on his friend’s bed. “You should move back to a worse lodging house.”

“I forgot she’d had the work done. I’m barely sensible today.”

“Rough night breeding the elite?”

“Afternoon. My sister-in-law.”

“Do I need to steal something big so I’m prepared to bail you out of gaol? Why would you do that?”

“My brother asked me to.”

Tobias lifted a brow, fully cognizant that there must be more to the story.

“And she’s a ravishing beauty.”

“Don’t go falling in love, Dick Stone. Bad for business.”

Edward laughed, letting his sore head thump against the desktop. “I’m trying to write my memoirs so I can get out of this blasted business. There must be a better way to earn our meat pies.”

“You’re not about to tell the secrets of the nobs, are you? If so, I want to read first.”

“That’s the problem. I can hardly write about the things I’ve done without being put in the dungeon.”

“Couldn’t you just make up a name? A false name.”

“I suppose I could use a pen name. A nom de plume,” he said with a flourish. “But everyone knows ‌of Dick Stone’s exploits. Off to the gaol I’d go.”

“So you’re stuck sticking wives for money, eh?”

“For now,” sighed Edward, his exhalation ruffling papers on his desk.

“And how’s the latest one? Your brother’s wife?” asked Tobias as he unwrapped some burned chestnuts next to Edward’s head.

The acrid smell of the cheap nuts turned his guts because of the headache, but he wouldn’t insult Tobias by turning up his nose at food, especially not when he’d clearly used his small purse to buy enough for both of them.

“You’ll like this: my sister-in-law, the ravishing Calista, has a companion.”

“Don’t all the fancy ladies have one?” he asked, chewing.

“Well, these ladies are…how old did you say you are?” asked Edward, giving Tobias a once-over as he tried yet again to estimate his age.

“Old enough to hear whatever gossip you want to tell me,” he returned.

“The two ladies,” said Edward, holding up two fingers in a v-shape. “They’re very close.”

Edward snapped his fingers together.

“But how do they…” Tobias chewed thoughtfully. “I know gents sometimes…” He snapped his own two fingers together. “But how do two ladies do it if there’s no piece between ’em?”

“I suppose that’s when they summon me,” said Edward, not sounding certain.

“But if they don’t want a brat and just want to…”

“Enjoy each other’s company?” asked Edward, his eyebrow raised.

“Can they?”

Edward thought back to Calista’s wet, well-worked cunny and stifled a groan. The last thing he needed, besides this headache, was a hard cock. “They most certainly can.”

“Then why did they let you put it in the one lady?” asked Tobias, innocently stumbling onto the question Edward had been struggling to articulate all day.

“I don’t know,” he said, just as puzzled. “But I mean to find out.”


Chapter 6


In delicate matters with the potential of changing his fortunes markedly, Edward employed the same strategy he brought to all of his affairs.

He ignored them.

Thus, it was not until two weeks later that he walked into the Netherwallop townhouse after the well-favored footman he’d met earlier delivered a missive from Miss Arden.

Her ladyship’s courses arrived last week. You’ll need to try again.

So his breeding had not taken the first time. No matter, he could stick his cock in a beautiful woman for as long as it took to get her with child.

Edward waved off the butler attempting to direct him to a sitting room. He had a special invitation of a most enticing sort in his paw, and he was not about to be denied entrée to the bower of sapphic pleasures promised by Miss Arden.

When you reach our rooms, knock on the door twice, then scratch three times. If you then watch through the keyhole, you might see something interesting indeed. -H

In truth, his cock had been in a state of perpetual interest since reading those words, imagining the ladies in a garden wearing naught but flower crowns and gauzy shifts that blew away on a gentle breeze the moment he wished to see more.

Edward sighed and ran up the stairs to the viscountess’s apartment. He was running hot, like an experimental engine bound to explode.

At the door, he completed the required sequence of knocks and scratches, then bent to watch at the keyhole like a character in a pornographic novel to see what transpired between the ladies.

With her skirts spread becomingly and a needlework frame before her, Calista was already seated on the divan. Edward wondered if she knew he was outside watching her, but he noticed her eyes darting to the door as if she couldn’t stop thinking about him observing the room. Very nice.

When Edward resolved to knock again so that he might join, Miss Arden appeared at Calista’s side. She stroked ‌her mistress’s hair until the viscountess tipped her head back.

Edward kept his hand on his cock, motionless, and prayed that no one would find him peeping through the keyhole like a debauchee. Yet the fear of discovery made his blood run hotter, as did pretending he observed the ladies without their knowledge.

Harriet, that minx, had pulled her bodice down enough to remove a breast, which she offered for Calista’s delectation. Miss Arden wasn’t gentle; she pressed her full swell into Calista’s face and nose, keeping the nipple lodged between her lips.

And that was when Edward heard footsteps on the stairs. He had to race down the hall and tuck himself into a room with an unlocked door until the danger had passed.

After a few minutes, he looked out to check if the hallway was clear. What he found instead was a maid watching through the very keyhole he’d been enjoying, one hand tucked in her bodice and the other rubbing frantically betwixt her thighs as she presumably watched the ladies pleasure each other.

“Might I be of assistance?” asked Edward, immediately behind the little voyeur, who almost certainly had not received a written invitation to the show.

She turned with a look of horror on her face until she realized it was Edward who had caught her. “Oh, Dick Stone,” she gasped.

He bowed in greeting and looked through the keyhole to see what Calista and Harriet had gotten up to. Now, Miss Arden had both breasts out, and Calista was gathering her skirts. Very promising indeed.

Edward felt a hand on his falls.

“Might I be of help, my lord?” asked the maid.

Now, Edward was not one to meddle with servants, especially in a house owned by his own family. But when a comely little thing asks so nicely to service one’s cock, it’s difficult to send her back to scouring. He had plenty for her to scour right here.

“Perhaps you’d like to bend over and let me feel between your thighs?” he asked in a most gentlemanly fashion.

“Would I ever,” said the lass, lusty as they came. She bent at the waist, ready for a frolic. He had her drawers about her knees, which were already slick with her juices, and then slid two fingers into her hot little cunt.

“You like watching your mistress get fucked by her companion?” asked Edward, thrusting at a pace that, if he knew anything about pussy, would make the maid shake like Lisbon in the last century.

“They fuck each other all the time,” the lass whispered, her Cockney accent escaping the thin veneer of gentility she’d affected before.

“Then aren’t you a lucky little slut, getting to watch them,” he said, pressing on the place he knew would make her wail.

The girl grasped the doorknob as her paroxysm made her knees tremble and cunt grow wetter.

“They’re right about you, Dick Stone,” she moaned as he stroked her through the last of it. “Are you going to get a baby on me? I’m ready for you.”

He nodded no, laughing at her presumption. As if he’d trade the chance at a life of leisure for a quick hallway fuck! But he knew better than to let a lass down.

“I’m afraid my services and seed are engaged for today,” he said. “But you could polish the knob.”

The maid glanced at the pristine doorknob, already buffed to a shine.

“Not that one,” said Edward, undoing his falls and taking out his cock as he settled in to watch the show at the keyhole. “This one.”

***

When Miss Arden opened the door and found Edward with his cock lodged in a maid’s mouth, she was gracious enough to direct her eyes to the heavens and let him in.

“Miss Arden,” he said while tucking himself back into his smalls. “Might I ask why you ladies have consented to this breeding scheme? I truly have no desire to importune her ladyship.”

“What are you two whispering about?” asked Calista from the divan, looking deliciously rumpled.

“I simply wished to confirm that you consent to this exercise, my lady. You seem to get on well without me.”

The two women exchanged amused glances.

“Well, except for the seed necessary to make a baby, we do rather have everything we need,” replied Calista.

“Do you want to make an heir?” asked Edward, confused, but feeling that some great enlightenment was just around the corner.

“Your brother has offered me a contract of my own,” she said. “An heir will allow me, the children, and Miss Arden to move to the country. And I needn’t tolerate his attentions ever again.”

Damn and blast, what had he walked into?

“So you’re accepting this farce simply because you’d like to live outside London?” he asked, his temper rising. He didn’t feel any sort of paternal responsibility for his offspring, but this was really too much.

“We can’t make one without you,” said Miss Arden. “We are in love, but we need your help.”

“My babies thus far have been my husband’s,” said Calista. “The idea of making a baby with…”

“A stud,” supplied Edward, not wanting to hear the other words she could call him.

“Yes, the idea of a stud stepping in to provide the seed made us feel like it might finally be our baby,” said Calista. Miss Arden came to Calista’s side and took her arm as if they drew strength from each other.

“In cases where devoted lovers must create a child with assistance, there are ways to involve both parties in the breeding,” said Edward, reciting from memory. “I have first-hand knowledge that it has been done in the best households for this very purpose.”


Chapter 7


Miss Arden promptly escorted Edward into Calista’s bedchamber, a sanctuary of even more lace and doilies, then pushed him into a chair before the bed. If he could spend all of his days thus shoved around by lovely women, he’d consider himself in heaven.

He worked his fattened cock over his smalls as he watched Miss Arden painstakingly remove Calista’s clothing. Off went her pale pink day dress, half stays, and chemise.

“Wait,” called Edward, when Miss Arden moved to draw down Calista’s stockings.

He came closer. “Leave those on,” he said, squeezing his cock as he took in Calista’s unbound breasts from close up. They bore the marks from her half-stays and chemise, and also the signs of loving little bites and sucks.

“Did my brother see this?” asked Edward, lifting his cock free with his eyes trained on those bruises.

“We’ve always been careful,” said Miss Arden, stroking the inside of Calista’s thigh.

“But now you visibly mark her ladyship?” asked Edward.

“One never knows when a gentleman might get the wrong idea and lay claim to territory that is not his to take,” said Miss Arden haughtily. “You may not be so odious as Netherwallop, but a man’s heart might unexpectedly move. Keep your heart in your waistcoat.”

Edward chuckled. “Have no fear: in these years of breeding, my heart has not been moved to love of anything other than siring heirs.” And a fat purse, he thought to himself.

The lady’s companion looked at him with no small amount of pity, as if this was something to regret. He didn’t dwell on it, because she soon positioned Calista at the edge of the bed, kneeling, with her arse up.

It was the promise of a feast spread out before him, and he’d feed his cock into a guillotine if it meant getting in Calista’s lacy white drawers.

“You mean to do your job?” asked Miss Arden sternly as she untied the drawstring at his sister-in-law’s waist.

“Do I ever,” said Edward as she shimmied the fabric down and let him see Calista’s cunny from behind.

The sight of her swollen little lips smeared with arousal struck him silent; Miss Arden had likely worked her into quite a state. A groan of primitive origin escaped his mouth before he could contain it, earning him a look of alarm from Miss Arden.

It was when he was standing there like a wax figure with an indecently exposed, hard cock that Miss Arden — Harriet — leaned forward, gave her lover a swat on the arse, and used her fingers to rub Calista’s cunny. Those thin digits, so skilled in needlework, were also skilled at working a pretty little slit to noisy wetness.

Edward held in a whimper.

“Are you going to just stand there?” asked Miss Arden, looking at his piece with disdain.

“I’ll proceed with the breeding now, if you don’t mind,” called out Edward, advancing to the bed and plotting his next move.

And then Miss Arden decided for him. She spread her fingers, opening Calista’s channel to his view. He shuffled forward, cock in hand, and mindlessly aimed the thing at that wet hole that seemed to pulse with need as he watched it.

Edward wasn’t so silly as to imagine that her arousal was for him, but he also wasn’t so silly as to fail to enjoy every pump of this adventure. He set his cockhead at that entrance and let Calista feel he was there.

“Well, are you going to do it?” asked Miss Arden, clearly impatient to get back to whatever the ladies did up here (fabric arts and fucking each other senseless, from what he could observe). She grabbed the back of his breeches and yanked him forward to lodge his cock within Calista’s channel.

Both coupling parties let out groans of pleasure as Edward seated himself fully inside.

“You do that, and I’m liable to seed her ladyship in a flash,” he said to Miss Arden.

In response, she dug her nails into the seat of his breeches, the minx, forcing his hips forward again, until he tested the depths of his sister-in-law’s cunny.

“C doesn’t need orgasms from the likes of you,” she sneered. “I keep her wet and wailing all day long.”

Edward was nearly insensible as Calista’s sweet little cunt squeezed him half to death. He drew himself back, only for Miss Arden to pull him again.

“Cruel madam,” he moaned, “you’ll make me come.”

“That’s what you’re here for, isn’t it?” she asked, her eyes glittering with amusement at his agony.

It was on the third such thrust that his balls protested and he felt his seed erupt. Calista remained obediently in position — not a paroxysm in sight for her — as he yelled and bucked like an untried lad.

“Very good,” said Miss Arden with a malicious grin, directing him away from her lover’s clasp.

Calista resembled nothing so much as a doll when Miss Arden laid her on the bed, a pillow under her arse.

“Well,” he said, holding his taxed cock and trying to dispel any lingering awkwardness. He probably had time to pick up the sheep’s trotters Tobias had mentioned.

“You don’t mean to depart already, do you?” asked Miss Arden with some dismay. “Your work has only just begun. We’ve a baby to make.”

She opened Calista’s legs, her well-worked cunny deliciously seeded and calling for another go.

Edward groaned, his sack protesting the surge of interest in his cock.

***

It was after Miss Arden had instructed him to suck Calista’s right nipple while she tended the other that his staff fully awakened to the possibility of rising again.

He had his fingers running over the juncture of her thighs, seeing if she might be amenable to another insemination, when Calista used her hands to nudge his head lower.

“You’d like kisses on your stomach?” he teased, pressing his lips to the place just below her navel where a child would grow.

Miss Arden sent her eyes to the ceiling at his antics, hoisted one of Calista’s legs onto her shoulder, and lavished her cunny with open-mouthed kisses that had the young matron squealing and scratching at the bedclothes.

Edward was impressed. It wasn’t his first time witnessing oral pleasures performed by someone else by any means, but the enthusiasm and proficiency on display were remarkable.

“What are you waiting for?” asked Miss Arden, backing away to show that Calista was ready for another application of seed.

Gesù, these sapphic lovers would drain his balls so thoroughly that it would be next month before he could breed again!

Not that he minded. Miss Arden — Harriet — had worked herself into something of a lather, the hair that framed her face curling from perspiration and her neckline creeping lower as she brought Calista to climax over and over. Edward knew better than to engage Harriet directly; she wanted nothing to do with him outside of the copious application of seed in her lover. But he was not so mannerly as to fail to enjoy a beautiful woman utterly disheveled by lust and lovemaking.

Edward dragged himself to the bottom of the bed, between Calista’s shaking thighs, and willed his cock to put in a superior showing this time.

He stroked his shaft and watched as Harriet teased the tip of her tongue over the button of pleasure that made Calista’s hips bounce and little hole spasm. He wanted to get inside her again, but for the sake of his reputation as a stud, he needed to last longer this time.

Tugging his balls down, he imagined filling Calista with enough spend that her belly would swell, then grow a child.

“Are you coming or not?” asked Harriet from Calista’s hip.

“I certainly intend to,” he groused, shuffling closer and directing the head of his cock to Calista’s channel, this time without the help of his hands. He figured they might at least vary their methods, in the event one way yielded better results.

Harriet used her fingers disdainfully to direct his cock right into Calista’s clasp, and he was once again in the position of unloading in seconds.

“Why must you—”

“But you so enjoy breeding ladies, don’t you, Dick Stone? Spend as you will. I’ll handle everything else her ladyship needs.”

At that, Harriet lowered her lips to Calista’s cunny again, working her tongue most lavishly. So lavishly he occasionally felt the slide of it against his shaft as she pleasured every bit of her lover’s wet, spread cunny.

“Damn and blast!” Edward shouted, brought to a rapid release by those sapphic lovers intent on draining his sack.

***

It was on the third attempt at breeding that Edward had an idea worthy of Dick Stone.

“Madam,” he said, thrusting through the mess he’d made of Calista’s cunt, “might I induce you to insert your fingers alongside me in her ladyship? I can’t help but think that she might benefit from the feel of you inside her channel as she is bred.”

Harriet regarded him dubiously, watching as he removed his cock from Calista’s clasp to make way for her.

“I think two should do nicely,” he said, snapping his index and middle fingers together to show what he meant.

“I am familiar with how to touch my lady,” groused Harriet, sliding her fingers in all the same while teasing Calista’s bump with her thumb.

When Edward pushed into Calista’s cunny alongside Harriet, he emitted a groan of pleasure. Her wrecked, slippery little cunt was suddenly a tight fit, and those digits working in tandem with him made his well-used cock find new life.

“It’s like two cocks in there,” he bit out, snapping his hips as he enjoyed the constriction.

“It most certainly is not,” said Harriet, moving faster, her trapped fingertips catching on his cockhead.

No, it certainly is not, he thought, relishing the feeling of taking a beautiful lady alongside her commanding lover.


Chapter 8


By the time Edward stumbled down from Calista’s bedchamber five hours later, after many thorough attempts at breeding, his thighs shook from exertion, his shirt had a tear, and he had fewer strands of hair on his head than when he’d walked in.

No matter, cost of doing business, he thought, mentally calculating the handsome purse he’d receive when news of a pregnancy hit Netherwallop’s household. It hadn’t been his best showing as a stud, but it was a good outing if measured in sheer output.

It was when he made his way to the door and the butler didn’t appear with his hat and gloves that he had an inkling something was the matter. Perhaps the household devolved into chaos when Netherwallop departed; he could hardly blame the staff for rejoicing at their master’s long holiday.

And then he heard sniffles in a nearby corridor. A tweeny was cleaning a fireplace ineffectively while trying to wipe tears.

“Oh dear,” he said, offering her his handkerchief and taking the tools of her trade. “Should I get the housekeeper?”

This may not be his house, but he could certainly look after the help in the absence of his brother. And not just in the delivery of orgasms.

“She’ll be crying, too,” the girl got out between sobs.

He felt a wave of icy dread. What had caused the household staff such despair?

“Don’t tell me the Prince Regent is unwell? Or maybe the soufflé for supper failed to rise?” he asked, still hoping for a silly reason for all this pathos.

The girl looked at his face as if seeing him for the first time. “Oh dear,” she muttered, then burst into louder tears.

“Brenda, confine yourself to belowstairs,” said an authoritative voice behind him.

He remained silent, still facing the half-cleaned fireplace, unwilling to turn around and learn something that might alter the course of his life.

“Lord Edward.”

He relented and turned on his heel, a broad smile on his face. “I was just leaving and hoped to collect my things. Don’t be too hard on Brenda. It seems some soot got in her eye.”

Perhaps if he told a logical story about what had made the girl cry, they could all agree that it had happened just like that and allow him to leave this place unaware. This woman — likely the housekeeper — had the authority to make it so.

But of course, it could never be so simple as that.

“I’m sorry, Lord Edward,” the woman said, pity in her voice.

It turned his stomach. That was not just sadness, but pity for him specifically.

“What has occurred?” he asked, his mind flashing to dirty hair and a treasured mane.

“The viscount…” she started, then held a handkerchief to her face.

“My brother,” said Edward, his jaw tight as he sought to control his emotions. “What has happened to my brother?”

He knew before she said it. Recalled that Horatio had gone sailing to Brighton with his mistress. He pictured his fine tailoring and familiar body drifting through the water, unresponsive even as currents pulled him to the deep.

“Have they found a body?” he asked, hoping that this was a mistake and Horatio yet floated on a piece of wood, his rescue perhaps already underway.

The woman nodded yes; her sobs louder.

Edward needed to get out of this house immediately. He paused at the door, considering where his hat and gloves might be stored, but gave them up as lost. Dash it, he’d buy new ones. This could be just the latest in a string of injustices visited on him by Horatio.

***

When Tobias found him in his lodgings, Edward was several gulps into a bottle of finer liquor than he usually bought.

“What’s this? Having a soiree and you didn’t invite me?” asked the urchin, settling beside him on the floor next to the bed.

“Where’d you learn ‘soiree,’ kid?”

“Same place I learned all of my fancy words,” said Tobias.

“Do I really talk like that, even now?” asked Edward.

“Blood will out.”

“Will it ever,” said Edward, slumping forward.

Tobias looked at Dick Stone in alarm. He’d enjoyed his tipples, same as any young blade, but this was something quite different.

“Whatsa matter, gov?”

“Left my handkerchief at my brother’s place,” said Edward, covering his eyes with his hand. “Could have used it. My damn hat, too. A fine beaver. And m’ gloves.”

Urchins don’t live long without the ability to go hungry and to read situations. Tobias may not have known the particulars, but he recognized that something had gone terribly wrong.

“Guess you’ll just have to use my shirt,” said Tobias, offering a filthy cuff.

Lord Edward Richard Stone — born a second son, and now heir to the Chasterly marquessate — stared for ages at that stained gray shirtsleeve. And then sobbed for the first time since childhood on his friend’s shoulder.


Epilogue


London, 1820

Ten months later

“Ho there, sir!” called a familiar voice.

“Gesù, hide me,” muttered Edward, trying to slip behind Tencendor’s flank before Lady Millicent Blatherwick approached.

“Why is she waving a cane?” asked Tobias from the saddle many feet above him. “Do I need to move Tencendor away so she doesn’t strike him?”

Edward slumped against his horse. “No, her one saving grace is that she loves him. Would never dream of hurting her ‘best boy.’”

“Is that my best boy?” she cried out, sending a flock of swans scurrying into a pond.

“I don’t think hiding is going to work,” whispered Tobias as he watched the elderly woman approach. Her bonnet had fallen from her head and bobbed along at her knees, attached to her neck by a tied ribbon. Someone had rigged her gloves with string so they’d stay somewhat connected to her person while not actually being worn. They extended from her pelisse cuffs like little wings as she moved about with great excitement.

“Oh, is that you, Netherwallop?” she asked, peering around the horse’s arse.

Edward Richard Stone, Viscount Netherwallop, stared back balefully.

Upon the death of his brother, Dick Stone had provisionally inherited that ridiculous title, much to his horror.

Had he inherited his brother’s allowance, which might have offered some consolation?

Absolutely not; the whole of the Chasterly fortune rested in the hands of his father, who had not even acknowledged his presence at Horatio’s funeral. Nor had there been compensation for the enthusiastic breeding of his sister-in-law; it seemed ungentlemanly to materialize with a contract in the wake of Horatio’s death and expect the man’s solicitors to deal with what was, in truth, a hare-brained scheme.

A slight complication could yet lead to him forfeiting the title; the Viscountess was confirmed to be pregnant. The hare-brained scheme appeared to have borne fruit.

Yes, in a twist of fate, Edward truly had bred the lovely Calista that day the terrible news arrived, and as there was no way to know the sex of the baby until it emerged from its cozy confines, all of London waited to see if that scoundrel Dick Stone would be dealt another blow by Providence for his perfidy. (Exactly what perfidy this was, no one bothered to elaborate, presumably because it was too horrible for words.)

In truth, the idea of giving back the Netherwallop courtesy title sounded like something of a gift he’d perhaps given himself all those months ago. But it was not to be.

“It’s a girl!” cried Lady Millicent, causing Tencendor to dance at her unexpected shout.

Edward thought he only experienced the sensation of time slowing and quickening in battle, but that day in Hyde Park, everything seemed to float for a moment as his brain made sense of the news. He’d not accepted that he was the heir to the marquess in the time since Horatio’s death, so certain had he been that his rogering had got a son on Calista.

But the universe — perhaps Providence — does so enjoy playing tricks. And this was the greatest of them all in his three-and-a-half decades.

Calista and Miss Arden had a girl. At least one member of his family had found happiness.

Lady Millicent was racing off to accost some other unsuspecting park patron with the news when Tobias offered him a lemon drop.

“None for me, thanks,” said Edward, still turning the birth announcement over in his head like dice at a gambling hell.

“Urgh!” cried Tobias, spitting the candy out. “Bitter! They cut the sugar!”

The problem with spitting out a piece of candy while seated on a skittish horse for only the third time in your life is that when the beast starts, holding on with one’s arms and legs does not come naturally.

It was a long fall for Tobias from Tencendor’s saddle. The warhorse, thankfully, avoided stepping on the urchin, but the lad was out cold on that riding path, his favorite silver flask ejected from his pocket.

***

Edward paced outside his rented room at Mrs. Chaffinch’s boarding house as the doctor examined the patient. Some kind fellows at the park had helped with Tencendor and summoned the physician.

He reassured himself that lads sustained far worse injuries and lived all the time. It was part of being a young fellow. Why, some men paid to get knocked about in the boxing ring! Tobias simply needed to toughen up!

And yet…he thought of soldiers dying in the most unlikely of ways after surviving bullets and bayonets, cut down in the prime of life by some bite or tumble that shouldn’t have harmed a child.

Humans were altogether too fragile, he thought as he slumped against the wall. If God took his friend—

“Lord Netherwallop?” asked a voice from the doorway.

For the first time, he didn’t flinch or try to deny who he was.

“Yes?”

“That’s an excellent trick you’ve been pulling,” said the physician wryly. “Had even me fooled ‘til I was midway through the examination.”

Edward felt like he was the one struck on the head. Nothing made sense today, at least not in the usual timeframes.

“I should have known when your landlady made a remark on my way up.”

Why would Mrs. Chaffinch say anything to the doctor? It was all so strange. He’d need to say something; he wasn’t paying this man’s bill until he talked sense!

“Could you enlighten me—”

“Sneaking a lass into your lodgings by putting her in breeches,” said the doctor jauntily before shaking his hand. “That’s worthy of the lads at Oxford!”

Edward felt thicker than the sludge silting up the Thames.

The physician hooted. “Don’t tell me you didn’t know! Oh, this is too good.”

“Didn’t know what?” he asked. Why was he the last person to know everything important today?

Once again, time slowed. When the physician’s eyes slid to the doorknob that led to Edward’s room, he finally realized what the man had been telling him.

He flung open the door, but it was too late. The window had been unlocked and left wobbling on its hinges. Tobias was nowhere to be found.

In the casements, the new caulk appeared damaged, as if someone had scratched at it like a trapped animal before remembering how to free the latch.

“I suppose she’s gone,” said the doctor, taking out a cheroot and standing by as he waited for Edward to come to his senses and settle the bill. “Exam still happened.”

“I didn’t even know her name,” mumbled Edward, feeling for the coins.

“Said it was Tabitha,” said the physician, clapping him on the shoulder in thanks when he handed over payment.

Tabitha.

“Don’t worry, my man,” said the doctor as he started down the stairs, “they always come back, those tabby cats. Just put out a bowl of milk and give her a few days.”

“I don’t think this one will,” muttered Edward to himself as he re-entered the room.

By now, it was night. Tobias…Tabitha had straightened his bed before departing, despite his…her panic. He regarded the open window again and ran his fingers through the gouges in the caulk.

Edward sank onto the bed, imagining what it would be like to never see his friend again. Not because of a terrible accident, but because of this secret he never expected.

He resigned himself to going out in search of a bottle of liquor when a bright light caught his eye. There on his desk was Tobias’s prized silver water flask. Tabitha’s flask.

“You can’t be going about without this,” he said to himself, tucking it into his coat pocket. He’d set out to find her tomorrow. She’d want this back.

Above his head that night, the window remained just a little open, letting in the fetid London air as he thought of how to track her down.

Come wind, come weather, he’d get his friend back.

THE END
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Chapter 1


London, 1820

“He didn’t take his flask,” said Edward Richard Stone. “Her flask.”

He slumped on a bench in Hyde Park, studying the ornate silver thing, turning it over and over as though it would summon a fairy who would grant his wish to see Tobias — rather, Tabitha — once again.

“I don’t even know which name he likes. She likes,” he said, kicking the gravel before his seat.

Tencendor, Edward’s stallion, snorted in response, punctuating his complaints. His faithful steed had been with him since serving on the Continent, and they both had their quirks to show for it.

Edward opened the morning gazette and began perusing the lonely hearts ads. He typically undertook this preliminary research in his office at the back of Mr. Rymer’s barbershop on Fetter Lane, but he’d found himself resistant to holing up in that dingy room when Tobias failed to materialize after a doctor’s examination revealed that the urchin boy was, in fact, a young woman.

“She could have stuck around,” muttered Edward. “Could have at least tried to let me not make a hash of things. Why’d she tell the doctor, but not me? I’m a friend!”

It had been six weeks since Edward had last seen the urchin he now thought of as Tabby, like a tabby cat materializing for scraps and winding about his ankles while chattering vociferously. How was Tabby eating now that Edward’s purse didn’t cover jellied eel and roasted nuts?

“Ho there, sir! I thought that was you, Lord Netherwallop!”

Oh, great god in heaven, the only way this cursed day could get worse was the arrival of that loud busybody Lady Millicent Blatherwick, his former fiancée’s widowed aunt. Besides being his longtime nemesis, she now sought to remind him he had inherited the ridiculous Netherwallop viscountcy upon the death of his brother nearly a year ago.

Did the title come with properties and an income that might allow him to retire from the aristocratic breeding business that had been such a bother these past few years? Absolutely not. It was a courtesy title, and his father, the Marquess of Chasterly, hadn’t done him the courtesy of a suitable allowance.

“Netherwallop, you’re just the person I was hoping to see! And you, too, Tenny,” she said, a rather sizable bunch of hay in the hand that wasn’t waving her cane about. Did she walk around London with horse feed in her reticule?

“Where’s your girl?” she asked, looking about.

“My…”

“Your young lady, for lack of a better word. The one in breeches, about yay high?”

“You knew?” asked Edward, feeling himself go slightly sideways.

Lady Millicent looked at him as if he were a prize idiot. “Young man, I understand wonderful things are being done in the field of optics. You might wish to avail yourself of spectacles.”

As far as uppercuts went, it was worthy of Gentleman Jackson’s boxing saloon, and he couldn’t help but laugh.

“Whatever is the cause for laughter, Netherwallop?”

“I didn’t know,” he confessed. Dick Stone might be a stud for hire and a known scoundrel, but he didn’t want it put about that he gallivanted around London with an unattached young woman in daylight hours before the ton. This time, he was entirely innocent! “I’m an idiot.”

She gave him a once-over, troubling herself to remove a lorgnette so she might peruse his disgrace more thoroughly. “Clothes rumpled, cheeks sunken, talking to yourself. Yes, I suppose you are.”

“I didn’t look because it didn’t matter,” said Edward. His friendship with Tobias had not been contingent on the urchin having a piece.

“Before you get your friend back, obtain those spectacles. Who knows what you could miss by not seeing clearly?” There was a note of recognition in Lady Millicent’s voice, and her eyes took on a soft expression. It was almost too much to bear, to be so pitied by his nemesis!

“What brings you to the park this fine day, Lady Millicent?” he asked as he brushed the wrinkles out of his breeches.

“Oh, simply admiring the birds while taking my constitutional. The doctor claims it will aid in my ongoing battle with piles,” she said. “Hullo, birds!”

The winged creatures nearby took flight at her shrill yell. Edward wished he could join them.

“Is that the morning gazette?” she asked, sitting beside Edward without being invited.

He looked at the broadsheet with the words “Morning Gazette” printed in block letters right on the front. He was tempted to avoid answering the question because it was so silly.

But in truth, he was lonely. For six long weeks, he’d slept under an open window, hoping for his friend to swing in as he always had. That bolthole office with a stool for Tobias felt suffocating with no promise of a visit and news of the outside. In the largest city in ‌the world, he was so desperately alone.

“It’s the morning paper, yes,” he said at last, resigned to civility.

“They print lies,” sniffed Lady Millicent. “If the article weren’t so ludicrous, Phily would have grounds for a libel suit.”

Lady Philadelphia De Courcy, now Duchess of Chevaliermont, had once been Edward’s fiancée — until he caught the Duke of Chevaliermont balls deep in that ravishing heiress sometime around the supper dance at Edward and Phily’s engagement ball.

“The gazette mentioned the duchess by name?” asked Edward, astonished that a publication would take such a risk.

Lady Millicent fluttered her hands to dismiss the notion. “No, but it was clear enough who they meant. Insinuating that she’s been playing so deep as to run through her allowance and then some! It’s ludicrous! The duke is most generous with her, most satisfied with the match.”

Interesting. Phily wouldn’t be the first wife to lose sizeable sums of money at the tables, but how much did a duchess need to surrender before it became newsworthy? And if Phily were as happy with the duke and his growing tree of offspring as everyone always claimed, why was she gambling so heavily?

“Lemon drop?” asked Lady Millicent, offering him a candy from a paper cone that seemed to have a good deal of dust on it.

He took one and recalled that they were a favorite of Tabby’s. He licked his lips and gazed pensively at the horizon.

“It doesn’t get easier,” said Lady Millicent, her voice for once quiet.

He didn’t respond, just watched the treeline in the distance.

“It doesn’t get easier, but if there were a way to bring someone back, I wouldn’t be moping about the park,” she said. She withdrew papers from her reticule, bent and bearing traces of hay seeds. “I was sent to give you this.”

And with that, she thrust something into his hands and rose decisively ‌to disturb the peace of a nearby open carriage of picnickers.

Edward took a drink from Tabby’s silver flask. He’d filled it at many pumps around the city, but it never tasted quite right.


Chapter 2


It was only when treating himself to a meal at the chophouse he favored — when his purse was flush — that Edward recalled the missive in his pocket. He set aside the mutton chop he was trying to enjoy, took a swig of porter, and broke the seal on the letter.

The wax bore the Chevaliermont crest, a great swirling thing no doubt enhanced endlessly since the time of the Conquest. Inside, on fine paper folded intricately, was a note bearing the handwriting of Lady Philadelphia. Well, these days, she was the Duchess of Chevaliermont.

Edward’s head ached. Why must everyone he knew change names? Even his own had changed upon his brother Horatio’s death. Sometimes, when Edward wound the small clock in his office, he was tempted to turn the key the wrong way to see if he could put everything back in its correct place. He’d tried once, on a particularly desperate day, but after a few turns, the gears crunched and he had to give up the experiment.

He unfolded the letter.

I am at home on Wednesdays. -P

He turned the paper over, but there was nothing written on the reverse. The missive wasn’t even addressed to him; Phily must have trusted Lady Millicent to do her bidding exactly as instructed and not lose the message among her hay and lemon drops.

And she expected him to do her bidding, too, if that brief order was any indication.

Edward dug into the mashed turnips with uncharacteristic anger.

Damn her, he thought, recalling her modest smiles when he’d courted her as a debutante. Why, he’d once ridden to Highgate Hill to gather wild roses and bluebells for her when she claimed to dislike hothouse flowers. Meanwhile, she’d been a hothouse flower in bloom herself when he’d stumbled upon her and the duke at their engagement ball within his mother’s conservatory.

He set the letter aside, resolving to leave it at the chophouse with the gristle on his mutton.

***

Two Wednesdays later, Edward, attired in his best afternoon clothes, made his way to the Chevaliermont townhouse on Grosvenor Square.

It was nearly five o’clock, a suitable time for a man to call. At the front door, he handed his hat and gloves over reluctantly, wishing he could keep the dear things with him in case he wished to flee without waiting for their return. Lessons had been learned.

A gaggle of ladies exited the drawing room, comporting themselves with dignity and grace until they spotted Edward. Curtsies mixed with giggles and whispers as they made their way out.

Whatever were they on about?

Edward drifted to the doorway of the drawing room. A nervous little maid was cleaning tea things while Phily regarded herself in a small looking glass.

From what he could see, she looked as she always had. Her hair might have been twisted into a more elaborate style that suited a married lady, her gown a different color than the virginal white she had always worn in her youth, but in terms of the essentials, she was the same as ever. Still the handsomest woman of his acquaintance.

“Lord Edward!” she cried, shoving the looking glass between cushions on the divan where she received worshippers. “Do come in.”

She’d spotted him, damn and blast. Until that moment, he hadn’t been sure about paying the call. But the decision was made for him now, so off he went to see what had inspired her to summon him.

When he approached, Phily paused in her motions, as if struck by a realization. “But you’re not Lord Edward anymore, are you?” she asked, her voice trained to perfection. “Lord Netherwallop, my apologies.”

Edward bowed his head, cringing inwardly at that ridiculous courtesy title yet again.

“My condolences on the death of your brother. I wish I could have attended his funeral, but I fear I was encumbered with another confinement,” she said. “Take a seat and let me pour you some tea.”

After consuming half of his cup and with the polite allotment of time for a call nearly over, Edward realized Phily had no intention of telling him why he’d been summoned.

“Your Grace, if I may be so bold—”

“Yes, do be so bold as to come see this fine hunting scene,” she said, rising gracefully and moving towards a painting.

Edward regarded it from across the room. It seemed ordinary enough — why would she be summoning him to look at a painting like any of one hundred others?

“Do you still enjoy a hunt, Lord Ed—Netherwallop?”

Did he enjoy a hunt now that he wasn’t racing beside the greatest horsewoman of the day, was what she was asking. He wondered if Tencendor would fold for Phily as he did Lady Millicent or if he’d recognize her for the fox she was.

“I find my schedule does not allow for diversions such as hunts,” he said, joining her. Why pretend he was the same as ever when everyone in London knew of Dick Stone, the celebrated stud? He was on his way out, in any event.

“What does your schedule allow?” she asked lowly from his side.

Edward looked down at her and attempted to recall whether he’d felt anything for her beyond the beauty of her face and figure. To be sure, she’d wounded his pride when she bent and spread for the duke, but it wasn’t a severing of anything deeper.

“Consider me a cit now,” he said, hoping to make light of his immensely lowered status. “I might as well work in a bank. Thus, my schedule is rather regimented.”

“Oh, you handle deposits, do you?” she asked, her lips pursed as if she knew exactly how provocative her words were.

“I certainly make them,” he said, staring down the front of her bodice. She was a far sight more interesting now than when she’d been a simpering miss!

“Well, I am in need of a deposit myself, you see,” she said, her eyes connecting with his. “I’ve played too deep.”

Edward came closer but held himself back from fitting a hand at her trim waist.

There was a commotion, likely callers, at the entrance, and Edward moved a respectful distance away. He also tried to recall what he liked to eat for dinner when dining alone. He’d usually pick up meat pies, but they weren’t the same since Tobias ran off.

In a flurry of movement, Phily felt at the painted panel in front of them and pushed him into a corridor revealed when the thing popped open.

“Upstairs, third door on the right. I’ll be up to dress for dinner after concluding this call,” she said, snapping the panel shut behind him.

Edward looked about the dark passageway and groaned. He’d been trying to exit this house and only ended up further ensconced in Phily’s web!

Not to mention a cobweb, he thought, batting it away. At least he could be fairly certain that she wasn’t sending gentlemen to her private chambers regularly, else the path might be less dusty.

At the third door, Edward listened before entering, then eased himself inside.

It was a boudoir worthy of Madame Pompadour herself. A freestanding deep bath stood in front of windows. Phily bathed while surveying her domain, Grosvenor Square. How fitting. A collection of chaises longues decorated the room, as if she needed a variety of surfaces on which to drape her lovely body; using the same one each day might prove grim. Pillows, feathers, beads, gold leaf, and looking glasses abounded, making the room feel more like a storehouse of treasure than a place to dress.

Edward touched the silver-backed brushes on Phily’s dressing table and turned a comb this way and that. The room was so exuberantly feminine, an intoxicating bower of fragrance and flowers no doubt snipped from the duchess’s own garden. He sniffed a bottle of scent and found that it didn’t repulse him. She had good taste.

“See anything you like?”

Edward turned to discover that Phily had entered the room. She’d come from the hallway, unencumbered by spiderwebs.

“I was just admiring your boudoir,” he replied.

“If the gossip is correct, you’re invited to plenty of inner sanctums,” she said, sinking onto one of those plush fainting couches.

Phily knew just how to array herself for optimal effect. Her body collapsed as though she were without bones, and the pose displayed every curve to her advantage.

“Why am I here, Phily?” He hoped to dispel any confusion and make his way towards his boarding house before night firmly buttoned itself to the streets and made walking increasingly unwise. If he had to dance attendance on the duchess and pay for a hack home to his lonely lodgings, he would burn all future summonses on sight.

Phily sighed. “It’s most vexing, Edward, you just don’t know.”

No, he didn’t — because she wasn’t telling him. He moved towards the door to the hallway.

“Oh, if you must go, don’t use that one. I wouldn’t want my staff to get the wrong idea. About us,” she said.

Edward groaned. And what would her dear husband think?

Now, there was the minor issue of the duke having done roughly the same thing to him, but going through the motions of a duel — with no intention of firing; it was 1820, after all — seemed a bother. He didn’t even own or have access to dueling pistols these days! And the breeding business depended on everything being aboveboard with husbands. He fucked for pay, after all, and wifely allowances depleted by gambling weren’t sufficient to keep Tencendor in shoes and the finest clover.

“I wouldn’t want the duke to think anything untoward,” continued Phily, her hand full of hems. “He’s a most possessive sort of man.”

She shimmied her skirts to her thighs, with a sliver of skin showing above her stockings.

“He’s already upset with me for playing so deep at the tables. I don’t know what he’d do if he were to discover you in my rooms,” she said.

She was a minx and almost certainly playing him, but when she revealed the apex of her legs and then spread them to show her cunny — for the first time in his life — he could only chuckle and let himself be trapped.

“What do you want, Phily?” he asked. “I haven’t got money to pay off your debts. And taking my cock will not change that.”

“It’s just that Monty is such a tyrant, you know.”

No, he absolutely did not. He didn’t attend gossip, and if he did, all the talkers said the duke adored his young wife and granted her every wish.

“What’s this about me being a tyrant, my love?”

Damn and blast. It seemed the Duke of Chevaliermont was at home. And had discovered him in the duchess’s chamber while she had her dress about her waist.


Chapter 3


Edward, long accustomed to remarkably awkward interludes with husbands, knew better than to move quickly. On one occasion prior to his stud days, he’d remained so still that a captain hadn’t even spotted him on a chair, and Edward made his way out of the room when husband and wife retired to dress for dinner.

No such luck. Edward stifled a groan.

“Dick Stone, a pleasure to meet you again,” said the duke, directing a casual nod his way. He was a tall, well-formed man of about 50 with thick gray hair and a commanding aspect. Edward supposed he was fine if one preferred their men rich and handsome.

“Darling, I was just telling Lord Ed—Netherwallop about the latest foals. We’ve excellent prospects, do we not?”

The duke cast a pitying look at his wife. Oh, that was not good. This man clearly knew there was a game afoot.

“We do. I understand Netherwallop knows a thing or two about breeding? Perhaps he might give his opinion on the bloodlines. I believe the new foal shares a great-grandfather with his own stallion.”

Now he’d done it, entangling himself in the affairs of Tencendor’s relatives. The next time his horse tried to throw him, Edward would need to accept the toss; he was a right idiot who belonged on his arse.

Phily’s lips had formed a smile, and she was about to spout some additional nonsense to steer them from the shoals when the duke interrupted.

“Damn, Phily, help me with these falls so I can get in that pretty mouth. You’ve got me hard as fuck.”

It was the work of a moment, and the entire stage changed, launching him from one farce straight into another.

For her part, Phily had the look of a cat served a bowl of cream as she wiggled to the edge of the chaise and bit her lip while unbuttoning those stylish new trousers her husband wore distressingly well.

When she pulled her husband’s cock out — admirably large, damn and blast him — she wasted no time in wrapping her lips about it and bobbing away like a Covent Garden girl.

Edward had always assumed aristocratic marriages lacked something — a certain frisson — but he was coming around to the idea. His former fiancée was a good little cocksucker.

Which made the whole thing that much more awkward. Not only had the lady’s husband discovered Edward in her chambers as she showed off her cunt, now he was growing increasingly hard while watching whatever aspect of marriage this was.

“Philadelphia has a fine little throat,” said the duke as he tested said throat with a thrust. “Unfortunately, you did not train her properly, so I had to.”

Gesù, if he escaped this house of horrors with a shred of dignity, it would be a miracle.

“Yes, I was under the impression one does not meddle with debutantes,” said Edward. “A mistaken impression, it seems.”

The duke placed his hand on Phily’s neck and brought her nose close to the thatch of hair ringing the base of his cock. “That is usually the case,” said the duke contemplatively, closing his eyes in pleasure when his wife gagged momentarily. “But the argument falls apart when the debutante in question is a ripe little slut.”

Edward was ready to issue a challenge, rank and familial ties be damned, but then he saw the look on Phily’s face. Her eyelids were heavy, and she wore an expression of bliss. On the parts of her not currently occupied with sucking her husband’s cock, that was.

The duke graced her with the softest smile Edward had yet seen a man of the ton direct at his own wife. Why, it was the sort of look he couldn’t imagine giving anyone save his closest friend and maybe his horse, on a good day.

“Well, congratulations to you both,” he said, rising to take his leave and finding that he meant each word despite their shared history.

“I wonder if you might be interested in a proposal.”

The duke’s words rang out with authority. This man expected that his every wish would be granted, and it rankled.

“I have no doubt you drive a hard bargain, but I’m afraid I’m in the breeding business.”

“Oh, I know what business you’re in, Dick Stone.”

This couldn’t be good. Once again, Edward cursed the infernal Lady Millicent for dragging him into this mess.

“All signs point to your nursery being filled regularly,” said Edward, hoping to be released from this farce before the lamb pie seller he’d settled on for serving his dinner went home.

“Yes, it is supplemented regularly,” said the duke, holding his wife’s head in place as he came with a shout.

When the duke removed his cock from Phily’s swollen lips, he used a thumb to wipe some seed that had escaped. Their tenderness didn’t hurt him. Well, not specifically theirs. But the existence of such sweetness available at all hours of the day set his ribs to aching again.

“I am unconcerned with the succession at this point. My love has given me three boisterous sons. And now I’d like to give her to you.”


Chapter 4


To be fair, it wasn’t the first time a man had offered his wife to Dick Stone. But this was most certainly the first time a husband had offered him his own former fiancée.

“You wish to engage my services,” said Edward, hoping to get the question of money squared away. He had no doubt that Phily was a fine ride, but he was a man of business now and needed to pay for his lodgings.

“Indeed,” said the duke, tucking himself back into his trousers with a satisfied flourish. “My darling Phily has gotten herself into something of a mess. She’s been playing deep, and upon further examination, it seems she has done so because she is bored.”

He lowered into a chair; His Grace was nothing if not graceful.

“I have not been fucking her enough. It is a struggle at my advanced age,” he said, only the faintest lines showing around his eyes when he smiled. Dratted man. He didn’t even have the decency to age like a mortal. “Therefore, I’d like to engage your services to play her deep. Should breeding occur, all the better. I know another pregnancy will occupy her somewhat and keep her from the Faro tables.”

For her part in this play, Phily pouted. Whether it was at the hiring of Dick Stone, the prospect of another pregnancy, or her husband’s attempts to take cards out of her hands, Edward couldn’t fathom.

“You agree to this?” asked Edward of Phily, still finding this a ludicrous turn of events.

“Oh, Edward, you do not know how I suffer!” whined Phily, weeping into an oversized lace handkerchief she’d somehow summoned out of thin air. It was all so theatrical that he looked closer at her until she moved the cloth aside and sent him a delighted wink.

God in heaven, these two were a matched pair.

For his part, the duke sat back with immense satisfaction, seemingly aware of exactly what his wife got up to right before his eyes. Which was reassuring, since to miss the signs would point to an alarming senility in one of the foremost members of the House of Lords.

“But I must accept my lord husband’s demands,” she sighed, “as I have, after all, accrued considerable debts through my gambling. Do with me as you will!” She threw her arms wide, and Edward stifled a laugh.

“Well, there you have it,” said the duke, slapping his thighs. “One breeding to be conducted immediately. What do you say to a figure of—” and named a sum that would pay for both his lodgings and Tencendor’s for the next month. All in all, a fair deal.

It was handled most elegantly, as expected from one of the finest families in the land. Until it came time for the breeding to begin.

Phily had adjourned to an inner chamber, where a lady’s maid assisted her with getting undressed. Edward took a seat opposite the duke, waiting for him to depart. Which he did not do.

Now, it wasn’t unheard of for a husband to observe or even take part in a breeding, but given their history, Edward hadn’t accepted the job with the possibility of his watching in mind.

The duke clearly intended to watch. He’d crossed his legs, taken a pinch of snuff, and scribbled a few notes in his commonplace book. It seemed Dick Stone was to have an audience.

When Phily emerged from her inner sanctum wearing nothing but a sheer dressing gown, Edward set aside any doubts he might have had about his ability to get — and stay — hard.

The woman who had been a diamond of the first water had blossomed into a lush beauty with all the curves to demonstrate she’d birthed every one of those babies in the Duke’s nursery. Edward’s fingers longed to press into her rounded hips and cradle the place she’d carried her children. If she’d been tempting in her youth, she was verging on the divine now.

“Very nice, my dear,” said the duke to his wife, clearly just as taken with her. “But you are in a good deal of trouble and should prepare yourself for punishment, not show off the wares. I suppose that’s expected of a slut. On the chaise; hands and knees.”

Phily let the fine garment slip to the floor, revealing her nude body to both men before she arrayed herself on the chaise nearest to Edward, her arse up and at a perfect height for a quick rogering.

Well, if she had to be so agreeable, he’d just have to stick his cock in her.

“She bends right over like an école novice,” said the duke with some pride. “Wouldn’t know she’s a duchess from that view, would you?”

Edward made his way to where Philadelphia awaited his attentions. He surveyed her pert arse, pulled her cheeks apart to survey her little holes from the back, and ran a finger down her crack to test her wetness. She was most certainly ready for him, based on his observations.

“Give her cunt a slap,” suggested the duke from his chair as if recommending that he try the Brussels sprouts. “Right on the lips. Loves it, my girl does.”

Edward wasn’t in the habit of delivering slaps while engaging in the noble act of breeding those in need, but he found it hard to resist when Phily wiggled her arse as if she’d enjoy nothing more.

When his hand made contact, she squealed and spread her legs further to him. Edward also wasn’t in the habit of listening to men call their wives names, but Her Grace seemed to revel in every instance of being called — and acting like — a slut.

While not new to either the breeding business or rogering ladies, ‌Edward struggled with his falls, such was the wealth of eroticism displayed before him. When he got his cock free, he didn’t wait to set it at the entrance of Phily’s hole.

And then he watched her push back and swallow his shaft into her hungry little cunt.

“Oh, fuck,” he rasped, watching her suck him in, her little puss stretching to take every bit of his staff.

Phily was gracious enough to wail like he was sporting a club of gargantuan proportions. (He was most certainly not; part of Dick Stone’s appeal to the upper classes was the respectability of his dress, manners, and cock dimensions.)

“Shove it in her,” said the duke, relaxed in his chair and arms loose despite the provocative sight of his young wife being rogered by another man. While a less elevated gentleman, say, might have his cock out or exhibit some reaction to the proceedings, the duke conducted himself with an icy hauteur.

It was almost as if he were detached from the sight before him. Detached from his wife.

Edward looked down at Phily’s unmarked back and sweet little arse cheeks, absorbing his thrusts so well. She didn’t seem sad, precisely. Why, she was as merry and clever as ever.

And then he recalled her, in a moment of unguarded babbling after she’d consumed a good deal of champagne, detailing her study of mathematics. More specifically, probabilities.

The sort of probabilities that would give a lady a considerable advantage when playing cards. And wagering money.

He squinted at Phily, wondering what she was up to, then cast a glance at her husband, who regarded their coupling with the same expression one might see at a museum before a landscape.

Her Grace gave his cock a squeeze, then looked back at Edward, sending him a wink.

Edward’s cock grew harder, signaling that he’d stumbled on some truth. He set his fingers to her nub and rubbed without finesse, sensing that this interlude would soon be at its end.

The Duchess of Chevaliermont was purposely losing at cards. Purposely losing so she’d have to endure a so-called punishment of being fucked by Dick Stone.

His shaft jerked within her tight clasp, and he loosed his sack, pouring his spend into the woman who — in another life — would have been his wife.


Chapter 5


It took five days for Edward’s splitting headache to abate. Such was the cost of a hard nut and a hard truth.

Without the benefit of Tobi—Tabitha bringing him meat pies and ale during his confinement, the malaise dragged longer than usual before he could pull himself together and go outside for food.

He caught sight of Tabby at last while he stopped to fill her silver flask at a water pump in the Seven Dials.

Edward followed her down several streets undetected. At least his time in the army had amounted to something! It was when she crossed New Compton Street, heading further into the warrens, that he had to act, else maybe lose her forever.

It was the work of a moment to grab at her sack jacket. She still wore the trappings of a lad. Perhaps that’s who she was, Edward had reasoned in his rooms during all those sleepless nights. If fear of his reaction to such a revelation was keeping his friend away, he’d dismiss all that nonsense immediately so they could get back to having a grand time.

When Tabby turned, her face looked stricken, and terror entered her eyes.

“No, please,” Edward rasped, searching for the combination of words that would keep the urchin from bolting. He needed to say his piece.

Tabby was like a cornered animal, her back to a wall with Edward using the advantage of his height and size to block avenues for escape.

“I won’t hurt you,” he said. “Or expose you.” Edward tugged at the filthy little jacket to make his point. “I’d never do that.”

Still, Tabby didn’t speak. Her breath came in short bursts.

“Do you hate me?” she asked.

“Do I hate…now see here, T—”

Edward was closer now, his taut abdomen and lower chest crowding hers. They both seemed to struggle with the intake of air.

“What do I call you?” he asked.

She regarded him questioningly.

“I’ve had a miserable time, not least because I don’t know your name. I know Tobias. The doctor said Tabitha. But I reckon you know best.”

“You know what I am,” said the urchin, kicking his shoe hard. She did so with the fine boot Edward had given her, the rascal!

Edward’s grip on Tabby’s coat tightened. “Now see here, I’m telling you I don’t! I’m asking who you want to be. Who you are.”

“I wasn’t looking to make trouble for you,” said Tabby.

“I know you weren’t.”

A cart rattled by, and the driver gave the two ostensible gents standing rather close together a look. Edward pulled Tabby down Church Passage leading to St. Giles in the Fields so they could talk unobserved.

“I’m trying to make my way,” she admitted.

“Make your way?” asked Edward, loosening his hold as he felt his friend relax.

“Come up in the world. On my own,” said Tabby, her expression resolute.

“Why does it have to be on your own?” asked Edward, secretly sliding the silver water flask into Tabby’s coat pocket while she struggled with an explanation.

“We can’t be friends, not really, unless we’re equals,” said Tabby, her proud chin hard.

Edward was gobsmacked. “I’m a disgraced soldier who can’t sleep through thunderstorms,” he said, fully bewildered. “And what’s the equals business? I’ll be demmed if we can’t be friends!”

“It’s just the way the world works, Dick Stone,” said Tabby with a pitying look.

“Why in God’s name does it have to work that way?” he half-shouted, feeling adrift. “Because you have some”—he lowered his voice—“lady parts?”

“That, and I’m an adult,” said Tabby, suddenly wistful. “I’ve been telling you that since we met, but now you know. I can’t keep living off your breedings.”

“Why in fuck’s sake not?” asked Edward, his headache roaring back to life. “Plenty of people have associates. People who work under them and receive wages.”

“Yes, but everything has changed,” said Tabby, not without a note of longing.

“What’s changed?” asked Edward, feeling the reins of the conversation slip from his usually able fingers. “Nothing’s changed. Nothing. Nothing has to change.”

He was tugging at Tabby’s jacket like a child trying to rouse their just-deceased mother. It was pathetic, the peak of humiliation, and he had no intention of stopping until his friend agreed to come back.

“You know about me now,” said Tabby, refusing to meet his eyes.

“I know you,” he said. “Always have. The important stuff.”

“But now you know—”

“Do you think I care about that?” asked Edward, his desire to shout tempered only by the last vestiges of his aristocratic manners. He felt spittle at the corner of his mouth, and he wiped it away with a cuff.

They stood in that passage, the buildings overhead casting shadows, their partnership shadowed by an impasse. Edward knew he looked terrible. If Tabby had a heart within that baggy coat, she’d set aside all this nonsense and get back to the way things were!

“Have you been eating enough?” asked Tabby, kicking at his shoe with her boot, this time gently.

“No,” he said. “You’re going to need to come home and feed me.”

“But I can’t come to your home, not now,” she said. Was that longing he heard in her voice, too?

“Whyever not?”

“Mrs. Chaffinch knows I’m a girl.”

“What’s that got to do with anything?”

“You know how upstanding landladies are about men who bring girls back to their rooms,” she said, casting him a quelling glance.

“Now, didn’t you say you’re an adult? That makes you a young woman,” said Edward, awkwardly cuffing her on the shoulder. “Is that what you are—what you want to be? For me to call you? Tabitha?”

“It’s who I am,” she said with a sigh.

“What’s that for?” he asked, imitating her sigh. “If you want to be someone else, you can be someone else. Tobias or some other name, it doesn’t signify to me.”

“You never realized I was a girl?”

“Young woman,” he said offhandedly. “Demme, no, I’m not in the business of trying to see inside my friends’ drawers. I see plenty of parts in my line of work already. Too many.”

“Never suspected…”

Edward pressed himself closer to Tabby, presumably to make his point, but reveling in the sense of closeness at last. He was no monster, but if there were a way to eat some part of her — something she didn’t need — just so she’d be this close always, he’d surrender almost anything.

“Do you think I give a single fuck?” he intoned.

When Tabby’s face fell, he knew he’d said something wrong. Edward grabbed the girl’s — young woman’s — chin, so she’d look at him and hear what he was trying to say.

“Do you think I give a single fuck about that, what parts you’ve got? When you’re the one friend I’ve got besides my horse, and I’m not always sure he even likes me for me or for the clover I buy him?”

He’d always known Tobias as a street-hardened urchin, so when those eyes he’d missed so much filled with tears, Edward knew she was finally understanding him.

“You and me,” he said, resolving to make something of this accidental chance to put things to rights, “all that doesn’t matter when you’re friends like us, made of the same stuff. Probably some London clay because we’re thick as shite sometimes.”

“Most of the time,” she said wryly. “I thought you’d be angry.”

“Angry? I’m angry as hell! You scared me half to death falling off Tencendor, and then you bolted without a word? And stayed gone for weeks? All because of what’s in your breeches? Or that you wear breeches when you could wear a dress? I’m of a mind to let Mr. Rymer give you your next haircut.”

“Not that,” she said, smiling at their shared suspicion of the barber. “You weren’t even a little mad that I didn’t tell you after all this time?”

“Fuck, Tabby, how many times have I got to say it!” he exclaimed. He grabbed ‌her hand and placed it on the spot below his rib where he’d been aching since she’d bolted from his room. “I don’t know what you put in those meat pies you bring, but they’ve not sat right since you went away. I must be buying them from the wrong seller — who knows what’s in there because it’s sure as hell not lamb. Sawdust, most likely. Thought I was dying at first. Considered sending for the physician! I can’t live like this much longer. You’ll simply have to come home.”

She let him hold her hand to the spot that had caused him such incredible pain. Her fingers shifted against his waistcoat and shirt, her palm warming and loosening the knot so plaguing him. He dropped his forehead to hers, bending low and exposing his neck to anyone passing by. It was all so inadvisable, and he had no plans of stopping.

“Tabby,” he rasped, “I’m just a used-up, well-drained pair of cods. Fucking come home. I’m dying without you.”

“But I want both of us to be well-drained. Used up. Equals,” she said, pressing her hand into his belly as if she were trying to gesture between them.

“Where are you getting that hare-brained notion?” he asked. “Did you fall in with a nest of radicals while you’ve been away? This is England, you know we can’t be equals!”

“Gesù, Dick Stone, you sure know how to make a girl feel special,” she groused.

“Young woman,” he muttered, not letting her move.

“I need to make my own way. To get a little more equal,” she said.

“You’re the other part of me, so why this sudden need to be equal?” asked Edward, delivering a small kick to Tabby’s boot.

“I want to buy the meat pies sometimes,” said Tabby. “Fix those boots of yours that get soggy each time it rains.”

Damn and blast, he hadn’t realized she knew about the state of his boots.

“I’m a marquess’s heir. The fall didn’t make you forget, did it?”

She gave a nod and looked deuced miserable.

“Someday I’ll have money. Sure, I don’t have any now, devil take my father, but someday. And then we won’t have to eat eel at all!” he continued.

“That’s not all that will happen when you’re the marquess.”

Edward’s scrambled brains struggled to think what she could mean. When he didn’t answer, she continued.

“You’re going to be the marquess with all the meat pies you want, and you’ll have chocolate for breakfast, and servants will bring it to you, and your boots won’t leak, and—”

“What’s the problem with that?” asked Edward, befuddled by her vehemence. “It sounds wonderful. You don’t want that?”

“You’ll have everything!”

“Again! I fail to see the problem!” he cried.

“You won’t need an urchin friend!”

“Says who?” he asked, getting completely fed up with this nonsense and contemplating how loud she’d yell if he simply carried her off.

“It’s how things work.”

“What things?” asked Edward, his cravat beginning to choke him. He tugged at the blasted cloth and wished he could remove it entirely.

“Nobs. Blokes with money. You know.”

“What makes you think that just because I finally retire from breeding and have an income, it’s going to make me different? Haven’t I always shared when I was flush?” He was going to lose his mind. Hadn’t he always looked after her — even before himself — when a fat purse came in?

She pulled at his shirt. “Not like that. It’s just that you’ll have responsibilities.”

“Responsibilities? What would I want with those?”

“You’ll have to…do figures. And yell about things in government.”

“Maybe. But what’s that got to do with us? I’ll train you up in maths.”

“You’ll have to breed a proper heir. With a wife. She wouldn’t like a scalawag like me hanging about.”

“Demme my wife!” shouted Edward.

“You already have one?” asked Tabby, looking horrified.

“Absolutely not! And I’m liable to expire before my blasted pater if you keep saying ridiculous shite like this!”

Tabby went on tiptoes to press her forehead more firmly against Edward’s. It should have set off that lingering headache, but it seemed to dispel the last vestiges of his pain.

“You help toffs make babies. They pay you for it. Don’t tell me you’ll be the only nob who won’t need a baby.”

He wiggled, a fish caught on the line at last.

“I could pick one up, call it mine—”

“Not without a wife.”

“Maybe I’ll find a good girl who doesn’t cause me problems. You’ll wear your breeches, and she can think we’re mates from the club. Close enough to the truth.”

“Maybe I won’t want to wear breeches anymore.”

That gave him pause. “You don’t want to? Why do it?”

“Safer,” said Tabby with a shrug. “A girl on the streets at all hours is for sale to the lowest sort of bloke. Or available for the taking. They might think the same about a lad but hesitate because he’ll fight back.”

“Then you can wear dresses when I’m the marquess. And none of that on the streets business either, not when I’m flush. I don’t see why you’re being so difficult about this!”

“What’s your wife going to think?” she asked entirely seriously.

“Mostly that you’re an escapee from Bedlam!” he cried. “What are you saying?”

“She’s going to think I’m a fancy lady.”

“Just don’t wear too much lace, and she won’t get the wrong idea,” said Edward, trying for a joke.

Tabby shoved at his abdomen, clearly as tired of the conversation as he was. “She’ll think I’m your kept woman.”

Oh, she was too innocent, sweet like the lemon drops she loved. Edward wanted to laugh and only held himself back at the last minute for fear she’d run. Tabby’s clothes and even her hair were dirty. On closer inspection, he thought he saw a louse moving near her scalp. God help him if it made its way to his own locks. Tabby was small, unremarkable, and utterly believable as a boy. No wife of his would feel the slightest threat from the likes of her. But he could never tell her so.

“What?” she asked.

He hummed, still wary of opening his mouth for fear of a chuckle.

“Are you laughing at me?” She jerked in his hold, pulling away from where he’d contained her all this time.

“No,” he said. Now he was going to fuck it up, after making so much progress towards getting her to see his way. “So you’re going to become my equal?”

“I hope so,” she said, her countenance free of guile, as ever. “I’ll need to support myself when your wife makes you drop me.”

Edward snorted and simply nodded in disbelief.

“I hate her already, your wife,” said Tabby, brushing her jacket and clearly preparing to take off on this addlepated adventure to equality.

“As do I,” said Edward, helping her put her oversized clothes to rights.

“I could have escaped your hold, you know,” she said.

“I know. You didn’t want to.”

She ambled onto the main street, looking both ways as if to determine her next move. As if she hadn’t mentally catalogued the entire map in her head and plotted her next step long ago.

“Why don’t you just return to your old profession?” called Edward.

She turned back, with a small smile on her face. He meant pick-pocketing.

“I’ve lost my touch. You ruined me for it.”

She made to go.

“Tabby,” he called. “You know where I am if you need me.”

She nodded and went off into the gray London afternoon.

Edward let her have a head start, then walked to the main street himself. He looked about, hoping she had stayed within sight. Waiting to go home. She wasn’t.

He walked back to Mrs. Chaffinch’s boarding house, feeling lighter and less pained despite this encounter coming to naught.

Around the midpoint of his walk, he realized his coat wasn’t lying right. In his pocket, he found Tabby’s flask. She’d returned it to him after his own attempted sleight of hand.

Damn her, he thought, laughing.


Chapter 6


Edward was exiting his cobbler’s shop when Lady Millicent Blatherwick tapped him on the arm with her pointy umbrella.

“Halloo!” she yelled in spite of being almost on top of him.

“Lady Millicent, what a pleasure,” he said, his eyes darting about for something — anything — that might give him an escape from this sidewalk encounter.

She regarded him through her lorgnette. “You look terrible, Lord Netherwallop. Just terrible.”

“Well, I should be off to the physician to remedy that. Thank you for alerting me,” he said with a bow.

“Not so fast, you scoundrel!” she cried.

Edward cursed his good breeding and remained before the termagant.

“I saw your girl.”

“Young woman.”

“So you admit she is your girl,” said Lady Millicent, drawing nearer to interrogate him, as if he’d been caught lining the basement of Parliament with dynamite.

“My friend and associate, most certainly.”

“Future marquesses don’t have girls as friends,” she said sternly.

“We’re working on that problem,” he muttered.

“I saw her, you know,” said Lady Millicent. “She has a most disreputable air about her! Those breeches are scandalous!”

“We’re also working on that problem.”

“I mentioned her to Phily, and she was most distressed.”

Devil take it!

“She asked me to give you this,” said Lady Millicent. “Though it won’t do for me to pass billet doux between you. I am most disapproving of infidelity. Most disapproving indeed!”

Edward was of half a mind to tell her to pass the word along to Phily on the rare occasion she wasn’t sucking her husband’s cock before callers or cuckolding him, but he feared ending up charged with murder if she expired of shock in his vicinity.

“Thank you, Lady Millicent,” said Edward with a bow. “I can assure you this will be the last missive the duchess sends me.”

***

The letter, of course, directed him to come to Chevaliermont House on a specific day and time — with no regard for his other engagements.

And he was making his way there now because Phily wrote she knew something most interesting about Edward’s urchin girl.

He was furious, half tempted to kick puddles now that his boots were resoled, but he didn’t want his tailoring to suffer. This weakness in his defenses meant Phily had him dancing attendance, and he knew she’d use her newfound power to keep him at her beck and call.

While opening the unlocked side door her message had indicated, Edward’s bile rose further. No cobwebs to be found in this passage; the duchess really was enjoying life after the birth of all those sons!

Upon entering Phily’s boudoir, Edward was surprised to find her in the lap of another man. Her husband, the duke.

Fucking hell, Edward thought, now I’ve done it.

“Netherwallop,” said the duke, sending him a quick nod of the head. “Forgive me if I don’t rise to greet you; I’ve rather got my hands full.”

Did he ever: the duke’s hands were cradling his wife’s bounteous bosom, which was well developed after so many babies.

“I seem to have entered the wrong house, Your Grace,” said Edward, summoning the stupidest excuse for bursting into this domestic scene. In his defense, there was a roaring steam engine currently lodged in his head.

“You don’t want to know what I discovered about your girl?” asked Phily, speaking at last.

“Young woman,” he muttered.

“She’s being very naughty. You’re going to want to hear this.”

Edward groaned internally. If it were information about anyone else‌ in the world, he’d be racing back down that well-used passageway while screaming. But for Tabby? He’d do it. And he’d have to trust that Phily had something of enough value to end his suffering and bring Tabby home. He didn’t want to think of the odds, merely recognized that he’d pay any price. Like his former fiancée, Edward was about to play deep.

“Yes, I see that we’re thinking the same thoughts,” said Phily, her voice low. “Why don’t you remove your clothing? I need something from you to clear my mind so I can recall all the details.”

For his part, the duke nuzzled his wife’s ear as she squirmed in his lap. Her machinations, her blackmail, or her offer of quid pro quo did not bother the duke, demmed debauchee.

And Edward found he didn’t feel too disgusted with himself for accepting this bargain, particularly when he finally removed his smalls and noticed his cock was solid and hot.

“You always were a well-favored gentleman,” she said, surveying his naked body while she and her husband remained clothed.

The duke released one of Phily’s breasts and used his soft, aristocratic hand to gather her hems.

“My wife has a plan for this evening,” said the duke, revealing her thighs. “But she’ll require a good deal of preparation for it to work. She’ll need to be very wet.”

Edward’s cock jerked when Phily’s cunt came into view. How much wetter could it get? She glistened in the light of the candelabras placed about the room.

“You should ensure she is slick,” said the duke, helping Phily open her legs wider.

Edward felt his eyelids grow heavy and his knees go weak. The duke and duchess wanted his submission before he could learn something of Tabby’s whereabouts? He’d crawl across glass to know what they’d discovered.

Fortunately, he simply had to crawl across the carpeted floor to reach his former fiancée’s cunny.

“Pretty little thing, isn’t she?” asked the duke. “You ever played with this little mouser’s hole?”

Gesù, the less he knew about what Phily’s husband called her cunt, the better!

“I was not intimately acquainted with this part of Lady Philadelphia, as she was known then,” he said. In truth, he hadn’t intimately known any of her.

In the same season he’d secured Phily’s hand, he’d put far more thought into selecting his horse and even the tailoring of his regimentals. He’d been bound for war on the Continent and needing to make only a passable attempt at marriage and impregnation before he could ship out and fight Boney.

Now the Duchess of Chevaliermont, Phily had dropped her innocent act and had his hair in hand, directing his face between her thighs. He tolerated her moving him like a piece on a campaign map, since he had been shoved in far less pleasurable places.

When Edward attached himself to her nub, Phily made a great show of sighing and collapsing back into her husband’s arms as if she were new to oral pleasures, the minx. He laughed, which caused her to cry out, seemingly more real this time.

When he moved to her channel, a ripe and tempting little hole indeed, he sensed that someone had used this place. Recently.

“Do you like the taste of that, Dick Stone?” she asked, every bit the temptress.

“The duchess made me spend in her most thoroughly before your arrival,” said the duke. “Begged me to pump her full of cream. She said you’d enjoy cleaning it up.”

Edward cast his eyes heavenward, begging his creator to strike him down. If these two thought some seed in the mouth was enough to disgust a seasoned libertine, they needed to fuck outside the wisteria-covered walls of Chevaliermont House occasionally and see the depths of depravity on offer in the capital.

Still, he didn’t make his living by denying married ladies their pleasure, so he reared back as if disgusted by the thought of encountering another man’s seed.

“Even the great Dick Stone finds himself outmatched sometimes,” crowed Phily.

The duke, a notorious roué who likely wasn’t taken in by Edward’s playacting, simply hiked his wife’s leg up below the knee to open her further. For her part, Phily lifted her hips, pressed her cunny where she wanted attention, and rode Edward’s face like the veriest little slut.

That made two of them, he thought, not wanting to confront the evidence that his cock was drooling onto the floor for want of plunging inside that tempting little clasp. Someday he’d develop pride; that day wasn’t today.

The duke adjusted Phily, breaking the connection between her cunt and Edward’s mouth. He pumped his fingers in her sloppy hole and declared himself satisfied with the preparations.

But the preparations for what?

It became clear that the duke had quickly gotten so many babies on his wife on account of being an expert cocksman. Even with his wife’s lush arse in his lap, he opened his falls without a fumble, withdrew his cock from his smalls without hesitation, and sank his wife on his considerable shaft without mercy.

Chevaliermont — Monty — had Phily bouncing on his cock like a Covent Garden strumpet. Her clothes were disarranged, lovely hair askew, and Monty had one breast halfway out of her bodice.

In short, she was a tempting sight indeed. Edward knelt on the floor, not bothering to get up from where he’d licked Phily’s cunt, and watched the duke’s thick cock work her taxed hole. He took himself in hand, not stroking, simply touching his shaft while imagining what it would feel like to be the one working the duchess open.

“She may have given me a nursery full of babies, but my wife has the tightest little cunt in London. I’d know,” said the duke with a chuckle.

Damn him, he was so debauched and free with his wife’s favors as to be likeable.

“You can feel it,” said the duke with an air of generosity.

Edward’s finger was already moving to touch where Phily stretched around that thick cock when he heard the second half of the statement.

“With your tongue.”

Fuck, he thought, gripping the base of his cock to prevent himself from coming untouched. The duke’s suggestion was lewd and scandalous, calculated to drive home his humiliation.

Fortunately, he happened to like a spot of humiliation.

His lips and tongue began at Phily’s nub, once again, and quickly traveled down to where her cunny ringed her husband’s cock. He ran his tongue over that rim, not bothering to avoid the duke’s staff, and sending them both into cries of ecstasy.

And when he narrowed his tongue to a point and eased it into that stretched hole, Phily spasmed around him, seemingly without end. How the duke held on, Edward couldn’t imagine. Yet another reason to both admire and slightly hate the man.

“We seem to have a similar idea, Netherwallop,” said the duke. “Phily’s cunt is really too hungry these days and requires more than one man can give her. I’m quite unmanned by her demands.”

The duchess snorted in a most unladylike fashion that made her suddenly more appealing than she’d ever been in her pristine white gowns.

“Why don’t you join me in fucking my wife? At the same time.”

Edward rose shakily from the floor, as disoriented as a newborn colt. The duke had slowed his thrusts, and he could see where his own cock would go. It would be a tight fit. This wouldn’t be the first time Dick Stone had rogered a lady alongside her husband’s cock, but it was a rare delight, even for a professional stud.

He tugged on his balls, willing them to contain his seed longer. Let him perform the role of stud long enough to earn the way to Tabby.

His heart stuttered, and suddenly everything about this night felt tawdry. He was doing it for her stubborn arse, so why the devil did he feel guilty?

“Stuff it in there,” said the duke, drawing Edward’s attention. “Make my duchess take her old lover’s cock again.”

Edward huffed a laugh and held his shaft as he guided it to Phily’s entrance. Her body was already taxed, and there wasn’t much room for him when he slowly pushed in at the top of her channel.

It was sweet torture to feel her taut rim squeezing his cockhead as he pushed in. Past that first test, he slid more easily into her cunt, his cock squeezed against the duke’s shaft by Phily’s quivering internal muscles.

He should hate this, sharing his former fiancée with the man he’d caught fucking her. But it was demmed near impossible to think when his cock was getting wrung out so pleasurably by the Duke and Duchess of Chevaliermont.

“I bet your girl isn’t this tight,” grit out Phily as those two cocks worked her open. She had an air of martyrdom, all while letting out breathy little whines that betrayed just how much she enjoyed being between two lords.

“Young woman,” said Edward, punching deep to emphasize his point.

And then she laughed, and he saw the debutante she’d once been yet never appreciated. When he was forced to marry again and trawl the marriage mart for a suitable bride, he’d not put his tailoring or even Tencendor first. In a way, catching Phily with the duke had saved them all a good deal of grief.

“Ahh, Phily, you’re the finest slut I’ve ever had,” said the duke tenderly as he continued to work himself in and out alongside Edward.

When she bore down on their cocks and cried out in what sounded like a mix of pain and pleasure, Edward had no choice but to unload his balls. He’d hoped to outlast the duke, but that seasoned lecher was unmatched in his cocksmanship.

It was when Edward’s cods felt like husks that Monty finally exploded, his seed mixing with Edward’s.

When they pulled from Phily’s clasp — to her cries of discomfort — her thighs were anointed with the traces of their spend. Edward prepared a wet cloth using the pitcher of water nearby, but it was the duke who took it from his hand with a nod and cleaned his duchess.

***

Phily roused herself from the chair, and she brought Edward to a simple writing desk he’d not noticed among the opulence of her boudoir.

“I monitor the goings-on in London,” she said, her hand on the knob of a drawer. “When Lady Millicent reported that you’d taken up with an urchin girl, I was most interested. You’ve not pursued anyone since me.”

“I think we both know I’ve pursued plenty of ladies,” said Edward with a wry smile.

“For money,” she said. “You’ve played the role of Dick Stone to stay out of debtor’s prison and keep yourself in fine breeches.”

“They are rather fine, aren’t they?” he asked, admiring the lines.

“You know what I’m saying,” she said, free of the coquetry that she’d acquired in adulthood.

“I’m a stud for money. I don’t think there’s a soul in London who doesn’t know that.”

“But with her, you’re not, are you?”

“Of course not! She’s my friend. Hell, until not too long ago, I thought she was a lad. Truly! I don’t know why everyone thinks I’m secretly fucking her.”

“I don’t think you are,” she said softly, finally opening the drawer. “I thought to give you what I learned in the course of my inquiries, but I recently had a good night at the tables, and I’ll offer you an alternate choice.”

“You mean to take me to the mountaintop and offer the world?” asked Edward, wry and strangely nervous about what she would propose.

“No,” she said, looking at the contents of the drawer as if very far away indeed. “But this might give you the sense of seeing your life from high above.”

He looked down at what she’d prepared for him. On one side, there was a carefully folded and sealed letter. On the other side, she showed him a purse, partially undone to reveal coins and banknotes.

“You mean to play Mephistopheles?” asked Edward, chuckling to himself at her flair for the dramatic.

“I’m no agent of the devil,” she replied. “I’m just a girl, and your complete disinterest all those years ago hurt me badly.”

“I’m sorry, Phily,” he said, planting a kiss on her hair while reaching for the letter that contained information about Tabby.

“Don’t you want to know how much is in that purse?” she asked faintly. “It’s a king’s ransom.”

“If it would make you feel better to see me waver, I’ll do it,” he said, “to heal old wounds.”

What remained unspoken was that, for all the theatrical indecision he might muster, Edward had already decided; he’d unhesitatingly chosen that urchin girl.

Phily seemed deflated yet unsurprised. “You’ll need to rush. It’s all happening tomorrow night.”

“What’s happening?” asked Edward as he broke the seal. On the paper, there was an address. He was unfamiliar with the place, but the neighborhood suggested a seediness at odds with the information networks of a duchess.

“She’s a charming thing. Should fetch a good price,” said Phily, closing the drawer.

“Good price for what?”

“Your girl has arranged to auction herself off. A virginity auction for aspiring courtesans.”

Edward felt the blood drain from his body. Had he pushed her down this lane by begging her to more quickly become his equal? He was sick at the thought; if she’d wanted to become a whore, she could have done so any night and maybe even every day for the past number of years.

“Aspiring courtesans, but most likely future streetwalkers, if we’re honest,” said Phily, rising from the desk. “Being a courtesan requires skills, and she’s not been properly trained in anything except darting about and snatching things, isn’t that right?”

He could only draw quick breaths, such was the pain in his spleen. Tabby was about to offer herself to the wolves, to the sort of men who’d rejoice in hurting her. The tender spot below his ribs flared to life again, and he placed a hand on the writing table to steady himself.

“Good luck, Dick Stone,” said Phily. “You’ll need it.”
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Chapter 1


London, 1820

When young Lord Edward Richard Stone first opened the Domesday Book one rainy day to search for his family name, he was surprised to find that his ancestors didn’t live in England at the time of the Conquest.

He learned the truth only after visiting his old nurse: an Anglo-Saxon Stone had fought against the Conqueror, but the family had a different surname in those days.

Edric Stoneheart had acquitted himself bravely before defeat at Hastings and submitted to the new King of England. He accepted a Norman bride and surrendered a good deal of his personal wealth to retain his claim to nobility. But all was not placid in the Stoneheart keep.

After decades of complaints from Stoneheart wives and mistresses alike, Henry I looked up from a plate of lampreys at a royal banquet, made a witty remark about the men of the family not having hearts, and promptly expired. The court took the offhand joke most seriously, as it was the king’s last pronouncement, and officially shortened the surname to Stone.

Edward Stone — long known as the stud Dick Stone, and more recently named Viscount Netherwallop after the death of his elder brother — nearly sprinted through the streets towards Leicester Fields. He clutched his heart, suspecting that the old family surname had descended on him this very day like a curse; there must be a small boulder in his chest where his heart should be.

Why would a man well-regarded for his unflappability when confronted with the most unorthodox goings-on be sweating through his tailoring in the London fog?

When he reached the address, he feared he’d arrived too late. Or too soon. There were no lights to signal that the most debauched men in London gathered at this nondescript building to bid on young women and men for the express purpose of taking their virginity.

Edward had reason to believe that these were no charitable souls with an aim of gently inducting the next generation of courtesans and courtiers in the ways of the bedchamber. There had been talk of these auctions. And the lives forever altered when wolves sank their teeth into nubile flesh.

It was on his second trip around the building that he spotted a door with a faint glow about the jamb. He whipped it open and joined the crowd.

***

After an hour of watching the proceedings, Edward still had not seen her.

Her. It was a strange thing to contemplate, even now: his urchin friend, long known to him as Tobias, was a girl. A young woman, he thought, as he watched the auction from the back of the smoky room.

“And finally, for the true connoisseurs, we have a treat!” yelled the announcer from the front of the room. “She may not play the harp as you fuck her from behind or suck your cock between words of French, but she’s a rare jewel indeed: a virgin straight from Covent Garden!”

“A virgin in the Garden? That’d be a first!” yelled one man in the crowd.

“I’ll believe it when I see it, and by it, I mean an intact maidenhead,” muttered a man nearby.

“Stand on this bench, my dear, and show these men how pretty and accommodating you are,” said the auctioneer, his manner rougher with the girl than his words would have suggested.

And when the lass stood on the bench so all the men could see her despite her short stature, Edward finally found what he’d been waiting for: Tabitha, his longtime friend.

She looked different, as was to be expected. When she’d been picking pockets and then working for Edward as a source of information for his breeding business, Tabby wore breeches, shirtsleeves, and a sack jacket, much as any other lad. Her disguise had been effective enough that, in all those years of close friendship, he’d never suspected Tobias of being a girl.

But there she was, her limbs spindly and chin pointing at the floor, wearing a threadbare nightdress. On her head appeared to be the ugliest wig in existence.

Edward castigated himself for thoughtless words in the past, begging her only a few weeks ago to carry out whatever harebrained plan she had in mind. He’d expected her to conclude the project quickly and return to their adventures.

He hadn’t realized she meant to auction off her virginity and become a woman of the town!

Now, his redoubtable Tabby was looking like one puff of cheroot smoke would send her tipping from that bench.

The auctioneer lifted the ostensible strands of hair in Tabby’s wig. “Only the finest for our discerning coves tonight. Show them your legs, sweetheart.”

She wiggled her nightgown up to reveal her knees, pinned together, and then let the fabric drop again. The crowd jeered.

“Now, gentlemen, our physician has confirmed that this lass is virgo intacta, a fine treat…for the man short of funds.”

The men in the audience laughed at the joke, pointing to the cheap lace on that cursed nightgown. Where had she got that thing? Edward raged inside. If only she’d shared her plans with him, he’d have at least seen her outfitted properly! And kept her far away from this den of wolves!

“She might not be the cleanest of the girls here tonight, but I can assure you we scrubbed her down with lye so your olfactory senses will not be disturbed when making use of her,” cried the auctioneer, holding his nose for comedic effect.

Edward’s hand pressed against his right rib and traveled up to his heart. He begged his cursed ticker not to stop before he got Tabby out of this wretched place. She stood on that bench so patiently despite the jeers and disparagement, her gaze floating over the heads of those men who might buy and hurt her.

“If I wanted trash, I’d hunch a ragpicker,” sneered a young blade to his mates.

“Get her off the stage!” yelled a man from the back. Edward sent him a glare.

“Is there no one who will relieve this blushing virgin of her hymen? Surely one among you has had his allowance cut and wouldn’t mind breaking in a cheap, fresh whore for the night!” shouted the auctioneer.

The assembled men merely grumbled, and the auctioneer moved to take Tabby down from the bench when she remonstrated with him, moving her hands like a fishwife to ask for another chance at the crowd.

It was when the man presumed to get rough with her that Tabby struck back, landing an elbow in his middle as he pulled her down from the bench.

Edward had seen enough and was halfway to the front of the room when the auctioneer struck Tabby across the face with an open hand, to the delighted cheers of the rakes, bloods, and blades. The sound of the slap rang through the room.

“On second thought, I might have a use for this slut!” shouted a man as Edward passed, earning him a blow to the kidney that sent him to the floor in a heap.

“What’s this? Do we have a taker?” yelled the auctioneer between wheezes. “She’ll look much better with your bruises on her flesh!”

When he passed by the bored cashier sitting before a strongbox, Edward slammed down a banknote, then elbowed his way forward, where Tabby continued to tussle with the auctioneer.

“This one is mine,” said Edward, grabbing her about the waist and swinging her into his arms.

“What are ye doing, Dick Stone?” she asked, pushing against his chest. “I’m trying to become your equal.”

All around them, the crowd hurled abuse, and Tabby had to brush off a lit cheroot that landed in her lap.

“Oh, but I paid so much for this,” she said sadly, looking at the hole left behind.

“I’ll buy you another,” said Edward, exasperated. “We need to get out of here.”

“Sir, your change!” exclaimed the man at the strongbox as Edward made for the exit, still carrying Tabby.

“Keep it,” he ground out. “I’d have paid more.”

***

It was when he’d been carrying Tabby for several streets in the darkened night and longed to put her down that he noticed her lack of shoes.

“Blast it, do we need to go back for your boots and breeches?” he asked, finally realizing that her bare toes bobbed before them.

“Sold ’em,” she said.

“You sold the boots I gave you?” he asked, his heart sinking. Those boots could have lasted her many more years, and she was unlikely to find a pair so fine.

She placed her hand against his waistcoat, not precisely where he’d been in pain, but close enough for Edward to draw a deep breath at last.

“I’m sorry,” she said, the picture of sincerity. “I had to pay for my wig. My hair is so short that I look like a boy otherwise.”

He regarded the cheap, tangled mess in horror. Someone had convinced her to part with her boots so she could buy the most disgusting wig seen in London this century? The thing was likely crawling with lice. Would the horrors never cease?

“And what of your breeches?” he asked faintly.

“Traded them for this,” she said, fingering the burn hole in her dreary nightgown.

“So your plan was to go without shoes and daytime clothing henceforth?” he asked, the words echoing down the abandoned streets as he navigated towards his lodgings.

“I was supposed to get a cut of my auction take,” she said sadly. “But you carried me away before I could collect. I was going to mention it, but you looked so mad.”

“Mad…” he said, his voice rising at the end. He felt positively barking mad; that was certainly true!

“Do you think they’d have me back?” she asked, looking over his shoulder.

“Have you back?” asked Edward, feeling the last rope mooring his self-restraint break. “Did those men seem like they wanted to bid on you tonight?”

“Maybe if I’d lifted my nightdress higher—”

“They didn’t want you,” rasped Edward, tightening his hold on Tabitha as he marched home. “At least for a purpose other than hurting you. Why, the auctioneer slapped you. Blast it, Tabby, why aren’t you tearing at your hair and crying? That was hell to watch!”

She went still in his arms, and her little mouth hardened. “Mayfair misses get to cry over a needle prick, but us? We get told to dodge out the way faster next time. Be happy it wasn’t harder. Haven’t you heard? There are sumpt’y laws on tears.”

“Sumptuary.”

“That too.”

Edward sighed. “What in the devil’s name has got into you, Tabby? As a lad, you were the cleverest little shit. Tobias would never get entangled in something like this!”

“Well, I’d go back to being him, but I haven’t got his clothes!”

“You traded them away. For what? What would possess you—?”

“I was trying to keep up my end of the bargain!”

“What bargain?” he cried, kicking aside something that crunched under his boot.

“I told you: I’ll become your equal, and then we can be friends, even if your wife decides she hates me,” said Tabby as if everything she said was reasonable.

After his brother died last year, Edward went from scoundrel second son to scoundrel heir-to-the-marquessate — without the allowance typically associated with such a rise in consequence.

“For the last time, I don’t have a wife!” he roared into the London night.

“Nor will you if you go about yelling like that, young man!” shouted a voice from a nearby window before it closed with a bang.

“Sorry,” he called up, continuing on their way.

“I know how to be a lad, but I don’t know nothing about being a girl.”

“I could have told you that,” muttered Edward.

“You don’t have to be so mean about it,” she said.

“I don’t think you understand who those men were.”

“Toffs? Lords? A few cits?”

“Toffs, lords, and cits who would hurt you.”

“I suppose that’s part of getting rogered the first time, isn’t it?” she asked.

“No, but these men…they’d draw it out. They’d make it worse.”

“First time never feels nice from what I hear.”

“Who said that?”

“Just what people say.”

“I need to put you down for a moment,” he said, spotting church steps where she could stand without ending up covered in muck.

As soon as he had Tabby upright, Edward hurried away, and voided the contents of his stomach into a bush.

“You been drinking tonight, Dick Stone?” she asked.

He took a swig from his — formerly her — silver water flask and nodded no.

“Your head bothering you?”

“Not tonight.”

“Then what’s got your whirligigs twisted?”

Edward held out his arms as if defeated, and Tabby hopped into them from the top church step.

“Long day. I had a lot to do before your auction.”

“And you’re not even the one who had to buy hair,” she said blithely.

As she recounted her trials and tribulations, Edward walked with uncharacteristic grimness, marching ever closer to Mrs. Chaffinch’s boarding house and the inevitable implosion of his orderly life.

When he opened the door to his lodgings, there was the landlady, towering with disapproval. She’d known Tabby was a young woman before Edward did and had sent them both glares, but carrying a lass in a nightdress into a respectable boarding house simply wasn’t done.

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Chaffinch,” he said, chastened without her saying a word. “I’ll make other arrangements tomorrow.”

Her mouth pinched, and she closed the door to her own sitting room soundly when he walked past.

“I suppose this means I can’t wail when you stick your piece in me,” said Tabby under her breath.

Edward couldn’t bring himself to respond to her joke, even to feign a smile. He reached the door of his room at the top of the stairs and pushed in.

He deposited Tabby on his bed and set about removing his jacket and lighting a few tallow candles.

“Do you really want to be a courtesan? A woman who…sells her favors?”

Tabby giggled. It was the first overtly girlish thing he’d heard her do in the entirety of their acquaintance. How strange to look up and discover that everything had changed.

“I don’t want to do any work, not if I can help it,” she said. “But if I must, bending over for toffs and the like doesn’t seem to be the worst way to make king’s pictures. It’s the only way to make real coin as a girl other than wet nursing, and I don’t have the dairy hills for that. Besides, you’re not doing so bad as a stud. And I said I’d be your equal.”

Edward wanted to rip his hair out. Had she been living as a lad so long that she forgot life was very different for men and women? No, that couldn’t be the case, or she’d have abandoned her pragmatic breeches some time ago.

“That’s not how it works,” he said.

“That’s the way it has to work, Dick Stone, because that’s my plan for how we can be friends even when things change. When you’re the marquess.”

Edward’s rise in status and a physician’s revelation regarding the contents of Tabby’s breeches had sent her into something of a panic, convinced that Edward was but one arranged marriage away from slamming the door on their friendship.

He needed to set her mind at ease so she’d never do something this chuckleheaded again.

“Nothing is going to change,” he said.

“Of course you say that. But one day, you’ll have—”

Not this again, he thought.

“I sold Tencendor,” he said.

Tabby turned to him, betrayal and hurt stamped on her face for the first time that night. Not even being struck by the auctioneer made her eyes go wide like that. “Why…”

“I required funds,” he said, his voice hoarse.

“But Tencendor is your horse,” she said as if he were a small child saying something unreasonable. “He is your only friend in this world; you told me so yourself. He eats better than we do.”

The boulder where his heart should be sent him sinking into the chair before his desk. “Not my only friend,” he said.

“But…but you didn’t need to sell him!” she wailed.

“How was I to know that?” he shouted back. “All I knew was that you were going to offer yourself to some of the worst men in England. They don’t accept credit at virginity auctions! Certainly not from scapegraces working as studs!”

Tabby rose from the bed as if possessed. “Get him back,” she said lowly, staggering towards him. “Go now.”

“It’s the middle of the night,” said Edward miserably.

“Bang at the gate, wake the horse traders up!”

“They claimed to have a standing order from a buyer,” he said. “It was how I got the banknotes so quickly.” Edward dropped his head to the table to hide how miserable he was. His beloved horse, the stallion he’d selected personally and taken to war, was no longer in the stable Edward maintained for him.

He’d had to sell Tencendor a few years before, when funds were so tight he’d barely been able to feed himself, but since recovering his boy in 1817, the skittish warhorse had wanted for nothing. Now Edward had nothing.

And Tencendor was in unknown hands.

“Get him back!” shouted Tabby, pulling at Edward’s waistcoat like a child begging for coin or bread. Her own humiliation and lost hopes hadn’t upset her, but she was truly crying now, great gulping sobs that filled his whole ribcage with pain.

“I’ll try,” he said, his voice breaking on try. If a buyer had a standing order with a horse trader for Tencendor, would they be willing to sell him back to Edward? The possibilities for villainy and the potential cost made his head ache.

“You’re going to get him back,” said Tabby, swinging from bereft to resolute. “I’ll help you. I promise.”

He patted her hand. “That’s a good lad.”

And then Edward recalled Tobias was no more, and felt another wave of sadness at what had been lost. Tabby didn’t even have her breeches and boots anymore; the urchin kid he knew was truly gone.

Nothing for it but to keep marching, he supposed.

“And I’ll help you with your project,” he said, attempting to match her strident tone.

“My project?”

“Your…harlotry,” he said, struggling to find a word for what she was aiming to do.

“Well, I could walk outside and be a harlot right now,” she said with equanimity.

“Your…courtesan business,” he said. “I’ll help you become a prized companion to gentlemen.” Better to train her for something more elevated than threepenny uprights and protect her from the worst of it.

He surveyed his friend, cataloging the wardrobe, wigs, and training in everything from French to music that she’d need to command respect, wealth, and protection. Edward sighed and reasoned that he could start dealing with it tomorrow. He was too tired to contemplate moving from this chair tonight.

Edward closed his eyes for a moment, and when he woke in the middle of the night, someone had extinguished the candles and Tabby lay across the rug. He nearly tripped over her when going down to the privy.

After returning, he scooped his friend up and put her on the bed. She didn’t wake entirely, just jolted, placed her hand on his face, and said, “Dick Stone,” before falling asleep again.

“Hush now,” he said, resuming his seat at the desk. “We’ll start tomorrow.”


Chapter 2


When Edward awoke the next morning, he found himself seated in his desk chair, his chest sprawled on his bed, and his hand tangled in the hem of Tabby’s nightgown. He must have tipped over in the night, he reasoned, setting his person to rights.

Getting cleaned up with a girl — young woman — in the room proved difficult. It was a small space he didn’t share, so there was no screen behind which he could duck after obtaining hot water from Mrs. Chaffinch.

If he still had any doubts about his future in this boarding house, the set of his landlady’s chin when he made his way to the ground floor would have quickly corrected any wrong notions.

Edward was halfway through shaving before a cracked mirror when there was a knock on the door.

“I know, Mrs. Chaffinch, I promise we’ll be out today,” he said, exasperated that she thought he needed more than matronly disapproval to understand the severity of his crimes against the morals of their fine nation and her boarding house specifically.

The knock came again, and if Edward wasn’t mistaken, that was a man’s fist on the other side of the door. He sighed, hoping that his landlady hadn’t summoned toughs to throw them out. Collecting his belongings from the street might be the blow that finally killed him and his curiously stony heart.

“Yes?” asked Edward at the door, loath to open it without some sense of what awaited him.

“Messenger.”

“Bearing a message from?”

“His Lordship the Marquess of Chasterly. Please open the door.”

By now, Tabby had awoken from her slumber and was rising from the bed. Gesù, the last thing he needed was for one of his father’s gossiping servants to find a young woman in his lodging house! Why that should be worse than his general reputation as a stud and seducer, he didn’t know, but he didn’t want to discover that his intuition was correct.

“Stay under here,” he said, tossing the blankets over Tabby. “And don’t move.”

She looked at him sleepily, then nodded and seemed content to enjoy more time abed. She really wasn’t joking about her aspiration to do no work, the lollpoop!

Edward opened the door to a footman wearing the Chasterly livery. The man bowed and held out a message bearing the marquess’s crest.

He’d been waiting to receive a missive like this since returning to England, but until now, one hadn’t arrived. Even when Edward’s allowance had been cut off, his father hadn’t written to him; Edward found out when he could no longer get credit. Rather than directly telling his son that the income was no more, his father had undertaken to inform the whole of London, starting with his butcher.

When Edward opened the letter, he turned the pages this way and that, trying to find the message. And then he realized: even when his father deigned to send him a letter, he couldn’t be bothered to scratch out a few words.

The meaning was clear enough.

“If you’ll come with me,” said the footman, moving to the stairs.

Edward could have refused. What was the old man going to do to him — cut off his already suspended allowance?

But part of him wondered what had inspired this reversal.

“Tabby,” he whispered to the pile of blankets. “Pack up the room while I’m gone. We’re moving today, and I’ll be back soon.”

His ever-faithful friend extended a wave of acknowledgement and farewell, and Edward followed the footman out.

***

“In Roman times, the Senate charged a father with killing his worthless children.”

Edward stood before his father, the Marquess of Chasterly, for the first time in years, and the old man spoke about patria potestas, how very like him.

“Expose them to the elements after birth, take a sword to their necks, anything to prevent them from poisoning the family line.”

The marquess continued in this vein, cataloguing the ways an ancient parent could legally kill their child before he went silent again. Chasterly picked up one of a pair of old dueling pistols from an open case on his desk and aimed it at his son and heir.

Edward maintained his composure, having been subjected to scenes like this many times throughout the years. Why, on several occasions, his father had fired the thing just shy of his shoulder. He was rather more trusting of the accuracy of firearms than Edward was.

“I’ve been hearing things about you,” said Chasterly, tossing the pistol back into the case.

Edward catalogued his activities since he last saw his father and reckoned that nothing he’d heard could be considered good by the man. This was unlikely to be a warm reunion. But considering the parties involved, that was to be expected.

“Poisoning your own line was not enough,” said the marquess, leaning back in his chair as if pained by the substantial burden of fatherhood. “Now you’re contaminating other families.”

Ah, so his pater knew of the breeding business. Well, convincing Edward to suspend it was as simple as restoring his allowance, so this might be a productive meeting after all.

“A man must eat,” said Edward.

“Must he?” asked Chasterly, fondly eyeing the dueling pistol again. “They also say you’ve got an urchin always at your side. You best not be meddling with boys now, you hear me!”

Edward drew breath carefully, conscious of anything that could give away his inner panic. If his father moved against Tabby, he would find himself in the crypt earlier than otherwise.

“Hrmph,” said the old man, his gaze narrowing.

“Some of these paintings are new, are they not?” asked Edward, hoping to pull the hateful eye of Chasterly from his friend.

The old man looked about his study, as if suddenly recalling where he was. Strange to see his father so aged, in a room that was both familiar and rather changed.

“Don’t attempt to distract me from the matter at hand, boy,” he growled, pulling his eyes away from a particularly gruesome hunt scene. “As my heir, you have responsibilities.”

On the ride over, Edward had catalogued the possibilities for this unexpected summons. He was quite certain that he knew what would come next: like all titled gentlemen, he needed to produce a son, preferably several, of legitimate issue, who could carry on the title. His father would demand that he marry and sire an heir; Edward would play a card his father couldn’t see coming, and he would cackle merrily while the old man roasted in hell, hoisted on his own petard.

Yet that is not what came next.

“You might wish to look out,” said his father, gesturing to a Palladian window overlooking the gardens.

There, in the garden to the west of the stables, was Edward’s horse.

“Tencendor,” Edward whispered, unable to hide how affected he was by the sight of his boy. He catalogued all the marks on his dark coat and was certain this was the real thing before his very eyes.

Which posed a significant problem.

“Yes, my standing order to buy the beast finally paid off a few days ago. I am now the owner of your stallion.”

This was bad. The worst news, truth be told. It was terrible to contemplate life without his beloved companion, but in the hands of a cruel and erratic master like Chasterly? His guts churned watching the massive warhorse step nervously.

“He’s a skittish beast,” said Chasterly, now immediately behind Edward. “I’ve put animals down for less.”

Edward was in hell. Reacting wasn’t an option, but his spine longed to roll under the creeping dread of his father’s words. There was nothing for it: whatever this man demanded, he’d have to capitulate. He could think of only one thing he’d refuse to do to save his boy.

“What do you want?” asked Edward, keeping his voice steady.

“And now he’s ready to bargain!” cried his father. “My prodigal son, home and falling into line at last! I’d call you Netherwallop, but you’re not worthy of the name. Horatio was.”

And Horatio, his elder brother, had drowned alongside his mistress while enjoying a holiday shortly after hiring Edward to service his wife. But dear old papa had Edward’s cods in hand now, and he knew better than to say such a thing aloud, not when Tencendor’s coat rippled anxiously in the marquess’s garden.

“You want that horse back?” asked Chasterly.

Now he was toying with him, teasing Edward about striking a rare spot of vulnerability. His temper broke free of its chain.

“I do, and I suppose I’ll get him back no matter what when you die.”

Edward turned and watched his father’s lips curl into an unnatural smile. “At last. Some honesty between father and son.”

The light from the window made the old man’s eyes glow, their blue irises now clouded. He could have bought the finest of clothing, but he stood before Edward in a suit from the previous century, the black color gone rusty and his boots floppy for want of repair. This close, Edward could smell that the old man had a rotten tooth he needed pulled; would that he delay and expire any day now.

“If you mean to laze about and let me feed the animal, thinking that my death will solve the problem, set those hopes aside,” his father continued. “Should I die with this matter unsatisfied, I’ve given instructions for the horse to be shot forthwith.”

Edward’s blood ran cold, and he fought the urge to look back at Tencendor, now knowing this could be the last time he saw his horse.

“What do you want?” asked Edward, his voice faint and his will broken.

“Your service on the Continent has been the subject of a good deal of talk, even these many years later,” said Chasterly.

This wasn’t the direction he had expected his father to take. What was he on about?

“They say you committed treason.”

Edward knew better than to protest his innocence. It had never worked before and certainly wouldn’t sway the person who hated him most on earth.

“I know you are innocent of those charges,” said his father.

Well, scrape him off the floor! Was that an exceedingly rare vote of confidence from the great villain of his life?

“Then why did you suspend my allowance?” asked Edward, furious that he’d spent years in London subsisting on eel pies, fetching his own water, and breeding other men’s wives for money when he should have been living like every other lordling.

“Gossip may as well have ended you in Portugal,” bit out his pater, spittle collecting at the corner of his mouth. “They all believed it, and you’ve done nothing to correct the perception of guilt.”

“How was I supposed to do that when publicly abandoned by my family?”

“The truth is always a superior hand. You folded immediately.”

“And how was I to play with no one to stake me in the game?” asked Edward, thoroughly bewildered.

“Oh, you’ve planted your stake in any number of other men’s wives, haven’t you? But this matter affecting your family honor has gone unchallenged.”

“What would you have me do?”

“Clear your name, as you should have done before,” said the marquess.

Edward sank into a chair in front of that grand desk, befuddled and still feeling the effects of carrying Tabby across much of London last night. He struggled to remember the facts of the case himself.

Back behind the desk, his father coughed delicately into a handkerchief, no doubt to remind Edward that Tencendor’s life hung in the balance.

“You seem to know a good deal about this matter,” said Edward, his eyes narrowing as he recalled many past tricks his father had played. “Do you already have the evidence of my innocence in your possession?”

The withered old codger cackled, then hacked more earnestly. “I’ve not been able to penetrate the inner sanctums of the key players. You’re the expert in penetration these days.”

Edward groaned, wishing the man had discovered some sort of paternal feeling in their time apart.

“I am not without my sources,” said the man at last. “The Chasterly name still counts for something, despite your best efforts.” He lifted a few sheets of brown paper and tossed them forward.

Edward collected the pages, half of them from the floor, and quickly reviewed the scratched notes. Eyes roving too fast to truly read the words, his mind moved like the wheels on a carriage traveling at a good clip.

“Be off with you,” said the marquess, waving his gray handkerchief to signal he should show himself out.

Edward wasn’t so taken by the documents as not to notice the dots of blood on the cloth.


Chapter 3


“Hold still.”

”I am still!”

Edward sighed as Tabby wiggled before him, turning this way and that to evade his lice comb.

“You’re wilier than these here lice!”

“You would be too if someone was ripping yer hairs out!”

He kicked the leg of the chair, which proved surprisingly stable. At least one aspect of his life was improving.

Upon returning to Mrs. Chaffinch’s, he discovered Tabby had packed up his few belongings, as he’d requested. After getting her outfitted in his older clothes, they set off from the lodging house, heading to rooms he’d found in the last weeks, when he’d sorted out the problem of how to keep his friend with him once he got her back.

The rooms he let were more spacious and furnished with the basics: bed, rugs, washstand, screen, and desk.

“How are you going to pay for all this?” Tabby had asked, looking around in wonder as if he’d brought her to St. James’s Palace.

It was then that he’d explained who had Tencendor. With the cost of the horse set in something other than blunt, he could use some of the sale price to cover rent on the new lodgings.

“Got a nit,” muttered Edward, smashing the egg against the rag he’d been using to collect dirt and vermin.

“That has to be the last of them,” moaned Tabby.

“Most young ladies your age are far more stoic about the comb,” sniffed Edward, himself tired of their third round of washing and combing.

“Ya, but they’ve had people to do this for ’em and toughen up their scalps,” said Tabby.

“Be that as it may, no gentleman is going to want to share a pillow with a courtesan crawling with lice. Tends to set the cock at half mast, the prospect of itching.”

“You sound like a toff,” she huffed.

”I am a toff,” he retorted. “A toff who is cleaning you up, and don’t you forget it.”

Tabby slumped in her chair but uncomplainingly endured the rest of Edward’s labors.

***

When Edward deemed Tabby free of lice and all dirt, he rubbed her hair with a clean rag while she yelled again in protest.

But it was nothing compared to the look on her face when he drew forth the blade he used to shave his face.

“I didn’t mean to be bad,” she whispered.

“Gesù, Tabby, I’m not gonna hurt you!”

“But you’re holding that thing like Mr. Rymer does!”

“The barber? I should hope so! You need a shave.”

She touched her face, eyes wide.

“Not there,” said Edward. “Lower.”

Tabby glanced down, clearly confused.

“Can’t have lice in the fleece,” said Edward gruffly.

“In the what?”

“Nothing darting about the merkin.”

Tabby gasped.

“Now, see here!” exclaimed Edward when she made to run. “No gentleman wants lice of the lower sort either! I’m just preparing you for your new profession!”

“Does it have to be with a blade?” she asked, eyeing the thing with considerable fear.

“Just once to make sure there aren’t crabs nesting in there,” he reasoned. “I can’t sit betwixt your legs and comb for hours.”

“You labor between other women’s legs!” she cried, her eyes still stuck to the shining blade.

He laughed and ran his hand through her wet hair, fluffing it. She was clean at last, even behind the ears, and had the air of a very put-out cat. It was adorable, and the band about his chest that had snapped into place when he’d last seen Tencendor eased.

“I’ll show you how to shave using my face. Then you can go behind that screen and work on your fleece.”

He sat afore the cracked mirror they’d packed just that morning and beat some soap into a lather.

“What’s that?” she asked, standing before him and sticking a finger into the foam.

“Just soap,” he said, using the brush to dot some on the end of her nose.

She wiped it off in a huff.

“So you didn’t bathe much, on account of the whole…” said Edward, waving one hand to signify the fact that she’d spent years in lads’ clothes, all the while using his other hand to apply lather to his face.

“How often d’you wash up?” she asked, clearly huffy.

“A stud can’t go to a lady in want of breeding, caked with dirt and wearing filthy smalls,” said Edward, raising an eyebrow. “Same applies to courtesans.”

“Seems like an awful lot of work.”

“Well, it’s the line of work you picked!” he exclaimed in a fit of mirth.

“I’d rather not work at all! I told you!”

“You planning on becoming our queen? The position is vacant,” he said thoughtfully.

“And marry the mad German king?” she hooted.

“Sounds like a bother,” he said, working on his sideburns. “The robes are heavy. My cousin once felt them.”

“What a burden it must be, to be drowning in furs and jewels,” she said drily.

“If you refuse the suit of the king, what does that leave you? An aristocrat?”

“I suppose I could marry a toff,” she said with equanimity. “Or a cit, no difference to me.”

Edward leveled her a look over his blade. “You’d be happy drinking chocolate in bed and getting dresses made up and, well, setting menus?”

“So many eels,” she sighed. “And I could have pie every meal. I’d never be hungry, not even a minute.”

“And what about your greatest task?”

“What’s that?” she asked, stars still in her eyes.

“Making babies.”

She grew silent.

“An aristocrat and even a banker will want heirs from you,” said Edward, poking her flat belly with a finger before taking the blade to his remaining stubble. “Watch me. Pull the skin taut and glide the razor over the hair. Do not press into the skin.”

“I don’t know nothing about making heirs,” she said, watching as he shaved.

“Yet you protested that you’re aware of the mechanics of sex on many occasions!”

“Well, I’ve seen people doin’ it, but I couldn’t exactly do it myself on account of—” She gestured to her breeches.

Edward turned to her slowly, his eyebrow raised. “You mean to tell me that when you entered that virgin auction, you were…?”

“Of course! A doctor checked and everything.”

Edward waved that away. “Those things can be faked.”

“But I’m telling you,” she said, “I’m not fake.”

“I trust you,” Edward said, placating his huffy friend.

Tabby came closer and carefully reached her hand out for Edward’s blade. He let her take it and patiently sat while she grew accustomed to the feel in her hand. And then he realized that her revelation had brought to light something far more concerning than lice.

“So this means that you not only do not understand dancing, the language of fans, and how to wear ladies’ clothing,” he said, eyeing her. “You’re unfamiliar with how to perform The Act.”

His distress must have shown on his half-lathered face because she grimaced in response.

“It’s not so hard, is it?” she said. “The girl just stands there or lies down like a gutted eel and lets the man work away?”

Edward sensed a headache coming on. What had he gotten himself into? She was an innocent in every way other than pick-pocketing and collecting information on the streets. Turning her into a courtesan would be a monumental undertaking!

“Hold still,” she said, advancing on him with the blade.

Edward held his breath when he felt her run the razor up his neck, each scratch of the knife making his scalp crawl with fear. He placed his hands at Tabby’s waist to steady her, and the progress of the blade paused.

“What’s that for?” she asked, looking down at him.

“I want to make sure you don’t fall and take my neck with you.”

She grabbed his hair at the crown and directed his head back so she could keep practicing. Edward struggled to contain a laugh, not wanting his cheeks cut to ribbons by his amateur barber.

“What’s got you laughing, Dick Stone?” she asked, her voice muffled by the tongue clenched between her teeth as she concentrated on shaving him.

“I’m happy to have you back, Tabby,” he said, not in the mood to dissemble.

“I think you’re done,” she said, squinting as she turned his head this way and that before releasing his hair.

“In that case,” he said, leaning forward to rub the stray lines of lather on her shirtsleeves, right into her belly. Really, it was his shirt, and he had another one she could wear. He could dirty her up.

She squirmed and fought him, then descended into giggles when he pretended to bite her through the linen. How he found his arms about her waist and she set hers around his neck, he didn’t know.

***

Following a most trying conclusion to their cleaning efforts, Edward wished he had something to drink.

Tabby had marched behind the screen with the dignity of one heading to the execution block unjustly, and he waited on the other side in terror as she sighed, gasped, and shrieked through her task.

When she emerged, looking worse for wear, she’d shoved the shaving supplies at him and gone to the vestibule of his rooms to lick her wounds. Metaphorical wounds, he hoped.

Edward left some cheese and bread out for her supper and assumed that she’d find some place to nest for the night. She’d been an urchin accustomed to sleeping where she could safely close her eyes, after all.

Thus, he was surprised to discover her next to his bed that night, wearing her nightgown with the burn hole.

“Budge over,” she said, lifting the bedclothes.

Edward was aghast. Did she really propose to sleep here? In his own bedstead?

“Don’t look at me like that, Dick Stone,” she said. “I know this isn’t the first time you’ve shared a bed.”

“But we’ve plenty of places for you to bunk down,” he said, looking around the sparsely furnished rooms.

“We have one bed,” she said, gesturing to the place he was now lounging with a book.

“We have a bed?”

“Yes, one bed,” she repeated, ignoring his pointed questioning of their mutual ownership.

Ever the gracious host, Edward wiggled over towards the wall to make room for Tabby. It wasn’t unheard of to share beds with family, and as a soldier, he’d certainly bunked down wherever sleep could be found. Yet Tabby needed to know that what she was expecting was most unusual.

“I know good manners are new to you, but in fine households, men do not occupy a bed with an unmarried young woman,” he sniffed.

Tabby looked him in the eye from her spot on his pillow and pressed her feet to his bare shin.

“Cold!” he exclaimed, scrambling away.

“Precisely,” she rejoined. “It’s cold outside of the blankets since you haven’t ordered coal yet. And that is why I must sleep here despite you sounding quite like Lady Millicent.”

Edward gasped. Lady Millicent Blatherwick — his great enemy — was an elderly busybody who had charged herself with enforcing the mores of the day in the most annoying way possible.

“Yes, exactly,” said Tabby, finally pulling her freezing feet back when it was clear he’d received the message. She pulled up the bedclothes to gaze at his midsection. “What are you wearing?”

Edward hiked the blankets to his collarbones. Why had he befriended an urchin who had once tried to pick his pocket several years ago? Was this divine punishment?

“Do you sleep nude?” she asked, most interested. “I’d heard some gentlemen do it, but it always seemed ridiculous.”

“I sleep in my smalls,” he huffed.

Tabitha lifted the blankets again and squinted to see them in the darkness. “I suppose you do.”

“And what about you?” he asked, his voice rising. “What are you wearing?”

Tabby looked down at the nightgown she’d obtained at great cost, feeling the burn hole regretfully. “Silly to make it rags already, but I guess I can sleep like you.”

She began to take the thing off when Edward stayed her with a powerful arm. “Leave it on,” he moaned. “This is a farce.”

His friend stopped her squirming and let the hem fall back into place. “That the Bible?” she asked, eyeing the book he had in his lap.

Edward laughed and tilted it to show her the cover and then the loose pages he’d tucked in the volume. Her head blocked the light of the candle burning nearby, so he gently directed her back to the pillow and held the book so she could see his father’s notes on the false treason claims that had altered the course of his life.

He recalled one potential problem. “Can you read?”

She squinted at the crabbed hand on those dark pages. “Enough to get by,” she said. “Who wrote this? Moses?”

Edward chuckled. “M’ father,” he said. “He must have taken the notes himself based on reports from his informants.”

“What does he write?”

“Lists four men connected to the gossip.”

“Did you do it?”

Edward turned to her, aghast. “Commit treason?”

“I wouldn’t turn ye in or blame you,” she reasoned.

“In which case, they could hang you, too!” he cried. “If I were a traitor, I’d expect you to report me and collect a fine reward. Nay, I’d demand it!”

Tabby scoffed and squinted at the spidery words. “Why four men?”

“These four were the only men with enough power in the region to fabricate the claim,” he said.

“What claim?”

Edward thought of those days in Portugal and suddenly felt tired. Only this morning, he’d been a resident at Mrs. Chaffinch’s, Tencendor’s fate unknown. The weight of the day was tugging at his eyelids.

“Well, it never amounted to actual charges. Just serious rumors. I’ll tell you some other time,” he said, leaning to place the book on the simple bedside table.

Tabby grabbed it, flipping past the notes from Edward’s father and studying the text.

“You’ve got a dirty book here, Dick Stone!” she exclaimed, taking in the illustrations of couples — and groups — engaged in coitus of varying types.

She bent her knees to cradle the volume and carefully turned the pages, all while Edward stared at the ceiling in horror. He should have known better than to use a positions manual to keep the notes safe.

“A gentleman might study such a work to learn how to please a lady,” he said, trying to maintain his dignity.

“Is this why you wear so little to bed?” she asked, avidly taking in an engraving of a lady bent over a chair while a cheerful fellow rogered her from behind. “So you don’t have to shift as much around when you want a rub?”

Edward gasped. “A rub? I am a gentleman with a breeding business attempting to stay abreast of the latest—”

“Abreast!” Tabby hooted, covering her mouth as she turned to a plate with a lady nursing a child as her lover worked to get her with child again. “Do you do it like this?”

He studied the engraving, a most stimulating image. “I do not,” he said with as much dignity as he could manage. “Mostly because my clients hire me because they don’t have the heir they need yet.”

She turned another page, this time revealing a man betwixt a gleeful lady’s thighs, his tongue just about to tease her nether lips.

“And that?” she asked, a bit breathlessly.

“I’ve certainly given ladies much oral pleasure in my day.”

“Oh, oral pleasure,” she repeated.

Edward leaned over and turned to a page he knew by heart. “But this is what I do most often. A suitable position for breeding and mutual pleasure.”

The image showed a nude lady reclining on a bed surrounded by flowers, her male partner gazing lovingly at her face while he inserted the crown of his cock into her cunny. The artist had captured the moment she spread around his cockhead, her expression rapturous as their coupling began.

“Is it always so happy?” asked Tabby, doubtful as she looked at every aspect of the illustration.

“No,” he admitted.

She made her hand into a fist, then a circle as if to understand the size of the man’s shaft. “And are all men like this?”

Edward gently took the book and closed it, sensing that his friend was close to overwhelmed from such an intimate look at an act she had otherwise only observed from afar.

“All men are different,” he said. “But the good ones will give a care for your pleasure and make all of those positions feel quite nice.”

“I hope they’re all good as you, Dick Stone,” she sighed.

And for once, despite years of considering himself the worst of men, he agreed.


Chapter 4


As usual, Edward and Tabby were enjoying a midafternoon in Hyde Park.

Not as usual was the absence of Tencendor the horse.

Tabitha still wore Edward’s older clothes, which would have looked ridiculous had his tailoring been less precise. Still, the breeches needed to be held up by a set of braces, and the shirtsleeves fairly billowed around her diminutive frame.

“I’ve sent a note round to my tailoress so we might get you some proper clothes,” said Edward, his eyes scanning the park for signs of friends (few and far between) or foes (Lady Millicent Blatherwick, primarily).

“You mean to send me to other men dressed in breeches?” she asked, nudging him playfully.

Send her to other men. It was an accidental cut doomed to fester.

When Edward woke this morning, his body wrapped about Tabby’s back, her little arse nestled against his painfully hard cock, and his hand in hers just over her belly, he’d have taken up the sword to avoid sending her to other men.

Thankfully, the cold light of day had a way of scouring bad ideas from his mind. She deserved to make her own way in the world, unencumbered by a scoundrel. Edward was sitting in the park, not at all considering the next time they might share that narrow bed and how easily her hem could rise in the night. How her thighs would feel cradling his hips.

“…didn’t know she even made dresses,” said Tabby, chattering to herself while chewing on a heel of bread she’d magicked from a pocket.

“I don’t know what she’ll propose, but she’s a most fashionable lady, and I trust that she’ll have ideas for you.”

“A lady?” asked Tabby, looking at a meandering swan with some suspicion.

“She married a lord,” said Edward, thinking of his friends fondly.

Tabby’s eyebrows drew together. “Then why does she work?”

Edward couldn’t contain his laughter. “She’s a talented tailoress! And in truth, her husband is only the fifth son of a duke. His income isn’t so great as you might think. Especially since he was something of a scapegrace before devoting himself to the worship of his wife.”

“She must be very pretty,” said Tabby wistfully.

“She’s pretty and clever and a game girl,” said Edward with a smirk. “Her husband loves her and keeps her belly full.”

It took Tabitha a moment to realize what he meant, then her eyes flew to his.

It was the first time she’d really met his eyes that day after waking to him wrapped around her. She dipped her head as if to sniff his cast-off clothes.

“Do men want their courtesans in a breeding state?” she asked, the idea suddenly sounding appealing.

“Very much no, with a few exceptions,” said Edward. “I’ll get you set up with French envelopes and seeds so you can stay working.”

Tabby sighed. “I suppose, if I must.”

He laughed and nudged her with his shoulder. “Maybe you’ll end up liking your profession.”

“Do you like yours?” she asked, sending him a glare.

“Fine, fine,” he groused. “What have you got there?”

Tabby withdrew the book Edward had been looking at in bed.

“Tabitha! You can’t bring pornographic books out in public,” he hissed, glancing around the park to see if anyone was observing them.

She tucked the volume back in her jacket but brought forth the notes from Edward’s father.

“I noticed you didn’t want to discuss your case last night.”

He scoffed.

“And you left our rooms without taking the notes this morning,” she said.

“Our rooms,” he grumbled. “Perhaps I’ve memorized the contents of the pages!”

“Fine. What does the first say?”

“I thought you couldn’t read much.”

“I can read well enough to know that you’re spinning a tale.”

“You calling me a liar, Tobias?” asked Edward, leaning close and accidentally using his friend’s old name. “Tabby,” he corrected.

She pressed the pages into his breastbone, stubborn as ever, and met his glare. “Your horse is in the hands of a, well, a, a terrible person!”

“How do you know he’s bad? What if I’m spinning tales about him?”

“You doubt your father is an evil person?” she asked, horror dawning on her face. “He’s holding Tencendor hostage! And he abandoned you when you needed him!”

“He intervened to keep my neck out of the noose,” said Edward, rising from the bench, agitated and needing to move his legs.

“And then left you with no support when he has plenty of coin? You wouldn’t do that to me, and I’m not even your heir!”

“Yes, but you’re…” Edward walked back and forth, then changed tack. “What if I’m all those things he says I am?”

“I don’t know what he’s claimed, but even my da, a dumb ol’ blunderbuss who drowned in shite, wasn’t so awful as yours.”

Edward took his seat on the bench again.

“You’re ducking in every alley you come across to dodge this problem,” said Tabby, shaking the notes. “I’ve seen people with the bailiff on ’em for debts look less spooked.”

Edward felt his shoulders curl in. There was something in his throat, stuck, and he didn’t think he could allow it to escape.

“Let me help you,” she said softly. Just four words uttered like the tenderest caress, and he was butter on hot bread.

“Very well,” he said, taking those dratted papers in hand and trying to make out the writing.

“The ouvidor,” said Edward. “Portuguese magistrate.”

“Portugal. I thought you were fighting them,” said Tabby, still attempting to read the notes.

“The Portuguese?” hooted Edward. “Hardly. We were allies in sending Bonaparte back to France. Or at least trying.”

“So this man was your friend?” asked Tabby, poking at the place she’d made out the title ouvidor.

“He didn’t like me much at all,” said Edward with a fond smile on his face. “But his wife, Dona Leonor Teresa, had very different feelings.”

Tabby gasped in mock horror. “You romanced the wives of foreign nobs, too?”

“I needed to uphold the honor of the Shiny Tenth,” he said with a sniff and then explained. “The 10th Hussars, sponsored by Prinny himself.”

“Oh, you were strong fighters,” said Tabby, going back to studying the page.

“We were mostly known for being lordlings who drank, dueled, and chased women,” said Edward, a little ashamed to admit as much now. “Good horsemen, though.”

“That sounds more likely, yes,” said Tabby, consulting the second sheet.

Edward stood from the bench again in a snit. “What’s that mean?”

“You were a toff, doing toff things.” She leveled him a quelling glance. “Sit down and block the wind. I’m getting cold.”

He settled beside her again and leaned over to regard the page.

“Three officers,” he said, pointing each name out. “The Honourable Colonel Henry Giffard, Major Thomas Camville, and Lord Blount, a captain at the time.”

She moaned. “Why do their names have to be so long?”

Edward waved his hand. “Army ranks plus nobility, but just call them the colonel, the major, and the captain for now.”

“Why would they…?”

“Why would they fabricate proof of treason? Best to ask Mrs. Giffard, Mrs. Camville, and Lady Blount.”

“You didn’t.”

“I most certainly did,” he said with a snort. “At least I think I did. Hard to recall this many years later.”

“Did you even fight in Portugal between all of that drinking and rogering?”

“Now, see here, miss,” said Edward, pinching Tabby’s thigh. “Your gentlemen will like you more if you pretend to only know filthy words and acts because they taught them to you. You can’t say things like ‘rogering’ to a baronet.”

“Even as he’s asking about rogering me?” she asked blankly.

“Absolutely not. That’s the rule: if you do filthy things, you must appear a perfect lady. At least if you want to command the most coin.”

“But if I’m a perfect lady, why wouldn’t he go to the lady he already has?” she asked. “The one he’s already keeping in furs and chocolate?”

“You should appear a lady. The moment the door to the outside world closes, you may act like the veriest little slut, if you so desire. But the more you play a lady, the greater the stacks of banknotes and jewels in your strongbox.”

Neither of them noticed that they’d drawn closer on the bench, their hips resting alongside each other and noses almost touching. If they had noticed it, they might have waved it away as an attempt to stay warm in the wind or some other nonsense.

“So men visit courtesans and expect them to behave like ladies,” said Tabby, struggling to make sense of things. “And other men roger those men’s wives and treat them like harlots.”

Edward considered her statement and nodded. “That’s more or less true, yes.”

“Then why don’t men just marry their mistresses or roger their wives like they want? Rather like having more than one pair of boots, isn’t it?”

“Well, aristocrats do have more than one pair of boots.”

Tabby kicked the dirt. “Silly.”

“So says the person who sold the pair of boots I gave her! And you’re wearing my second pair right now!”

She slumped on the bench. “I’m sorry, Edward,” she said. “And I’m sorry you had to sell Tencendor. I’m sorry I’m such a silly—”

“There now,” he said, wrapping an arm around her narrow shoulders and tugging her close. Damn anyone who might look their way and see two men in an embrace; the wind was something fierce today.

“It’s just, I was trying to stay your friend! Everything was changing, and then I woke up and the doctor knew I wasn’t Tobias and—”

Edward tugged her even closer. “I won’t hear another word of it.”

“But I—”

“The one thing we did right in the 10th was to never quit marching. Or in our case, riding. Always keep the boots or horse in motion. You listening to me? We will not set up camp in this place. We’re passing through.”

Tabby looked about. “I don’t think we can sleep in the park, Dick Stone.”

“It’s a metaphor,” he said, his arms outstretched. “We need to carry on with our lives.”

“Like solving who set you up for treason,” she said.

“Like solving—now see here, Tabitha!” he howled as she took off at a run while he chased her, not giving a single damn who saw them playing like children.

***

In Dick Stone’s familiar office at the back of Mr. Rymer’s barber shop, Edward and Tabby stuck their heads together again to make sense of those pages of notes.

“If the villain is this Portuguese judge man—”

“It’s pointless to try to solve the case from London, yes,” said Edward, nodding his head in agreement.

“Why do you think your da wrote about these three army men?” asked Tabby, consulting the names. “The colonel, the major, and the captain.”

Edward leaned back in his chair and thought hard while taking a sip of water from the silver flask that used to be Tabby’s. She swiped it from him when he was done and took her own drink.

“Now, who said I wanted to share?” he asked.

“That’s it!” she cried, pointing to the list. “Ladies don’t have names, not written down and important.”

“Well…”

“Is your da the sort that would think so much about ladies if they weren’t important?”

“He doesn’t think anyone is important,” Edward scoffed.

“Unless they’re involved in this treason case. Personally.”

“So it’s Mrs. Giffard, Mrs. Camville, or Lady Blount who holds the key,” mused Edward.

“You really rogered every wife in your regiment?” asked Tabby doubtfully. “Didn’t you need to…shoot things occasionally?”

“Oh, I shot plenty of loads while in Portugal,” muttered Edward.

Tabby groaned and slapped the table. “Think! Maybe if we can find out which wives you meddled with, we can look closer at a jealous husband.”

Edward regarded the pages and then slumped in his chair. “I don’t have the slightest idea,” he said. “I keep those coded notes now so I can recall my activities, but in those days, I was sticking my cock anywhere it was invited.”

“You didn’t keep a diary?”

“A diary?” he exclaimed. “If so, the courts would have seized it as evidence several times over in divorce cases. Most nights, I went to bed too drunk on fucking and Madeira to scratch out words.”

“If you saw the ladies, do you think you’d know them?” asked Tabby, frowning at the names.

“I’d likely recognize them best without their dresses, but failing that, I suppose I could look at their faces and try to remember.”

Tabby nodded and rose, swaying on her feet when she first stood.

“Boots too large?” asked Edward.

“I’m tired,” she admitted. “Feed me a meat pie and take me home.”

“Gladly,” he said, grabbing his hat and gloves.


Chapter 5


On the way back from visiting the pie man, Edward recalled what he’d wanted to say to Tabby.

“Listen,” he said, squinting at the setting sun as they dodged horse shite in the street while finding their way to the new lodgings. “I don’t have much, but since Tencendor…”

“Since you sold your horse to buy me,” she filled in.

“Yes. Since then, I have some coin. More than usual.”

Tabby nodded.

“You never had a sweetheart or someone who wanted to marry you?” he asked.

Her head jerked to look at him. “What do you mean?”

“You never had a beau? Someone who knew you were Tabitha?”

“No,” she said. “I have about as many friends as you do.”

Not many. Damn.

“It’s just that,” he said, stepping around a cart, “you don’t have to carry on with this scheme. Not if you don’t want to.”

“This scheme.”

“Becoming a courtesan. I can give you some money for you to get married so you can live happily. None of this playing lady nonsense or learning not to say ‘rogering’ business. You could be happy.”

“Could I?” she asked, her voice curiously even.

“Yes, I know plenty of happy wives! You’re even a virgin! Why, we could find you any number of suitable husbands in the market right now.”

“I bet you know plenty of happy wives, Dick Stone,” she said, grabbing him by the waistcoat. She was ferocious for a little thing, her grip firm and eyes flashing as she prepared to eviscerate him for something to which she’d taken offense. Damn and blast.

“I suppose I do…” he said, suddenly doubting the wisdom of his offer.

“Do you think I’d be a happy wife if my husband wondered why I was friends with the notorious seducer Dick Stone?”

“I fear not,” he said, his voice growing small as he tried to appease her.

Tabby released his waistcoat. “Come along then, I’ve a virginity to be rid of. This has gone on long enough. I’m tired of it offering options I don’t want.”

***

When Tabby marched into their lodgings instead of heading for a seedy neighborhood, he should have known that something was afoot. After he set the lock, she began pulling off her clothes — his clothes — and casting them on the floor. He followed behind her, picking up garments and trying to understand what she was about.

“Now, see here!” he shouted when she sent her shirtsleeves to the rug in a billow.

She turned around, letting him see her narrow, bare shoulders and the scrap of fabric over her breasts for the first time.

“I need to be rid of it,” she said. “Will you do it for me?”

He was so used to saying yes to her that the words almost escaped his lips before he realized what she was asking.

“What?”

“Will you, well, I suppose I’m not allowed to say roger,” she mused. “Will you fuck me?”

Edward stood in his — their — bedroom, his arms full of clothes, and tried to understand the request.

“I need you to take or break it, whatever you’ve gotta do to get me rid of this thing.”

“You want me to take your virginity?”

“Needs must,” she said with a shrug that shouldn’t have looked so alluring. She collapsed onto the bed, easily tugging off her too-big, borrowed boots. With a wry smile, she added, “Consider it repayment for selling the boots you gave me.”

“Don’t joke like that,” he said hoarsely. “We’re friends.”

“Joke that you should help me get rid of this thing or that I’m paying you back for selling your gift?” she asked, now sad. “The boots were a nice present. The nicest I ever got. And I sold them. I thought it would let us stay friends. My project. That’s why I sold ’em.”

She stood and worked at her falls, fingers struggling with the buttons.

“Shhh,” said Edward, drawing close but resisting the urge to wrap his arms around her.

Tabby was upset, her eyes a little wet and lips rosier than usual. When had that happened? When had her lips started to look so pretty?

“You don’t know what it’s like,” she whispered.

“I don’t,” he agreed.

She collapsed forward, her face planted somewhere near his breastbone. For Edward, it was like eating a good deal of bread after going hungry for some time; he felt full, almost upsettingly so after such a long stretch without.

He set his hand in her hair and stroked it.

“I’m not so stupid as to think that being a courtesan won’t hurt me sometimes.”

His hand tightened in her strands until she yelped. “Then do something else,” he begged. “Maybe you’re meant to get married and fall in love!”

Tabby looked up, regarding him with pity. “You think love is for people like me? You might as well tell me to wish for someone to bring me chocolate in bed each morning. If I woke up expecting that, the things I did eat would taste like ash. Don’t put your toff expectations on me, Dick Stone.”

“Toff expectations!” he cried. “You’re the one who has decided that I’m going to have a loveless marriage with a woman who hates you, all for making heirs for a marquessate that has brought me nothing but angst these past ten years, if not longer.”

“So we’re both bound to be miserable, I suppose,” she said.

“Seems so.”

“I’m happy I got a pie today.”

“Life really is better with a full belly.”

Tabby reached her arms around his waist and looked up at him, her eyes guileless and expression sad. “So you won’t do it? I might be less unhappy as a courtesan.”

Edward sighed. He’d fucked countless women in the past without a care. Why was he acting like a ninny about ridding his closest friend of her maidenhead? She wasn’t wrong; a cruel man could make the first time such a harrowing experience that she might never enjoy the act again.

Her cheek pressed against the part of him hurting most. He still needed to see that physician about a physic for his guts. At this rate, he’d die before his cursed father.

Extricating himself from her arms, he went to the cupboard containing his few belongings and withdrew a package. From inside, he fished something out — a curious sort of wiggly thing.

“What’s that? Does it taste good?” she asked.

He laughed despite his misgivings about the whole affair. “French letter,” he said, holding the pliable but dry sheath up. “Made of sheep’s intestine, so it might taste good, but you’d be better off spending your coin on proper food because these are dear.”

He poured some water from the pitcher into the basin and dropped the letter in.

“Then why are you ruining it!”

“Needs to get wet,” he said. “Which gives you time to prepare yourself.”

“Prepare…”

“If you don’t want…the act to hurt, you need to get your bits properly wet,” he said.

Her eyes darted to the pitcher.

“Your body will make itself slick,” he said. “If you’re excited by…the act. Or something. If you want…something.”

Tabby’s eyes moved from side to side, trying to understand what he was imparting.

“You need to rub your fucking cunny!” he fairly exploded when she didn’t comprehend a damn thing he was trying to say.

“Oh!”

“And you need to attend to this yourself. Clients might be thoughtful, but some of them will have not a thought for your safety or pleasure. Most of them. You must get your bits…”

“Wet,” she said, the word never sounding so enticing.

He nodded yes and waited.

“I suppose I must, um…” she said, untucking the strip of fabric that had covered her breasts. She unwound it, her disguise unraveling faster than his sanity.

Finally, her small breasts were free, but Edward studied the floor after realizing that her nipples were visible.

“I’ll need these off, I guess,” she muttered, pushing her smalls to the floor.

Edward — never a coward in the bedroom — scurried behind the battered screen that had come with the place.

“What do I do now? Why did you go?” she called.

Hell and damnation. He crouched behind the screen, wishing he could become impossibly tiny and run into every clock and pocket watch on the street to stop time and prevent this travesty from happening.

“I touched it, and I don’t think I’m wet,” she said.

Gesù. Edward’s head thumped, and he tried to make sense of what he needed to do. A man couldn’t expire from gently relieving a young woman of her hymen, could he?

“You need to touch it. Nicely. Remember the book?” he called from where he crouched.

“Ah, like the man in plate seventeen does?”

Edward covered his mouth with his hand. Had she been studying those pornographic plates?

“I don’t think that’s right,” she said.

He let out a tiny cry. “Stroke it like a cat. You need to…pet your kitty.”

“Oh,” she said. “Oh.”

Since time had most certainly not stopped and delaying would only put off his doom, Edward removed his clothes with care. At least one person in this house needed to respect good tailoring!

He was down to his smalls when he heard the faintest little breaths and cries from the direction of the bed.

“Oh. Oh.”

He squeezed his fattened cock, his body responding as it always did to a woman in need. He prayed he wouldn’t go soft when he rounded the corner and saw that the lady pleasuring herself was his dearest friend.

It was when he heard the sounds of something moving over wet flesh that he gave in to the inevitable and pushed off his smalls, fully committing to this ridiculous scheme.

He didn’t even look at Tabby, not wanting to get distracted from doing things properly, and walked right over to the basin, where he fished out the plumped letter. After a few pats dry, some coaxing, and a neatly tied bow, he sheathed his cock.

“Oh, that’s what it looks like,” she said, her eyes fixed on his solid member jutting out for reasons that had nothing to do specifically with her.

Edward approached the bed, his cock in hand and the letter held securely.

“I thought you’d seen cocks in action before.”

“But not your cock.”

“Shall I introduce you to it?” he asked with a smile.

Tabby, irreverent, curious cat that she was, merely grinned and placed two wet fingers on his cockhead for a pet before returning to her languid labors. She was lounging like a satisfied feline, her back arched and legs parted so she might prepare her body for him.

His eyes caught on her inner lips, swollen and spread, slick and waiting, and he nearly expired on the spot. Edward prayed she hadn’t seen the way his cock had jerked at her display.

“Are you going to come to bed?” she asked, the very picture of innocence. “I think I’m ready now.”

Edward stood there beside their bed, struck dumb, holding his damned cock in that sheath as if it might protect him. But protect him from what? She was just a girl hoping to be rid of her maidenhead, wasn’t she?

He kneeled on the edge of the bed and discovered that he suddenly had altogether too many arms and legs. Eventually, he found his way between her thighs only by studiously avoiding glances at her cunny. His balls felt heavy, as did his head.

“Do I…”

“You can count on the gentleman to take over ‌in all likelihood,” said Edward, his cock in hand as he leaned forward. “There are times a man likes his lady to take the lead, but we should address the fundamental issue at hand first.”

“The issue at hand?” she asked, stroking his cock.

“Yes!” cried Edward, recoiling and sitting on his heels. Her mere touch had come close to unmanning him. Who was he?

“What’s that?”

“It has occurred to me I don’t even know who your people are,” he said.

“My people?”

“Your family. Where do they come from?”

“Why d’ya need to know?” she asked, her nose scrunched in confusion.

“Well, it seems rude to take a young woman’s maidenhead without first asking about her…her family.”

“Do men who hire courtesans ask that before sticking their cocks in?” she asked.

“The good ones do,” said Edward with a huff.

“London,” she said.

“What?”

“Where my people come from. London, far as I know. Might have had a gran from Ireland, but she also lived in London when I knew her.”

“But where did they come from before that?” he asked, bewildered.

“London.”

“That can’t be right,” he muttered.

“All of that is toff stuff — knowing where you’re from, falling in love, getting upset about a little slap. My belly’s full, and I can read some. I’m doing better than most. Now, do your worst, Dick Stone,” she said, widening her thighs to signal that he should proceed with divesting her of her hymen.

Edward placed a hand on the bed, level with her shoulder, and held the sheath at the base of his shaft.

“You’re sure?” he asked, begging the heavens for her to come to her senses. This had the makings of an absolute disaster.

“Fuck me, Dick Stone.”

He’d heard that request on many occasions, but coming from her lips, it rankled. He was angry, and something near his spine felt hot.

As his cock met her slit, Edward checked that he was lined up correctly. And then he pushed into his friend’s channel for the first time.

Tabby’s breath escaped all in one go, her thighs instinctively cradling him. She fit him perfectly, and he slid into her cunny until he bottomed out.

“Do you…fare well?” he asked, the words barely escaping his tight jaw.

“Oh,” she sighed, her mouth next to his ear. “Oh yes, Edward.”

He felt her soften and squeeze around him, the most pleasurable sensation imaginable. And then he realized the reason he’d resisted sticking his cock inside of Tabby: emotion flattened him; the depth of feelings he’d been trying to contain eviscerated him.

His cock was harder than the stones in the Chasterly jewels, and he was mere seconds from unloading his sack with ignominious speed when he understood the full truth of the matter: he loved his friend. Might even be in love with her. And he loved something about her that went beyond a fine figure or handsome face. She’d planted some additional inner organ below his ribs, and nothing short of a medical miracle could excise it.

Not that he wanted to. Edward looked at her face, her eyes closed as she learned the contours of pleasure. Gesù, what had he done? Yet he couldn’t regret it, not now that he had her around him.

“Edward.” It was a plaintive little cry, a begging little utterance, and he was undone. His love was crying his name — his real name — and he longed to plant himself within her body.

His sack protested, and he yelped at the surge of seed pounding at the doors, demanding that he fill Tabby.

Edward yanked from her clasp. But he was not such a gentleman that he could resist tearing the letter from his shaft, then jerking himself over Tabby’s prone form. She watched with wide eyes as his spend erupted in great jets, painting the skin on her belly.

She breathed hard and looked down at the mess he’d made.

He was still stroking, squeezing every drop onto her navel and watching as it cooled on her skin.

“I didn’t realize…”

“Not all men do this. Not. Like this.”

“Oh.”

Edward regained some sense, his head curiously not pounding in the usual way it did after one of his cock’s realizations.

“You’ve not reached paroxysm,” he said.

“Well, it’s no bother,” she said, making to get up. “That’s the way it will be, won’t it?”

Not on his fucking watch, it wouldn’t be. Edward slid down her body and settled between Tabby’s thighs.

“When a gentleman has been remiss in controlling the speed at which he spends,” said Edward, parting her inner lips, “he might bestow oral pleasures.”

“Plate 21,” she mused aloud. “I wondered—oh!”

He was on her bud, inducting her in cunt-licking with gentle swipes. Tabby’s hips rolled as if she stood on the deck of a ship sailing through swells; she chased her pleasure with effortless sensuality. He hiked one of her thighs onto his shoulder and opened her further to his mouth.

He mentally thanked his Holywell Street bookseller for supplying that pornographic text with plate 21, Tabby’s London- and Irish-born ancestors, and his own dexterous tongue for making her cry out despite his early release.

“Does it hurt?” he asked, running his tongue gently over her newly used entrance.

“No,” she sighed, her back bowing and little breasts in hand. What he wouldn’t give to see them swollen with milk. And with that, his cock hardened again, the damned thing.

It was when he moved back to pleasuring her nub that his hand unconsciously shifted to her belly. He felt his own slick spend on her skin and tried to pull back, but she grabbed for him and didn’t let go.

Their hands were clasped together in that mess on her stomach, the seed smeared onto their fingers and wrists as she writhed under his ministrations.

“You’ve a very pretty little kitty here, Tabby,” said Edward, sucking her bump and then licking her faster.

“Oh, don’t say that,” she moaned, her thighs tensing around his ears.

“But you’re so lovely and wet. You’ve got a fat little cunny for me, don’t you? You swelled up so nicely for my cock, and now I need to give you a treat.”

Tabby moved the hand still resting on her breast tentatively to the crown of his head.

“Going to show me where you want this tongue, my pretty kitty?”

“Edward, to say such—”

“That’s it,” he said, coaxing her inexpert but delicious discovery. “Put this tongue where you want it.”

“I want…”

She rolled her hips in frustration and tried to get his mouth where she needed it, but her huff signaled it wasn’t quite right.

“Where, Tabby?”

“In.”

“In where?”

“In the hole,” she whispered.

Edward chuckled and dove in, fitting his tongue into her newly used cunt. He worked it in and out, pantomiming the thrusting of his cock.

He felt Tabby’s legs shake and her hand gripped his harder in that mess on her stomach, so Edward redoubled his efforts and soon had her screaming into the crook of her arm.

When she broke under his tongue, Tabby gave a yelp and then thrashed her upper body about as he held her hips in place while licking her to completion.

***

With a wet cloth in hand, Edward returned to wash his darling Tabby. Her eyes stayed closed, but she smiled when he wiped each of her fingers. Then he gently swiped between her legs, and finally cleaned her belly.

After drying her off and pulling the bedclothes over them, Edward settled behind Tabby in the way he’d thought about all day: his body covering her back, wrapped around her. He had her safe in his arms.

He let his hand drift to the place he’d marked with his seed and felt the soft skin over her womb.


Chapter 6


A wise man would have jumped out of bed the next day, drawing a firm line under that distressing defloration and allowing both parties reassurance that nothing about their partnership had changed.

Dick Stone was not a wise man.

He woke to find his hand tenderly cradling Tabby between the thighs. When he tried to withdraw, it turned to stroking her stomach and then plucking at her pretty little nipples.

“I could have filled these last night,” he rasped into her ear.

Thankfully, Tabby wasn’t wise either, and scooted her arse back until it rested on his hips, all the while rocking against him and his stiff cock. It took all of his control to resist the desire to slip his bare shaft into her cunt, the path once again slick and hot and tempting.

When he pulled away and pushed Tabby into the bed, she held out her arms to him. And being an addlepated lover, he set to sucking her titties afore they even broke their fast.

Thus, he felt uncomfortably aroused when they stopped by a square facing the townhouse owned by Major Thomas Camville.

“If you place your hand on my thigh, my cock is liable to punch through my breeches,” he hissed so passing ladies and gentlemen wouldn’t hear him.

“Maybe if you’d balanced your humors before getting dressed…” she said, casting him a smirk below her raised eyebrow.

The minx. She was punishing him for not fucking her this morning after several rounds of mutual nipple sucking. His excuse for not seating himself deep inside and riding her until they both exploded in bliss had been that she must be sore from losing her virginity. At that, she’d directed his fingers to her slippery entrance and asked if it seemed like sore was her primary feeling right now.

He’d flicked her nub a few times and left her dripping but ultimately unsatisfied, as was he this altogether too-bright morning. Every morning was too bright with a stiff cock in the smalls.

“Is that Mrs. Camville there with the lapdog?” asked Tabby, nodding discreetly to a lady exiting a carriage.

Tabby was back in Edward’s clothes, and he felt tempted to drag her into a hedge so he might yank those breeches down and—

“The lady,” she repeated, with a knowing look on her face. She pinched his thigh and smiled when he grimaced at her punishment. He should take her behind a tree and—

“The lady with the dog,” she said in a low voice, her pinch moving closer to his rather full sack.

Edward forced himself to focus on the carriage and its former occupants. There was a lady of middle age wearing a beautiful yellow dress and stylish bonnet, carrying a King Charles Spaniel.

An older lady in a dress of the same color, who appeared to be directing their shopping packages into the house, accompanied her.

“I remember her!” he cried, miraculously recalling something from those wine-soaked days in Portugal.

“Mrs. Camville?” asked Tabby, suddenly looking put out.

“No, her mother! I forget her name, Missus… something middling. Her husband was a draper, and she married her daughter off well, despite Camville’s lack of title.”

“Did you like Mrs. Camville?” asked Tabby, her voice altogether too controlled for the question to mean nothing.

Edward turned to her and took her little chin in hand. “Are you jealous, Tabby cat?”

“No,” she huffed.

“Are you dissembling?” he asked, their noses dangerously close together.

“No!”

“Perhaps I should kiss you and scramble your brains, then ask you again.”

“Dick Stone doesn’t kiss,” she replied, a curious note in her voice. “Everyone says so.”

“Then you’ve escaped plunging us into scandal based on a technicality,” said Edward, shooting his cuffs and moving away from her. From the danger posed by her pretty lips.

He walked down the sidewalk and waited for her to follow.

“Don’t you need to, I don’t know, look at the lady further?” asked Tabby.

“No, can’t be her,” he said.

“Why’s that?”

“Never fucked her. Her mother was always in the way. That’s why I recognized her immediately, dratted harridan.”

Tabby looked back and then hurried to catch up with him.

They had an appointment to keep.

***

At the premises of the Buckskin Breechess, Edward enjoyed the comforts of a well-upholstered chair while drinking brandy between sips from Tabby’s silver water flask. She’d gotten him started on the habit, and now he couldn’t stop, curse her.

His lips curved, thinking of the many ways he’d like to curse her in their bed.

“Never thought I’d see you looking so smug,” said Lord Banastre Lascelles. In one arm, he cradled a baby-shaped bundle. In the other hand, he held his own brandy.

“New addition to the family?” asked Edward, leaning over to see.

“Molly gave me a girl two months ago,” said Bonnie, his eyes soft as he regarded the infant.

“And where is young master William?” asked Edward, always interested in the lad conceived right around the time he’d been called in as a stud — but born with the same golden locks Bonnie had sported as a youth.

“Got our petty tyrant down for a nap,” said Bonnie, collapsing in the chair. “Take this one for a moment so I can close my eyes. Her mother would never forgive me if I dropped her and dented her nose.”

Edward rose and gingerly took possession of the little bundle, sleeping placidly despite the transfer. She did rather have a sweet nose, he thought as he nursed the brandy and awaited his summons.

“Say, you wouldn’t know anything about my treason case, would you?” asked Edward, suddenly recalling that Lord Banastre was an eminently well-connected gentleman both by virtue of birth and the fact that he hung about his wife’s tailoring shop every day — when he wasn’t occupied with the children.

“The time you met ‌someone bearing a resemblance to a Bonaparte in Portugal? That what you’re referring to?” Bonnie asked, his eyes still closed.

”Is that what they say?” asked Edward, nearly jumping from his chair.

“Careful now, Bonnie will wake, and then there’ll be hell to pay.”

“You named your daughter…after yourself?” Edward asked, regarding the infant.

“Bonnie Augusta. Molly did it, said I was a good boy who deserves nice things.”

“I’m sure she did,” said Edward, his eyes cast to the heavens.

“You’re telling me you didn’t meet with one of Napoleon’s many relatives?” asked Bonnie. Edward was busy studying the baby, but he could hear the smile in Bonnie’s voice.

“Who is saying that, anyway?”

“Oh, gossip? We men rather like our little tales, don’t we? And it all starts up again when the old guard of the Shiny Tenth prepares for a reunion. New clothes needed for a house party, you know, so they’re in the shop talking daily.”

“I wouldn’t know,” said Edward, firmly on the outs after his ignominious end that would have seen him in a noose or before a firing squad had his father not stepped in.

“I would, unfortunately,” said Bonnie, sighing and shifting in his chair, still trying to find the best position for a nap. “My third eldest brother hosts.”

“Your brother…” said Edward, the wheels in his head turning. “The thing is, I need to get my horse back.”

***

By the time Lady Banastre, formerly known as Molly Trenchard and forever called the Buckskin Breechess, fetched Edward from the lounge, he and Bonnie had hatched a whole plot involving invitations for him and Tabby, an alternate identity for her, and ideas for how to wear the new pantaloons. That Bonnie had done all of this without opening his eyes was both remarkable and expected.

With the world’s problems sorted, Lord Bonnie had finally collapsed into his nap, so Edward carried baby Bonnie into the hallway leading to the dressing and fitting rooms.

“You’ve a woman in the shop, Lady Banastre,” said Lord Peter Sidwin, a stuffed shirt if there ever was one. He directed his quizzing glass at a dressing room. “A dashed pretty woman.”

“The shop abounds with females these days, Lord Peter,” she said, somewhat exasperated. She took the infant from Edward’s arms and handed her to Lord Peter, who stood rooted to the spot.

Then he looked down in dismay. “Oh, a baby.”

“She’s inside,” said Molly to Edward, nodding to the open doorway. She paused. “And she’s delicate.”

“She is a little thing, isn’t she?” asked Edward, thinking of how small Tabby was in his clothes. His lids felt heavy recalling the braces running over her breasts, the—

“No, I mean,” said Molly, considering. “She has feelings after seeing herself all trussed up like a lady. Be gentle with her.”

Edward snorted and walked into the room. When hadn’t he been gentle with his friend? Some would say they’d landed in this mess because he was too gentle with her! As she said herself, she’d seen plenty, growing up on the streets. A little lace wouldn’t upset Tobias…

And then he saw her.

Tabby sat before a mirror, her hands in her lap. Molly must have gotten a wig on her, a good one this time, and her hairstyle ended in the sort of fat curl over her shoulder that he longed to tug. Around her neck was a thin ribbon, a saucy little thing girls without jewels wore to let a man know they’d be the most tasty piece with the tightest little throat—

“Edward?” she asked, turning on her seat when she spotted him in the mirror.

He walked to where she sat and gave in to temptation. His finger slid under the ribbon easily. And then they were connected.

“Do you like it?” she asked, her voice wavering.

“I do,” he said gravely, drawing her nearer to his chest by the ribbon. All the while, she kept her eyes trained on his face.

“It’s just that…”

Edward leaned down and looped an arm around her waist as if he meant to waltz. Tabby followed him up from the seat and let him lead her about the small room.

“It’s just that it’s all rather a lot of money,” she said, her head tilting down again. “Kitting me out. We have to think of Tencendor and what he’s going to eat when we get him back.”

Edward guided her through steps she had never been taught while tucking Tabby’s head against his chest, below his chin.

“We must also think of your aims,” murmured Edward, praying someone wouldn’t pass by the door and carry out news that Dick Stone had fallen in love. Would be bad for business.

“I suppose,” she said, sighing into his cravat.

“The only problem is that there’s no way a wife of mine would tolerate me having you as a friend,” said Edward. “She could be the most understanding woman in the world, but talk would destroy her.”

“Well, at least this way I’ll have my own money,” said Tabby.

“And even if my wife opposed our friendship, I wouldn’t blame her. I wouldn’t like it, but I’d understand her concerns.”

Tabby moved to pull back from his chest, presumably so she could look Edward in the eye, but he placed a gentle hand at her neck and held her in place.

“Why’s that?” she asked, her exhalations hot against his cravat.

“You’ve now slept in my bed—”

“Our bed.”

“Yes, precisely,” he said with a chuckle, feeling that curl that so tempted him.

“Sleeping shouldn’t be a problem.”

“But what about the fact that I’ve fucked you? Licked your cunny? Sucked on your pretty little nipples?”

Her breath was coming faster.

“And I plan to do it all again,” he said, gently pushing Tabby against the wall and sucking kisses into her neck. “She’s going to hate you, Tabitha, all because I…”

She’d taken his hair in hand and forced his gaze to come to hers. This confession seemed momentous, and he could see why she’d want to watch his lips say it. Tabby’s eyes dropped again, and Edward tugged on that tempting curl resting over her shoulder to bring them back up.

The problem with yanking on a wig attached in only the most temporary way is that it rather ruins the moment when it slides off, suddenly leaving a girl with her cropped locks exposed.

Edward had the wig in hand, or rather, the curl in hand and the wig dangling against the floor. Tabby covered her face in horror, her gaze darting to the mirror and then looking away.

“I’m ridiculous,” she said, eyes filling with tears. “This whole thing is ridiculous.”

“No, no,” said Edward, wrestling with the wig to get it into his hands, then trying to shove it on her head. She balked, pushing him away.

“Don’t try. Don’t try to make…make me what I’m not. I’m ridiculous. I don’t have hair and I don’t know how to dance and we can never be friends,” she ended in a whisper.

Edward slammed the wig down on the dressing table and held Tabby’s upper arms to prevent her from bolting. “What’s the meaning of this? What are you saying?”

“Look at me,” she said, gesturing to her dress. She looked remarkably well, and he thought her hair adorable, especially now that he’d gone to the trouble of getting the lice out.

“I’ve looked my fill.”

“Don’t make me say it, Edward,” she rasped. Oh, his heart ached at the sound, but he needed to hear her so he might dispel whatever clouded her mind.

“You look lovely, Tabby.”

“I don’t, don’t lie to me! I know I resemble a lad in a dress because, well, that’s what I am! Or was, until you found me out. But I’ve been a boy for far longer than I’ve been a lady, and—”

It was too much; he couldn’t hear this a moment more, not without sliding a hand to her waist and pulling her close.

“I can’t become a courtesan overnight! Or even a woman! It’s impossible! I’m impossible!”

When Molly warned him that Tabby was delicate, he should have listened. His tailoress was an eminently sensible woman, and he’d been a fool. Only the rending of his heart could fix this mess.

Edward used the hand not at Tabby’s trim waist to cradle her neck so he might tilt her head back. He had never thought he would see her dear cheeks streaked with tears in all his years of knowing her as Tobias. But today hit something very tender indeed. Something not even public humiliation and a hard slap from an auctioneer could reach.

“Do you think me so inconstant?”

Her eyes traced his face, and he let the words hang in the air for a moment as he sought to master himself. Her tears were just too much to bear.

“It’s just that I’m not—”

He had her pressed to his waistcoat again, damn her. He didn’t want to hear a fucking word against her, especially not from her own mouth. “Gather your hems, Tabby.”

“What?” she asked.

“Lift your skirts. I’ve something to tell you, and I mean to punctuate it with my fingers.”

She brought her fine new hems up, jerky and unsure, all while he stroked the soft hairs at her nape.

“That’s it, show me your little kitty,” he said, letting his palm slide up between her thighs. She squeezed them together, trapping his fingers.

“But I have smalls on,” she said. “Molly — the Breechess — she didn’t have drawers made up, so—”

“If you think that would stop me,” he said, pressing his fattened cock into her hip so she could feel how he ached for her cunt despite her lack of lacy underthings. “Now, I’m going to shove my hand into your smalls and make you come so you don’t have any thoughts at all other than pleasure.”

“Oh,” she said as his hand dipped into the waistband of her smallclothes.

“Did you really think me so inconstant as to give a single fuck what you wear?”

“But you didn’t think that when I was a lad.”

“Precisely because I thought you were a lad!” he cried. “I wouldn’t interfere with a child!”

“I told you plenty of times I was full grown,” she protested with a whine as Edward slid two fingers between her nether lips.

“Forgive me for being conscientious,” he said, teasing her entrance in a way that didn’t seem very contrite at all.

Edward slipped a finger, then another into Tabby’s channel, holding still and pinning her in place on his digits.

“Are you going to fuck me?” she asked, fully under his control.

He stepped closer and spread his fingers inside of her, letting her feel the strain and stretch.

“Oh, I’ll fuck you alright,” he said. “But what you don’t seem to understand is that I don’t give a damn how we do it.”

Edward worked in and out, getting his thumb involved in rubbing her slippery little nub.

“I fuck you, you fuck me, I give not a single fuck how we do it. So long as you’re with me.”

She stopped writhing as she made sense of what he was saying. “But I don’t have a piece, Edward,” she said slowly as if explaining something very complicated to him. “How would…”

“You like how I fill you, just like this?” he asked, pressing his fingers into a spot that had Tabby trembling.

She whimpered, her lips becoming well-bitten as she fought the impulse to cry out.

“You could fill me. You could abandon dresses today and only ever wear breeches for the rest of your days.”

“But your wife—”

“Fuck my damn wife!” he growled, working her harder and holding her near. Edward was dangerously close to spending in his breeches or spilling the secrets in his heart — he wasn’t sure which was in danger of happening first.

“But Edward—”

He was guilty of overpowering her, using his superior experience with lovemaking to quiet these doubts in her mind, and he didn’t regret it. This was a worry he needed to put to rest for good.

“Do you think there’s a form you could take that would change what I feel for you?”

It might as well have been a confession of love. For him, it went beyond the words that others had said so many times before. The words that dried and blew away when seasons changed. This? This was something eternal, burrowed deep in his soul and causing him daily, pleasurable pain. The thought of living without that ache became unthinkable.

“Wear what you wish; we can fuck however you like,” he said. “Just please, Tabby, put those doubts aside. I can’t bear to hear them. You’re breaking my heart.”

“I don’t—”

Edward lowered his face to hers until his hot breath against her lips stopped her speech. She was shocked. Good.

“I almost thought you were going to kiss me,” she said with a nervous laugh, her hand coming back to steady herself on the dressing table.

“I mean to,” he said. “If you continue speaking nonsense.”

She nodded no, and he retreated to give her space.

“Oh, I don’t mean…I wasn’t upset,” she said, her expression free of guile. “It’s just that you surprised me. Dick Stone doesn’t kiss. Everyone knows that.”

He crowded her once more, forcing her little arse onto the dressing table. “Then it’s a good thing I’m Edward to you, Tabby.”

And he lowered his mouth to hers for his first kiss in a damn long while.

She was soft and slow, tentative as he recalled how to do this and guided her through it. When he sucked her lower lip and then upper, she moved against the fingers still within her channel, giving him license to drown her in sensation.

“Tabby, my Tabby cat, any way you’ll have me,” he whispered as he peppered kisses over her tear-stained cheeks.

“Oh god, I wish you were inside me,” she sighed, almost as if she were as anguished by this stolen moment as he.

“But I am, darling,” he said, thrusting harder.

“Your cock. What would it feel like to have all of your seed inside my belly?”

Edward groaned, his boy jumping in response. She was going to kill him, flood his smalls with spend.

“You’d give it to me, wouldn’t you?” she asked plaintively. “Even if I’m not a fancy lady?”

He was on the cusp of telling her exactly what she meant to him, explaining just how much he adored her when he thought better of it and covered her mouth with another bruising kiss as he brought her to paroxysm at last on his slick fingers.

Tabby’s feet kicked slightly as her body shook under the force of the eruption, and she clung to him as she went through the waves of bliss.

Edward now sported a wet spot on his breeches simply from bringing the young woman he loved to pleasure. Mortifying, but still worth it to have felt her break on him once more without him spilling his feelings.

Nothing good would come of Tabby knowing the truth of his heart.


Chapter 7


It had taken a week for the Shiny Tenth reunion house party invitation to materialize. While they waited, Edward trained Tabby.

He drew pictures of silverware they didn’t own, and they pantomimed eating from it correctly. He danced her around the small entrance to their rooms and got her to master a respectable curtsy. It wasn’t possible to make a lady of an urchin in a few days, but Tabby would do fine, especially since the company wasn’t so exalted.

And when Tabitha inevitably trod on his shoe or playfully dropped her paper salad fork, Edward delivered punishments.

As they rode toward the manor owned by Lord Banastre’s elder brother — in a carriage the man himself had sent for their travels — he regarded his companion on the forward-facing bench.

She was prim and stiff in her new clothes, sitting next to the chaperone provided by this generous brother of Bonnie’s. Tabby was pretending to read from an improving novel, and he was pretending not to want to fuck her senseless on every surface of that carriage, Mrs. Harfagre, the chaperone, be damned.

When Tabby shifted on her seat, Edward’s eyes darted to her, wondering if she was comfortable. And wondering if she still felt the traces of those pleasurable punishments all over their rooms.

Her old gutter vocabulary had slipped out, so he’d introduced her to cocksucking. Her dress had risen to show an ankle, so he’d pulled the whole of her hems up and taken her from behind.

The reverse was true when she performed well. When they waltzed about the room and she failed to miss a step, Edward had dragged her to bed, stripped her of all clothes, and taught her to ride his face until she shook with pleasure over his mouth.

Just as Edward decided to grab Tabby from the bench, the carriage came to a stop.

“The Fitzwilliam Arms. Stopping to change horses. They do a fine stew for the midday meal,” announced one of the outriders.

Edward helped Mrs. Harfagre and Tabby down from the carriage, navigating them through the muck in the yard and into the snug inn’s dining room.

“Do you have a private dining room available?” asked Edward as if he were accustomed to traveling in the first state of fashion these days. It was an extra expense, but Mrs. Harfagre was looking rather green around the gills. Almost as if she’d like the chance to hare off to lose her breakfast behind a hedge.

The innkeeper arranged a room without delay, and soon he and Tabby sat before a merry fire with the promise of a fine mutton stew and the day’s bread.

“Tabby, I’m desperate to touch you,” he whispered, the door to their dining room left open by the innkeeper, who no doubt thought they’d want to observe proprieties.

Edward most certainly did not want to observe proprieties. He wanted his suddenly prim little miss in his lap and, with luck and some maneuvering, riding his cock before the carriage was ready to proceed.

“But what about Mrs. Harfagre?” she asked, demure as any society debutante. It was almost as if…

“Tabby, are you using my training against me?” he asked with a hiss. He’d taught her how to be modest in her speech so she could play a lady convincingly — and liberate ever higher sums from her patrons. That she would use it against him was unthinkable! Unconscionable! And entirely possible.

“I wouldn’t want the family running the inn to think ill of us,” she said, her eyes fixed to the rug on the floor. Why, she was playing with him, the minx!

Edward shot from his chair, ready to spank her little arse most pleasurably and then rut between her thighs until they both erupted, when the innkeeper’s daughter bustled in with their meal.

“I’ve a good stew for you here,” she said, laying everything on the table and pulling out the chairs. “Mind you ring if you need more bread. I’ve an ale for his lordship and some half-beer for the lady.”

“Do you have a good pump?” asked Tabby. “It’s just that I rather prefer water.”

Edward had to hold in a laugh as the girl looked at this ostensibly fashionable lady and struggled to make sense of the request. Tabby maintained perfect composure while requesting what she truly wanted, strange though it was, and he couldn’t help but feel amazed at her. She’d been born so far below him, but had no problem demanding what was hers.

What else might she want? He had an ache as he realized that the answer might not be him. At least not in a permanent way. She might take up with any number of fine men and get lost in the whirlwind of life in the capital, only to lose sight of him.

Why, she might prove as faithless as Lady Philadelphia De Courcy, now Duchess of Chevaliermont, who had been engaged to Edward — and celebrating their engagement ball when he’d discovered her now-husband balls deep in the chit.

Edward dropped into his chair and grabbed the well-formed spoon the lass had left for his stew.

“We should eat,” he said grumpily, digging into the meal.

Tabby sat like a little lady, only enraging him further. For whose benefit would she move with such grace in the future? Certainly not his! He was of half a mind to drag her to some shadowy corner and take her against a wall like one of the Covent Garden girls she’d no doubt seen on her walks about the city. Remind her she could put on all the airs she wanted, but she was still his girl. Young woman.

“Mmm,” moaned Tabby in the way she always had while tucking into a meal. And then she had the temerity to lick her spoon most sensually and wink at him!

“Tabitha, I am three seconds from—”

“And here’s your water, your ladyship,” said the innkeeper’s daughter, bustling in with a glass and pitcher.

“Thank you,” said Tabby, her eyes down and a real blush dusted across her cheeks. Neither Edward nor Tabby moved to correct the lass. She probably thought they were a married couple, making their way to a country estate to take up genteel farming and begin the production of a good number of children.

Edward’s spoon clattered on the table.

“What is it?” asked Tabby, rushing from her chair to grab him. “Is it an apoplexy? I’ve heard that happens to old men.” She rubbed his arms and placed a hand on his brow.

“Old men.”

“Yes, well, not precisely old, but if a man starts to…”

Something must have shown on his face because Tabby returned to her chair and began studiously eating her stew, this time at a pace reminiscent of Tobias.

“What’s your punishment if you drop silverware?” she eventually asked.

“Pardon me?”

“I recall you taking me over a chair when I dropped a pretend fork,” she said. “What should happen to you now that you’ve dropped a real spoon?”

Edward held in a gasp. This little strumpet was going to send him through the roof with her antics! First, she had the audacity to play a perfect lady, and now she was deliberately making him remember that afternoon when he’d brought her to the point of paroxysm over and over while denying her release. His cods were so heavy and pained they might as well be twisted inside his smalls.

“Tabitha…” he started, then realized he was missing an important piece of information. “Tabby, what’s your surname?”

She wrinkled her nose.

“Your family’s name.”

“Brewer,” she said without delay. “Though it might have only become Brewer after the flood what killed me mum.”

“Why would a flood change your surname?” he asked, entirely bewildered.

“Folks said my family swallowed more beer than a brewer, and it stuck. There was a flood of beer. Happened, oh, six or seven years ago? A vat of porter took out a bunch of my family what was gathered for a cousin’s funeral,” she said, her old accent and vocabulary coming back in places as she recalled.

“But not your father, who drowned in a cesspit.” Goodness, her family had a tendency to drown in unlikely things. He’d need to keep her away from moats and the like.

“That’s right,” she said, grabbing another piece of bread. Seeing her eat so heartily warmed his heart; demme the ladylike nibbling he’d taught her.

He didn’t protest when she brought up his treason case, much as it wilted his otherwise interested cock.

“So we’ve tossed the Portuguese cove,” she said, waving a well-buttered slice of bread.

“The ouvidor, yes.”

“And Camville because you didn’t stick your piece in his wife,” she said.

“That’s correct. The major’s mother-in-law prevented what could have been a very enjoyable interlude,” he sniffed.

“So that leaves…”

“The Honourable Colonel Henry Giffard and Lord Blount,” said Edward, wanting to sigh at this bothersome treason nonsense ruining a perfectly pleasant meal by the fire.

“And did you maybe not roger both of their wives? Maybe just one?” she asked hopefully.

“Unlikely,” he said. “I now recall that Lady Blount had a bush the color of her carrot hair and Mrs. Giffard liked to wail so loudly that I had to cover her mouth the whole time or else her children’s ama would come running.”

“So it’s likely to be one of those two men,” she mused.

“Or women,” he replied, ever realistic about the abilities of women. He’d long admired them for their less bloodthirsty talents, but he wasn’t so silly as to think only a man could concoct a false treason charge. Why, a lady might orchestrate such a thing quite efficiently because of the tendency of men to overlook her.

“So we’ll need to focus our efforts there,” she said, packing slices of bread into her reticule. Her fine new handkerchiefs were now employed in protecting the remains of the loaf, and he wondered what — if any — monogram Molly the Buckskin Breechess had selected for Tabby’s linens.

Then she stood from her place and whisked the silver flask from his breast pocket, filling it from the pitcher she’d requested. She looked up from her industrious labors and flashed him a smile.

“Don’t forget about this. I stole it for you,” she said. “Keep my cods at the ready, won’t ya?”

He was in love. It was new to him, but there was no mistaking it now that he realized what it meant when the ache in his ribs eased when she was near. He was desperately, ostentatiously gone for Tabitha Brewer.

“Say, Tabby,” he said as they rose to return to the carriage. “Come to my room at the inn tonight after Mrs. Harfagre falls asleep. I’ve been meaning to give you something.”

“What’s that?” she asked, looking back at him.

He brought her hand to his reinvigorated piece, which jumped at the feel of her fingers.

“Oh my, Dick Stone, you certainly are hard,” she whispered while slanting him a sly glance.

The minx!


Chapter 8


The problem arose on the second night of their journey.

Tabby, ever slippery as those eels she liked to eat, had yet again slid from her shared room — with exhausted Mrs. Harfagre none the wiser.

Following several minutes of frantic kissing and the near rending of good tailoring, Edward and Tabby were skin to skin and desperate to fuck after a long day of merely sending heated glances at each other across the carriage.

It was when he reached for the soaking French letter that tragedy struck.

Edward had been rinsing the letter after each fuck so it could be ready for battle, but this time he pulled a shredded mess from the water. The ties and seams appeared to have given way after so much hard use.

Tabby had been on the bed, stroking her kitty in that tentative way that never failed to set his blood rushing. She watched him try to tie the damn thing on.

“Ah, fuck,” he said, peeling the well-used sheath from his ready cock.

“Do you need to soak another?” she asked, her eyes drooping when she slid a finger into her audibly wet channel. His balls drew up at the sound. Gesù.

“Don’t have one,” he said, taking a seat at the edge of the bed. “And I’m not about to ask the innkeeper. I’ll just have to lick you until you’re satisfied.”

Tabby squealed as he moved between her legs and rushed to taste her sweet little cunt. But she had something else in mind.

“What do people do when they don’t have letters?” she asked, the front of his hair in hand.

“They make babies,” he growled, and set about sucking her nub.

“But not every time?” she asked, her voice rising hopefully.

Edward’s heart dropped to his knees, such was the roaring need that overwhelmed him. What was she saying? Did she have any idea how his cock would respond to sliding into her channel, bare skin against bare skin?

All with the possibility of something going wrong and his balls firing too soon.

He crawled up her body, needing to see her as they negotiated this riskiest of maneuvers.

“You want this cock inside your cunny? Nothing between us?” he asked, all thought of being a proper swain gone from his mind.

“Put it in,” she said, her hand trailing down his abdomen.

Edward felt himself jerk at the sound of her voice saying those words, and he took his shaft in hand to prevent it from ending up inside her nether lips. Blasted cock, always up to something.

“I don’t want to risk you, darling,” he said against her ear as he settled his cockhead at her tight entrance.

It was heaven to be cradled by her wet, swollen little lips and feel her hole flexing right there as he grappled with the temptation to fuck his beloved raw.

He’d stuck his bare cock into women so many times before. Why, it was his vocation, his celebrated breeding business, to stick his cock in women and fill them with seed.

But this was different. So very different, he thought as his cock slid into the start of Tabby’s channel, which threatened to suck him inside.

“I feel you,” she said, her hips rocking in the way they always did when she longed to be filled.

“I shouldn’t,” he said, trying once more to resist temptation.

“But other men will,” she said, her voice too sweet to actually be innocent of machinations. Tabby would earn herself a paddling yet for this!

“What other men?” said Edward, catching her under the knee and opening her cunny to his gaze. She was glossy and pink, spreading around his shaft as he struggled to stay mostly outside of her body.

“Well, Molly introduced me to Lord Peter Sidwin at the Buckskin Breechess.”

“Sidwin!” roared Edward, mindlessly sliding deeper on the power of his anger alone.

“Yes, Edward,” she said while wearing a smile rather resembling that of a pleased cat. “I think he might wish to spend time with me. Am I ready for clients yet?”

“You are most certainly not!”

“Oh, but Lord Peter—”

“I don’t want to hear a demmed thing about him,” said Edward, feeling possessive and hot and altogether too randy to have his whole bare cock in her channel.

He should give in to her raillery, teach his little minx a lesson about not winding him up and teasing him about other men. Especially not Sidwin!

What would happen to her utterly incomprehensible plan to become a courtesan if he were to put a baby in her belly tonight as they played this dangerous game? Edward’s breathing slowed as he considered it.

She wouldn’t realize his trickery. Tabby was a smart little thing, but he could pretend to be so overcome that he unleashed his seed early. He’d done it a few times for show in the course of breedings, at the request of ladies who wished to imagine themselves masters of Dick Stone’s cock, and it had been received to great effect. Tabby would believe him and not think to worry until she couldn’t keep a meat pie down and her belly swelled.

Edward couldn’t do that to her, his unexpected love, not when she trusted him so implicitly.

“You could give me just the tip?” she asked hopefully, wiggling to take his cock further inside.

Well, fuck his good intentions.

“You want the tip? But I already gave you that,” he said, watching as he slowly drew his cockhead out.

They both groaned.

“Again,” she implored.

He rocked the head in again and withdrew.

“Let me feel it, all the way inside. Then you can take it out.”

Edward paused, struggling to think. “You’ll need to remain still, Tabby. My control is a taut thread, and if your cunny sucks me or your beautiful body moves, I can’t master myself.”

“Do it.”

Edward pressed in further. “You know what I’m trying to say? If you aren’t perfectly still, I’ll flood your womb with seed and quite possibly get a baby on you.”

Tabby’s eyes were closed, and a smile graced her lips, as if the bliss of coupling with nothing between them had swept her away too.

“Don’t you fuck women without sheaths all the time, Dick Stone?” she murmured while clutching the bedclothes to remain stationary.

Did he fuck those women as their stud? Certainly. Did he take a woman he loved? A woman who had moved his heart and cock?

That was exclusive to her, his Tabitha. He stroked in and out, willing his balls to hold back so they could enjoy this longer.

But of course, his body had been trained for breeding beautiful women, and his cock was primed to fire within the most beautiful woman of his acquaintance.

As he tried to pull himself from Tabby’s clasp — with great reluctance — he had another of his cock-based realizations: he didn’t want to breed Tabitha to keep her from other men.

Well, yes, he did. But it wasn’t the only reason.

“Edward,” she said, reaching for him as she always did now, their bodies entwined in more than one way. He slid his hand around hers and let it rest against the belly he longed to fill.

When her whimpers grew more desperate, he knew he should withdraw and send her over the peaks of pleasure with his fingers or tongue. Yet he stayed within, slowing his motions so he could control his cods and enjoy just a few moments longer in her wet, tight heat.

“You could…”

“What’s that, Tabby?” he asked, working his cock over the front wall of her cunny in that way she liked.

“Just this time, you could…”

Edward squeezed the base of his cock, willing his seed to stay pent up. He wanted nothing more than to lose himself in her, breed her, his little love, and entwine their lives forever by making a baby.

But he loved her too much to set aside her wishes selfishly. True, her wishes were about as sensible as the street plan in the slums where she used to roam, but that didn’t mean he — with his superior experience and control — could take seriously her lust-drunk statements. Why, she was under one of the great cocksmen of the age!

“Just this time, you could fill me, Edward,” she said, squeezing his hand at the same time her cunny relentlessly gripped his cock.

He barely made it out of her clasp before he was spraying his seed on the inn’s sheets. His cock jerked on and on as he emptied his balls endlessly.

Tabby watched him spew the spend that could have gotten her with child, her little fingers strumming frantically at her nub until she arched back into the pillow with a gasp and gave a pained moan.

As he settled behind her on the narrow bed, Edward considered what he could say that wouldn’t give away the state of his mind.

“The pork trotters were nice, weren’t they?” he asked, the ability to discuss something other than food completely beyond him.

“Very well cooked,” she said with a nod.

“I hope breakfast is just as nice.” Lud, strike him down! He was a conversational disaster!

“Maybe they’ll have rashers.”

“Don’t forget to sneak back into your room before Mrs. Harfagre wakes,” he said, kissing her on the neck and feeling his lids grow heavy. That had been a most profound draining of his sack.

“Don’t worry, Dick Stone, I’ll not let her find me here in your bed. You wouldn’t want to have to marry me.”

His eyes flew open in the dark as some tangled threads suddenly wove themselves into a very tempting bit of cloth.


Chapter 9


The reason for the generosity bestowed by Lord Banastre’s brother revealed itself as soon as they reached his seat, Elmwood Grange.

The household came out to greet the loaned carriage, a formal and ostentatious welcome thoroughly unexpected by Edward these days.

And then he saw Lord Leontius’s heir, a boy of nine or ten years of age, standing alongside his blond father companionably. The lad — the only child standing on the front steps — had brown hair. Brown hair resembling that of Captain Lord Edward Richard Stone, as he’d been known at the time he’d encountered the child’s mother in Portugal.

Lady Leontius was nowhere in evidence, though that wasn’t surprising; gossips always said that she’d stayed in Portugal under the spell of the same ouvidor Edward had disgraced.

When Lord Leontius came forward, he moved with studied elegance, aided by a cane. And Edward finally recalled the day a horse had landed on his leg and the breeding request he’d made shortly thereafter.

It seemed he could count on one man in this house to appreciate his conduct in Portugal.

“Dick Stone, a pleasure to have you at Elmwood.”

Edward clasped his hand in greeting and made the introductions. He introduced Tabby as a family friend — this would likely fool no one, but they had to observe proprieties when moving in society. One must think of the wives present, after all (though a good number of them had enjoyed Edward’s company in bed, so he wasn’t sure precisely who this fiction should reassure).

“And this is my son, Richard,” said Leontius, drawing the boy forward and watching with pride as he made his bows to the guests.

Edward’s heart raced in his chest. Given that he had little to do with the ton other than fucking the wives of the elite, he rarely saw the outcome of his breedings, especially not when they were nearly human in form and function.

Richard had a way of standing, both proud and deeply shy, that made Edward think of his deceased elder brother Horatio at that age. Suddenly, he wanted to skip rocks while looking manfully at a trout pond. Anything to disguise the feeling that he might cry at the thought of never watching his own child make their bows or curtsies.

“Several old compatriots plan to attend the house party this weekend. And we expect to be graced by the presence of our neighbors, the Duke and Duchess of Chevaliermont.”

Gesù, the only thing that could make this a bigger fiasco would be his former fiancée, Phily, and her licentious husband, Monty.

His eyes darted to Tabby. She was already regarding him. His girl — young woman — sent him a wink and let herself be led into the house with her head high as if she’d only ever lived in manors such as this.

***

Edward was trying to tie his cravat for the third time when he heard the door to his room click open and shut.

“If you’ve come here to finish me off, make it quick so I needn’t fiddle with this demmed cravat a moment longer,” said Edward.

“Now, why would I want to do that?” asked Tabby, poking her head around the wardrobe.

“Ahh, at last,” he said, collapsing into a well-padded chair. “Come, give me a kiss and make it all better.”

Edward held out his arms, and Tabby slid tentatively into his lap for the first time. She applied herself to fixing his neckcloth and making his cock swell.

“What’s got you in a pelter, Dick Stone?” she asked.

“I don’t think I can do it.”

“Do what?” she asked, pulling on his cravat in ways that gave him ideas of a most stimulating nature.

“Solve this problem of who claimed I committed treason.”

She hummed, doing rather more with the fabric than even a seasoned valet.

“If it were simple, wouldn’t I have figured it out all those years ago?” he asked, resisting his desire to stand and pace because it would send Tabby sprawling.

“Everything is different now.”

“What’s different? I might have a courtesy title and a little income from breeding, but I’m still a disgraced former soldier who is sticking his cock where he shouldn’t!”

Tabby shoved his shoulder and arranged her face until she was both ferocious and adorable. Funny how she could do that.

“Damn you, Dick Stone! If you believe that, you’re cork-brained.”

Now, what was she on about!

“Look at yourself today,” she said, tapping on the flask inside his coat, her eyebrows pinched together. “What were you drinking in those days, back in Portugal?”

“Had a fondness for brandy,” he said with a smile as he recalled the casks they’d liberated after a skirmish with the French. “Madeira.”

“You marinated in the drink and chased every skirt in town? Is that what you’re doing now?”

“No,” he groused. “But—”

“And are you currently at risk of the firing squad or moments from arrest?”

“You know I’m not, but—”

“I don’t want to hear your doubts, Edward!” she cried. “Have you forgotten that your awful father has Tencendor?”

“Of course not,” he muttered.

“And now you have an associate. Or maybe you had another me in Portugal?” she asked, her right eyebrow raised.

“I offended every associate I had in those days,” he said with a chuckle. “Mostly by fucking their favorite girl or wife, but don’t underestimate my ability to drive people away.”

“Is that so?” she asked, finally finishing his cravat. He looked down at it.

“A mailcoach? And a competent one at that. You really are a prize, Tabby cat.”

She poked him in the center of the knotted fabric. “And don’t you forget it!”

Edward grabbed her hand and kissed her fingers while contemplating how to discover the truth of the treason rumors. And then he recalled Tabitha was sitting on his lap and looking very charming indeed. Her wig was tempting him, but he knew better than to muss her up right now.

“Don’t look at me like that, Dick Stone,” she said softly.

“Like what?” he asked, nipping at her ear.

“Like you’d rather devour me than save your horse.”

Well, she certainly knew how to throw cold water on a fattening cock.

“In the army, did you ever run away? Ever back down from a fight?” she asked, warming to the topic of why he should charge forward.

“Plenty of times,” he said. “Retreating is a perfectly acceptable option provided a commander gives the order.”

She visibly deflated. “I didn’t expect you to say that. You really mean…you sometimes ran away in battle?”

“Plenty of times,” he said with a shrug. “That’s why I’m still around to fuck you. And why Tencendor is alive to enjoy my father’s hospitality. He galloped away too; it wasn’t just me.”

“Oh.”

“I apologize for shattering your illusions, madam. I am nothing if not a coward and a scoundrel.”

“I don’t think you are,” she said, shifting in his lap and brushing hair back from his brow. “Maybe you simply didn’t love king and country enough to take a ball or bayonet to the gut for ‘em.”

“Can’t say that old King George makes a man want to charge into battle without thought for life and limb. But then, nothing would make me stick my neck out for my fellow man. I’m a scoundrel, Tabby, best to free yourself of me.”

She sent her eyes to the crown molding in that most well-appointed of guest rooms and seemed to hold back a wall of words. Edward hoped she might treat him to a pyrotechnics show consisting of her gutter tongue — ideally leading to some passionate kisses to subdue her anger.

“You say all of this as if you’re operating alone. You have an associate now,” she said.

Edward looked about. “Speaking of my associate, where is Tobias?”

She bounced on his lap harder until he winced.

“You think I can’t operate as your partner because I wear dresses now?” she asked huffily.

“I can think of many ways I’d like you to operate—”

“Focus your attention, Dick Stone!” she exclaimed with a laugh. “I’ve been hard at work while you’ve been wallowing.”

“Don’t work too hard. The Duke and Duchess of Chevaliermont are prowling about and likely to yank you inside of a secret panel or behind a tapestry if they see how pretty you look. I suspect they only attend house parties for the sake of ruining good girls.”

She gave a small growl and cupped his interested cock. “I’ll be a good girl. Your good girl. And if you’re a good boy and follow my plan, I’ll make it very worth your while.”

Promising.

And that is how Miss Tabitha Brewer steered Dick Stone into the most dangerous moment of his hazard-filled life.


Chapter 10


“You sent notes to the colonel and the captain, asking them to visit Lord Leontius’s study?” asked Edward as they made their way downstairs. He hoped the note of doubt in his voice wouldn’t discourage her.

Tabby bounced down the steps, clearly pleased with her machinations. She was altogether too reckless and competent to be allowed to make her way in the world alone. Someone should tie her down, fill her with babies, fuck her against that bit of wall over there—

“Dick Stone, are you even listening?” she asked.

“Ahh, yes, just thinking about how we might decorate the rooms like that,” he said, gesturing to the spot of wall he’d been staring at with what must have been feral intensity.

Tabby looked at the rather plain stretch of wall in confusion, but didn’t question him. She scratched under her wig, and Edward fought the impulse to laugh, grabbing her hand instead and leading her on.

“Wait. How did you send notes?”

“Oh, I wrote them. Lord Leontius sent a lady’s maid to help me with my ribbons and geegaws, so we helped each other and then her footman beau delivered the notes.”

“All this while I wallowed in doubt and self-pity,” he said, nodding in amazement. “But why send the colonel and the captain to the study? They’re hardly going to walk in, see my face, and confess.”

“We don’t need them to confess immediately,” she said. “We just need to know who did it. And then we’ll make another plan.”

He led her down a hall that a footman indicated would lead to the study.

“How the devil will simply meeting them tell us who did it?” he asked, taken aback.

Tabby cast him a concerned glance. “You don’t know when someone is about to deal a blow to the breadbasket?”

“Pardon?”

“You know, that look a cull gets before they’re going to punch you and you better make a leg or end up real sore?”

“I can’t say that I have,” he said. “People don’t tend to haul off and hit lords. At least not without cause.”

“No, they merely make false accusations of treason.”

She had a point.

“So we’re to sit in the study and stare at faces?” he asked.

“I had my lady’s maid set up a screen like you used for dressin’ when you were shy,” she said excitedly. “We can go behind it and watch those army men and then pop out — surprise! — and see if one of them looks mad at you.”

“As far as plans go, it’s not the worst I’ve heard. Certainly better than I’ve come up with in the years since my disgrace.”

Edward helped steady Tabby when she tripped on the carpet.

“It’s so thick I just want to die on it,” she said, looking at the luxurious pile longingly.

“Surely I can convince you in favor of dying in our bed, long, long in the future,” he said, then navigated her into the study even as she tripped again and cast him a questioning look.

“Oh dear,” she said under her breath when they walked into the study and found it occupied.

“The Camvilles,” intoned Edward without moving his lips. Major Camville and Mrs. Camville were nice enough people, but not germane to the false treason charges since that mother-in-law had prevented Edward from rogering the major’s wife. It was fortunate that someone at Elmwood could be considered, if not a friend, then at least not an enemy‌.

“Stone,” said the major, his arm falling to his side. For her part, Mrs. Camville sank into Lord Leontius’s plush chair behind the desk.

Now that he thought about it, it was rather odd that lordly studies were so often left unlocked and empty when guests visited. Such places seemed like the perfect site for , supported by the fact that even Tabby of the slums thought to assemble the cuckolds there for observation.

Edward looked longingly at the promised screen and hoped they could conclude their pleasantries with enough time to slip behind it for some kisses before their guests arrived.

“What is the meaning of this?” asked the major, his jaw tight. He waved a scrap of common paper as Mrs. Camville pressed a handkerchief to her face.

“My letter,” whispered Tabby. “But how did they get it?”

“Someone sent notes to Giffard and the Earl,” said the major. “Messages in a child’s handwriting. They were puzzling over them at tea. And then you, Dick Stone, stud extraordinaire, waltz in with your latest conquest.”

“What are we to think?” wailed Mrs. Camville.

“What are we to think?” muttered Edward for Tabby’s benefit.

“My wife is distressed,” said the major. “Most distressed. Always has been about the foul-up, but this latest blow has hurt her most acutely.”

“Most acutely!” she cried.

“Edward,” said Tabby lowly.

“It was easy enough to ignore things in Portugal at first,” said the major, his expression growing ever more haunted. “But the shame you inflicted on our family has been a festering wound these many years.”

“Dick Stone, listen to me,” Tabitha rasped.

“Here I am in my dotage, and my wife never fails to remind me of my failures,” said Camville, his shoulders rounded and slumping forward. “Failing to secure a title. The country cottage with drafty rooms that I did manage to obtain.”

“It’s so very drafty!” Mrs. Camville exclaimed.

“But foremost, the thing I must hear of daily, that also weighs on my heart, is my failure to produce a child,” bellowed the major, warming to the topic.

The whole situation was most peculiar. Mrs. Camville had forgone her dramatic repetition of the major’s statements in favor of wailing into her handkerchief, and Tabby was tugging at his coat insistently. He needed to say something to calm the couple and avoid attracting the notice of the entire house party to this well-appointed room. If guests set arse in those finely tooled leather chairs near the fireplace, they’d never depart!

“I am very sorry to hear that your breeding efforts have come to naught,” said Edward, shuffling closer to the desk despite Tabby’s attempts to pull him out the door. She probably saw a tea tray passing by and wanted to fill her belly in the drawing room, but she’d just have to wait!

The major regarded Tabby’s note, sent to one of the two men most likely to have levied the false treason charges at Edward, and nodded. “It’s too much. The insult is too much to bear.”

“But sir! I can assure you I have never interfered with your wife! At no time did I disrespect the bonds of matrimony by engaging in…that act with her,” protested Edward, trying yet again to resolve this minor disturbance quickly.

For her part, Tabby had given up attempting to drag him out of the room, and she simply looked on in horror. He’d really need to feed her properly once their inquiries were complete; she must be starving to be looking about like that.

“And that, Lord Netherwallop, is precisely the problem,” said the major with a strange light in his eyes. “Was a mere ‘major’ or ‘mister’ insufficient for breeding? Did you not consider us worthy of your stud services, unlike the captain and the colonel?”

Never let it be said that Dick Stone was an intellectual sort of man. His fashion sense was limited by his purse, his frame and cock were good but not astonishing, and his stories went on longer than warranted.

But he wasn’t completely stupid.

“You mean to tell me you’re insulted because I did not interfere with your wife?”

“Insulted is a fine way to put it,” said the major, spittle flying as he unleashed his spleen. “Your aristocratic predilections prevented my wife and me from achieving happiness at last, even as you spread your seed indiscriminately to other families.”

“I am most sorry,” said Edward. “I mean to cease my breeding activities, but I’m certain you can find another stud to service the lady and complete your family.”

Tabby cast Edward a look of confusion, and he was tempted to haul her off for that afternoon tea followed by a solid rogering, demme these Camvilles.

“You suggest that while taunting us with these notes passed to our friends,” said the major, holding up Tabby’s missive. “After denying my wife her due disrespect in Portugal. It’s too much to bear, far too much, sirrah!”

Edward sighed and put a hand on the buttons at his falls. “If it’s such a cause of consternation, I suppose I can undertake a breeding, provided my…Tabby agrees.”

Tabby’s eyes went wide, and she nodded no slowly, as if trying to tell Edward something without words.

“My wife has gone through the change while you were sticking your cock in every other woman in the kingdom!” roared the major. “Every other aristocratic woman! Is she not sufficiently beautiful to tempt you?”

“I can assure you, had your mother-in-law not been—”

“Edward!” rasped Tabby, clawing at his coat now, and pulling him along despite her much shorter stature.

“You’re not getting away this time, Dick Stone,” growled the major. Edward looked away from Tabby for just a moment to see what the man was on about and had to look back at him immediately.

In his hand, he had a dueling pistol rather like the one that sat on Edward’s father’s desk. He suspected this one was made after the Stuart era and kept in good repair. Demme and blast.

Edward felt as if something had knocked him from a boat, and he was now falling through water. His ears didn’t quite work, and his vision blurred. The last time this had happened, he’d been in battle — with Tencendor nearly cut from under him.

“This time?” interjected Tabby, advancing on the major. “So it was you? You put forth the false treason rumors?”

“You’re nothing but an aristocratic little miss,” hurled the major. “You wouldn’t know the insult he’s offered my family.”

“You’re wrong,” she hissed, kicking off her delicate slippers. “And you don’t seem to understand the insult you’ve offered my family.”

At that, Tabby yanked the wig from her hair, sending pins across the thickly carpeted floor. The mass of hair thumped against the screen behind which they’d meant to hide. And then she raced to the desk, right into the maws of danger.

Edward’s brain decided to work again while watching his love race towards a cocked pistol. Towards a loaded gun — to defend him.

“Not for king and country, but I’d charge for love!” he cried, launching himself in front of Tabby just as the major fired the gun at her.

At first, Edward was stunned as he hit the floor, the thick pile providing a surprisingly soft place to land.

And then he felt a pain in his chest. His breaths came fast and shallow, and he refused to look down at what he feared was a hole.

The sight of Tabby swam over him. She cradled his face with one hand and touched his body with the other, seemingly also scared to look at what must be a terrible wound.

“I suppose the old king was right about us,” said Edward, feeling faint.

“What’s that?”

“No heart.”

Edward huffed a laugh before a fit of coughing reminded him that this was no time for jokes about family lore.

Tabby seemed puzzled as she looked at the hand that had been feeling his chest.

“Dick Stone,” she asked, “you wouldn’t happen to be the only man who doesn’t bleed red?”

Her question was puzzling until he looked down and found that her hand, which he expected to be covered in viscous red blood, seemed merely wet.

And then Tabby was on him again, riffling through his coat and extracting that silver flask she’d lifted from some nob ages ago, and kept planting on him. In so doing,‌ she’d given him a small piece of armor over his heart.

“Why, it even has a hole in the front!” she shouted, then shook the thing. “And I can hear the bullet inside!”

“You saved my life, Tabitha,” said Edward, regarding her with wonder.

“Friends watch each other’s backs,” she said, helping him sit up. “And fronts, I suppose. It’s how we stay alive in the slums.”

“I can’t help but think it’s how things should be done in manors and townhouses, too,” he said, coming to his senses. Antique guns took an age to reload, but there was a slight complication. “Demme, dueling pistols often come in pairs!”

But when they bolted to their feet, both unsteady after the blow from the bullet (him) and the discarding of slippers (her), they discovered something very unexpected indeed.

“I’m pleased you’ve rejoined the living,” drawled Monty, the Duke of Chevaliermont. He looked entirely at ease, but had the other pistol in his hand, with the firing end trained on the major. “I heard something of the conversation and entered the fray after hearing the shot. I’ve already sent the footman outside for Leontius. And the magistrate.”

For his part, the major gripped the back of Lord Leontius’s chair, his face gray and unmoving as his seated wife sobbed even more hysterically into her handkerchief.

“You were in the room?” asked Edward, the whole thing feeling more fantastical than a comedic opera.

Monty nodded his head towards the screens Edward and Tabby had intended to use for their spying. One of the paper panels had an enormous tear through which Monty must have launched himself.

It shouldn’t have surprised Edward that the sly fox was a good chap, his theft of Edward’s fiancée all those years ago notwithstanding. And he was rather generous with the bounty of his wife’s favors.

“Oh!” exclaimed Tabby from before the screen.

Edward rushed to her side and soon saw what had caused her shout. Philadelphia, Duchess of Chevaliermont and said former fiancée, was wrapped in a passionate embrace with a lovely young thing wearing a maid’s uniform.

“Can’t leave them two minutes,” groaned Monty from his post. It didn’t escape Edward’s attention that the man did so while wearing a smirk and seeming rather pleased.

“Hullo, Jane!” said Tabby. This must be her loaned lady’s maid. Edward wondered if the ladies had gotten up to more than writing notes in their time together. He’d need to make thorough inquiries of Tabby this evening.

“Hullo, Tab!” said Jane, adjusting her bodice and bouncing up from her coze with the duchess. “Anyone shot?”

“Just me swell cove,” said Tabby, slapping Edward on the arm companionably. “But he got it in a bit of silver I nicked ages ago, so he’ll be breathing yet.”

Just me swell cove? thought Edward, his very much intact blood rushing at this dismissal. Why, he’d have Tabby know he would be no mere cove to her! He was—

“So this is your girl.”

Phily had risen from the divan at last and was standing in front of Tabby. She was taller than his urchin, but the duchess’s gaze when she looked down at Tabitha wasn’t unkind.

What must she think of this crop-haired elf? Tabby stood before Philly with her wig halfway under a wallhanging, her stockinged toes pressed into the carpet, and a stray hairpin dangling by her ear.

For once, Tabby was demure and modest, waiting as she’d been taught for introductions. Edward wanted her to buck tradition and unleash her slum charms on his erstwhile fiancée, but she played the part of a good girl. She’d given him armor while confidently going into battle with none.

“Aren’t you going to introduce us, Edward?” asked Phily. Her voice was controlled, and he had no way of telling if the duchess was about to humiliate Tabby. He’d be ready to defend her just in case.

Edward made hasty, awkward introductions and stepped closer to Tabby to signal that he was watching Phily’s every move. For her part, Tabitha managed a perfectly respectable curtsy and murmured a greeting. She was a natural in each room she entered.

“The great Dick Stone has fallen at last,” said Phily, taking in everything about Tabby’s attire. Edward was glad he’d kitted her out properly; she wouldn’t be found wanting in those fine togs.

“Truth be told, it wasn’t me who made him fall,” said Tabby. “That was because of the bullet.”

Phily looked surprised and then burst into laughter.

“Where did you find her, Edward?” Phily asked, wiping her eyes. “She’s perfect.”

“Isn’t she?” asked Edward, staring at Tabby’s startled face. “Caught her picking my pocket some years ago. Haven’t been able to give her up ever since.”

“Picking your pocket?” hooted Phily. “Why, you have something on her then. You could extract any promise you’d like. Theft is a hanging crime, you know.”

“I can think of a few promises I’d like to drag out of my Tabby,” said Edward, never looking away from his girl’s widening eyes.

“Oh, forgive me,” said Phily, collapsing back onto the divan. “I’ve been exhausted these past weeks. Monty suspects I’m breeding again. Our little games with Dick Stone appear to have been most fruitful.”

At that, Tabby cast Edward a look and took off at a fast clip.

“Better chase her down, Dick Stone,” trilled the duchess. “Those tabby cats won’t stay home if you don’t give them their cream.”


Chapter 11


The magistrate coming to deal with the major would need to wait. Edward had unfinished business to settle.

He caught up with Tabby, quick little thing that she was, outside his guestroom. He pulled her in the door and turned the key behind them.

“What if I want to leave?” she asked, just as breathless as he was.

“You don’t want to,” he said, kissing her neck.

She had her hands against the door and hiked one leg over his hip, her stockinged foot tracing the back of his thigh most pleasurably.

“Do you think the men who pay for my courtesan services will enjoy an embrace like this?” she asked, her voice altogether too seductive to be entirely serious. “If the duchess is unwell from carrying your child, perhaps I might be called upon to entertain the duke?”

Oh, she was too much. Edward bent down and threw her over his shoulder, earning a cry and delighted laughter. She knew what she was doing when she wound him up. But would she like the outcome?

Edward tossed Tabby onto the mattress. She wore an expression of surprise and something else.

“There won’t be men who pay for your services,” he growled, climbing in after her. “Not if I have anything to say about it.” His cock was harder than ever before in his life, and he was ravenous for his little pickpocket. A few nights on their narrow mattress wouldn’t be sufficient.

Edward looked down at her pretty gown, one he’d bought for her, and rage consumed him. He’d outfitted her and trained her for other men, but there would be no others, not for so long as he lived!

He took her hems in hand and yanked until they tore.

“Edward!” she cried. “Have some respect for the tailoring!”

“I’ve spent years being careful with my precious clothing, and I’ll not see you so dependent on your armor when your skin is all I need,” he said, rending the fabric to her waist.

He gazed with possessive fury upon her smallclothes, the bit of Tobias that Tabby refused to give up. Someday he’d dress her in lacy drawers just to torture her. Oh, the fun they’d have.

“Take down your smalls,” he bit out. “If you want me, take them off.”

For his part, Edward yanked off his boots and tore open his falls. When Tabby’s smalls went sailing to the floor, he knew he’d have her yet.

Gesù, she was stroking her cunny. How pretty she looked spread on that grand bed, her stockinged legs flung apart, and ruined dress hiked up to expose the place he wanted her so badly.

Edward stopped briefly to kiss and lick that perfect cunt and then settled over her. His coat proved too restrictive, so he peeled it off, sending it to the pile of their things on the floor.

“The Buckskin Breechess will be most displeased with the way you’re treating the clothes she’s made,” said Tabby, placing a cool hand on his heated cheek.

Edward’s eyes closed reflexively, and he turned his face to kiss her palm. That clever little palm that had stolen something very dear from him.

“I said before, down in Leontius’s study, that the major’s shot took my heart,” said Edward, stroking his love’s short hair and observing her. This would be the most important conquest of his career; he couldn’t foul it up. “But it was gone long before the major fired.”

“Was it?”

Edward nodded, directing his bare cock to Tabby’s entrance.

“You’re a very bad girl, Tabitha,” he said, tugging the bodice of her dress down to expose her small breasts. “You stole something from me, did you not?”

“I swear I didn’t do nuffink, yer lor’ship,” she said teasingly as he sucked a nipple. Her breathy exhalations and fingers in his hair had his cock jerking, begging to push in.

“Oh, but you did, my love.”

A gasp. So she’d heard his endearment. But would she accept his feelings and plans?

Edward looked into Tabby’s eyes and found they looked watery.

“What’s this, my girl? Not sadness on this happiest of days?”

“Why’s it happy?” she asked, brushing a stray tear away.

Edward pushed the barest inch into Tabby’s channel and then paused.

“I thought I might tell you how I feel.”

“And what of how I feel!” she exclaimed, the tears finally coming. She poked at his waistcoat, clearly overcome with emotion. How well she looked like this, enraged and demanding. But he loved how she looked at all hours of the day, so why should this be any different?

“You got the duchess with child, but you’ve been so careful with me!” she groused. “Why is she having your baby when you only spend on my belly or in a letter!”

Edward was shocked. Tabby wanted his baby? But then, it was a day of surprises, mostly involving people upset at the breeding he hadn’t done.

He seated his shaft inside her channel and let Tabby have the full length of him. “You want this cock? All of it? And my spend?” he asked, working himself a little deeper just so she’d feel how serious he was right now.

“Yes,” she said, sniffing.

“And you know that there may be consequences?”

Her eyes darted to his, questioning his meaning.

“A baby,” he explained.

“I certainly hope so!”

“You aren’t just saying that because the duchess is in a breeding state?” he asked. “Her husband was very actively involved in seeding her on the same occasion, so this might be another of his boys.”

Tabby sniffed, not convinced that the great Dick Stone’s seed could be supplanted by that of a duke and husband. He’d need to take a different tack.

“What of what I want?” he asked with a rough thrust.

“Jellied eels and a good meat pie back in London?” Tabby asked hopefully. “No more of this strange country food?”

“We’ll be back in the capital soon, my darling, but no, that’s not all I want.”

Tabby ran her hands over Edward’s sides and abdomen, trying to get under his waistcoat and shirtsleeves.

“Have I not been a good boy?” he asked.

She raised her eyebrows at him, composed and sure even as she took his every thrust.

“You told me that if I was a good boy and went downstairs to face my destiny, you’d make it worth my while.”

“I have little that I could give you,” she said in that straightforward way that never failed to set his heart skipping. “I brought some roasted nuts in my bag just in case. I could share them with you.”

“You don’t need to share your food with me. In fact, I want something much dearer.”

“Do you now?” she asked, drawing him closer for a kiss.

She had to know what he was stumbling towards. But she was going to make him say it, ask it of her. Tabby would make a perfect marchioness, damn any who would doubt her!

Edward ran his thumb over her left nipple contemplatively. “I’d like your heart.”

Tabby smiled. “I think I have a need for it, don’t you?”

He kissed her, his impudent girl. “What if I need it more?”

“Can’t I convince you to take something else?” she asked with a smile. Why hadn’t he noticed until now that her dear cheeks looked fuller?

“I can think of plenty of things I’d like to claim,” he said, settling closer and slowing his strokes so they might talk for ages while languidly making love.

“But you’re so ravenous and I have so little, sir,” she said in a small voice that made his cods feel fit to burst despite their slow pace.

“Then perhaps a trade,” he proposed.

Tabby squinted at him, a look he’d seen on many occasions before. He laughed, recalling their companionable adventures. Oh, the adventures they’d have together from now on!

“You see, you have this wee little finger here,” he said, pinching a thin digit on her left hand.

“But I like that finger!” she shrieked, squirming as if truly scared.

“Yes, but I’m afraid that I like it more,” he said, kissing it tenderly and then nipping the skin. “Much more.”

“You said it would be a trade. What do I get in return?”

“Well, I admit it’s not anything too grand.”

“You drive a hard bargain, Dick Stone.”

“Oh, this isn’t Dick Stone talking,” said Edward, rolling them so his back was to the bed and Tabby could ride his cock as she liked while he admired the way her lithe body moved over him. “It’s Edward.”

Tabby rolled her hips. “And what does Edward offer?”

“As I said, it’s not much. It was truncated — cut — in the past—”

Tabby gasped and looked at him with wide eyes, which darted to where they were connected. “I didn’t realize!”

Edward lightly slapped her hip. “Not that. You know you’ve got the whole of me.”

“Have I ever.”

“It’s just that you told the major something about family and then rushed to protect me,” he said, settling his hands at her waist. “If you do that again, I’ll have your little arse.”

“Promise?”

He growled and bucked up into her.

“So you’ve got a short something somewhere, my swell cove, best lay your cards on the table and see if it’s a winning hand.”

“My name. My surname. Stone.”

She stilled.

“It’s just that I’ve a surname, and it isn’t the best, but seeing as yours came about for sad reasons, maybe I could give you mine.”

“It is sad to remember me mum drowning in porter when I have to use it.”

“That’s the thing!” interjected Edward. “It doesn’t have to be that way.”

“So I could be Stone and you could take my name? We could trade?”

“Well, I was thinking we could both be Stone. From now on, we could both…”

Tabby leaned closer as if drawn forward by his whispered words. He pulled her hips so she rolled over his cock in the way he’d always love.

“I rather need a viscountess. And if I’m going to put a baby in you anyway, I wondered if you might be willing to suffer through the humiliation of being Viscountess Netherwallop. You wouldn’t have to support yourself if you were that awful wife you feared. I wouldn’t need an awful wife at all if I had you.

“You are my equal — nay, my better — in spirit, loyalty, and courage,” he continued.

Her face was impassive as he made his offer. And then he realized he’d said nothing of his heart. He really needed not to foul this up!

“There’s also a problem I’ve discovered.”

“Hmm?”

“It’s just that I’m terribly in love with you, Tabby. Feel dashed awful when you’re not around,” he said, his eyes closed so he could pull forth the right words and not get distracted by the way she moved on his cock or her expression. “You’re my heart’s true companion.”

“Is that so?”

“‘Fraid it is, my love,” he said. “Very sorry to do this to you when you’re doing so well with your courtesan training. You’d be marvelous, but I just don’t think I can let you out of my sight or bed that long.”

Edward felt the speed of her movements on his cock increase, and he knew he needed to get the whole of his feelings out before she drained his balls and every thought from his head.

“I’ve learned that I have a heart,” he said, his cods drawing tight. “Well, I did. Unfortunately, you took possession of it unexpectedly.”

“Seems cruel.”

“The cruelest,” he said, the bedclothes gathered in his hands as he fought to delay his paroxysm.

“It’s a good thing I like you, Edward,” she said, unfastening the buttons on his waistcoat as she rocked on his lap.

“Just like me? Don’t get me wrong, I’ll settle for it in hopes you’ll grow to care more for me—”

“I don’t know that girls from the slums get to fall in love,” she hummed. The little minx was drawing this out; he’d have her arse for this torture.

“Then you’ll just have to become a viscountess.”

“Sounds like an awful lot of work,” she said, helping him pull the waistcoat from his body.

“I’ll keep you in bed much of the day. When our finances allow, servants will bring you meals on trays.”

“Eels and roasted nuts and meat pies? Chocolate for breakfast?”

“Anything you’d like.”

“What about what I want most?”

“Anything, Tabby.”

“I had the misfortune of getting caught lifting something from a nob one day.”

“You were a very bad girl, weren’t you?” asked Edward, recalling the day they’d met. The day he felt a small hand in his pocket and grabbed the urchin attempting to lift his light purse.

“Just trying to eat, don’t mean no harm,” she said, echoing the words she’d said all those years ago.

“I’ll keep my girl fed now,” he said, bringing her down for a kiss.

Tabby placed her hands on Edward’s chest, rising and sinking on his cock in quiet bliss. “The little jobs for you filled my belly but made me hungrier for something else.”

“Is that so?” asked Edward, liking the sound of that.

She folded forward until her head rested against Edward’s shoulder. He turned them over again so he could thrust into Tabby and press her into the mattress with the force of his lust.

“How well you’ll look swollen here with my baby, viscountess,” he said, pulling the torn dress aside to see her flat belly. “And there, heavy with milk for me and the child.”

She cradled her small breasts, pretending to be scandalized. “You put yourself before the baby!”

“You’ll just have to be a very good little cow. For both of us.”

“Moo,” she said grumpily.

“And how well the Chasterly ring will look on your finger, my darling,” he said, drawing her hand to his mouth, then sucking the digit he intended for said ring.

“Edward,” she gasped.

“Squeeze my cock like that and you’ll make me come, viscountess.”

“Promise?” she asked hopefully.

“I do,” he said, rocking his hips faster.

“But we’ve got so many things to work out!” she cried. “Tencendor is still with your da, and there’s no money. I don’t even know how to get married. At least not legally.”

“Leave everything to me,” he said, setting his hand on Tabby’s nub and stroking in time with his cock. “What I want you to do is lie back and take this seed.”

She moaned, bringing one hand to the top of the bed so she could better meet the force of his thrusts.

“We need to make an heir,” he said, moving faster. “Are you going to take this spend? Let me fill your womb and give you our baby?”

She could only make little breathy exhalations until Edward slowed his strokes and looked down at her expectantly. “Yes, Edward,” she said, putting her arms about his neck and drawing him near.

“I’ll take care of everything, my love,” he said. “Don’t you worry. Lie back and let me get a baby on you.”

“What if—?”

Edward kissed her delectable lips, not wanting her to think about how things could go wrong when he needed her full attention on carrying their child.

“You’ve got the tightest, wettest little cunt, Tabby,” he said. “Have I told you that?”

She whimpered.

“Pretty little lips. And you pet your kitty so well for me now. I love the sound of how slick you get.”

“Edward, please,” she begged, her arms like bands around his neck.

“I’ll tell you what I’m going to do, Tabitha. You promise to marry me and love me as much as I love you, and I’ll drive my cock deep, as deep as I can seat myself.”

“Gesù, yes, anything,” she gasped.

“And I’ll pour all the seed I have into your womb. Soak your insides with it. Fuck you until it runs down your thighs for days, my love.”

“I’m so wet, did you already—”

“That’s you,” he said, strumming her bump. “Your little cunny made that to take my cock. To mix with my seed so we can make a baby. Are you ready for it?”

“Oh, but it’s so—” She shrieked when she felt the first surge of his seed in her channel, his cock pushing through the mess and forcing his creamy spend into her womb.

“Swell with it,” he grunted, working his cock out faster, punctuating his strokes with hard thrusts to shove his spurts of seed into her womb. “Take it all. Take it and make our baby.”

Tabby laid back, her arms having lost their strength as Edward bred her on that magnificent bed where she’d agreed to become his wife.

“We’ll fuck until the sheets are wet,” he muttered, “until you can’t walk and I need to carry you down to meals. I’ll fuck you in the carriage on the way back to London, in all the inns, and even the archbishop’s sitting room as we wait for the special license.”

She imagined her belly swelling with the baby that very minute and wailed again as she spasmed on his cock.

When Edward finally pulled out — ever so gently — he placed a pillow below Tabby’s arse, but positioned himself between her legs to monitor his seed.

“What are you doing, love?” she asked, a hand carelessly tangled in his hair.

“Making sure none gets away,” he said, holding his tongue at a place his spend had escaped her clasp and pushing it back in her. “Hold all of that inside like a good little viscountess working to give me my heir.”

Her neck snapped back when she felt a finger at her delicate nub as Edward used his tongue to plug her hole.

“Why touch there? I just…”

“Did you think this was the only time I’d breed you today, Lady Netherwallop? I’ve a baby to put in you.”

It was going to be a very long day and night.


Chapter 12


London, ten days later, early in the morning

Edward’s father dropped the gazette trumpeting his heroism at Lord Leontius’s house party.

“Says you got shot,” said the old man, gesturing to the newsprint.

“Not harmed,” said Edward jauntily, rocking back on his heels with good cheer.

“Pity.”

Edward could do naught but laugh at his father’s entirely expected reaction. The marquess was nothing if not consistent.

“So the treason rumors have been put to rest. And you’ve come to collect your horse,” said the marquess, standing at the window overlooking the stables while lighting a cigar that seemed to be rolled mostly with moldy tobacco.

“My associate is down there now to saddle Tencendor.”

“And I suppose you think this gossip in the gazettes will restore you to your place in this family? To reinstate your allowance? It ‌took you an age to counter the talk.”

Edward studied the mural on the ceiling of his father’s study, admiring the cherubs despite the fact they’d cracked and peeled in the last century while his family failed to maintain the house. A house that would be his sooner rather than later if that blood-soaked handkerchief on his father’s desk was any indication.

“You are my heir; of that there is no doubt,” said his father. “Heaven help me.”

The old man returned to his great desk and fiddled with a drawer, the lock on which gave his gnarled fingers some trouble. From an inner chamber, he removed a box.

“But before I restore your allowance, I need you to take your responsibilities seriously! No more of this breeding business nonsense! You need to find a gel, preferably young and stupid, and marry her. Get a child on her, and then another.”

Edward merely gazed at his sire with a raised eyebrow.

“Take that,” said the marquess, pushing the battered box to the end of the desk. “When you’re married, I’ll restore your allowance.”

“Restore my allowance?” asked Edward, picking up the box and stowing it in his coat. “Don’t you think the loss of my business and support of a wife — not to mention those many children — warrants an increase? Wartime inflation—”

“Damn you and your resistance to lawful, respectable matrimony!” bellowed his father. “I should have shot you when the idea first came into my head.” He looked to the open box of twin dueling pistols. They were missing.

Edward lifted the antique guns he had snatched, admiring the patina on the barrels. “The ruling class should really reconsider having firearms lying about,” he said, checking the trigger. “Someone might get hurt.”

“Before you seduce some chit who deserves better, I want to know something, boy.”

Dick Stone’s eyes shone in the light from the study window, gazing upon his father for what might be the last time. A pity he’d never been a good pater; Edward wouldn’t make the same mistakes with his own children.

“Those rumors have been hanging about your head for years, and you only now dispel them. Is all of this some knavery? Let me not discover that this is a trick!”

“It is no trick,” said Edward, turning to go. “I simply gave up on going through life alone.”

His father huffed, clearly not believing that something like friendship or love might ease the path of one’s life.

“Oh, and if you turn to the fifth page of that gazette, you’ll find the wedding announcements.”

The marquess froze.

“Including mine. We are gazetted,” said Edward with a flourish.

The old man dove for the paper, frantically flipping the pages.

“I’ll send my man of business to set up the accounts,” said Edward as he walked out the door of the study. “Once I hire one.”

In the hallway, Edward paused beside the wall hangings bearing the Chasterly cipher, a relic from the brief moment Parliament rid itself of the English king. How many times had he been chastised before these tapestries that bore witness to his tears and humiliation for real and imagined crimes of the most trifling sort? He hated those things, and under his direction, they’d someday be packed away. Perhaps burned, depending on how he felt then.

He crossed his arms and closed his eyes, pulling the twin triggers. One pistol merely clicked. The other lodged a ball of good size right in the middle of that cursed monogram.

***

“Ho there, sir!” called a voice he knew well.

“Ho there, Lady Millicent!” he called back. “Is my wife still with you?”

“Gesù, Tencendor, step lively now!” exclaimed Tabby as she led the giant warhorse onto the street despite being many magnitudes smaller.

“You got him,” said Edward, coming forward to stroke his beloved friend’s snout. “Your stepmother got you for me.”

“Stepmother,” groused Tabby, petting the beast’s flank.

“Didn’t think to bring him breakfast, did you?” asked Lady Millicent, opening her reticule to reveal an alarming number of apples. She began feeding the jumpy horse, to Tencendor’s great delight.

“Say, Lady Millicent, you wouldn’t have a use for these dueling pistols?” asked Edward, holding the cursed things up to the sun.

Her whole body stilled, then she shoved the remaining apples in Tabby’s hands so she could investigate the treasure.

“Probably best not to load them, but perhaps you’d like to have them about your person.”

“Would I ever,” she said, tossing her battered umbrella in the gutter and taking up the twin guns.

As Edward mounted Tencendor again at last, he called down. “Tabitha Stone, it’s high time we returned home.”

Tabby placed one foot on top of Edward’s boot and hopped in front of him on the horse, her husband’s old breeches making the maneuver possible.

“Please send my thanks again to the duchess,” said Edward, circling Tencendor around Lady Millicent, who was still entirely taken with her new guns. “She handed Tabby the winnings from her latest go at the Faro tables as we were leaving, which allowed us to purchase the special license so we could be married without delay.”

“High time you made an honest girl of your urchin,” muttered Lady Millicent as she stared into one barrel with great interest.

“Young lady. And she’s an honest viscountess now,” said Edward, setting off towards their rooms.

Tabby relaxed against Edward’s front as they clipped and clopped through the streets. “Was your da in a right state?”

“He was the same as ever. Obsessed with the aristocracy and primogeniture and the family, while holding nothing in his heart. That reminds me,” said Edward, reaching into his pocket to withdraw the box his father had given him. “He gave me something for you.”

“For me?”

“For my wife.”

Edward carefully opened the box before his wife’s eyes and revealed the Chasterly ring. It sparkled in the sunlight, one of the few cheerful heirlooms owned by the family. How many wives had watched that ring slide on their fingers with hope, only for those dreams to die in the face of stony indifference?

This marriage would be different.

Tabby snatched the thing up; her love of shiny objects never failed to delight him.

“Oh, I have a ring for you, too,” she said, sliding the enormous stone on the finger she’d promised Edward before feeling about in her coat. She held up the silver flask — now unusable because of the hole from the major’s bullet. “Thought we could have it made into a ring.”

“You mean to put a ring on me, Tabby?” asked Edward, pulling her closer so she could feel how much he liked the idea of her claim on him. One to match the claim she had on his heart.

“I’m afraid I must. One never knows if the other wives will have heard that Dick Stone has closed his business. It can be armor. Again.” She leaned her head back against him, swaying with Tencendor. “I used to think a full belly and a warm place to sleep would be enough for the likes of me.”

“But not now?” asked Edward, his arm securely looped around her waist.

“I don’t think that’s enough for me anymore. Well, I want a full belly, but the meaning has changed.”

Edward growled, wishing they were closer to their rooms so he might fuck his bride yet again.

“And I thought having Tencendor again would be enough for me,” said Edward, his chin resting on his wife’s cropped hair.

“Not now?” asked Tabby.

“Not nearly enough,” he whispered into her ear, liking how she shivered in response to his heated breath and words.

“You think we have something special? That we’ll make it?” asked Tabby, harkening back to a conversation they’d had long ago in Hyde Park as they’d watched a merry trio in love.

“We’ve changed a bit to get to live as our true selves, haven’t we?”

Tabby looked at her togs and shrugged. “Some days more than others.”

“Then it’s fortunate that I love the part of you that’s immutable. The part that connects me to you so soundly it makes my ribs ache when you’re not right here against my chest.” Edward slid his hand over the ring once worn by his mother and an unbroken line of Chasterly marchionesses. “Promise me you’ll stay beside me always, my love.”

“Didn’t I promise that in front of the archbishop?” she asked, teasing him in the way he adored. What he wouldn’t give to toss her on the bed right now and punish her with pleasure for asking such a silly question.

“I’m greedy for you. Same way you are for jellied eels.”

“You know what I like.”

“What about what you love?” he asked hopefully, always wanting to hear her feelings.

“Yes, I also love jellied eels,” she said. He could hear the smirk in her voice and urged Tencendor to step faster. “And I love nobs who won’t let me go when I pick their pocket.”

“Do you now?” asked Edward, getting some ideas. “Like the first time we met? You want to pay the price for your crimes in some slum alley?”

“My lord, I don’t know about that,” she said in her most demure, schooled voice. “You see, I’m a viscountess now. I must think of my family’s reputation.”

“I’ll give you a family,” he said into her ear as he pressed his fattened cock against her rear. She’d kill him yet!

“Even now, I might carry my husband’s heir!”

“If you aren’t, I’ll have you bred in no time.”

“But, my lord, you must let me go!”

“You take the leap first, and I’ll follow your lead,” whispered Edward against her ear, planting a quick kiss on her neck.

“I love you, Edward,” she said with a sigh, pressing her cheek against his waistcoat. “And I’m happy we have my stepson with us again. And I’m happy that I see our street up there.”

“And I love you, Tabitha Stone,” he said. “And I especially love that I’ll have you in our bed again soon.”

“Oh, but I’m hungry! Let’s get dinner first. There’s a new woman selling pies,” said Tabby as they approached their rooms. “Pork this time.”

“Is this an attempt to get dinner out of me?” asked Edward, ruffling Tabby’s clean hair.

“If there’s a baby already, he’ll be starving and upset soon,” said Tabitha, bringing his hand to her belly. “Unless he gets pie.”

“What a convincing wench you are, my dear nug,” said Edward, urging Tencendor on as the sun shone over London.


Epilogue


London, eighteen months later

“Darling, wake up, the most extraordinary thing has happened!”

Tabitha Stone, Marchioness of Chasterly, roused from her slumber to find that her husband Edward had personally carried the breakfast tray to their enormous bed. She adjusted her fine, diaphanous nightgown and surveyed the offerings.

“Did the Breechess send new rum kicks?” she asked in her old cant, curious about additions to his wardrobe as she struggled awake.

“No, no, her ladies are still working on the gold embroidery.”

“What could be more important than your tailoring, darling?” she asked, wrinkling her nose as she jammed toast into a soft-boiled egg and sipped a cup of chocolate.

“Patter is that old Rymer has been arrested!”

“The barber?” she asked, her hand falling so fast it made the plentiful silverware rattle. “Whatever for? He didn’t draw good teeth, did he?”

“More n’ that!” cried Edward, opening the gazette on the counterpane. “Magistrate claims he’s been murdering! In the shop! Next to my old office!”

Tabby gasped and read the article while Edward buttered a crumpet and smeared it with marmalade. He handed it to her, and she took it without looking up.

“But this doesn’t say what he did with the bodies,” said Tabby, pointing to the newsprint.

“Say, you don’t suppose he was doing the killin’ when those gents were yelling? When we were in the office?” asked Edward, stealing a grape from the tray.

They were both struggling to recall whether they’d ever seen patrons leave Mr. Rymer’s barber shop when there was a scratch at the door.

“Oh, I asked Mary Ann to bring the baby up,” said Edward, calling for the nursemaid to enter. “I thought you might like to see him before I show you the second bit of news I wanted to share.”

“Show me?” she asked, holding her arms out for the infant. “Second bit of news? Not another murderer, I hope?”

Nelson de Ros Brewer Stone, Viscount Hardmere, yowled upon leaving his nursemaid’s arms. At least the baby needn’t cry about being saddled with the Netherwallop viscountcy; his besotted papa had arranged for an alternate, much less humiliating courtesy title.

“Not sure why he does that when he should know by now that each time he’s moved, he lands in his favorite spot,” said Edward, watching as Tabby helped the baby latch on her nipple. “And his papa’s favorite spot.”

Tabitha cast her husband a heated glance while he surveyed their domestic scene with a look of immense satisfaction on his handsome face.

As Edward settled in beside his marchioness to read her the gazette, he let his fingers trail through her hair. It was still far shorter than the fashion; she’d been so closely cropped before that even a year and a half of growth could barely reach below her chin.

He loved her locks, unreservedly, those curls and straight pieces all mixed, soft and clean because he’d once caught an urchin picking his pocket. And presumed to care for the minx.

Even now, Edward loved to wash Tabby’s hair in their great bath, reveling in the sense that love had revealed something beautiful. And free of lice.

Baby Nelson had similar hair, it seemed, his little whorls and straight pieces all jumbled together to make a soft cap for his darling boy. His first child after having sired so many.

When Nelson had fallen asleep three times in a row and finally released his mama’s nipple, Edward carried him out to his nursemaid for a nap.

Tabby was lacing her nightgown when Edward slid back onto the bed and stilled her hands.

“I’ve been so busy this morning that I’ve not eaten my breakfast,” he said, his gaze both heated and playful. “Might you have something to spare for a hungry papa?”

“You ate off my tray!” she protested, laughing as he dragged her under him. “I should have known you’d insist on a taste, you unrepentant libertine!”

“And don’t you know it,” Edward growled before he sucked at the breast not sampled by his son and heir.

“Darling, you know where I need you,” mumbled Tabby as she attempted to move Edward’s head towards her wet, needy cunny.

He pulled off her nipple and earned a moan. “Get dressed, my love, I really have something to show you.”

Tabby gasped. “Edward, I am in a state. We have an agreement about not leaving each other in a state!”

He laughed and walked into their dressing room. “I promise not to leave you with a hot little cunt forever, wife, but you really must see this!” He tossed a day dress onto the bed and waited impatiently for her.

She groused while rising from the plush mattress and blankets that were the primary benefit of Edward’s elevation to the marquessate upon the death of his father some thirteen months ago. Well, that and complete control of the Chasterly fortune — with no arbitrary reductions in his allowance.

“Do I have time to call my lady’s maid?” she asked, curious about what had Edward in such a pet.

“No need, I’ll do for you,” he said, handing her a chemise and leering as she slipped out of her nightgown.

***

After several breaks for kissing, a mutual grope of the backsides, and four hastily tied ribbons later, Edward and Tabby made their way to the stables at the back of the Chasterly townhouse.

Upon their ascension to the title, they’d worried about Tencendor returning to the scene of his captivity, but the horse seemed no more perturbed than usual.

And then they’d acquired Bellona, the warhorse’s long-awaited companion. She was a lovely mare, almost as tall as Tenny, with a chestnut coat that shone in the sun and fine muscles that rippled when she pranced about the park.

Tencendor was enthralled. Bellona was unconvinced. So when, a few months into their companionship, the mare looked thicker about the middle, all rejoiced.

And now, the union had borne fruit.

“My boy has an heir, too,” said Edward, wiping a manful tear as he regarded the black-brown foal that had quickly found its feet — well, hooves — after being born overnight.

Tabby was similarly enraptured by the new addition to the family, who was currently hiding behind his mama’s flank. “But what will you call him? We had a devil of a time settling on Nelson’s name.”

“It came to me the moment I received word of his birth,” said Edward, regarding the little family with pride. “Stoneheart. He can carry on the old family name. Because we found our heart again.”

He was telling Tabby something he’d told her many times before: the importance of her to his life and the depth of his devotion. And like all the times before, she dropped her chin, and a little blush scattered across her cheeks.

“I love to see you flustered by my words of love, marchioness,” he whispered in her ear as they watched the stablemen bring the parents and baby into the yard for a bit of air.

“Those words aren’t for the likes of me,” she muttered, still embarrassed and delighted by outward displays of affection.

“That’s why I had to make you an aristocrat,” he whispered, dragging her deeper into the stables. “Can’t have you going through life like that, not when I love you so.”

“You bringing me in to muck out the stables?” she asked, letting him lead her to a corner.

“I was thinking we could fuck in the stables,” he said, pulling her day dress and chemise up.

Tabby gasped. “I knew there was a reason you selected a dress for me today!”

“Wanted nothing between us.”

“Hasn’t stopped us before.”

“Nor will it. Ever.”

Edward had Tabby’s knee hooked over his hip, her back against the stable wall, as he freed his cock and settled himself just at her cunny lips.

“You’ve teased me enough,” she said sternly, working herself onto him.

“I do like that you’re a greedy girl, Tabby.”

“I wouldn’t need to be so greedy and take the things I want if you’d just give them to me,” she said, hopping on one leg to ride his cock.

She was a wonder, the great gift of his life. As he shoved into her wet cunny, Edward couldn’t help but drop kisses all over her dear face.

“What’s that for?” she asked, giggling and squirming in his hold.

And then his cock hardened to signal that he’d arrived at the truth: he’d love Tabby Stone forever until his dying breath. She was his equal, his match, the wife he never thought he could have. For the second time that morning, he brushed aside a tear.

“Just thinking how very like an eel you are,” he said, nipping at her ear.

“An eel!” she cried.

“You like to eat them so much that I think you’ve become one.”

“Become an eel!”

“You’re so wiggly,” he said, bracing his hands on her waist. “Nicely jellied.”

Tabby sent her eyes to the rafters.

“Bony despite my best attempts to fatten you up,” he said. “I guess I’ll just have to get another baby on you. And then another.”

“Promise?” she asked hopefully.

“I promise.”

THE END
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