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Chapter 1


Early Autumn 1816, On the road between Meryton and Brighton

Lydia had remained proper for exactly six miles. By the seventh, she was monumentally bored. And when Lydia Wickham got bored, she got ideas.

“Auntie Mildred, how long until we reach the inn?” she asked, toying with the frayed ribbons attached to her hat.

Auntie Mildred — or, more accurately, Captain Chamberlayne dressed in widow’s weeds and a truly alarming bonnet — lifted the shade. Just outside the private coach, Major Carter and Captain Denny rode on horseback. They made a handsome pair, their scarlet coats bright against the leaves withering on the trees. In the fields, crops rotted after a cold and damp summer.

Within the carriage, Mrs. Lydia Wickham showed the first signs of blooming again. She’d married Ensign George Wickham four years earlier after a scandalous elopement necessitated hasty negotiations and a quick wedding. In the intervening period, she’d cast off her hoyden ways and attempted to live as a gently bred lady. All the while, her husband had gambled, philandered, and failed to advance in the ranks — despite plenty of opportunities to distinguish himself on the Continent.

“Shouldn’t be much longer, my dear,” said Chamberlayne in a convincing falsetto. “Do you need the bourdaloue?”

She gasped. She would not be relieving herself in the carriage with Chamberlayne inside!

“Oh, don’t be missish with me. You know I’ve seen all of you before.”

How right he was. Captain Chamberlayne, Major Carter, and Captain Denny had seen every bit of Lydia on two very memorable occasions. Occasions that had led directly to their travels from Meryton, where she had been living with her husband, to the seaside resort of Brighton.

And where was her husband, George Wickham? The last she knew, he’d been on his way to visit his latest paramour after wagering Lydia on the turn of a card. For the second time.

“Auntie, you know we can’t talk about that,” whispered Lydia, mindful of the coachman and her status as a respectable woman. How respectable she was these days, after her husband had wagered her and she’d publicly left him, was unclear. But she still requested that Chamberlayne play her chaperone as they traveled; perhaps the scandal could be restricted to the environs of Meryton.

“I’ll hold the receptacle for you, sweetheart,” said Chamberlayne. “You needn’t worry about a thing. We’re just two ladies, after all.”

She huffed. He was being ridiculous! But he wasn’t wrong that she had some discomfort beneath her skirts. Lydia wouldn’t make water before her beau, but she could certainly enjoy a spot of teasing to help pass the time.

“Auntie, what’s this tear at your hem?” asked Lydia, reaching down to touch the pristine bottom of Chamberlayne’s black dress.

“A tear!” trilled Chamberlayne in horror. “We’ll have to mend it at the inn. Oh fie, I knew haring about the country would do terrible things to my wardrobe.”

“Don’t be too upset, Aunt Mildred,” said Lydia, letting her hand drift under the fine layers of Chamberlayne’s skirts until she touched his leg. His big, hairy, outrageously masculine leg.

“Why, whatever are you doing, my dear?”

Lydia slid her hand up until she reached the place Chamberlayne’s thighs pressed together. They were thick and muscular, trapping her hand between them. From the outside, he looked the very picture of decorum, but beneath those skirts, his legs trembled as he fought the urge to let her explore.

“I believe you’ve dropped your book, Mrs. Wickham. Perhaps you should retrieve it and fully go back to your side of the carriage,” said Chamberlayne in a strained version of his usual voice.

She giggled. “But we spend so little time together now that I’m married, auntie. I long to be close to you again.”

One moment of relaxed tension, and Lydia’s hand found its way into Chamberlayne’s smalls.

“I don’t think,” he said, gripping the equipage’s handhold, “this is in keeping with Fordyce’s Sermons, Mrs. Wickham.”

Lydia cradled the officer’s sac. “Is that so? But those are sermons to young women. We’re matrons. Far above reproach.”

“You think teasing my cunny is above reproach, Lydia?” growled Chamberlayne. He adjusted her hand to where his thick shaft was growing hard from her ministrations.

“Are you wet? Down there?” she asked, tossing up Chamberlayne’s skirts and straddling his legs so she could sit on his lap while working him to distraction.

“You know I am,” he whined. “You can feel it.”

And she did. Lydia moved her hand to the head of his cock, which leaked for her. The carriage lamps were turned low, so she drew up ‌the shade.

Chamberlayne stayed her arm. “We’ll be seen.”

“On the road to Brighton at this time of ‌year? I think you’re simply no fun, auntie, no fun at all.” To make her point, she gave his cock a firm stroke.

“Oh, m’ girl, if you do that too many times, I’ll spill all over my dress.”

She basked in the sensation of a man under her control. An officer under her control.

“This is so fun, isn’t it? Like the games we used to play when I was a girl!” she exclaimed.

“Those games we played that left my cock harder than a bayonet and concealed beneath a divan cushion?” asked Chamberlayne in disbelief.

Lydia stroked him again. “It seems we have a rather different recollection of the matter.”

“I think you’re being a naughty girl.”

“Don’t you mean matron?”

“Are you trying to be punished?”

Well, she wouldn’t say no to three men lavishing her with attention. And thus, she continued exactly as she was.

“Punished for being a sweet young matron who helps her auntie with a torn hem? I think not!” she said.

“Wait until we reach the inn to change horses. Do you think the major will be happy with you if you make me spend on my black dress?” asked Chamberlayne. “Will Denny be pleased to discover that you’ve been misbehaving in the carriage despite being the one who insisted on a chaperone? They’re out in the elements for the sake of your reputation.”

Lydia looked out the carriage window at the men riding alongside. They hadn’t realized that the shade was open, revealing a scandalous, ostensibly sapphic embrace between the carriage’s occupants.

“Didn’t the men want me to become myself again?” she asked, pouting and stroking Chamberlayne’s cock as slowly as possible. She worked the moisture from his tip lovingly down to the base.

The officer whined in response. She assumed this meant yes.

“You see, this is me returning to my old self,” she said, drawing her skirts up so Chamberlayne’s cock settled against her chemise-covered notch. It was so close to where she needed him buried deep, but she was having too much fun teasing the captain. They could have miles to go before the inn, so she wouldn’t stop her game.

Outside the carriage, Denny glanced over, returned his eyes to the road ahead automatically, and then looked right back at the open window.

“You’re so heavy against it,” said Lydia, rocking her hips in Chamberlayne’s lap so his cock slid over the fabric, which provided the barest covering. “So big. I can’t wait for you to put it inside.”

Chamberlayne used the handhold to buck up into Lydia so strongly that she had to hold on to his broad shoulders for support, all while she squealed in delight at their game.

Now Major Carter was noticing the pair in the carriage’s window, face to face, and clearly engaged in debauchery.

“We agreed nothing would happen until Brighton,” grit out Carter, discreetly adjusting his cock and resolutely returning his eyes to the road.

“That is true,” drawled Denny, who couldn’t seem to look away from the ladies rocking against each other.

“Oh, auntie, you spilled cream on your mourning gown! What would dear departed Uncle Lester think!” cried Lydia theatrically from the carriage as she bounced harder in Chamberlayne’s lap. For good measure, she lowered her bodice and directed the captain’s mouth to her nipple.

Denny wondered if she knew the sort of punishment that would await her when they reached the inn just up the road. He almost felt bad for their old playmate, knowing just what lay in store.

And then she purposefully turned and showed him her bare breast, much to his discomfort. As Lydia and Chamberlayne dissolved into giggles, Denny steeled himself. She had earned everything coming to her. Both of the carriage occupants had.

“Aunt Mildred, you’ve got me all wet!” cried Lydia as she rode Chamberlayne’s softening cock.

“I think you know exactly who is to blame for your sweet cunt weeping,” replied Chamberlayne in a pained voice.

This was the girl she’d always wanted to be: racing across the country to a seaside resort while chasing her own pleasure, ideally surrounded by handsome officers. Now, if only she could reach her peak.

“Can you feel it, auntie? Maybe if you touch it, we’ll know how to fix it. I’m just so uncomfortable. I need something inside.”

Chamberlayne knocked his head against the squab as if dealing himself a correcting blow. His hand gripped one of Lydia’s plush thighs, and he rocked his cock into her chemise despite already having spent his load.

“We promised that you’d receive training first.”

“Who promised? Was I party to this promise?“ she asked, sounding like an imperious aristocrat many times her age.

“We officers decided every recruit requires training. And you’re no exception.”

Lydia stilled, aghast that they’d agreed to this without consulting her. “Training?” she gasped. “Whatever do you mean by training? After what we’ve already done? What more could I learn?”

“You’ve been fucked and pleasured, to be sure, but a new recruit requires discipline and a well-rounded education in battlefield maneuvers.”

“I think any of you could attest to me being well-rounded!” cried Lydia, looking pointedly at Chamberlayne’s hand on her thigh.

“You’re only too right, Mrs. Wickham, but we must train you in some new techniques if we’re to have a long and fruitful campaign.”

“New techniques?” she asked faintly. This conversation ‌quickly revealed that she wasn’t nearly as in control of the situation as she thought, and she didn’t like it one bit.

“You’ve three officers to satisfy. But we’ve only had one of your holes. Seems only right, m’ girl, to drill you in what we require from our woman.”

Lydia’s heart beat and her hips rocked faster as she realized what they intended. The officers meant to insert themselves…there? Oh my, she was terrified, confused, and oh so very wet.

“The Bell and Dragon,” called the coachman from his perch as the carriage wheels slowed. She saw they neared the coaching yard, gasped, and dropped the shade.

It seemed they’d reached their first stop. And the officers had plans for her.


Chapter 2


“Mrs. Wickham, would you be so kind as to pass the salt cellar?”

Lydia looked up from her roast pork dinner and blinked in confusion at first. Her pupils had been so dilated from arousal that the light of the roaring fire in the private dining room’s hearth hurt her eyes momentarily.

She’d been considering whether she might slide a hand beneath her skirts to relieve the impossible, unsatisfied ache in her quim when the major had drawn her mind back to the table.

“Of course, major,” she murmured, attempting to sound demure.

When Captain Denny had helped her down from the carriage, his unrelenting grip on her trembling hand confirmed everything she’d feared: this training was likely to start very soon indeed.

She lifted the salt cellar with practiced grace, then glanced around the table. Chamberlayne sat beside her, taking ladylike nibbles of his parsnips. Captain Denny was fetching another roasted potato from the salver. And Major Carter was piercing her with a knowing stare.

The mysterious training hanging over her head seemed intolerable. She needed to know what the men had in store for her. And the surest way to find out, in Lydia’s vast experience, was to act out.

“Oh dear, I seem to have spilled the salt,” she said, dumping the grains on the table.

All movement ceased as the men watched how the major would respond.

“Mrs. Wickham, I’ve never known you to be clumsy,” said the major, leveling her a stare.

Lydia felt a rush of excitement, as if she were winning a game. Her shoulders relaxed and her scalp tingled; what great fun this was!

“You see, Carter,” she said, dragging her finger through the salt unrepentantly. “I’m not clumsy. Not in the least.”

“Then you spilled the salt on purpose.”

“I must have.”

Carter’s chair creaked as he sat back and surveyed her. Then turned to regard Chamberlayne in much the same manner.

“Both of you ladies have been acting like hoydens today.”

“Not me, major!” cried Chamberlayne, his falsetto echoing around the room.

“Close the door, Denny. It seems the ladies cannot modulate their tones,” said Carter.

Captain Denny rose to shut the pocket door to the private dining room. When he engaged the lock, Lydia’s nipples hardened in anticipation.

“If I’m not mistaken, you ladies were engaging in improprieties on the road. Within the carriage we hired for your comfort.”

“Whatever do you mean?” she asked at the same time Chamberlayne said, “We’re very sorry, major.”

The major crossed his boot on one knee, studying Lydia and Chamberlayne across the table. “It seems you can’t agree on what happened within the equipage. Were you or were you not taking liberties with each other?”

This time, Lydia was silent. She knew her breathlessness would give away her excitement if she spoke. Nor did Chamberlayne rush to speak. Could he possibly feel the same way?

“I asked you a question,” said the major. “Were you engaged in lewd acts in the carriage with the shade drawn up?”

Silence.

“Were you touching cunnies?”

A gasp, this time from Chamberlayne.

“Sucking teats?” asked Denny, his eyebrow raised knowingly. He’d seen as much personally.

Lydia fidgeted. Their game had been a jolly good time, but the longer the interrogation lasted, the wetter she felt betwixt her thighs. Wouldn’t someone bend her over the dinner table and fill her?

Carter picked up an apple, studying the shiny exterior and then looking back at her. He let silence fill the room until the heaviness compelled her to speak.

“I didn’t mean to upset you!” she cried. “It’s just that I was so heated, so overcome that I needed to relieve myself.”

“And you couldn’t wait until we reached an inn?” asked Denny skeptically, taking up his own apple.

“No. I couldn’t! You don’t understand. I was so wet and ready!”

The men regarded her with stony expressions.

“I still am,” said Lydia hopefully. “I’m only too happy to make amends.”

She clenched at the thought of one of those men lifting her skirts right now and shoving his cock into her over and over. Lydia sat up straighter and pushed her bosom forward, hoping to be dealt such a desirable punishment.

But the major had something else in mind entirely.

“Come here, Lydia.”

She rose from her chair, legs unsteady from lust, fear, and the long carriage journey. When she rounded the table, her steps slowed.

“Right here,” said the major, spreading his thighs and indicating that she should stand between them. Promising.

“You, too, Aunt Mildred,” said Denny to Chamberlayne, crooking a finger at his fellow captain.

Lydia expected the man to resist, huff, or complain vociferously, but Chamberlayne gathered his skirts and minced to Denny’s side.

“Did you enjoy your dinner?” asked Carter, gesturing to the table.

She glanced at her plate and tried to recall what she’d eaten. She’d dined without consideration for what she put in her mouth, so occupied was she with what else might be there soon.

“Of course, major,” she said demurely.

“Aren’t you thankful for your officers provisioning you so well on the road? There were many times on the Continent when we wouldn’t eat so well, even on Christmas.”

“Thank you, major.”

Carter tossed the apple into the air and caught it handily. “Roast pork, a fine meal at a coaching inn. Succulent meat. Tender. The juices made each bite moist.”

Lydia knew not what he was about. She glanced at Chamberlayne, only to find him staring at the apple in Denny’s hand in unblinking horror. What did the officers have planned for them?

The major rose from his seat, so close that her bosom rested against the scarlet breast of his coat.

“I rather think you’d make a tasty little morsel as well, Mrs. Wickham.”

What could she say to that when her breaths were coming more quickly than she could manage?

“How would you like to be a stuck piglet?” Carter asked, bringing the apple to her mouth.

She studied its glossy surface, then glanced at Carter’s face. He was commanding, but still offered a choice.

Did she wish to accept whatever punishment or pleasure he had in store for her? Stuck pigs squealed; would she leave this inn with her reputation in tatters as tales of her wailing behind the locked door spread about the country?

“The noise…” she whispered. “What will the patrons and innkeeper think if they hear me?”

“But you have an apple to help you through your ordeal,” said Carter, showing it to her again. “Simply bite down on the flesh and let it stopper your squeals.”

Lydia gulped and looked at the fruit.

“Or drop it to signal that you’d like the game to end. You see, I am merciful even to my misbehaving piglet.”

“Yes, Papa,” said Lydia, her excitement growing. Maybe she’d got it all wrong, and he meant to fill her mouth with just an apple to stop her squeals as he rutted her from behind.

It would be a shameful thing, to be so used in a private dining room at a coaching inn, but her cunny felt swollen and desperately hungry for what she knew was a firm cock wielded by a man who knew how to ride her to pleasure.

“That’s a good piglet,” said Carter, dropping a rare kiss on Lydia’s brow. “Open wide.”

He held the apple in front of her, and she unhinged her jaw before thinking twice about the stretch and closing it slightly. Carter shook the apple, and Lydia tentatively bit into it.

Her bite released its juice. Perhaps not as much as if the growing season had been long and warm, but it set her mouth watering all the same. How she wanted to bite deep, chew the apple’s flesh, and swallow it down. But the game required her to follow rules and be good.

Lydia Wickham so hated being good.

She glanced over at Auntie Chamberlayne and found that he too had an apple between his teeth. His eyes looked unfocused, as if he were somewhere else, and his lids drooped. Lydia lifted her eyebrows to ask silently if he was well, and somehow, despite that red apple in his mouth, he shot her what seemed to be a reassuring smile.

Behind her, Lydia felt Major Carter’s hand at her waist, bending her forward until she hurriedly cleared the major’s plate, or else end up with the remains of his dinner on her bodice. She gave a huff of dissatisfaction.

“What’s that?” asked Carter. “I thought piglets liked to roll in refuse.”

Another squeak of indignation.

“Now, this is a fine hindquarter. Some good hams,” said the major, running his hands over Lydia’s backside.

She struggled to control her breathing. The major was tossing up her skirts with ruthless efficiency.

“Such a pretty, plump backside on a matron,” murmured Denny from his place behind Chamberlayne. Denny had got his fellow officer’s dress about his waist before he paused theatrically.

“But what’s this I spy?” asked Denny, his voice carrying through the dining room. “Not a chemise or even silky drawers, but…why, are these smallclothes, Aunt Mildred? The sort of undergarments worn by men?”

As Denny plucked at the ties on Chamberlayne’s waistband, her compatriot in punishment moaned around his apple and had the look of a mourning sow. He was so funny that Lydia laughed.

“Mrs. Wickham, whatever do you find humorous about this situation?” asked Carter. His voice was imperious, and he now had her skirts resting on her back, but all Lydia could think of was how amusing Chamberlayne looked as a baleful pig.

Denny had Chamberlayne’s smalls about his knees, his fellow captain’s bare arse on display, and he dealt him a smart smack on the rear. The sound of the slap and Chamberlayne’s answering groan had Lydia biting deeper into the apple, tears of mirth running down her cheeks.

“Mrs. Wickham, this is behavior most unbecoming of a married woman,” boomed Carter. Lydia considered his statement: she had her skirts tossed up in a room with three men in a coaching inn’s private dining room. With the door locked. And her ostensible chaperone was currently getting his rear spanked by another captain in the regulars.

It was a good thing the apple was lodged between her teeth because nothing she could say would contradict him. And so she laughed with abandon, all the while using a hand to steady the apple.

“Now, now, a good piglet doesn’t need her trotters to keep the apple in place,” said Carter, bringing both of Lydia’s arms behind her back. She let out a whine and turned her head so she could watch what Denny inflicted on Chamberlayne rather than stare at some dusty wall hanging.

And then the first blow came. Lydia cried out with genuine surprise, not realizing what had happened until she saw Denny administer another slap to Chamberlayne’s bare bottom, the cracking sound nearly the same.

Carter started with her right cheek, then left, raining down quick blows that had Lydia’s hips knocking against the dining table. The slaps stung, but they didn’t dull her ardor. Far from it; she was wet and ready for anything the major might do next.

“Blistered pork hide, nothing better,” said Denny, leaning down and gently biting Chamberlayne’s paddled pink arse. Her compatriot in carriage antics had his eyes closed now, an expression of bliss dawning on his handsome face.

“I can think of something better,” said Carter, slapping his hands on both of her cheeks at once, then pulling them open. Between her legs, everything was on display, her cleft exposed to the cool air of the inn. And the major’s devouring gaze.

“That’s right,” said Denny, doing the same and gazing down at Chamberlayne’s backside with relish. “Fine little holes to stick. They’ll squeal like stuck pigs.”

What was it about their crude words that heated her so? She was nearly twisting against the tablecloth for want of something, anything inside her, over her. She was akin to an animal, and nothing but the major covering and using her hard would satisfy.

“A tight hole,” said Carter. “So tight it could twist my cock clean off.”

Denny took a moment to adjust his cock in his breeches while looking over at where the Major had spread Lydia. “I bet we could open that right up. She’d squeal her head off at first, but that piggy would soon take us in quick succession.”

She rubbed her breasts against the table, desperate for stimulation.

Carter trailed his fingers down the crack of her arse. Lydia’s squeals and protestations were muffled as she twisted this way and that on the table, hoping that Carter would relent and fill her quim, but increasingly sure he meant to take her rear.

Was it possible? Why would he even want to do such a thing when she had a perfectly ready, much wetter hole just below?

“It’s a pleasant inn, is it not?” Carter asked Denny while removing the glass stopper from a cruet of salad oil. “Plenty of fresh vegetables, despite the late season and cold summer.”

Denny seemed preoccupied with staring at Chamberlayne and merely grunted.

“They even provide a fine oil and that vinegar over there for the dressing. Always appreciated,” said Carter, pouring oil into the empty salt cellar and dipping two fingers in.

“The Bell and Dragon has served us well these many years,” said Denny as he roughly tore at the placket of his breaches, which were straining over his stiff cock.

“You’re a virgin, Mrs. Wickham?” called Carter distractedly.

Lydia made a noise. Of course she wasn’t, as these men were well positioned to know!

“Your arse,” Carter clarified. “You’ve never been fucked here?”

He placed those two oil-coated fingers right at the pucker she imagined no man would think about, not when her slit was so close.

She shook her head no, carefully keeping the apple between her teeth all the while.

Lydia had never known that place to be so sensitive. Each touch of Carter’s fingers seemed to send tiny shocks through her body. And the drop of oil escaping and running down her crease had Lydia crying with need.

She wanted to ask: wasn’t this unclean? Undesirable? Forbidden in England? But the sensation of Carter pushing a fingertip into her tightly gathered ring, rushing nothing, made her eyes flutter.

“The tightest piglet,” said Carter, shallowly working his finger in and out. “But we’ll open this rear up so well you’ll even be able to take the likes of Chamberlayne’s cock.”

Lydia squealed, horrified to think of something that big going there.

“Worry not, my dear,” said Carter, “you’ve a good deal of training to take before we stick you.”

Relief washed over her.

“But I expect you’ll be so aroused by your rear training that you’ll positively beg to get a cock shoved there by the time we reach Brighton.”

She nodded no, the idea of ever wanting something lodged there unfathomable, no matter how good the major’s gentle touches now felt.

“In fact, I wager that you’ll beg to get your arse fucked before we reach the Steyne in Brighton. What do you say? You make it to Brighton without begging for our cocks, and we buy you a new gown and matching bonnet. If you succumb and beg us to fill you…we shall have you however we wish, anywhere we wish upon reaching Brighton. No complaints about propriety, only tossed skirts.”

Well, there was no chance of Lydia asking to be stuck in the rear, so she nodded her head yes. She was imagining which fabric she’d like for her new dress when she felt something prodding at her hole.

“And a second one into your greedy rear,” said Carter, pushing another oil-slicked finger into her pucker. “Your untested rim is stretching around me so well. Why, I bet you could take my cock this very day.”

She wiggled, earning her a smack on the arse and a harder thrust. The major was working deeper now, the sensation strange and arousing and wrong.

If she could speak, she’d have begged the major to shove his cock into her quim, run his hands over her breasts, anything at all to help her cross the wall between her and release. Instead, she drooled and made noises while trying to hold the apple in her teeth without exerting enough pressure to take a bite that would send it crashing into the table, ‌ending their game.

“That’s a good hole,” said Carter tenderly as he poured more oil over his fingers. “Open up on me.”

Across from her, Chamberlayne’s eyes were still closed in bliss. Denny’s hand worked relentlessly, opening his fellow officer. The sight of Denny’s fingers disappearing into his friend made her own rear clench shamelessly around Carter’s. Oh, the wicked lot of them — and how was it that watching made her want it more?

“We invited you, Aunt Mildred, because we thought you a lady of good sense. Then tell me why I saw you in the carriage’s window sucking Mrs. Wickham’s breast!” cried Denny, clearly enjoying their game.

Chamberlayne simply moaned without opening his eyes, relishing every bit of getting his arse opened by the handsome captain.

“I should make you suck my cock in the same fashion,” said Denny, his face contorting as he pushed a hand into his open breeches. “I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you? A respectable widow who is secretly a slut would most enjoy getting put on her knees in a carriage and fed cock.”

The whine Chamberlayne made was unmistakable. He was aroused to the point of nearing his climax, his widow’s weeds once again in danger of being soiled with his seed.

If only she were so close! Lydia pushed back against Carter, hoping to reach paroxysm. A brief brush of his hand might be enough, just something more to reach the sweet relief she’d been denied so long.

Carter spread his fingers while they remained inside her, testing the limits of her rim and letting Lydia feel the strain. “That’s it. Relax and take it all. Let me stretch it out. You’ve three young blades to satisfy.”

Her excitement must have shown in her body, because he worked her harder and faster. “Our soft piglet wants to be stuck like that, does she? Squealing all about the country for us as we stuff her full, is that right? Roast her between us?”

Blast that apple between her teeth! She was so close, so desperately close to exploding in pleasure, but her continued ascent depended on keeping the thing in place.

And then Carter leveled the most painful blow of their visit.

“You’ve done well, my dear, but I fear anything further might push you beyond your capacity, as this is your first time having your arse stuck.” He pulled from her rim and wiped his fingers on a napkin.

Lydia opened her mouth and let the apple roll out. Her torso and head were still draped over the dining table, and she couldn’t think of moving from there, but she sure as damn could raise vociferous objections!

“What do you mean anything further?” she asked, her voice going higher with each word. “I’m suffering, Carter, and I’ve a wet cunny that’s waiting to be filled. Why, I’ll even allow you to use the back passage, I suppose.”

She thought it was an eminently reasonable offer, so she started when the major laughed.

“I’ll not take you there based on such a tepid proposal,” said Carter, reaching into his satchel for something distractedly.

“Need I beg?” asked Lydia, fully prepared to do so.

“Not at all, my dear,” said the major. “You’re new to this, so you mostly require time. Time for your mind and your body to stretch. We’re patient men.”

Tears gathered in Lydia’s eyes. “But—but I might die if someone doesn’t touch my quim.”

Carter stroked a gentle hand over her stinging cheeks. “All in good time, my dear. We don’t want to rush you.”

Rush her! She was the one asking for—

And then she felt it. Something penetrating her once more. Carter must have seen the wisdom of her protestations and was feeding his cock into her rear passage.

But the progress stopped. And Lydia didn’t feel the heat and heft of Carter’s cock there. Instead, it was something small and smooth.

She reached back. “This is what you’re looking for, Mrs. Wickham,” said Carter, bringing her hand to her cheeks, between which something hard rested. Something that was partially inside ‌her and partially out.

“I’ve plugged you. A small one for now, just to help you on the journey to Brighton.”

“Help me?” she asked, exhaustion coursing through her body as she realized she would not have relief in this room.

“Help you realize how much you’d like to spend the remainder of our journey to the seaside getting your arse fucked.”

Well! He seemed very sure of himself.

On his side of the table, Chamberlayne gurgled, clearly still in the throes of his punishment.

“Aunt Mildred, you’re impossible,” scolded Denny. “Spilling on your widow’s weeds again!”

Chamberlayne released the apple from his mouth and watched with detachment as it rolled towards Lydia. She’d never seen him look so pleased.

“At least your rear cunt proved receptive,” said Denny, giving Chamberlayne’s bare cheek a pat. “Keep that plug in place and maybe someday you’ll get stuck there too. But only if you’re a good girl. Now let me clean this seed off your dress. That was very bad of you!”

Chamberlayne whined, and Lydia wondered why she felt wetter than ever between her thighs watching the exchange.


Chapter 3


As night descended on the road to Brighton, the carriage slowed before yet another inn.

Lydia and Chamberlayne had been models of decorum on the ride, their hands merely brushing once when she dozed off.

Inside, she was awash in sensations. The small plug in her rear gave her an alarming new awareness of just how sensitive that place could be. Each bump in the road seemed designed to move it the tiniest amount within her until her skin felt positively charred by flames.

Carter had made short work of replacing the thing with a larger one after dinner, not lingering on her pleasure, sending her off to her shared room with Aunt Mildred with a swat, his eyebrow cocked when he’d told the ladies to be good and prepare to leave early in the morning.

And she’d tried to be good, really she had, but the stretch of that big new plug and her unsatisfied lust had Lydia kicking at the blankets in frustration while Chamberlayne slept soundly beside her, wearing a nightcap and nightgown of the sort preferred by women her mother’s age.

How could he sleep so soundly? And then she recalled Chamberlayne had spent not once but twice that day, when she’d had no release at all.

It was unfair, she decided, pulling her own nightgown over her head and thrusting a hand between her legs in anger.

She was wet, so wet it glazed the crease of her thighs. Some even spread to the plush tops of her legs, which she’d been squeezing together in hopes of relief.

Need this acute might be dangerous! It was unconscionable for Carter and Denny to leave her in this state! And Chamberlayne — sleeping while she suffered — was just as bad.

The first stroke over her cunny lips had Lydia clapping her spare hand over her mouth to contain the noises. Her nipples stood hard in the glow from the banked fire, and her arse clenched around that invading plug.

She avoided touching her nub, fearful of unleashing bliss too soon. She’d waited for this. The resulting explosion must build until it was worth the agony.

It was when she dipped her finger into her channel and heard the sticky sound of wetness that Lydia sensed that something was wrong. Chamberlayne lay beside her, but he’d lost the loose posture of dreams and now seemed simply unmoving and tense.

Damn and blast. Well, there was nothing to do but race to climax, hoping to get there before being thwarted yet again. Lydia rubbed frantically until a hand shot out and grabbed her wrist with surprising firmness.

“Miss Bennet, whatever are you doing?” asked Chamberlayne, his falsetto taking on a dangerous edge. “And why are you not wearing your nightgown?”

Lydia stilled her movements, struggling to assemble a plausible explanation for why she was nude. And rubbing her quim. After several uncomfortable moments of silence, she relented: in this case, the truth might be best.

“I think I’ll die if I don’t achieve release, Chamberlayne,” she said in her most persuasive voice. “You don’t know how I’ve suffered today. I’ve been kept hot and ready when you erupted twice!”

He considered her, shifting the lacy nightcap on his head.

“That little place, it’s so wet,” she said, bringing a hand to Chamberlayne’s nightgown, right over his muscled chest. “You could use it. The other officers would never know.”

Lydia slowly opened the buttons on his nightgown. All the while, Chamberlayne simply watched.

“She’s hungry for something big,” Lydia said, arching her back so her breasts would lift. “And I know you have an enormous cock. A fat hog’s cock that would feel so good right there.”

She reached up to pull the nightcap from his head and arrange his hair lovingly. He was close to cracking, to giving her what she required.

“Why don’t you take it out and show it to me again. We needn’t do anything. I just want to see it. Touch it,” said Lydia, licking her lips. She suspected it wouldn’t take much cajoling for Chamberlayne to relent and fill her.

“But what about Major Carter’s orders?” he asked, tugging the nightgown from his body and casting it aside. “He told us we can’t…”

That he was saying this while running the backs of his fingers over Lydia’s breast was not lost on her. She was so close to getting what she wanted.

“He won’t know, not if we don’t tell him.”

“But what happens when he checks your cunt and finds it dripping with my seed?”

Lydia turned so she could groan into the bolster. Did Chamberlayne know what his words did to her?

“Lift up, and I’ll put another bolster behind you,” said Chamberlayne, helping her to nearly sit up in bed with her back supported.

“Isn’t it better lying down?” she asked, bringing her hands to the thick muscles running up his sides. Chamberlayne was big all over, and she was so close to feeling the most remarkably big part of him right where she needed it.

“Not for this, m’ girl,” he said, straddling her waist.

“I don’t think that’s how—”

And then he reached down and took his hard cock in hand, scooting closer to Lydia’s face and angling his hips so the leaking head was just before her lips.

“Chamberlayne,” she whispered.

“Lydia,” he whispered back, directing his cock to smear the liquid from his tip on her lips.

“Captain Chamberlayne, what are you doing!” she exclaimed.

“You’ve woken me from my slumber, started a scene in the carriage, and caused me to be punished for transgressions you instigated, Miss Bennet!” he hissed, sounding more like himself than a fussy aunt. “And now you’ve got me hard again. Open up.”

“I’m Mrs. Wickham n—” Chamberlayne slid his cock between her lips before she could finish.

“Of course you’re Mrs. Wickham,” he said, thrusting shallowly. “But when you act like bratty Miss Lydia Bennet, I shall call you Miss Bennet. That can be our game? You act a little slut, I call you Miss Bennet, and we both know that you’re due for punishment.” She growled in response, not sure that she liked the idea of her actions having consequences.

Chamberlayne’s cock was firm and hot, each slide depositing more of his salty essence. She reached up to grab his hips so she might better control the speed and depth of his thrusts, and he caught them up, laughing all the while. “You think to manage me, Miss Bennet? You’ve been managing men since you were naught but a green girl. This time, you’ll learn to take what I give you and all that I give you.”

He directed her arms above her head, then crossed them so she could grasp her elbows on the opposite side. It had the effect of putting her under his control and lifting her chest. Chamberlayne’s sac rocked against the underside of her chin, the heat and hair making Lydia’s nipples gather harder than ever. If only he’d touch her, suck her, she might finally explode.

“You leave your hands there if you want to get this mouth fucked. Drop them, and I stop. You understand?”

She squeaked to signal that she did.

“Why didn’t you tell me your mouth was so wet?” Chamberlayne asked. “I should have known our piglet has a mouth ripe for making a mess in. You’ll let me, won’t you? Whitewash your mouth like the snuggest cottage?” He punctuated the request by petting her bulging cheek.

She made a questioning sound. It was all so much, trying to keep her arms arranged correctly while remembering to breathe and also listening to Chamberlayne’s babbling.

“That’s a good girl,” he moaned, “keep making those sweet slut sounds around my cock. I’ll paint you good in no time at all.”

Chamberlayne pushed deeper into her mouth, nearly reaching her throat, and Lydia panicked.

“Now, now,” he said, hooking his thumbs into both corners of her lips. “Don’t fight this hog cock you claim to want so much. Swallow it deep, and I’ll give you that cream.”

Lydia wanted to hate it, really she did. Her quim wasn’t getting licked or fucked, anything that might bring her release. But Chamberlayne’s hands were just so tender, his attention so potent, and the feel of him using her so delightful that she sank into the bolster and let him rut her mouth to his heart’s content.

“You’re squeezing that head well, Miss Bennet. I can almost forgive you for making me so hard so many times over.”

He pushed deeper into her mouth, her untrained throat clamping down on the unfamiliar intrusion. Tears sprang to her eyes, but Lydia enjoyed making Chamberlayne get so angry with her that he shoved himself in and made her take it. Why, if she found more ways to provoke the officers, they might play these games all the time!

“Lovely Lydia,” he said, brushing tears from where they’d fallen on her cheeks. “Let me into that throat, sweetheart. Now, now, don’t fight it. Swallow it down.”

She tried to follow his instructions, she really did, but his cock slid against something that set off an instinct to cough or gag, and Lydia fully panicked that she might never breathe again.

It was as she hammered against Chamberlayne’s thigh that he pulled from her mouth, his thick piece erupting. Hot seed splattered on her face. Her eyes closed just in time for it to hit her eyelashes and drip down her cheeks.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered, and another warm splash streaked across her nose. He waggled the head of his cock before her pursed lips as if to paint them, grunting with satisfaction all the while.

Lydia heard him rise from the bed and pour water into the basin. Soon, he was back with a cool cloth that he used to wipe his spend from her face with surprising reverence.

“You look so beautiful like that,” he said, rubbing his soft cheek against her damp one when he’d gotten her clean. “Wearing my seed.”

She felt exhausted by their exertions. When Chamberlayne tucked her into bed, she didn’t even complain about her unfilled state. That could be a problem she’d set out to solve tomorrow.


Chapter 4


Lydia’s palm slipped as she held the carriage strap. She’d stripped off her gloves in the first mile after a series of rough patches in the road set her rocking on the sizable plug. Her hand was nearly as slick as her neglected cunny.

Chamberlayne had a scented handkerchief before his face. She recalled that he too had been stretched and stuffed after their humiliation at the inn. If the bulge in Auntie Mildred’s lap was any indication, he was enjoying the intrusion.

Lydia wasn’t sure what she felt other than a churning, irritating ache and rage at her neglect. It was so new to associate that place with pleasure that she mostly tried not to move, not to register how her thighs trembled in ways that had nothing to do with divots in the road. Damn and blast these officers and their games!

It was after a stimulating bump that she decided she’d had enough. She needed something bigger in her newly trained arse, and if her officers didn’t want to see to her health, she’d find someone who would!

“Stop the carriage!” she yelled while pounding on the ceiling. It took a moment for her to be heard, but John Coachman soon brought the vehicle to a halt.

She didn’t wait for an outrider to open the door or lower the steps. Lydia turned the handle and jumped to the ground shakily, like the veriest hoyden.

“Lydia!” hissed Chamberlayne. “Whatever are you doing?”

She found that words were beyond her, so she simply growled at him and took off into the forest.

Was running from her three protectors into the unknown of an estate woodland the best of her ideas? Probably not, but given that she’d willingly married George Wickham, it wasn’t her worst idea either.

“Lydia!” she heard one officer call. They were in pursuit. Good. Maybe if she acted out, they’d see how desperately she needed them to stop teasing. She stomped through a patch of undergrowth and entered a copse of ash trees.

And then one of them was behind her, pressing his front to the back of her traveling gown.

“Whatever are you doing—”

“Oh, sweet Lydia. Do you want me to take you that badly?”

She knew that voice. Captain Denny was behind her, and if her instincts were correct, he was pressing his impressive cockstand into the gathered fabric over her backside.

“Do you want this cock there?” he whispered into her ear. “Lift your hems, my darling. I promise I’ll be gentle with you.”

Lydia froze, feeling every bit the stunned rabbit. Speaking of rabbits, something moved in the underbrush nearby, and she jolted, Denny’s hold keeping her from stumbling.

“You thought to run into this landscape unprotected, did you?”

“It’s just that I was so hot, so desperately—”

“Then draw up your skirts,” he said, using his Hessians to guide her feet further apart.

Denny’s hand at her waist was so warm she felt it through her dress, half-stays, and chemise. Could he possibly be as hot as she was? As aching to unite?

Lydia looked about. Chamberlayne lounged against a tree in his Aunt Mildred costume, looking ever so funny. Major Carter was some paces away, his carriage erect and body firm even when they gathered in private. She couldn’t see the coachmen, but one couldn’t be too sure ‌out of doors.

“The coach is up the road, feigning a damaged wheel. Now lift your skirts if you wish to be fucked as much as you claim. We don’t have long, and we all plan to take a turn on you,” said Carter.

Denny slid his hand down until he cupped her between the legs. “We all want to use you. Are you sure your pretty little hole can take it?”

Her hands moved before she knew that she’d decided. At last! At last, the officers would give her what she needed. To be sure, she’d wanted them in her slit, but maybe one would relent and take her there if she begged.

“Draw up those hems. I’ll be soft with you. Provided you’re my good girl,” assured Denny, helping her keep the fabric up. The chill autumn air met her heated skin, and Lydia shivered.

“You have to be gentle with me,” she said with a pout. “I’ve not been taken there before.”

“I’m the gentlest of the lot,” purred Denny. “You know Carter will drill you just as hard as a recruit. And Chamberlayne? He can’t help making it hurt with that absolute log between his legs. I once let him stick it in me, and I couldn’t march properly for days.”

Lydia gasped at the vision now in her head of Chamberlayne dominating the aristocratic Denny. Would that she could see the men together in such a way. And if Carter were to take her—

“There you are,” Denny said, bending Lydia at the waist and directing her hands to a nearby stump. “Brace yourself on it, careful now. You’ll benefit from support.”

And Denny’s hands were on her arse, one spreading her cheeks and then the other pulling the plug until it came free with a sound that made Lydia whimper. She felt her pucker struggling to close after adjusting to it for so long. She was so empty.

“I’ll give it to you,” Denny promised, “take it inside. Let me in.” And then his cock was pressing into her stretched hole, making use of the oil that had allowed the plug to sit comfortably.

Lydia’s hands scrabbled on the stump. Despite his gentlemanly conduct, Denny didn’t pause at her entrance to let her adjust; he smoothly pressed himself in and then held her hips tight.

“My beautiful girl, take all of this cock,” muttered Denny while pulling out and then pushing back in. “Open on me, darling, we’re making you ours again. Does it feel good?”

She panted, the stretch unlike anything she’d felt before — even the plug — though it didn’t hurt. Lydia was close to the elusive release she’d been chasing. She’d allow Denny any liberty he wished if it meant she could finally tip over the edge and experience bliss again.

“Denny, please, touch me!” she cried, hoping he’d take mercy. “It feels terrible because I ache, oh, I need to feel good.”

“If you flutter like that around me, I’m going to seed you fast.” The officer’s hands controlled her hips, using her like a doll designed to take his cock.

“Why do you get to reach paroxysm, but I’m left aching? For days!“ she whined, turning to look at him in anger.

Denny grunted as he worked her faster on his cock. “Because you’ve been a very naughty girl with Aunt Mildred in the coach. After promising to behave, we had to hear you both through the walls of the inn last night. Did you induce Chamberlayne to fuck you? That’s what it sounded like.”

“No, I swear we didn’t!”

“And now you run into an unknown woodland without protection. Anything could happen here, and you think you deserve to reach climax? I think not,” said Denny, grunting as he fucked her faster. He may have been a gentleman, but even he had limits and desires.

“I’ve tried to be good,” said Lydia, holding on to the stump for dear life as the captain drilled her from behind.

“Then be a good girl and take this seed I’ve got for you,” said Denny, crying out as he released himself inside.

A bird squawked in the distance, and Lydia knew the noise she heard more closely was her own panting. Denny pulled from her, and she was surprised to discover that she missed his heft and warmth within her.

“That’s a good girl,” said Denny, wiping at her thigh with a leaf, where she’d presumably been leaking. “You did so well taking me there for the first time.”

From the corner of her eye, Lydia saw movement. Major Carter was tugging his uniform jacket from his broad shoulders and laying it on the ground like a man on a mission.

“Down,” he said, gesturing to the scarlet coat with his sharp jaw. “On your back so I can plow that arse properly. I’ve waited long enough.”

Lydia toddled to the place he meant and then awkwardly lowered to the woodland floor. Her mind was a haze of lust, and she let him arrange her body as he wanted her.

“Fuck,” he muttered upon tossing her skirts to her waist and exposing her bare lower half. Lydia’s legs were encased in stockings, but she left off drawers, never having taken to wearing anything under her chemise. Apparently, this was met with approval.

Carter helped her draw her legs up, and he showed her how to hold her knees. “Now spread for me. I need to see that cunt.”

His fingers were cold as he stroked over her cleft, the teasing sensation satisfying nothing and only awakening Lydia’s ache further.

“You could…” she said, trailing off when Carter fixed his eyes on her.

“I could,” he agreed, “but I won’t. You ran from us. That was foolish. You’re a foolish girl in a great woods, and we don’t share with anyone but each other. You understand what I’m saying?”

Lydia nodded yes, afraid to contradict him when he was using his commander’s voice.

“Spread wider. I want to see your freshly fucked hole.”

She was going to scream. Her sheath clenched on nothing when the chill air ran over the cleft of her arse. Carter watched with impressive focus, his body totally still as she fought the urge to writhe.

“Denny fucked your virgin hole like a gentleman, did he not?” asked Carter, placing a thumb at the entrance Denny had only just broken in. The major pressed it inside, rushing nothing and letting Lydia shake as she struggled to keep her knees in hand.

“You’re dry now,” said Carter, wiping his thumb on his handkerchief. “But I can help with that.”

And then he leaned forward and spat just below her slit.

“Sir!” Lydia cried, shocked that a man of her acquaintance would behave so rudely.

Carter flashed a rare smirk, all the while opening his falls and pulling out his hard cock. “Trust me, Miss Bennet, you’ll require it.”

Lydia watched Carter’s ruddy cockhead emerge from his grasp as he stroked it while staring at her spread quim. When he pushed one of her knees further to her chest, she expected him to insert himself as Denny did.

Instead, he let his heavy cock fall right between her cheeks.

“Major!”

“That’s it, get it wet,” he muttered, thrusting where his spit had made everything so very wet. “Need to prepare your little slut hole.”

And then he was pressing the head of his cock in, all the while bending and pinning her in the way she’d longed to feel since their last tryst.

“My favorite slut,” he said fondly. “Let your papa inside. It’s only going to hurt if you fight me.”

She tried to relax, tried to comply. Above her head, the trees were losing their leaves, and she watched one twirl towards her as she took Carter’s punishing thrusts.

“These tits are bouncing like they want to be free,” said Carter, roughly tugging one from her bodice and pinching the nipple.

“I want to reach my peak. I promise I’ll be a good girl for the rest of the journey! And in Brighton! I’ll do anything you wish of me.”

His rutting continued unabated; his eyes narrowing as he considered her offer. “We won’t help you,” he said.

“But Papa, please!”

“But maybe the forest will.”

Lydia was tempted to cry out, demand satisfaction, and then she saw Denny’s and Chamberlayne’s faces as they caught the major’s meaning. In a moment, they were beside her on the ground, each with something in hand.

“That cunt’s so puffy I don’t know if she’ll even feel this oak leaf when it strokes her nub,” mused Denny, drawing it between her lower lips.

Oh, but she certainly felt it. And when Chamberlayne tickled her with a stalk of wild wheat, her whole body tensed.

“Fuck, you’re choking my cock in that sweet piglet hole. I hope you’re ready to get stuffed full of this cream.”

Denny and Chamberlayne worked in tandem, and when Carter released, thrusting through the mess all the while, Lydia yelled her ecstatic pleasure into the canopy of the forest.

When Carter pulled from her well-used hole, she remained as she was, still and exhausted on the forest floor.

“Oh, you poor sweet girl,” said Chamberlayne in his Aunt Mildred falsetto. “What have these men done to you?”

“They fucked my arse when I wished they’d stuff my cunny,” said Lydia, hopeful that he’d take mercy.

“Such vulgar language from a young lady!” trilled Chamberlayne. “On your hands and knees so I can discipline you properly for your vulgar words, Miss Bennet.”

Lydia dragged herself up, remaining on Carter’s jacket all the while. What would the coachman say if she came back entirely covered in mud after their sojourn in the woods?

Chamberlayne administered taps to her rear to keep her moving until she was off Carter’s uniform.

“Whyever must I be on my hands and knees on the dirt ground?” she cried.

“Because you’re a dirty piglet who likes mud,” said Chamberlayne, giving her bare cheeks a swat. “Spread further. Auntie’s got a lot of cock for your slut hole. Two other men in one afternoon frolic! What would the matrons of Meryton say!”

His joke hit a sore spot for Lydia, and she suddenly felt sad to remember how disgraced she must be by now. And this time, she wasn’t at fault at all; the shame having been heaped upon her publicly by her husband, that odious bastard George Wickham.

Lydia wiped an unexpected tear from her eye. “Make me feel it, Chamberlayne, make it hurt.”

He placed his hands about her waist. The touch was comforting and soft despite his size. “I’ll make you feel it, m’ girl, but it won’t hurt, not if I have anything to say about it.”

She looked back at him, resplendent in his black gown, and holding his hems aloft while Denny drew forth Chamberlayne’s enormous cock.

“We should oil our prize hog, or your squeals will alert the neighborhood as to our activities,” said Denny with a smirk. He popped open the cork on a small bottle of oil and drizzled some over Chamberlayne’s cock before stroking him to hardness. Her officers were nothing if not ready for any and all eventualities.

It was an erotic sight to see two strapping men, one pleasuring the other’s hard cock, all for her benefit. When Chamberlayne shuffled closer and came to the ground behind her, Lydia felt that ache rising in her once again. She needed this, needed to be taken by all of her officers.

“All the way down, Miss Bennet,” chirped Chamberlayne in his Aunt Mildred voice. He helped direct her forward until she had to turn her head so that her face and shoulders were against the leaf-covered ground. “We must open you up properly.”

He pressed in, his cock breaching the entrance that soon gave up trying to fight him. He entered with a pop, then slid in deep until she felt the wiry hair at the base of his cock against her own.

“Oh, we’ve used you well today, Miss Bennet. I can feel that my friends got here first. Do you know how?”

Lydia whimpered, forgetting how to make words.

“Why, it’s because they seeded your piglet hole! Made a mess of you. And now you’re all wet and swollen on my cock. Feels divine.”

How could such filthy talk drive her to higher heights of pleasure? She should run from them, but everything felt too good, their degrading words stoking the furnace that never seemed hot enough for her taste.

Chamberlayne rocked in and out, holding both of their skirts aloft so they could fuck without clothes in the way. “You’re all loose now, Lydia, just the way I like it. Loose and sloppy. Now, now, don’t try to squeeze me. I enjoy going where my friends have gone before.”

The earth was cool against her cheek as she took Chamberlayne’s rutting. She could only brace and let him use her as he wished. After years of marriage to George Wickham, where she’d gotten smaller and more downtrodden, this might appear to be something similar, but she knew it was different. Freedom, an awakening.

“I like it loose, but sometimes I like to feel you strain around me, too. Would you like that, sweetheart? To stretch some more?”

Lydia made a noise of disbelief, but when she felt Chamberlayne’s fingers at the entrance of her slit, she groaned.

“Yes, yes, do it, fuck it in,” she begged, all air from her lungs escaping when Chamberlayne filled the two holes to the hilt.

He stayed there for a moment, letting Lydia adjust, then withdrew slowly, only to slam back in again.

The resulting climax was a spectacular crashing thing, an explosion that had Lydia crumbling leaves in her hands and leaving dirt streaked on her tear-stained cheeks. She squeezed and shook, falling to a heap when Chamberlayne pulled himself from her clasp and sprayed his seed on the forest floor beside her head.

“What’s that for? Didn’t want it inside?” she said faintly.

Chamberlayne nodded, as if he too were confused about his actions. He fondled his balls while looking down at Lydia. “I suppose my cock demands that the next time I release in you, it will be at the mouth of your womb.”

Lydia shivered, her nipples hard at the thought.

“Our sweet brat,” murmured Denny from behind Lydia as he used a handkerchief to clean her up and set her clothing to rights.

“This way to the carriage, my dear,” said Carter, helping her up from the ground.

Chamberlayne rose, magisterial, and came to her other side.

“Have you learned your lesson, Lydia?” asked Denny sternly, looking back at her with a raised eyebrow.

She thought back to their recent adventures and had to contain a smirk. “Don’t be a brat?” she asked.

“Oh, we want you to be a brat,” chuckled Chamberlayne.

“Wouldn’t want you any other way,” confirmed Carter when she looked to him for confirmation. “Taming our brat is rather a good deal of fun.”

Lydia stopped walking. “Well, if that’s not the lesson, what on earth is?” she asked, stomping her foot in frustration. Which made her wince when she felt how it made her arse ache.

“We do things together,” said Denny.

“Same time, same room,” added Carter.

“Which means you’ve three men to satisfy. And we might not always be patient,” said Chamberlayne.

The truth dawned on Lydia. They meant to share her. Share her simultaneously.

“And now you’ve three trained holes for your three officers,” said Denny, his drawl dragging out each syllable. “Three holes, three officers, and all the pleasures of Brighton you could want.”

Her mind was awhirl with what was to come. How would she manage so much all at one time? The pleasant ache between her thighs felt like more than enough already!

“Fear not; give us permission and we’ll use you exactly how we like,” said Chamberlayne conspiratorially, gently brushing his hand against hers.

“Shall we to Brighton, then?” asked Carter.

All three looked at her expectantly.

Lydia’s steps slowed. Then she nodded yes, hiding the fact that it was followed by a nervous gulp.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/MatronsBundle

***

A Few Good Bucks: The Complete Series

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

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

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

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

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

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

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/BucksBundle


About the author


Elizabeth Roubaix could share 1066 reasons why you wouldn’t want to live in the past, but would rather write super steamy, historical erotic romance. Combining tender love stories, scorching sex scenes, and an ahistorical amount of bathing, her short tales are perfect for when you want a quick and spicy trip back in time.

Newsletter sign up: elizabethroubaix.com/newsletter.
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