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Dedication


To my readers who asked, “what happened with the maid and that hot stud?” in Filled by the Stud?

Funny that you should ask…


Chapter 1


London, 1880

“Lucy, open the door, love.”

Noted businessman Adam Chevestrer heard a noise and grew hopeful that the door would finally open to him, but the scraping turned out to be the setting of a bolt.

He slumped against the townhouse wall, wishing he smoked so he’d have some way to pass the time as he waited for Lucy Makeblythe, lady’s maid and apple of his eye, to talk to him. He’d risen from the slums to become a leading mogul of the high street, but he wasn’t currently high in Lucy’s estimation.

It had been months since he’d seen her, and he was growing frantic that she’d locked him out for good. After what they’d shared in a ducal hallway—

The bolt scraped again, and the door opened slowly.

“I heard you’ve been making a racket at my servant’s entrance,” drawled a voice from inside. “I’ve been told to send you off.”

There, in the doorway to his kitchen, leaned Laurence Balistarius, Duke of Astwell.

“Don’t look so smug,” said Adam, shouldering his way in and taking a seat at the scarred work table used all day by the duke’s and duchess’s staff. Thankfully, it was late at night and the servants had all gone to bed already, hence Adam’s visit.

“Tell me: was your brilliant idea to holler like a fishwife until you stole Makeblythe’s heart, or did you have some other plan that I can’t fathom despite my exceptional intelligence?” asked Laurence, settling at the head of the humble table.

Adam regarded his friend. “You’re a real smug prig now that you’re happily in love, you know that?”

The duke accepted the jab with good humor, having just come down from the bed he now shared with his wife — to which he hoped to return most expeditiously. He owed some of that happiness to Adam. He’d give his friend five minutes.

“I’m required upstairs,” said Laurence, smiling as he thought of what had been promised when he left his wife Julia’s side, “so we should discuss your strategy. Quickly.”

Adam looked at his hands, trying to formulate a response. “Strategy? I’m rich, she’s a maid. I’ve tried to tell her how I feel. Is this not enough?”

Laurence regarded Adam with horror. “Jaysus, man! Are you proposing with a balance sheet?”

“Who said anything about proposing?” asked Adam, alarmed at the sudden escalation.

“Proposing an arrangement then,” said Laurence. “It’s not the eighteenth century. You can’t expect a fine girl like Makeblythe to come rushing into your arms because you’ve a splendid carriage and patronize my tailor.”

Adam slumped, shooting his cuffs. “He’s an excellent tailor.”

“That he is. Now, what’s your actual plan?”

“Return every night until she agrees to speak with me?”

Laurence nodded no, as if confronted with the most hopeless of cases. Thankfully, he knew something about how to recover from being a hopeless case.

“Why are you here, anyway?”

“Because I want to speak with her?”

“What would you say to her if she was the one sitting at this table?”

“I don’t want to tell you,” said Adam, scoffing.

Laurence looked to the heavens, as if asking for patience. Under his breath, he said, “Pretend that she is listening nearby, then. What would you say to her?”

Adam was not a stupid man. His heart beat faster knowing that she was near, likely eavesdropping on their conversation. He gathered the last shreds of his composure and spoke a little louder.

“Having known Lucy,” he said, letting the verb fill in some blanks for the duke, “I would like to know her better. Spend time with her.”

Laurence leaned back in his chair, allowing the light from the gas lamp to caress his aristocratic nose. “What are you saying, man? You want to take her for ices?”

“Yes, ices,” said Adam, confused about what sort of game they were playing.

Laurence rotated his hand in a circular motion, prompting Adam to continue.

“And we can go to the theater!” he said, warming to the theme.

“I’m guessing that, as your girl, you’d ensure she’s properly outfitted for such occasions? The duchess keeps Makeblythe in a very particular sort of maid’s uniform these days that would no doubt raise eyebrows in public.”

Adam salivated, recalling just that uniform and how good she felt when he got under it.

“Focus, man,” said Laurence under his breath.

“I’d make sure that Lucy is turned out splendidly on such occasions.”

Laurence raised his brows.

“With new dresses, hats, and all the underthings,” he said, projecting his voice in the direction he believed her to be hiding. “I own shops; I can outfit her in anything she likes.”

“Shoes.”

Adam bolted from his seat. “Lucy?”

Her small voice came from nearby, and Adam’s heart leaped at finally finding out that she was alive, somewhat willing to speak to him, and apparently desirous of footwear.

She didn’t reply, but he broke into a grin at hearing her voice for the first time in months. “How do you fare, Lucy?”

She didn’t respond, but he knew he had at last broken the wall between them.

“I’ll have your things delivered — including the shoes — and perhaps we might enjoy a day in the park. I could row you around the Serpentine and take you for an ice. When is your day off, love?”

“Sunday.”

Her voice came from the same place, and it took everything not to advance on what appeared to be the Astwell still room and capture her lips. But he was a patient man, and he meant to repair things with Miss Lucy Makeblythe.

“Sunday, then,” he said. “I’ll collect you after church?”

She didn’t respond, but Laurence’s smile as he rose from the table said that Adam was well on his way to a very pleasant interlude with the duchess’s lady’s maid.

“I’ll see that the packages arrive tomorrow,” said Adam loudly as he walked out the servant’s entrance after finally gaining entry.

Laurence saw to the door himself and called out as Adam nearly skipped up the steps to the street.

“You’ll take care with her, won’t you?” Laurence asked, pensive.

“Of course,” said Adam, amazed that his friend, once notorious for philandering, was now protective of women down to his wife’s lady’s maid.

“She’s had a rough go since you last saw her. She’ll need gentle treatment.”

As Adam walked away, he wondered what had given Lucy such a terrible time, when he was the one doing all the suffering.


Chapter 2


Lucy Makeblythe regarded Adam Chevestrer warily across his carriage. He was turned out splendidly in shoes with a mirror shine, a shirt with a modern oxford collar, and the finest beaver top hat she’d ever seen. The whole combined to emphasize that he was a man of fashion — read: relentless change — and was not to be trusted.

She tried not to notice how handsome he was. Tried and failed.

They’d had a nice day in the park and she certainly liked her new togs, but she needed to return to being a maid while he returned to whatever he did to make money (business of some sort) and whatever he did for amusement (fucking other women, likely). Lucy did not plan on being his amusement again.

“Where’d you grow up, Luce?” he asked while looking out the window.

Why was he asking? It was one thing to buy her a bunch of nosegays while on a stroll and another entirely to share confidences.

“London,” she said breezily.

“I’m a London boy myself. Took years to hoe over the Covent Garden accent.”

She looked up in surprise. So he could share something of himself — other than his copious seed, which he’d failed to direct away from her womb, as they’d agreed in the ducal hallway several months ago.

Lucy had felt the past few months that she was living in a moralistic novel: she, a maid and a maiden, seduced by the handsome and wealthy man; their immediate lust leading them to that fateful encounter; and her filled, first with his seed, and now his baby. At the end of the ecstatic, disastrous tup, he’d shoved a wad of banknotes into her hand and run off as if chased, barely getting his trousers secured before racing away.

Lucy, who had been so careful thus far, had landed in a real scrape.

She imagined what they’d say at the orphanage at which she’d been raised if they could see her now, some rich man’s fancy piece, and with a baby on the way to boot.

Having read stacks of books from the highest of moral literature to the works kept in secret rooms at less reputable booksellers, Lucy knew what would happen if she confronted Adam with the growing consequence of his error. Surprise, hurt, anger, and deflection.

If Lucy Makeblythe had one great sin, it was pride. A pride that meant she would not go quietly. He had decided to continue their relationship, and for that, she would extract a price.

The carriage slowed, and Lucy looked out to find that they were not outside the Astwell townhouse.

“Thought we could enjoy a refreshment at my own place afore I take you home,” he said as the footman opened the door to his spectacular carriage, which framed his even more stunning townhouse. Adam’s face was innocent, but she knew what this meant: a quick tumble and pat on the arse before she was sent back to service. She’d ignored the lessons in her books to her own detriment once; never again.

She was about to refuse to exit the carriage when he slid his gloved hand into her own. Lucy’s insides twisted, and not in the way they’d been doing each morning since shortly after the messy hallway encounter. Now, she recalled that irresistible pull that had led her there. That feeling of being entirely in this man’s control.

Lucy let him pull her into the house, but she decided she would use whatever means she had to get the upper hand on her erstwhile beau.

***

They’d toured the townhouse’s extensive gardens and enjoyed tea in his opulent drawing room. Lucy had remarked on liking the pattern in the watered silk used to upholster his chairs. She possessed the refined taste of a duchess, and he knew several.

Adam was so convinced that the afternoon was going well that he saw nothing amiss about Lucy’s request to tour the rest of the house. They’d had such a marvelous time in the duchess’s hallway. Maybe she wanted to tryst in his own place. He certainly did.

Adam adjusted himself discreetly in his trousers as he watched Lucy walk before him down the hall, her bustle swaying most appealingly. He knew from first-hand experience that the bits of her under all that fabric swayed most appealingly, too.

“Your rooms are this way?” she asked over her shoulder.

Oh, she wanted to see his bedchamber? He’d give her something to look at, something to feel, something to—

She stopped at the door to Adam’s own apartments, and he took out the key to unlock the door. Lucy plucked it from his fingers.

“Just what I needed,” she said, setting to work opening his door.

The lacing running down her back distracted Adam, so he didn’t immediately move when she entered his inner sanctum. The urge to lift her skirts overwhelmed him.

“Very nice,” she said, sailing by the grand four-poster covered in plush red. He wasn’t sure of the name for the blankets and pillows heaped on his bed — and they did have names, if the decorator’s invoice was to be believed, but home furnishings were not his domain. They came from France and cost a fortune, so he was pleased to let his girl see them. Perhaps she’d like to feel them on her back.

Lucy was skipping ahead and entered his dressing room before him. When Adam rounded the corner, Lucy was regarding his pocket watches, all displayed on ultramarine velvet.

“When I raised capital for my business ventures by being a stud, I never imagined I’d have so much money that even my pocket watches would wear jewels,” he said, admiring a particularly fine timepiece from Switzerland.

Lucy’s brow creased. “But there aren’t any gems on the case.”

Adam turned a watch over and popped open the back. “The jewels are inside,” he said over her shoulder. “To better keep the time.”

Lucy peered at the timepiece, her jaw slack. “It’s all hidden inside? You have jewels nobody can even see?”

Adam popped the back cases open for the entire row of watches, proud to show off the fruits of his business acumen.

Inside, Lucy raged. This handsome peacock was outfitted with secret jewels, and she was about to be the destitute mother of his child because he couldn’t control his cock?

Adam Chevestrer was living without consequences. Why, aristocratic families had even paid him to serve as a stud, imagine!

Then and there, Lucy decided now was the time for Adam to experience the consequences.

“This is a fine collection,” she said, snapping the back case in place on one watch.

“Thank you, Luce. Now, if you just come over—”

She wasn’t attending. Instead, she was opening her new reticule determinedly. In went the key to his bedroom. He watched her, unsure of how to respond.

With her eyes on his, she plucked the first pocket watch from its velvet bed and dropped it in her bag.

“Lucy…” he breathed.

She held his gaze, then snapped the back case on another of the fine watches.

“What are you doing, Lucy?”

Dropping the second watch into her bag, she let it clink against the other before responding.

“You have so many. Four pocket watches with hidden jewels for one man. I would like half.”

Her heart beat so loudly she thought it might shake the walls of that room filled with Adam’s beautiful things. At any moment, he would be within his rights to call the constable and have her arrested for theft. But she knew he wouldn’t do that to her. He wouldn’t hurt her, at least not because she took his treasures right before his eyes. The pain he inflicted was of a different variety.

And how could she say that what she wanted wasn’t a watch or even those interior gems, but a way to drive a stiletto in this untouchable man who would otherwise never experience a consequence for what he’d done? She could hardly explain the impulse to herself.

“But those are mine,” he intoned. “You can’t just take things. You’re in service, you know that.”

Oh, that rankled. Of course she was in service, for fuck’s sake. And laws of morality extended to all but the highest tiers of society; Adam thought he’d entered that echelon. He was wrong.

Lucy placed her gloved hand on a third watch.

“Luce, is this because of what happened outside the closet?” He was now moving his hands as he talked. He’d thought to plow over his Covent Garden roots? She’d bring up those weeds yet.

In went the third pocket watch.

“Lucy, I’m sorry! I should have controlled my cock and not come inside. It’s just that I was a stud so long—”

He wanted to blame his actions on seeding women professionally?

Clink. The fourth and final watch hit the interior of her bag with the others. Lucy turned to take in the rest of the dressing room. Her work wasn’t finished.

“But I worked hard for those,” he railed, following behind her as she stuffed so many of his monogrammed handkerchiefs into her reticule that it wouldn’t close.

Satisfied and unwilling to walk out of his townhouse with men’s shirts in her arms, Lucy turned to him.

“Taking things of value to you is the only way you’ll learn,” she said sternly.

She was on thin ice. But for once, she wanted a moralistic novel to end with a fallen woman getting revenge rather than dying in a pile of rags, in a cold attic. If she couldn’t find such a tale already published, she’d write one herself — all over Adam Chevestrer’s life.

“Fuck, Lucy,” Adam growled, adjusting his cock in those fine trousers. “I don’t know why, but you’ve got me so hot.”

She wanted to hit him with the bag. He was getting hard over her efforts to extract justice?

“I’ll give you more. Anything. Just let me in that cunny again. I promise I’ll pull out this time.”

Lucy groaned and spun on her heel. In her confusion, she went deeper into his dressing room and jerked on two cupboards before spinning around.

Then she paused and realized what she’d seen. Lucy walked back as if in a trance, all signs of panic gone. She opened the door.

“It’s quite something, isn’t it?” asked Adam, coming behind her and pressing ever so slightly against her bustle.

Before her was a mask. Not just any mask: a stag mask with papier-mâché antlers of the sort worn by the Grand Bucks.

Lucy had never entered the inner sanctum of the Grand Bucks, a group of elite men who came together to wear nothing but masks and share one woman at a time. But when she’d heard Julia, Duchess of Astwell, talk about the experience of being fucked all night by the Bucks, Lucy had been jealous.

Jealous and wet. Would a man react the same way? Would he be jealous if he saw a woman — his woman — passed around by these virile, anonymous stags? Was she even important enough for him to care?

Adam hooked his chin over her shoulder. “That, you can’t take.”

But what if I can? she thought, imagining a crowd of men using her body.

“You know what that mask is?”

“You must be one of the Grand Bucks. Did you fuck my mistress when she went to them?” asked Lucy. She’d seen him pleasure Julia at the Astwell townhouse, but she’d never considered that he might have already secretly taken her before that night.

“A Buck never tells,” he said with an enigmatic smile.

“What’s next to it?” she asked, touching the metal contraption displayed on a bed of that ultramarine velvet he liked so much.

He brought his big hand to the front of her waist. It was warm and settled just over where his baby was growing. Lucy’s breasts were heavy.

“A medieval chastity device,” he said. “Had to have such a novelty for my collection. And you know what those glass objects are. Dilettos. I bought a set after seeing you use them so beautifully on the duchess. Do you take them so well, too?”

She felt him smile against her cheek, that midafternoon stubble scraping her skin pleasantly. He wore the faintest of scents, so she could smell that hint of his own musk and sweat from when he’d rowed them across the Serpentine. Her entire stomach rearranged itself suddenly, as if to make way for its master’s cock.

Lucy wanted him. She’d never stopped, despite her fury at his mistake.

“I think about your pudgy little cunt all the time, Luce,” he breathed into her ear. “I need you.”

Her knees felt soft, and she gripped the cupboard shelf to steady herself.

“That’s right, bend over for me,” he said, stroking her corseted waist.

“I’m not letting you fuck me again,” she bit out, but the breathiness in her voice gave her arousal away. She was furious that he’d turned her will like a crank yet again, and here she was, wound up. At least this time, they had the sense to tryst inside of a closet.

“I’ll take you however I can get you, love.”

Lucy wished he’d insist and cajole until she had no choice but to give in to his seduction, but Adam simply held her from behind as she took in the sight of his sexual trophies.

“You want me to push one of these false cocks into your soft little cunny?” he asked, using his chin to point to the collection of dilettos in a line.

Of course she did. Her whole quim felt swollen and wet, and she feared that a single stroke against her nub would send her breaking. She wanted this unwanted attraction to break.

“A glass dildo. Not your cock,” she said sternly.

“Of course, love. Now, which were you thinking?”

Lucy took in the array and her cunny clenched at the thought of one pushing inside of where she was so hot and needy.

“Biggest,” she said, her grip hard on the shelf.

Adam trailed his fingers over the enormous glass shaft while moving his hand up to her bodice. “Your bubbies sure do look nice these days, Luce.”

Yes, they did, and it was all because she was currently making his baby.

“New underthings,” she gasped. “Thank you for sending the package, by the way.”

Adam’s hand kept moving down the row of dilettos. “I’ve got another package for you, should you wish to open it,” he said, pressing his bulging cock against her drawers. When had he lifted her skirts? He was impossible! And so irresistible when he decided he wanted something. Right now, he wanted Lucy’s cunny, and she was nearly frantic for want of something inside her channel. And enraged that she was willingly letting him take her again, even if he didn’t get to feel her body reacting to him.

He grabbed the second smallest dildo from the row and brought it in front of her face.

“How about you get the head wet, Luce? Make it slide real nice.”

Lucy leaned forward and took the entire head in her mouth, wetting and tonguing the glass as if it was a cock. Perhaps Adam would see her lavishing it with attention and feel some remorse for how he’d treated her.

“Fuck, my girl, save some for me,” he said, gently drawing the phallus from her mouth. “Are you ready to take it?”

“That small thing?”

Adam chuckled and helped Lucy lean forward, her head resting atop her hands where they gripped the shelf.

“If I take down your underthings, I’ll make a mess of my trousers,” he said. “Thankfully, you have this lovely little slit in your drawers leading to your own slit.”

She felt him using his fingers to delve into the fabric. “You’ve got your new silk knickers wet,” he rasped.

Lucy puffed up. “I did not!” she said, horrified that he suggested she’d had an accident.

“Not like that,” said Adam, chuckling. “Your little puss is getting wet. Shall I touch it and show you?”

She wanted to scream. Both for want of his hands on her cunny and at herself for falling under his spell again. “Do it,” she spit out.

Adam trailed just a finger along her seam, letting them both feel how slick she was from a few words and a bit of touching.

“How’s your little nub been, love? Has she been wanting me?”

He didn’t move to part her lips and slide deeper inside, just slowly petted his fingers through that seam, letting her feel him make incidental contact with her inner lips and bump until her legs shook.

“Adam, you’re cruel,” she sighed.

“I am, aren’t I?” he said with a laugh.

“Give me the diletto,” she said.

“Only if you grant me a boon. In the future.”

“I’m not letting you fuck me,” she said sternly.

“Not that. Something I haven’t decided.”

“Just do it!” she cried.

“Then you agree to my terms?”

“Adam!”

He slid the head of the glass cock between her wet cunny lips and let it run over her nub until she could not form words. She was so close.

And then he pulled the glass shaft back and notched it to her entrance and slowly — ever so slowly — pressed it inside. She was spasming. It was happening too fast! She wanted to enjoy her orgasm, and she was instantly shaking with brief tremors of pleasure as the diletto opened her up and filled her just enough to unleash it.

“Fuck, Lucy, you’ve got this thing slick with your juices. What I wouldn’t give to shove my fingers in and feel that fat little rabbit from the inside.”

“A boon,” she gasped, looking at that mask and medieval device contemplatively. Julia, her mistress, had once used a boon to change her life; perhaps the same might happen for Lucy. “You’ll owe me a boon if I let you feel it.”

“Fuck, Luce,” he said, pulling the diletto from her hole and tossing it on the shelf. He ripped off the cufflink securing his shirt and tossed it next to the glass cock.

“Take that, too,” he said about the diamond cufflink. “I’ll give you the matching one, gladly.”

Of course he always mixed money and sex; working as a stud for capital was how he’d begun to make his fortune, after all. And she was just another thing to be bought or bought off. The anger and frustration nearly sent her running for the door. And then he was pressing in, two fingers sliding between her lips and driving right into her primed channel.

Her breath exited in a huff as he opened her so well she wondered if he’d broken his promise and inserted his cock. And then she felt him slide a third finger in, and she wailed, the stretch just on the right side of painful as her pussy got even wetter to receive him.

“Goddamn, Lucy!” Adam yelled, ripping at his trousers to dig out his cock before he made a mess of his drawers.

She was shaking, finally feeling the deep spasms that heralded the sort of profound orgasm she’d been longing for since he took her virginity in that hallway.

“Oh, god, Adam,” she babbled, her breasts feeling tight and heavy as she clenched around his digits. The slapping sound of Adam beating his cock sent her tipping headlong into convulsive waves of pleasure that seemed to go on and on as he drove his fingers home.

“You’ve got me wet past my knuckles, you minx,” growled Adam.

“Too much,” she mewled, the sensations becoming overwhelming in the wake of her total ecstasy.

“Watch me, love,” he said, as he withdrew his hand from within her channel.

Lucy turned, and that devil had the audacity to smirk while licking her juices from his fingers. “That little rabbit still tastes the sweetest,” he said. “Did you leave my spend inside after I came in you? If it’s already there, might as well let it marinate my tasty little bunny.”

She was furious that he talked so casually about inseminating her, but her cunny wasn’t mad at all; it clenched at his crude words, and she was of half a mind to beg him to do it again.

“You haven’t even tasted my rabbit,” she bit out.

“An oversight I hope to remedy soon, indeed.”

Then he wrapped that big hand around his thick cock and stroked himself while holding her eyes.

She was looking back and forth between that tempting head emerging from his grasp and his beautiful face, angry that she’d already come. She wanted more.

“Fuck, Luce, you lick your lips like that and I’m gonna bust,” he whined.

Lucy looked around the dressing room with a maid’s sense of tidiness. She grabbed one of his handkerchiefs from her reticule and shoved it at him; she didn’t want some other woman cleaning up his spend.

She was just in time. Adam roared and seed painted that crisp, ironed cloth embroidered with his monogram.

“I’ll take that,” she said, immediately snatching it from his hand and carefully tucking it back in her bag.

She was facing the cupboard again, pushing the contents of her reticule around to protect her treasures. She scooped up the diamond cufflink and dropped it in her bag before turning back to him expectantly.

“You’ll have to take it,” he said, smiling as if cufflinks with bulbous diamonds on them meant nothing to him. Lucy raged that he was baiting her, drawing her forth for more, but her common sense dictated that she must lower herself to collect that cufflink. He didn’t hold out his arm to make it easy for her. Oh no, he’d never do that. She came close, and he slid his hand at her waist and nuzzled her ear.

“You sure do look pretty these days, Lucy. When are you going to let me lick your pussy?”

She felt herself clench around nothing, despite having come repeatedly in that very room.

“You want it, don’t you, beautiful? I’ll get on my knees for you. Give you anything.”

She released the cufflink and, as she put it in her reticule, remembered Adam had promised her a boon.

“The Bucks,” she said. He pulled her closer, so her bodice rested against his firm chest. He was so solid and warm.

“Yes, the Grand Bucks. You want me to promise I won’t go to the Forest and fuck other women? Consider it done, love.”

“The Forest?”

“Our headquarters. Big townhouse in Belgravia.”

“Not that,” she clarified. “You needn’t cease your bucking. I have no claim on you.”

For the first time that day, his face creased in anger. And then he was back to his usual jovial expression, as if it had never happened.

“I have a boon, do I not?” she asked, studying the pattern on the Axminster carpet. It was time to find out whether she meant anything to him at all. She would drown those years of moralistic sermons for the sake of knowing how he truly felt about her. It’s not like she could get pregnant as a result; Adam had already taken care of that.

“You do,” he said slowly, while stroking her sleeve.

“I want the Grand Bucks. For one night.”

His face split into a broad grin. “Why didn’t you say so! I’d be happy to share you with my mates, love.”

No sign of jealousy, only cheerful acceptance. She needed more: either his regard or his pain. She was almost regretful about what she was about to say. How she’d knock that smile from his face and make him curse her to the heavens. But Lucy had a boon, righteous anger, and several years’ worth of wages in jewelry in her reticule, so she had to do it.

“Yes, you’ll share me with the Bucks. But only as you watch, wearing that medieval chastity cage.”


Chapter 3


All things considered, Adam Chevestrer had taken the news Lucy wanted to spend a night with his fellow Grand Bucks — while he watched, caged by that medieval torture device — rather well.

He’d seen her off with a chaste kiss, gone back to the dressing room to stare at his novelty chastity cage, and beaten his cock until his balls threatened to send forth blood.

The only thing that got him harder was seeing the expanse of velvet where his pocket watches had been. Why hadn’t he thought to show her his wall safe? He might be poorer as a result, but he’d be stiff til his dying day if she stuffed cash in that sweet little reticule he’d picked out for her.

***

A few days later, Lucy pulled her beaded velvet wrap closer as the carriage slowed before the Forest, where the Grand Bucks met. She wore a half-mask that partially concealed her guarded expression.

“I needn’t ask if you’re sure. I know you are. As I was when I went to the Bucks.”

Across the way sat Julia Balistarius, Duchess of Astwell. She’d lent Lucy clothes for the occasion and had explained what to expect from an evening in the Forest.

And then they’d taken out Julia’s medical implement dilettos and used every waking minute to prepare Lucy’s body for what was in store.

It was when Lucy was learning how to take an enormous cock in her arse — via a particularly girthy phallus — that the duke had finally walked over the threshold connecting the ducal apartments and collected his wife for several hours of enthusiastic lovemaking.

“You’re loud,” he said to Lucy as he carried his wife off. “They’ll love that.”

She didn’t need to please the Bucks, or even Adam. She just needed to inflict pain on him so she could move on with her life and feel as though she’d extracted justice.

***

Lucy had wrapped her nude body in the velvet cloak, self-conscious of her generous hips, heavy breasts, and the slight extra swell at her belly. She wished there was a mirror so she could look herself over before going to the Bucks, but the room was bare save a chair. Her half-mask remained on, assuring her of the Bucks’ discretion.

“Are you ready, my dear?”

She looked up and took in a nude, masked man with a thick chest and powerful shoulders. Her eyes drifted down his waist, wrapped in muscles until she saw he was enormous everywhere. Even there.

His cock stiffened when she stared, causing Lucy to jolt.

“Oh, I apologize!” she said, bolting from where she sat and looking anywhere else. Her mistake brought back memories of her early days in service, when she constantly faced corrections while learning to scrub and sweep properly.

But unlike the housekeeper at that first house, the man simply held out a hand to her. “So you’re my brother’s little rabbit.”

Lucy started. “Adam has a brother?” she asked.

“My brother Buck,” he clarified, stroking the velvet that covered her arm.

“Oh,” she said, allowing him to lead her deeper into the townhouse. The Grand Bucks’ headquarters’ interior was as Julia had described, decorated like a forest, with trees reaching the ceiling and a soft green fabric covering the floor until it reached a reflecting pool.

It felt like she was entering a dream or someone else’s life. She never thought she’d experience this, but she was escorted by a man wearing the deer mask she’d imagined almost every night since Julia had whispered the details to her.

Lucy felt both on-edge and wet, wanting everything the Bucks had for her and also terrified of the game she was about to play with the richest and most powerful men in the land. She expected to feel shame, but the lights illuminating those strange, naked trees made the room feel magical. Like a place out of time and the constraints of society. Here, she could shed her burdens, silence her doubtful mind, and fully experience pleasure. Outside, she was an orphaned, unmarried, pregnant lady’s maid.

For one night, she was The Woman. This night could ruin everything — or make her dreams come true.

And Adam — her Adam — had been one of those masked men the whole time. Lucy’s nipples pebbled below her cloak at the thought of who else might wear those Buck masks tonight. Who might see her body, almost imperceptibly carrying Adam’s child?

“So he’s been coming here to share women and talking about me all the while?” she asked drily as they moved towards eerie music. Julia had mentioned that a chamber orchestra played haunting melodies that sounded like the wind in the trees, but it took hearing those spectral notes to understand the effect. She was somewhere strange, doing a strange thing. Rather than feeling creeping dread, her heart soared at the possibilities.

“He’s been absent these few months,” said the man, failing to elaborate further even when Lucy stared at him.

Perhaps he’d been busy with his work. Perhaps his cock had forgotten how to function. Not really her problem, though some part of her reveled in his loss of bucking.

At the end of the great hall, four seated men, nude save their deer head masks complete with towering papier-mâché antlers, stood from their chairs.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” whispered Lucy. Suddenly, she realized she was going to fuck multiple virile men, all while the father of her child watched — with his cock caged by some medieval chastity device. According to every rule of the day, this was wrong. So why did she feel so free and excited?

Her Buck escort turned her away from the intimidating men. “What if you can’t not do this?” he asked gently.

Lucy thought for a moment and was mortified when tears came to her eyes. “I need him to feel as helpless and hurt as I feel.”

“So you asked for a night with the Bucks? You’re not the first wife to ask to visit the Forest.”

“We’re not married,” she said, her cheeks hot as she thought of her condition. Lucy reached for the clasp on her cloak and let the velvet fall.

The Buck drew in a small breath when he saw her body revealed and instinctively reached out a hand to her burgeoning belly.

“How far along?” he asked.

Lucy felt all of her blood rush to her feet. “What do you mean?” she whispered, looking over her shoulder to where the other four Bucks, including Adam, sat.

“You’re carrying, aren’t you?” he asked, his fingertips feathering over her belly in a way that made her cunny ache for his touch. Ache to let the truth be known to her child’s father. But how would he react?

“Is it so obvious?” she asked, her hand drifting over her midsection.

He stroked the side of her swollen breast comfortingly. “The others won’t notice. I recently became a father for the first time, so I’m very aware of the changes.”

“I hope your wife and baby fare well,” she said automatically.

“My wife has been…silent about the new addition,” he said wryly. “My mistress and the child are doing well.”

“Oh,” she said, struggling with the implications. He had fathered a child on his mistress before producing an heir with his wife? It wasn’t unheard of by any means, but even the most understanding wife might object to having her husband’s infidelity thrown in her face. Lucy felt tremendous sympathy for the wife before realizing that she had more in common with the mistress. It was a shock to the gut after so many months of seeing herself as the wronged party.

The Buck let his hand drift to her cleft and stroked the soft hair that covered her mound. His touch felt soft and stimulating, and Lucy wanted more. But she was concerned about a very public revelation of her secret.

“Do you really think he won’t be able to see my condition?” asked Lucy.

The man glanced back at the four standing Bucks, focusing on one who had metal glinting where his cock should have been hanging. Or hard. “I’ll draw the others to us and insist that he remain seated until our activities prove distracting. But consider telling him, won’t you?”

Lucy hummed, and he looked at her in a way that made his mask seem to have a stern expression.

“You want to do this?” asked the man. “You want our cocks in your cunny?”

“Yes,” said Lucy, far more confident than she felt.

“Then get on your hands and knees and prepare to get that little cunt fucked.”


Chapter 4


Adam was nearly frantic as he watched Lucy — his Lucy — being touched by the Rutlord, the Grand Buck currently serving as chief of the Forest. He wanted to be the one fondling her, but seeing his brother Buck stroking her luscious tit made him unspeakably hard.

Which posed problems. True to his word, he’d had that medieval chastity device oiled, his balls shaved, and a belt fitted so his manhood could be caged for the occasion of Lucy’s sharing. What seemed like a lark was becoming a very painful problem indeed.

Adam’s cock jerked when the Rutlord placed his hand lower, presumably between Lucy’s thighs; it was hard to see her. He was so hard against the thick wires encasing his cock’s shaft and head that it was already unbearable. His girl had forced him into a perfect torture. He tried to conceal just how much he was enjoying it.

“Did your cock just clang against that cage?” asked the High Buckthorn, the second-in-command at the Forest. He looked down at the chastity device dubiously, and Adam could almost see a quizzing glass of the sort used decades ago in his hand.

Why men who gathered to wear masks and share women needed a clearly defined hierarchy, Adam wasn’t sure. Why they even needed masks was unclear to him — though they were strictly required in the Forest. It likely had something to do with only being able to get hard when told they were superior and special; most of these gents were aristocrats, and they had all the quirks to prove it.

Selective arousal was not a problem Adam was currently experiencing. He looked down at his best friend, and the thing was straining so hard against the cage he feared it might leave marks. He shivered at the idea, his dick pressing harder into the restraint. What if Lucy took him out of his cage and saw those marks? Licked—

“Living up to your name, aren’t you, Sapwood?” asked Stagshade from the throne next to him.

Adam looked lower, and of course his cock was drooling onto the plush green fabric meant to mimic the forest floor. His lack of dominion over his cock’s emissions had gotten him into this mess in the first place, so it only seemed right that he should leak while suffering through his punishment.

Only…it didn’t feel so much like an unwanted punishment. More like a pleasurable game he was playing with Lucy while she wouldn’t deign to touch him. As long as she played with him, somehow, he’d do anything for her. While he was skeptical of why men needed a hierarchy for fucking, he reveled in the idea of his girl lording over him. And dominating his needy cock.

“Lovely girl,” grunted Thorncock. “Nice thighs and hips and tits. Since you can’t, I’ll fill her real good. Maybe we’ll put a baby in her. You wouldn’t mind, would you, Sapwood?” The fiend had the audacity to turn to Adam as if flashing him a grin before directing his gaze back to where Lucy was being touched by the Rutlord.

Adam pressed his knuckles into his lips, grinding the flesh against his teeth to contain the keening wail that threatened to escape. The flash of an image had him almost twisting in his chair for want of stimulation: Lucy, heavy with a baby, those curves more generous than ever, her breasts swollen with milk.

He opened his thighs wider, then closed them, rocking his cock against the cage wires that tried to restrain him. The pain of being held in place as he hardened was becoming pleasure, all inflicted on him from a distance by that minx he adored.

“I don’t think you’re keeping to the spirit of your punishment,” said Stagshade, his voice suggesting that he had a rare smile behind that papier-mâché mask.

They were enjoying his suffering too much, but Adam refused to feel humiliated by the lengths to which he’d go to win Lucy. But win her for what? It was a question he’d been pondering since he began pounding on that service door all those months ago. He wanted her. But for what?

“That harp,” muttered the High Buckthorn, looking towards the tapestry barrier that divided the musicians and their delicate sensibilities from the ritual ravishment carried out only steps away. He grasped his thick cock and worked a thumb over his exposed cockhead slowly, in time with the strange melody that seemed to enchant him.

“Is your girl as soft on the inside as she is on the outside?” asked Stagshade, stroking his shaft and admiring Lucy.

“How does she feel about big boys?” asked Thorncock, his enormous cock in his meaty hand. His broad, thick frame turned to watch as Lucy lowered to the ground before the Rutlord.

At their leader’s signal, the three uncaged men stood and walked to the banks of the reflecting pool to fuck Lucy. Adam stayed behind, as ordered.

He was harder and more frustrated than he’d ever been in his life but determined to do whatever it took to win Lucy.

He had no idea how far he’d have to go to secure her.


Chapter 5


As Lucy lowered to the soft floor of the Forest, she experienced another moment of panic. Was she really doing this? Allowing all these many men to have their way with her, while Adam watched?

But, she reflected, they weren’t having their way with her. They were going to have her way with her, a decadent ritual very much in line with her own wishes and desires if the slick feeling between her thighs was anything to go by.

As Lucy assumed the position on her hands and knees, she locked eyes with Adam. Then looked lower to see the chastity cage she’d ordered him to wear, now glinting between his legs. He shifted his thighs further apart as if to show her he’d followed her instructions, and she wanted nothing more than to go to him and observe his restrained cock. She’d have been surprised if Wellington at Waterloo felt so much as a fraction of the triumph she was feeling now on the floor of the Forest, seeing her man willingly caged for her. She was so hot, so beyond the limits of pain that she could have taken every cock in Belgravia before she floated down to reality again.

“You ready for your first Buck?” asked the man who had recognized signs of her pregnancy.

Was she ready to be fucked and filled by four virile men? Lucy supposed she wouldn’t truly know until the events began, but her body hummed with anticipation.

“Yes,” she said.

And then she felt him, his thick cockhead pushing into her entrance and spreading her without mercy. It was a sudden claiming, and she wanted it but found that she longed for Adam’s teasing and slow seduction.

“Oh, I see why he likes you,” the man said as he grasped the flesh on her hips and eased her back onto his shaft.

She was full after so many months of swinging from exhaustion to getting ill to bursts of sexual desire. Lucy had rubbed her own cunny until her hand cramped some nights; finally, a man was taking care of that need deep within.

But not the right man. Adam slumped in his chair, hand flitting down as if to stroke his cock, then darting away when he remembered that cage he was wearing. Good. Eventually he propped his elbow on the armrest and held his masked head in his hand, all the while watching her getting fucked by his fellow Buck. She felt torn: she wanted his pain and restriction, but wanted the ecstatic release they seemed to create so well together more.

The other three Grand Bucks arrived at where the man was fucking Lucy on the floor.

“She’s a pretty girl,” said one man. “I like the shapely ones.”

“Don’t we all,” said another, cupping his balls.

“I’d like to fuck those titties,” said the third, his hand working over his shaft as he watched her breasts sway with the Buck’s thrusts.

The Grand Buck fucking Lucy helped her lift from her hands, and he held her from behind while continuing to force his cock into her from below. “I brought you to kneel so you could serve a Buck. You know what I mean, don’t you, pretty girl?”

Lucy nodded yes and opened her mouth to show she was ready to receive them. Some part of her felt like a bad girl for receiving multiple men at once, all while carrying another man’s baby, but she liked the way Adam slumped even lower as he watched. Finally, she was extracting a justice her words alone could never deliver. If she happened to experience repeated pleasure in the course of handing down his sentence, so be it. Maybe she wasn’t so much a bad girl as a protagonist.

The Buck behind Lucy held her carefully so as not to place pressure on her belly, and she appreciated that kind man with a baby born on the wrong side of the blanket but no heir.

“How’s her pussy?” asked the man holding his cock to feed it into Lucy’s waiting mouth.

“I see why he’s so wild about her he’s willing to wear the horns. And the cage,” said the man fucking her.

Lucy began to say that Adam couldn’t be a cuckold because they weren’t married, but the Buck filled her mouth with smooth efficiency and she was soon recalling every lesson with Julia about how to accept a cock in her throat without choking or panicking.

The man in her throat held the back of her neck, his fingers moving slowly as if to gentle her into submission so he could use her that much more effectively.

The two other men came to either side of her body and they each touched her breasts curiously, one toying with her gathered nipple and the other feeling the weight of her breast in his hand.

“You’ve got her gripping me,” said the Buck in her cunny, his voice strained. “She likes that.”

She did indeed, her body so overwhelmed by pleasurable sensations that she wanted to shiver and scream.

Then she saw him and what he was doing: Adam had one armrest in his great big hand and his other working his balls beneath that medieval cage. He watched her take these men with undisguised hunger.

“Lucy!” he finally cried, his voice breaking with anguish. Anguished to be parted from her? Anguished to see her taking other men? She was unsure, but his exhortation called to some part of her that needed his pain, needed to know he felt something for her. He was no longer the laughing, carefree mogul in control of everything within his sight. Adam could laugh off losing watches and diamonds, but he seemed to have one attachment that she could see. He was desperate for her, only her, at least in that room, at that moment.

And that did her in. Lucy tried to cry out as she broke, her body fighting that cock that worked in her mouth and the one in her cunny, but all that she made was a guttural moan. And then she was lost to her senses as she shook in her Bucks’ powerful arms.

“Fuck, she’s fucking choking it!” exclaimed the Buck in her mouth as he released into her throat.

“Not in front of a lady, Thorncock,” growled the man currently working her breast as if he wanted to milk her.

The man’s consideration for a mere maid — delivered in cultured tones that marked the aristocracy — made Lucy spasm again around the cock in her channel.

“No wonder he loves you,” whispered the gentle god, only the second man to take her cunt. “You’re soft and beautiful on the inside and the outside.”

Lucy’s eyes rolled up uncontrollably on his next thrust, Adam’s cry combining with the man’s tender words to make her break from somewhere deep, the quakes seeming to run up her core until her lungs itched with the profound orgasm he drew from her.

As the man poured himself inside her cunny, leaving her pussy wet and sloppy, Lucy wailed loudly enough for Adam to bolt from his seat.

“Stay there,” she ordered. “We’ll come to you when we’re ready.”


Chapter 6


Adam sat back as Lucy walked towards him, flanked by the other four Grand Bucks. He’d never considered how strange their paper antlers looked in the Forest, but now, nearly out of his mind with desire and feelings he could barely contain, he recognized they must seem very odd to visitors.

He’d joined the Grand Bucks because they’d asked. Adam enjoyed fucking and his cock had raised capital, but he especially enjoyed being invited into the lives of the elite. Into the wives of the elite.

Yet that rationale for his behavior seemed like a mere patch on the cloth of his broken boyhood. Now, he wanted fabric of his own, whole and plush, strong with a bold pattern. Lucy. He wanted her, above all.

He was struck by seeing her fully nude form for the first time. Her breasts and hips and thighs had a delicious jiggle with each step, and he longed to sink his hands in her unmarked flesh and hold her while thrusting into her, on her, anywhere.

Lucy’s eyes were cautious. Guarded. He needed to set his girl free so she could enjoy every minute of this.

“My pretty rabbit,” he said, holding out his hands to take hers while he remained seated, as she’d insisted. She halted for a moment and then took his hands in hers.

He had her. His heart soared as he gently pulled her closer until he could give her a kiss with the snout of his stag mask.

“How do you fare, my love?” he asked softly, tucking hair behind her ear.

She studied his face, still searching for some sign that this was a ruse. Adam felt her heavy breast and stroked the backs of his fingers over her nipple to reassure her. Had this night changed her? Woken his virgin up to the many delights available in this city to a beautiful woman with no attachments?

“How fare thee?” he asked again while pressing the cheek of his mask to hers as if four impatient and horny men weren’t waiting for the chance to sink into his wife. Or rather, his girl. He swallowed down his nervousness, reasoning that Lucy had every right to experience this and whatever else her heart — and cunny — desired.

Adam paused and drew back to look at her. And then she smirked. “Don’t go quoting Shakespeare to me, Adam Chevestrer, not when you’re still in trouble.”

He laughed. He wasn’t quoting anything but the stuttering rhythm of his heart, yet he liked to see Lucy with fire in her eyes. Game for her next conquest.

With that, she leaned her forearms against the armrest of his chair to present to Stagshade, who was oiling his cock in that showy manner he favored.

“Has your girl got a virgin arse, Sapwood? Would be a shame for someone that is me,” he said, clearly fitting himself at her entrance, “to take it. Right in front of you.”

Adam groaned as he watched Lucy’s eyelashes flutter as she took Stagshade’s cock in her untried hole. “Easy on her, that’s my girl’s virgin arse you’re taking.”

“Oh, Adam,” she moaned, her head hanging as she took that thick cock. He couldn’t wait to test her there himself. He’d start in her cunny, then slide into her back passage and flood her without concern about happy accidents.

Adam paused. And what if tonight resulted in a happy accident? What if Lucy swelled with some other man’s child?

Rage swept through him. If one of these Bucks thought they’d marry his Lucy, they had another think coming. Nobody was taking her from him on some technicality that came about because of his own mistake. He’d be the one beside her, the one raising the baby.

“Adam, your cock,” she whispered, bringing him back to the room and settling his rage at the hypothetical loss of his wife.

He’d gotten used to the feeling of pleasurable restriction, but when he glanced down and saw that his boy was standing against the cage again, trying to press through, Adam winced. He shifted his thighs and tried to minimize the disturbing sight of his caged cock. “It’s fine, love, he’s just reaching for you.”

Lucy braced a hand on the back of his chair to take Stagshade’s thrusts and ran her fingers over the wires his erection had been fighting with all night. She pressed at a small place his cockhead emerged from between the wires, then stroked his shaft in a way that made Adam flex his thighs to keep himself in check.

He wasn’t showing his boy to his best advantage, crammed against those wires. The Bucks had seen him in many stages, but not bound and controlled. And what of Lucy? Did she think him less a man for containing his cock? Or — and the thought sent a shiver of pleasure down his spine — would she want him like this again?

“Fuck, she’s taking me, milking me,” grit out Stagshade as he pounded into Lucy with a roar.

“You’re taking the Bucks so well, love,” said Adam, pressing the snout of his mask to her ear as if to kiss it and whispering cant from his Covent Garden days to her alone. What did he say? He couldn’t remember the meaning by now, so paved over was his past. But he didn’t want to pretend to be some son of a rich man with her, some scion of the aristocracy. He’d humble himself to be her match.

Stagshade pulled out of Lucy, and another Buck took his place.

“On the Forest floor, like you did for the Rutlord,” said the High Buckthorn behind Lucy.

She scrambled to her hands and knees, placing her at eye level with Adam’s bound cock. “You look good like this,” she said with an impish smile, bringing her gaze to his eyes within the mask.

His heart leaped, and he groaned at the surge of his flesh against those metal wires. She approved of him. Approved of him like this. When he’d bought that cage as a novelty, he never imagined that he’d wear it, certainly not for a woman, in front of men he respected. But it was always meant to be this way; he’d been drawn to that cage for a reason: so he might feel more free. And she was the person teaching him to fly.

Adam ran a finger below her chin, happy to have her with him again.

“But I think it’s time you submit to me,” she said, her expression stern.


Chapter 7


Lucy Makeblythe was on top of the world. She had the admiring attention of an entire group of men, a cock in her cunny, and Adam Chevestrer caged for her delectation.

And, oh, it was delicious to see that fine piece restrained on her orders. He shifted on his throne uncomfortably. Though his deer mask prevented Lucy from seeing his expression, she imagined a pained grimace on his face. Good. She only wished she could see it.

“Does it hurt, love?” she asked with a too-sweet voice. The High Buckthorn was alternating teasing strokes at the entrance of her channel with long thrusts, and she feared she wouldn’t last long. She needed to break Adam before she departed the Forest.

“It hurts so good, as you know, minx,” he ground out, the whine in his voice healing something deep within her. “How does my brother Buck feel?”

“Big,” she moaned dramatically. “Like I’ve never properly had to take a cock before.”

She was overdoing it, but teasing Adam was probably her favorite thing, fighting for the title with taking his money and fucking him. After a lifetime of forcing herself into a social cage in hopes of being good enough to survive in a harsh world, she was reveling in how much she loved breaking the rules and being in control. If that made her a bad girl, so be it.

“You’re so close to my cock, Luce. Why don’t you give it a kiss? The cage won’t bite you, only me.”

Lucy drew close, then backed away. “I don’t think I will.”

His whines were extravagant and his anguish at being separated from his Lucy, real. Adam reached for her dear face and held those darling cheeks in his hands. What he wouldn’t give to hold her like this every day.

“Don’t you want to tie my hands down?” he asked. “Restrain me?”

Lucy let out a wail as the High Buckthorn hit a spot that felt incredible, then stroked that place again and again until she knew he must be a master of the cock. Well, they all were, but her Adam needed some training.

“You need to restrain yourself,” she finally said.

“But how am I supposed to while inside the softest, prettiest cunny in the world?”

Lucy groaned. He suspected it wasn’t just because the Buckthorn was fucking her right.

And then Adam grew serious, staring deep into her eyes and stroking her neck. “I’m sorry for failing to withdraw, Lucy. I’d never mean to hurt you.”

“You could have put a baby inside of me!” she hissed.

Adam moaned, picturing Lucy at his side, swollen with his child. He wanted that, perhaps wanted it on some level even in the Astwell hallway where he’d made the mistake that had ruined the past few months.

“I’m sorry, Luce,” he said to her pleasured, anguished face. “So sorry.”

His voluptuous maid with the softest cunny was pretty as a cameo, and she knew how to get him hotter than sin. How to dominate him and his unruly cock until the pain and pleasure mixed. He didn’t need to lower himself, just elevate her socially so she could hold sway over everyone else, as she did him.

She didn’t need the fine watches, a wall of shoes, and monogrammed handkerchiefs to remind her of her place in the order of things, the way he did. She may have been born in an orphanage and worked as a maid, but that didn’t reflect a dignity and dominion usually seen only in queens. Unlike Victoria, Lucy didn’t need a grand name or trappings of empire to rule. She was enough. And he'd do anything to take his place at her side.

Lucy saw something in Adam’s eyes behind his Buck mask and wanted to see his expression. More than anything, she needed to see him.

“Take it off,” she gasped as the High Buckthorn thrust deep. “Your mask. I want to see you.”

Adam reacted without hesitation and reached for the mask.

“Sapwood!” exclaimed Thorncock. “Know this: the Grand Bucks will rescind your membership if you remove that mask in the Forest.”

“Don’t let a momentary flight of fancy end your bucking days,” said Stagshade.

“It’s true, Sapwood,” said the Rutlord ominously. “The mask must stay on in the Forest, should you wish to remain a Buck.”

Adam looked at the Bucks fondly, then at those spindly trees reaching towards the ceiling of the ballroom. This place, this brotherhood, used to mean so much. And then he looked at Lucy, gazing up at him expectantly. He wouldn’t let her down, not now.

He decisively pulled the Buck mask from his head, shaking out his hair to remove any stray paper.

“My lady commands me, and I must obey,” he said, showing Lucy the love-struck smile he’d been hiding all along. “You see, she has a very special claim on me.”

She was stunned. Adam Chevestrer had not only submitted to her demands publicly, but he was forgoing further membership in the Bucks simply to give her what she wanted at this moment? Her heart stuttered. Could he truly care for her? He certainly acted like a man full of remorse. Would that be enough?

“Make my girl come hard, High Buckthorn,” said Adam, his gaze tender as Lucy took the shock of his friend’s thrusts.

And she finally knew then, finally understood some truth of what magical thing was happening between them. And Lucy wanted to reward Adam for submitting to her so completely, so publicly.

She ran her small hands up his thighs, pushing through the hair on them and feeling the muscles within.

“Luce, that feels so good,” he said, his head lolling to one side.

Then she trailed a finger over his shaved sack, imagining that he must be sensitive there and wanting to prime him for exquisite pleasure.

“Fuck, Lucy, you’re gonna make me bust inside this cage if you keep that up,” he whined.

He could orgasm within the cage? How interesting, she thought as she watched his cock twitch against the wires. Those squares of engorged flesh made her mouth water, and she dreamed of licking the pressed pattern away until his seed overflowed in her mouth.

Part of her wanted to open those wires and press his cock into her thighs, her belly, her mouth, her cunny, her arse, anywhere to get the weight of him against her and his essence on her. In her. But he seemed to be so enjoying this that she didn’t want to snatch pleasure away too soon, just as he didn’t throw the High Buckthorn from his place at her cunny.

“You’ve been a very good boy tonight, Adam,” she said, her voice still slightly scratchy from the hard use by Thorncock.

Adam gripped the armrests of his chair. “Don’t say that, Lucy. I’m too hot for you and I’ll blow inside this cage, I’m warning you.”

The strain in his voice warmed her heart, and she found she wanted him to lose control despite his best efforts. Wanted to overpower the restraint she’d asked him to wear and explode before her and the remaining Grand Bucks because of the power of her seduction.

“You’re already so wet though,” she said, working her thumbs into his straining thigh muscles. “It would be nothing to allow yourself to release.”

Adam threw back his head, panting.

“Why, I’d hardly notice.”

“I can’t disappoint you, love.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t be disappointed at all. I want to see you fight that cage because your little cock wants to see me so badly.”

It was a farce; Adam’s cock was a thick club, but she could tell that he loved hearing it diminished by the way his legs shook while seated.

“Please, Lucy,” he begged. “I’m trying to be good for you. I want to be good.”

He pleaded as if powerful men he’d once dreamed of impressing with his wealth and influence weren’t in the room, watching their every move. In this room of the most elite men in the land, she reigned supreme. She could barely hold in her triumphant smile; she may have been on her knees taking a cock, but she’d never felt taller. Or wetter. And in surrendering to Lucy, Adam was becoming more free.

“You’ve been such a good boy, Adam,” she said, licking her lips suggestively. “And now it’s time for your reward.”

Lucy placed her hands on his biceps to brace while being pounded from behind and dipped her head to lick Adam’s caged cock from head to base.

He yelled, his leg muscles tightening as he sought to avoid bucking the metal contraption into her teeth. Tears formed in his eyes; release was imminent.

In his lap was Lucy’s head, the precious curls at her nape displayed, but he couldn’t move his arms to touch them for fear it would upset her balance. He found this to be the most painful restraint of all, an absolute torture that made the cage seem insignificant in comparison. Adam couldn’t go the rest of his life without twining his fingers in those wisps; he’d rather live his life in a medieval chastity cage than do without them.

And then she turned her head so he could see her little tongue poking between the wires to prod his restrained cock and wet each straining square of flesh.

“Lucy, oh no, I’m going to—”

“Yes, darling,” she said, her voice low and sweet and encouraging. “Let it happen.”

His orgasm wasn’t so much a gentle happening as an accidental explosion of gunpowder, his shaft pressed so pleasurably against those wires and Lucy’s tongue, his sack shooting forth ropes of seed that dripped from his cage until his love scooped some into her mouth and began pressing it back into his cockhead.

“Goddamn, Lucy!” he cried, his balls trying to send forth everything within for the chance to get it into his love. And he did. He loved her. Needed her. And he found that his thoughts similarly had to explode, so they might enter her as well.

“I love you, Lucy,” he said, easing her tongue from his pained, spent cock. “I really do.”

At first, her expression was confused, as if she hadn’t heard him or heard him incorrectly. And then her eyes closed in pleasure and she rested her head against his left thigh as she took the High Buckthorn’s thrusts while Adam finally stroked those curls at her nape.

“I love these, too,” he breathed.

And that was what made her break at last, his tender caress as she took another man’s cock. It was shocking to believe that Adam loved her, could love her after such a brief acquaintance, but it couldn’t be impossible because she felt the same way.

When she came, it was like her spine rearranged as every part of her felt the pleasure of being thoroughly adored. She wished it was Adam’s cock filling her and making her channel shiver, but she knew his time would come soon enough. They had unfinished business, and she meant to finish it properly.


Chapter 8


“You’re licking me so well,” Lucy moaned while gripping the squabs of Adam’s plush carriage.

He had dressed her in the Forest — in a charmingly awkward way that showed he’d never been a lady’s maid — and whisked her into his lacquered vehicle before tossing up her skirts and diving into her well-used cunny.

As she held her skirts, Adam had pulled back from her quim to let the interior lamps show the remains of other men's spend on his lips.

“Oh god,” she groaned, bringing her fingers down to rub at her hard little nub. His willingness to share her and then clean up the seed made her unspeakably hot, unable to go for even a moment without touching her cunt.

But what would he say and do when he discovered that she’d been hiding the fact that they already had a baby on the way?

It had been one thing when she assumed he was a callous arse. Why, when confronted with the news, he might reveal himself to be one yet and revert to tossing some banknotes in her direction. She didn’t want to lose the magic of what they’d shared this night to an unhappy ending. Now pregnant with emotions and Adam’s baby, her heart couldn’t handle it.

Yet she suspected his feelings were genuine, which meant that she’d been keeping a considerable secret from him. A secret that involved him directly.

But then Adam dove in and sucked her nub so hard she had to scratch at the leather interior of his fine conveyance.

“Oh no, I’ve marked it!” she cried, looking at the gouges made by her nails.

Adam’s head popped up, his lips glazed. “Do it all over. Gush on my seats. Mark this place as yours, as you have done me.”

When she felt the tanned leather give way again under her nails as she exploded on Adam’s tongue and fingers, Lucy reflected that if he broke her heart now, she might never recover.

***

As Adam handed Lucy down from the carriage in front of the Astwell townhouse, he drew her nearer.

“I want you to have something,” he said.

She must have looked stricken because he rushed to say, “No, not that. God, not that. I am deeply sorry for my awkward mistake. I should have never…”

She waited patiently.

“I should have never given you banknotes after taking your virginity in the duke’s hallway. I wanted you to have money for things you like, and I only realized later that you might have understood the gesture differently.”

Lucy continued to regard him silently.

“I won’t apologize for wanting you to have things,” he said stubbornly. “I want to provide many things for you that please you. And if you prefer to take them from me rather than receiving them, we can do that. You can have anything on my person, including my pocketbook.”

Lucy drew near, looping an arm around his waist beneath his finely tailored coat. Then she deftly reached into his front pocket and withdrew his pocketbook.

“Is that the case?” she asked, opening the billfold and extracting all the notes, then stuffing them into her bodice.

He groaned. “You know that gets me so hard, Luce. It’s unfair to do this to me on the street. When I’m still caged.”

She settled the billfold back in his pocket and cupped Adam where the wires restrained him. “Your little unruly cock is still hard for me?” she asked. “After all I’ve done for him? I think he needs a good long time to learn how to behave.”

“Keep talking like that, Luce, and he’s going to erupt whether or not I want him to.”

“And stain your fine trousers? You want to make a wet spot for me? Are you so hot you can’t contain your drooling little nub?”

“Lucy, Lucy, you’re a minx, a goddess, the devil,” he babbled, desperate for relief.

Lucy Makeblythe was not a tall woman, but in the Astwell townhouse drive, she soared with new power. If only they could share all their secrets, so they might discover their shared future.

“I want you to show me how badly you need me,” she said. “I will not touch you and you will not touch your cock, but you’re going to stain your trousers for me.”

Adam glanced to see that the coachmen and outriders weren’t listening in. Then he fixed Lucy with a predatory smile.

“You better keep me caged,” he said. “Because if you let me out, I’m going to put a baby in you. I might need to use French letters to prevent actually doing it, but my cock is going to need to put a baby in you.”

Lucy’s breasts felt heavy, and she wished they were inside the carriage again so she might rub her cunt as he talked, so provocative were his words. Did this mean he wanted a baby by her? Could he possibly want the baby they’d already made? Or did he want to merely play at getting her pregnant, as he had with the duchess?

“And when I get you properly knocked up, know that I will be a beast. Hiring the best doctors and nurses, checking on your progress, seeing that you’re outfitted with the prettiest gowns that show off your condition. The condition I put you in. If you don’t want that, keep me locked.”

Lucy’s hand drifted to her bodice, where she was restraining herself from rubbing her breasts to get some sort of pleasurable friction. He was narrating her most private of fantasies, what she wanted and could not request or demand. Her brain felt like it was folding in on itself as if made of nothing more than honeycomb, sending viscous liquid down her spine. What he’d done in that hallway was nothing; this was the ultimate seduction. But what if he was enraged or disappointed to discover that she was already pregnant — and hadn’t invited him to share these moments he so clearly wanted?

“If you think the contents of my pocketbook are anything, wait until the baby arrives, love. I’ll be beating my cock raw as you nurse my child and raring to give you another. You’ll be dripping in my jewels. I’ve made babies all over town, but I’ve never had one of my own. One with you.”

Lucy shook almost imperceptibly, realizing that he wanted exactly the thing he already had — and simply didn’t know it yet. What if she told him now? Tears sprang to her eyes, her emotions bigger than ever because of the baby. What if she’d ruined everything by not telling him before?

“How was I living without you?” he asked, moving his hand to stroke her hair, then pulling back when he recalled her orders not to touch her. She couldn’t think about the larger issues now. She’d have to send him on his way so she could think. Sort out what to do.

Lucy moved close, her full skirts pressing against his legs and clothed, caged cock, then laid a gentle kiss on his lips. He opened his mouth to her and let her tongue slide along his own as they nibbled and sucked at each other's lips.

“Adam, don’t you want to come?” she asked, giving his arse a squeeze.

He gripped the carriage door handle as his orgasm sent his cock against that delicious cage, his sack giving up the last of his seed. The wet spot spread on his fine tailoring like a brand. Her brand.

Lucy ran her fingers over the patch of seed while she nodded playfully, covering up her fear and the waves of feelings that had become difficult to contain in the closed space. “You seem to have made a mess. Looks like you’ll have to go home and clean yourself up.”

“I’ll clean myself up,” he said. “And I’ll keep this contraption clean, so I’m ready for you.”

Lucy raised her brows. He pressed a small key into her palm.

“When you’re ready, come and unlock me. I’ll wait for you.”


Chapter 9


He waited six long days for her to come to him.

When she finally arrived, she found him twisted in the sheets, with his hard cock trapped in that cursed cage and his chest sweaty.

When his eyes adjusted to the light after waking from the pressure of something against him, he startled. She was a vision. Her body was nude and more shapely than ever before. Those full breasts were heavy and calling for his touch. Was she a fever dream or had his dreams come true?

At her neck, she wore a chain. On the chain, there were two keys.

“You kept the key to my bedroom, did you, love? And sweet-talked my butler into letting you in?”

Adam could hear the waver in his own voice, the emotions that were threatening to break through.

Lucy straddled his thighs, and he could just make out the shadow of her quim. She’d come to him with keys and — despite obsessive planning — he suddenly had no thoughts other than getting his cock free and planting himself in that cunny.

She placed her hand on his belly, her thumb stroking over the line of hair that ran to where he needed her most.

“I must tell you something,” she said.

She was bare and beautiful, carrying the keys to his heart and cage…and she wanted to talk?

“Go ahead, love.”

Never let it be said that Adam wasn’t a patient man.

She shifted on his thighs, and he imagined for a moment that he could feel how wet she was. Oh, this was actual torture.

“Remember how you released inside of me in the duchess’s hallway?” she asked, her eyes downcast.

Her heart was beating at a rate that might kill her. This was when she needed to risk the greatest disappointment of her life, hoping she’d fallen in love with a man who would love her back. And love their child.

“I think about it every day, and I am so sorry, love.”

“And do you remember what you said about a child in the future?”

“That I want to put a baby in you?”

“Yes, that.”

“I remember,” he said, smiling at his nighttime apparition. “I remember that very well.”

“Well, you see…”

She drew in a great breath and took one of his hands in hers. He seemed confused by her actions until she placed his hand on her belly, where the first quickenings and flutters of butterflies in her stomach combined to make her feel quite ill.

“You don’t mean?”

“I do.”

“Unlock me, Lucy,” he said hoarsely. She must have been mistaken, but she thought she saw the hint of tears in his eyes.

She fumbled with the key as emotions overtook her. Any reaction from him, good or bad, would send forth a torrent of her tears now. She was so overwhelmed with feelings and also wet and needy for no cock but his. How he acted now would determine everything.

The cage clicked open, and Lucy worked with Adam to draw the chastity device from his body. She regarded the marks on his cock from where he’d pressed into the wires as he’d grown hard from her presence. Running one finger along the indentations, she traced her meridians of control over this powerful man.

“Don’t touch me, Lucy,” he ground out.

She drew back immediately as if burned. Was this to be the end?

“Mount me. I want that quim surrounding my cock as I tell you some things.”

She clambered up, and together, they fit his cockhead at her entrance. Once he was in position, she lowered herself onto him, reveling in the feeling of riding a man for the first time.

“Slowly now,” he whispered. “I’m barely holding on, and I’ve a hair trigger.”

“Maybe you didn’t hear, but the baby is already growing. You knocked me up, so there’s no reason to hold back now,” she said.

“Ahh, but how am I supposed to learn to control myself without practice?” he asked, letting her determine the speed and depth of their coupling.

She felt full and good and uncertain about the direction of this conversation.

“I assume you’ll want a little space between babies,” he continued. “So I’ll need to learn to control myself. Just a little.”

She felt a tremor of hope. Was he saying what she thought he was?

“You want more than one child? By me?” She supposed she'd need to insist on a house where she could live with these offspring of his. And nurses and governesses and…shoes.

“I want as many as you’ll give me,” he said, finally bucking up into her as he’d wanted to do for so long.

Adam was thick and hot and stroking her belly reverently. If only he’d touch her lower and make her explode with pleasure. She could barely follow their conversation because of how close she was to ecstatic release. But she needed to know more about how he imagined their relationship to work with all of these imagined children!

“I hate to interrupt this most pleasurable interlude, but I wonder if you might like to check my dressing room. Where the watches used to be,” he said.

Lucy stilled on his lap, then rose from his body and the bed in succession. What on earth could be so important that she needed to stop fucking him and pause their conversation?

Adam remained on the bed, adding pillows behind his back and turning the gas lights up so he might see his love’s face when she returned.

Return she did, her expression guarded.

“It was on the velvet,” she said faintly. “Ultramarine velvet. Like the watches.”

“Do you like it?” he asked encouragingly.

Lucy held out the enormous diamond ring, her hand shaking. This object was far too precious for her to toss into a bag and take home. It also meant something to him, but she needed to hear him explain his intent.

“Back up here, love,” he said, patting his thighs. “We have things to discuss.”

She was on him again in a moment, eager to know if this meant what she hoped it did. All the while, that spectacular ring stayed in her closed hand; she was terrified of setting it down for fear it might go missing. She had something within her grasp, and she would not let it go.

His head was now level with hers, his cock stretching her so deliciously, as she’d wanted for months. Adam brought his hands to her breasts as if seeing and touching them for the first time. She supposed it was his first time imagining them swollen with milk for his baby. Her cunny fluttered.

“Oh, that’s it, love,” he growled. “But before I make you gush all over this cock, I want my ring on your finger. That’s my boon: just let me see my ring on your finger.”

As if in a trance, she held out the sparkling solitaire for him to see in her palm. He couldn’t mean to…could he? She was a mere maid, and he was a man in his ascendancy. He could marry some impoverished virgin aristocrat and send his boys to Harrow like the nobility. It hardly seemed possible if he aligned himself with Miss Lucy Makeblythe, a woman whose only connection to the aristocracy was service to a duchess.

“I can see doubts in your eyes, Lucy,” he said sternly.

“I don’t think—”

“No, I don’t wish to debate this. Do you love me?”

She paused, then rolled her hips to feel him move within her.

“Do you?” he repeated, his face tense.

“Yes, of course I do!” she exclaimed, bouncing in his lap as her frustration erupted. “But—”

“I don’t want to debate this. I love you. You love me. I dislike tragic operas, so don’t make this harder than it needs to be. Put that ring on your finger.”

“What if I don’t want to?” she asked. “Perhaps I want a proposal more romantic than this.”

Adam plucked the ring from Lucy’s palm and placed it on her ring finger challengingly. “In this family, we do things backwards. First, we make a baby, then we fall in love, then we decide to get married. And now it’s time for the groom-to-be’s confession.”

She regarded him expectantly. And then he leaned forward and used his nose to trace hers, as tender a gesture as she could imagine from a man, especially one filling her so well.

He was quiet, his voice on the edge of breaking.

“I am desperately in love with you, Lucy.”

She had to pull back from his gentle caresses to wipe tears from her face.

“Don’t cry, love,” he said, his voice breaking. “We’re going to be parents, and I don’t think they’re allowed to cry.”

“We might not have the best sense of what parents do,” she said gently, “neither of us having much experience with them. Maybe we’ll reverse things in this family and the parents will cry, but the children will always be happy.”

“Haven’t we cried enough?” he asked, pulling her forward until her breasts rested against his firm chest.

Adam knew her. Who else in the world could see through her sassy exterior to the orphan who had buried her parents and then tears in her pillow? He knew because he too had been cast upon the mercy of the world at a young age, with tears to match.

And they were a match. Let the visiting cards fall where they may, Lucy reckoned. If she conquered this proud man, this former Grand Buck, what was London society?

“And I am desperately in love with you. Adam.”

He grabbed her hand and kissed it, exuberant because he knew — at last — that his suit was successful. And he had more things to tell her.

“I’ve a new set of watches for you to take,” he said eagerly as Lucy bounced on his lap.

“With jewels?” she asked, her own enormous jewel glinting on her hand.

“Of course, nothing but the best for my little thief.”

“I’m not a thief!” she cried. “I merely needed to ensure sufficient support for our child.”

He nuzzled against her ear. “I think you enjoyed taking them.”

She considered his point and shrugged. “What else?”

Adam chuckled. He loved her like this. Loved her in all forms, but especially loved her hungry and demanding, and in control of both of them. She’d run his household expertly and keep him entertained always.

“Shoes. An entire wall. You merely need to visit the cobbler. They’re expecting you.”

She hummed, working herself on his cock as if she’d done this a million times before.

“How would you feel about a pretty little lady’s maid of your own?” he asked, fondling Lucy’s nipple and feeling her clench around him. Whether it was at his words or actions, he didn’t know, but it felt like heaven on his freed cock.

“Of my own?” she asked faintly.

Adam ran his fingers through those curls at the nape of her neck, and she shivered. “Yes, a girl to dress and undress you, wipe your body when you emerge from the bath, and organize your collection of pocket watches and handkerchiefs. And perhaps, if you’re both amenable, you might like to play together.”

“You wouldn’t be angry?”

“Angry that my wife is being kept wet and pleasured by her lady’s maid? Hardly. Though I might come home from my offices rather randy.”

“Oh,” she gasped, feeling his hand drift over her growing belly to the nub that was straining for him.

“I might struggle to get out of my cage,” he said. “I’ll be so hard thinking of you all day.”

“You’ll keep wearing it?” she asked hopefully.

“As long as my wife consents to lock me in,” he said, with equal hopefulness.

“That can be arranged. I’ll keep your key on my chatelaine,” she whispered in his ear. His strokes within her channel and over that needy bump were precise, the product of long experience now devoted to her pleasure.

“I’ll be hard each time I hear you walking,” he whined.

Lucy bounced more forcefully in his lap. “That's the idea. You’ll also be wet and primed, won’t you? Your little cock ready to be taken out for my use alone.”

“Fuck, Lucy,” he groaned into her shoulder. “I’ve been hanging on, but I can’t when you say things like that.”

“Are you going to come inside?” she asked hopefully.

“But I promised not to.”

“We have time to train you, my love. Release in me.”

Lucy caught sight of that ring on her finger and let the light hold her attention until Adam hit a spot that sent her spiraling over the edge, taking him with her.

“Luce, I’m gonna—if you don’t—tell me—”

“Come inside of me,” she said, rocking through her last waves of orgasm and setting his loose.

***

In the wake of their coupling, Lucy collapsed against Adam’s chest, his softening cock still within her.

“You’re inside of me,” she said, rubbing her hand on his midnight stubble.

“Am I?” he asked, his cock jerking in response to her warning squeeze.

“In more ways than one,” she said, thinking of their growing baby.

He turned them so her back was against the bed. “I’m not merely within you. We are each other, Lucy. And we’ll grow together further until this marriage is a tree with a great trunk and many branches.”

“You’re quite the poet, Adam Chevestrer. But I know you, and what you’re really saying is that you want to get me with child over and over.”

“I’m not not saying that, Mrs. Chevestrer, you clever girl,” he said before thrusting his reawakened cock into the woman who had stolen his heart and would soon be his bride.

THE END
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Prologue


Wake Court, Shropshire, 1867

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 1


London, 1881

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Astwell chuckled and exchanged a knowing glance with Chevestrer.

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Now, see here!” protested the gent.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His cock flagged.

“Hello, husband,” she said.


Chapter 2


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

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

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

Some prayers, it seemed, received an answer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Yet clearly not denying other women.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ann.”

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

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

“No. You couldn’t.”

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

“I came to London for a baby.”


Chapter 3


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

“A baby.”

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

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

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

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

“You don’t mind, do you?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Edmund thought back to that blasted letter.

“Yes, my son. Edmund.”

“You named him Edmund.”

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

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

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

“We’re no longer…”

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

“As my wife, it is your right to—”

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

“Ann, I—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“After our marriage. Crispin’s…”

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

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

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

“Yes?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ll give it to you.”

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

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

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

“You’ll give me a baby?”

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

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

“Then how—”

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4


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

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

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

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

“Do you feel prepared?”

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

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

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

She nodded no. “I feel…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Your eyes,” he said lowly.

“What about them?”

“Well, first of all, they’re green.”

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

“And your pupils…”

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

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

“What does that mean?”

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

“What’s the other option?”

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

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

“Menus.”

“Menus?”

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

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

“Liar,” he said with a smirk.

“I am not!” she cried.

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“She wants a baby.”

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

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

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

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

“I can’t keep my cock hard with her.”

“What have you tried? I heard—”

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

“Surely not—”

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

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

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

Edmund winced. “Not exactly.”

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

The other Bucks paused, exchanging glances.

“I haven’t touched her.”

“Ever?” asked Stagshade.

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

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

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

“Thank you.”

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

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


Chapter 6


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then Edmund took her hand.

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

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

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

She jolted when she felt a hand touch her thigh.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Open for my brother.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you well?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you well?” he asked.

“It feels so good,” she murmured back.

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

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

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

“Yes,” said Ann in a high voice.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“For you?”

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

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

“Not yet,” he said sternly.

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

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

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

“I’m your husband.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You know what that feeling is, Annie?”

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

“No?”

“No what, Annie?”

“No…husband?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 7


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How does my wife feel?” asked Edward.

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

“I don’t, actually.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Edmund stilled. She couldn’t mean…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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


Chapter 8


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

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

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

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

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

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

“You have one of the new—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“He shouldn’t have done it.”

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

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

Edmund grunted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Our estate,” he said.

“I beg your pardon?”

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

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

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

“I don’t follow,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, you mean to take me to bed?”

“I mean to claim you, body and soul.”

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

“Will you permit me?” he asked.

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

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

“I’m a Wake, too.”

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“If you insist.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Aren’t we?”

“We’re attempting to make a child.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, but…” she said, trailing off.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She popped back up. “Are you unwell?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE END
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Chapter 1


London, 1881

She’s too proper to fit in among London society, thought Matthew Bohun, Earl of Peverel, as he sat at the breakfast table, observing his guest while availing himself of toast from the rack.

Miss Sophia Stafford’s hair was scraped back into a tight bun with little ornamentation to suggest she was, in fact, one of the great heiresses of the day. Although another woman might revel in her good fortune, Miss Stafford guarded her expression and chose high necklines. What need was there for a chaperone when Miss Stafford herself was so ably repelling would-be rakes and suitors alike?

On her plate was a single grilled tomato. She cut it carefully, rearranged the silverware in her hands, and took small bites into her mouth while studying the pattern on Matthew’s tablecloth.

“Do you plan to attend the ball this evening?” he asked, feeling awkward in his own home for the first time since reaching his majority two decades ago.

Miss Stafford set her silverware down, opened a book beside her plate, and recited, “Yes, the Gamaliel ball. Scheduled each Midsummer Eve. The Gamaliel family has been in possession of an estate in the East Midlands since the time of James I, at which point—”

“Yes, precisely,” said Matthew, cutting in to avoid hearing a long passage from Debrett’s. From whence had this chit sprung?

Miss Stafford was the only daughter of his tutor at university — a small man exceptionally gifted at mathematics.

What Matthew didn’t know at the time was that his tutor’s retiring wife, Mrs. Stafford, had been born Lady Evangeline Poynings, heiress to one of the great fortunes of the age. He’d been too busy carousing and making gestures at keeping up with his studies to listen much to gossip.

So when his tutor had extracted a promise from Matthew to aid his young daughter with introductions during her eventual come-out, he’d assumed that such a day would never arrive. Few dons had the funds to support a wardrobe for a London season, let alone the cost of travel, even modest jewelry, and a dowry to bring some wayward buck up to scratch and get the gel properly married. And that was if the child even made it to adulthood!

Matt shoved a piece of haddock into his mouth. Damn and blast. This wasn’t the first time his disinterest in talk had posed problems, but it was certainly the biggest mess he’d landed in thus far. He had, living in his house right now, a small, plain woman on the cusp of twenty-five who needed to be launched into marriage or — what — live in his house forever, going about the motions of seeking a husband for the rest of time?

Even her high neckline had an additional ruffle, as if her modesty needed a secondary modesty panel. Matthew wondered if, upon undressing her the night of their wedding, Miss Stafford’s future groom might find a fichu plated to her skin and bones. An immovable sheet with a hole affixed to her body. He snorted out a laugh and then grimaced when he realized that he’d invented a scenario involving Miss Stafford’s wedding night. Blanching, he took down a spoonful of kedgeree followed by a swig of beer, careful to avoid making a mess of his beard. He might be crude, but he was not uncouth.

Miss Stafford’s large eyes watched him as he ate with gusto. If her sober dress was any indication, she was likely a supporter of the temperance movement. He had no plans to moderate his appetites before this woman; she was a guest in his home, and he enjoyed a good table. If she wanted to dissect his manners like that tomato, so be it. His tailoring fit his colossal body well, and he had no ambition to get his wardrobe cut down.

Matthew had met young Sophia on at least one occasion, and she’d seemed a perfectly normal lass of toddling age then. But that had been half a lifetime ago, in another place. She’d made her way to the former colonies with her mother soon after Matt’s tutor had died. That must have accounted for her stiff demeanor and the drift of her accent.

“Do you plan to attend the Gamaliel ball?” she asked in a soft voice.

“I’ve another engagement,” he said. “At my club. Mrs. Simonet will escort you and ensure that proprieties are observed. And introductions made.”

What Matthew didn’t say was that the club in question was a secret society comprising some of the most powerful men in the United Kingdom. Men who shed their clothes and pulled on stag masks to share some very fortunate women.

His cock thickened in his trousers, thinking of tonight’s gathering. The Grand Bucks carried on an old tradition in the capital, and Matthew was proud to wear the mask alongside other men from fine families. Escorting Miss Stafford around town had been tiresome indeed, and he was looking forward to an evening of debauchery with his friends.

Well, those friends still allowed in the Bucks’ headquarters, known as the Forest. Two of their number had recently turned in their antlers. Matthew shook his head in disbelief while slathering marmalade on a roll.

“It’s orange,” he said, pushing the jar towards Miss Stafford. She’d decided that she would not eat meat. Matthew had heard of such a thing as vegetarianism but never actually encountered a soul who attempted to practice it with regularity.

He snorted. It was a fitting metaphor for Miss Sophia Stafford: she was a perfectly fine girl with a working stomach, and she was making a series of choices that moved her metaphorical neckline higher and higher, denying her the meat all women wanted.

But did all women want men, he wondered as he looked at his houseguest across the table. Perhaps that too was another of those bizarre choices Miss Stafford had made. In which case, why was she troubling him with her need for a Season?


Chapter 2


Miss Sophia Stafford had a problem. She’d entered the earl’s library after breakfast, dozed in a nook off the upper level balcony in between perusals of an encyclopedia, and now the man himself was downstairs rattling around. Which would make it difficult to leave without encountering him.

It wasn’t so much that she didn’t want to come across Matthew Bohun. Why, she’d collected on a flung-off favor of a London Season he’d promised her dear papa ages ago in order to meet the man.

The truth was, ever since Sophia had been a girl, her father’s stories about the earl had fascinated her. At university, he’d been a keen enough student for her father to respect him, but he wasn’t a nervous type with the pallor of a library-dweller like the other young men who visited their cottage. Nor was he a Corinthian with a mind only for sport. Peverel, as his friends called him, had an easy, open way about him, according to her papa.

She’d heard whispers long after he’d finished university that the ladies of the town considered him a most remarkable man. It gave a girl thoughts. Her thoughts only intensified as she heard him downstairs.

When Sophia learned from her solicitor that she needed to present herself in London for a Season she considered it a silly and even dangerous clause. Then her mind had wandered to the man who’d cast the mold for all men, simply through stories told by other people. Even all these years after completing school, he had thick, dark hair and a strapping physique that spoke of hard labor outdoors on his estates. His chest and abdomen were wide and had a pleasant heft to them, as if an embrace in those powerful arms might shield one from the slings and arrows of the world. Or put one in his thrall.

Sophia tugged at the high lace that had been scratching at her neck all morning. Her plan was sound: she’d make a show of putting effort into her Season, then convert her dowry to an annuity that would provide for living expenses upon being determined “unmarriageable” at twenty-five. In the meantime, she needed to show her face in public while being so unappealing to men that none would think to kidnap her, as several men had tried — and one succeeded — with her deceased mama.

No wonder mama had fled from her exalted family and hastily wed a kindly don with an astonishing number of cats who’d shielded her from the outside world.

She heard a noise from downstairs and poked her head over the railing. There he was, sprawled on a divan with a newspaper open. The earl lounged as if he had all the time in the world, flipping through the newsprint and occasionally glancing outside, presumably to admire the garden behind his townhouse. He seemed very satisfied this morning, as if he was looking forward to something. Perhaps the meeting of his gentleman’s club tonight.

Sophia imagined what gentlemen did at social clubs and struggled to draw forth a topic of conversation that would capture the interest of men like the earl. Unlike the swots her father had most commonly taught, Matthew Bohun was not a man of philosophy or religion — at least as far as Sophia knew. Had he changed in the years since her father had known him?

She heard the papers crinkle and looked over the railing again. The earl was still sprawled on that divan, but his thick thighs seemed wider apart now, and his back fully rested against the furniture. Was he, too, hoping to take a nap in the library?

He opened a metal box Sophia hadn’t seen before and withdrew cards.

And then Sophia saw something that rearranged her assumptions entirely. Peverel flipped the card open — there was a photograph inside. As she tried to catch a glimpse of the photograph, his hips moved on the divan. And then he placed one of his gigantic hands right over his trousers and rubbed at the place his manhood must have grown stiff. Why, was he looking at bawdy images?

In her shock at seeing hints of illicit photographs, Sophia moved from the railing so quickly that her bustle snagged on the side table. She had to set it to rights hastily so it wouldn’t crash onto the floor. Sophia scurried back to the alcove where she’d been napping and caught her breath while frantically determining her next course of action.

“I say, who goes there?”

She breathed into her fist, trying to be small and quiet, as her mama had taught her after they’d moved to America following her father’s death. If only she could hide within these walls and emerge when she was 25 and certifiably unmarriageable!

After several minutes and no further yelling from downstairs, Sophia crept to the rail again. And then she saw him.

Matthew Bohun sprawled on the divan, a photograph in hand. His coat was now off, waistcoat unbuttoned, and his shirt open at the bottom. He’d undone his fine trousers, letting them sit low on his hips, and moved his hand over his manhood.

She’d never seen a man’s thing. Oh, she’d spotted barnyard animals in their natural states before, but never a grown man. Apprised of the realities of life by her mama, mainly for the sake of impressing upon her the need for safety, Sophia was aware of the part’s general form and function and tendency to cause terror, but seeing even the tip of him emerge from his hand was a revelation.

Though she had no basis for comparison, Sophia knew something instinctually: Peverel was big. There was no way something that size could be normal for a man. No wonder the ladies of the night spoke of him so many years later, talking so much even a girl doing charitable work on their streets heard all about his impressive equipment! His piece reminded her of a thick club, something that would stretch and hurt and break. She moaned, imagining the feel. How it would hurt in the best way.

He shifted, and she saw his form more clearly. Peverel had an image in one steady hand while he took his other from the tip to the root of that big thing he somehow fit within his trousers. She looked closer at the photograph and realized it was likely a dancing girl.

But this girl’s bodice stopped at her under-bust so her bubbies could be seen in the photograph. And her skirts? Held aloft. And lifted high enough that the dark thatch of hair between her legs was almost visible in the shadows of the image.

Sophia watched, mesmerized, as this woman — unknown to her, but possibly known to the earl — powerfully affected him from afar. Why, this woman’s frozen, distant nudity inspired him far more than a flesh and blood woman in his own house.

And that’s when a vision flashed before her eyes: gone were her ruffles, bustles, and prints. She wore that dancing costume, her body captured in a photograph for Matthew Bohun’s pleasure. It was an alluring idea for a girl taught to be terrified of men while also wondering what their regard might feel like.

Would this man like the look of her heavy breasts she took care to encase in thick brocade? Imagine feeling her generous nipples? Sophia brought a hand to her own breast and cupped one before trying to pinch the nipple through the fabric. It was no use; she wore too many concealing layers.

She watched as Peverel dropped his head back and groaned, removed his hand from around his manhood to spit in the palm, and resumed stroking that shocking club. The slick sound of him working over that shaft traveled to where she observed from the railing, her body suddenly aflame.

Sophia’s eyes moved from the earl to that exposed dancing girl, who had lifted her hem to display her body for admiration. The dancing girl showed the earl her most private places. Not masses of anonymous men, but the earl specifically. The thought of being that girl almost laid Sophia low.

Lifting her skirts slowly, still uncertain of her choice, Sophia found it easy to slip a hand beneath her dress when it reached the level of her thighs. From there, she pushed into the slit in her underthings and found where her own thatch was alarmingly wet.

“Oh,” said Sophia, trailing a finger over her quim hesitantly.

Peverel’s head jerked as if he’d heard her, but he simply resumed his strokes. She let out a muffled giggle. Wouldn’t he be surprised if he knew Miss Sophia Stafford was watching him stroke his manhood to lewd photographs and simultaneously stroking her own kitty?

Somehow, this felt even better than those stolen moments in her own bed, where she had hours to tease and play until she erupted at last. The feeling of being involved in some illicit game of watching a man who was watching another woman made her blood run so hot teasing wasn’t an option.

Her breath shuddered, and she bit her lip to keep in a moan. It wouldn’t do for him to know she was up here.


Chapter 3


There was someone upstairs watching him beating his cock. From the sounds emanating from the acoustically amplified upper level, the person was a woman. A woman who was about three minutes and twenty steps from getting her pussy stuffed full of hot, hard shaft and all the spend his balls had to give.

He’d been enjoying a post-prandial tug with the aid of some photographic cards when he’d caught on that he was being observed. No matter; he had nothing to be shy about. He was accustomed to group sex, for fuck’s sake.

But as the little, breathy sounds continued, as if this person was appreciating his show very much indeed, Matthew’s blood ran hotter. The card in his hand felt heavy, as if his palms were sweating. That couldn’t be possible; he was an experienced man!

Yet being caught in the middle, regarding a pornographic image while someone watched him stroke his cock, somehow felt more forbidden than even his group bucking activities. He couldn’t explain it, he just knew that the layers of remove and sensual limitations made his balls feel heavy.

He adjusted his position on the divan to give his watcher a direct line of sight. Angled the photograph to show off the French dancing girl flashing her puss. Spit in his palm to make his strokes sound slicker. So they’d carry and inflame the person regarding him.

Matthew chuckled, wondering if one of the new maids had stumbled into the library at the wrong time. He really shouldn’t use one of his own staff to assuage his lust…but if she begged hard enough, he might fuck her slick thighs and pet her cat until she pulled books from his shelves as she tried to take him inside.

Oh, that’s an image to inspire a man, he thought as he worked his palm over the head of his cock to mimic the feel of getting balls deep in a woman. Not that he often did, at his size. Mostly, he heard a lot of pleasured crying and begging when he got close. But all the way in? He groaned, imagining a rare treat for a man wielding a cock like his.

And then he made out the sweetest little mewl and the telltale sound of pretty little fingers working over a cunt.

Oh, fuck, that’s the good stuff, he thought, flexing his hips to buck into his hand and show that little squirrel upstairs how he’d like to plow her and plant a nut.

Matthew considered calling out to his mystery woman and ordering her downstairs, but this teasing was the most stimulating thing he’d done in ages. Discovering a lusty little slut in his own home was going to prove distracting in the best way.

He imagined stealing into the servants’ quarters at night, opening a door, and then railing a drooling, pleasured maid with his hand over her mouth so she wouldn’t wake the whole corridor. He knew a charwoman could work on her knees, and that the right one could be trained to handle his spend and keep his trousers clean. Why, he’d even consider tupping his widowed housekeeper, Mrs. Pugh, if she spread her thighs and really begged for his cock.

He laughed at the thought of the stern, steel-haired woman engaging in coitus. The only woman less likely to beg him for a fuck was his own houseguest, Miss Stafford. Now, that was a repressed woman, a real mouse.

Should she land a groom this Season, oceans of fabric would confront the poor man before he found her softer bits encased in metal drawers.

If Matthew wondered why he kept imagining Miss Stafford’s wedding night and what she might look like beneath her clothing, he quickly skittered away from such thoughts. In his mind, he was a normal man, thinking of a repulsive woman in ways that repulsed him. He wasn’t the problem.

Leaning back, he regarded the problem between his thighs. He needed to release, and the sensation would be so much better if done in the same room as the woman touching her cunt. Matt groaned, thinking of how the room upstairs would smell of her musk by now. Maybe he could array himself on a chaise, settle the mystery maid on his face, and then unload while he licked her to completion.

“Fuck,” he groaned, the feeling in his balls suggesting he only had so long until they insisted on release.

He had a choice: he could stay downstairs and let his little squirrel in the treetop remain a tantalizing mystery or he could rouse himself from his comfortable sprawl and potentially enjoy a very pleasant interlude. Potentially, a first pleasant interlude of many. He could spray this seed all over some game girl while bathing in the perfume of her cunt.

Well, that wasn’t a hard decision, Matthew thought, collecting himself from the divan and fastening his trousers only enough to keep them up as he walked.

At first, he was quiet so as not to send the girl scurrying, but then he realized that his steps on the stairs wouldn’t exactly go unnoticed. So he decided to have some fun with her.

“Fee-fi-fo-fum,” he bellowed from the first step. “I smell the musk of an English cunt.”

He paused for a moment and heard her movements become silent. If she was moving at all. She’d be a quivering, wet mess by the time he made it to her. Splendid.

“Be alive, or be she dead, I’ll open her pussy with my cockhead.”

It wasn’t Shakespeare, but Matt reasoned it was clever enough for a giant of a man with a hard cock, currently stomping up small library stairs for an erotic interlude.

Up and up he continued to that second level, to the alcove containing his squirrel. At the entryway, he popped open the button that had been keeping his trousers up, and withdrew his cock. He gave it a hard stroke and spoke into the room.

“If you want this cock, spread for me, little slut.”

He heard a gasp and the rustling of fabric. Matt hoped that wasn’t a sign one of his maids was about to burst out and start crying to Mrs. Pugh.

Nothing for it but to carry on, he thought as he rounded the corner.

At first, the sight before him made little sense. A woman had her dress rucked up and pussy on display, her thin legs spread wide and fingers working away at her wet little lips and nub. He moaned automatically and stepped between her thighs.

And then his scrambled brain put pieces together. He’d seen that dress print. And not on one of his maids, but at his breakfast table. He didn’t want to look up, didn’t want to confirm what he already knew to be the case, but eventually he had to. Had to let the last notch fall into place and seal his fate.

His eyes traveled past that high neckline and added ruffle, then settled on the face of Miss Sophia Stafford, his virginal houseguest who was currently working her cunny to sloppy wetness in his library after spying on him stroking his cock to a pornographic photograph card.

Her eyes met his, the lids at half-mast and her small mouth almost imperceptibly blushing and swollen. Her gaze moved down his body and landed on his cock, which he hadn’t stopped beating despite all rational sense suggesting he should secure his trousers, apologize, and flee.

And then Sophia licked her lips, all the while never ceasing the movements of her own hand.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned.


Chapter 4


Sophia knew the moment she heard steps on the stairs that the earl was coming for her. She should have yanked up her underthings, pulled down her dress, and gone scurrying down those steps before he discovered she was upstairs.

And then she heard him recite a bastardized version of “Jack the Giant Killer,” and she could not move. It took her back to the delighted terror at childhood fairy tales, and how they combined with her late mother’s admonitions to be careful of men who might take Sophia, as they’d taken mama hoping to gain her dowry.

The trouble with electrifying stories about giant men was that they morphed in the minutes before sleep as Sophia’s terror gave way to curiosity. She was so often reminded of the danger men posed that her head was full of them. And Peverel was the biggest and most dangerous man she’d ever encountered.

When he turned the corner to the small sitting room, Sophia tried to freeze, but her hand kept working her quim. She took in his colossal form in the doorway, then her eyes fell to his enormous cock, now so very close to her. A bead of liquid rolled from the head, and Sophia licked her lips, imagining what it would taste like.

“Oh, fuck,” said Peverel. And then she felt something splatter on her bare cunny and fingers.

Sophia froze in shock.

“Fucking fuck,” he muttered, stationary, his eyes on her spread body.

She yanked her dress to the side and saw that her quim was wetter, now glazed with his pearly essence. She moved her fingers to feel it and he sprang into motion.

“No!” he cried, and she pulled back in fear. “No, just, careful. Don’t press it inside. Or there might be consequences.”

Sophia nodded in shock, her book-acquired knowledge of anatomy and reproduction filling in some gaps while others remained mysterious.

He stood with his manhood in one hand and his sack in the other, just staring at her body where he’d marked her.

“I could use some help,” she finally said, and he jumped into action.

He tossed a handkerchief on her quim as if that would clean up the mess. Sophia laughed to herself; with a man like Matthew Bohun, that was likely as much cleaning as he knew how to do.

She took charge and scooped their combined wetness from her cunny, then moved to collect her underthings from the floor.

“No!” he said, reaching for them and the handkerchief. “As a gentleman, I should see to the laundering of these items. I’d hate for the staff to talk.”

Sophia nodded and adjusted her skirts until they fell into place.

Silence. He finally tucked his manhood back into his trousers.

“We should—” he said.

“Might you have some tea?” she said at the same time.

***

“So, you see, I simply need to reach my twenty-fifth birthday, convert my dowry to an annuity, and I’ll be on my way. In the meantime, I must show the solicitor charged with executing my grandfather’s will that I’ve put forth a good faith effort.”

Sophia sipped her tea and watched the earl’s reaction to her confession. Shame bubbled in her stomach, and the only way to settle it was a good quantity of Assam.

They were in his study, the tea tray on his desk, with him behind that expansive slab of wood. Would he be upset that she sought his hospitality to stage a false attempt at marriage?

His eyes roved over her, as if never having truly seen her before. Then he broke into laughter.

“So your whole…” he said, waving his hand, “…dress and demeanor. It’s intended to repel men? You set out to do that? So you wouldn’t need to marry?”

Sophia puffed up, indignant at how he described her fashions. “I should think not, sir!”

He settled back in his grand chair. “What purpose do the lace and high collars serve if they aren’t meant to repel men?”

“This is the fashion,” she said, her voice trailing off. “In Albany. We prize modesty in the New World.”

He squinted at her. The earl somehow looked even bigger than usual, slumped in that chair, a small teacup in his hand. Sophia could see that she wasn’t convincing him, and his patience was wearing thin.

“Maybe…” she started.

He raised his brows.

“My mother handled my wardrobe before she passed last year.”

Peverel’s eyes pierced her above his teacup.

“I don’t know if you met her?”

“I may have had the pleasure once or twice, but I did not have an extensive acquaintance with her, I’m sorry to say,” he replied.

It was a pretty speech that glided past the truth of things: Sophia’s mother lived in mortal fear of men and would have been loath to encounter such a virile man as the earl for more than the briefest, most perfunctory exchange.

“I understand you to be a man of honor.”

“I make every effort to deserve such a distinction,” he said, leaning forward.

“My father was not my father.”

The earl took in her words and then nodded. She was trusting him with an enormous secret. Somehow, he seemed to be the only man worth entrusting with it, though he’d done nothing before now to inspire such confidence. Perhaps it was his size; he’d be able to protect that shameful kernel.

“He was a great man. I miss him dearly. When my mother needed a friend, he was trustworthy and true.”

Peverel poured more tea, as if he knew there was more to the story that she’d need to divulge.

“He married my mother to protect her. You see, men of the worst sort kidnapped her several times and attacked her, and she needed to be rid of the dowry that exposed her to all of this misfortune,” she said.

“By attacked, you mean…”

Sophia nodded, her nose suddenly watering as she thought of her late mother. “I was the result.”

He settled deeper in his chair; the leather creaking as he shifted. She braced for him to say something flippant or callous, dismissing a pain older than Sophia that had changed several lives dramatically.

The earl looked up, his brows pinched in confusion. “Mr. Stafford — your father — conducted himself humbly for a man married to an heiress.”

Sophia waved her hand. “My grandfather denied my mother the use of her dowry. It all passed to me.”

Peverel steepled his fingers before his chin. “Now you carry the same burden that hurt your mother.”

Sophia nodded yes and stirred her rapidly cooling tea.

“I will assist you.”

She paused, then looked across the desk at him. His face was stony, terrifying to regard.

“I beg your pardon?” she asked faintly.

“I will ensure that you do not share your mother’s fate,” he breathed.

Those words were like a blow to the chest. Here, this man acknowledged the danger to her and vowed to protect her from it. Sophia had known few men in her life, so her only point of comparison was her dear papa.

Peverel compared favorably. He had all the conviction and moral certainty of papa with the added benefit of a towering size that might warn off anyone who sought to hurt her.

Then why was she imagining him being the one to take and use her? She couldn’t stop thinking of what that desk would feel like against her cheek if he were to bend her over it, lift her skirts, and push himself into her quim. He didn’t deserve to star in this fantastical vision, not when he was honorable!

Sophia huffed a laugh to clear her thoughts and cover for her prolonged reverie. “I thank you, sir. Fortunately for both of us, my birthday approaches, and I should be able to complete my business here forthwith.”

“You mean to sail back to the colonies?”

She thought of her home, now sold. The dog she’d given to a boy next door rather than subject her to the long voyage. The carrot seeds she’d planted, knowing they’d never grow in time for her to harvest them. Suddenly, she felt so alone and sad.

“I don’t think I will,” she said, trying to sound breezy. “Even old women with annuities are prey for evil-doers, so I suppose I’ll go somewhere new and live quietly, with the hope my neighbors never know who I am.”

“It sounds like a smaller life than you need to live,” he said.

Sophia thought of her cosseted childhood and layers of fear insulating her from the outside world. Her poor mama, handing down a cursed inheritance. For a brief time, she wouldn’t need to feel that way. Not in this house.

“That’s the truth for all of us, is it not?” she asked him brightly. “I’ll be twenty-five and independent soon. After that, I can puzzle through the rest.”


Chapter 5


The meeting of the Grand Bucks was not proceeding as Matthew had envisioned it.

“What do you mean, there’s no lady planning to join us tonight?” asked Matt, his cock hard and expression no doubt angry as he took in the quiet townhouse where the Grand Bucks met to wear stag masks and share willing women.

“The Rutlord usually handles communication with interested parties, but he’s resigned, of course, and took off for Shropshire with his wife before he could hand over the society’s records,” said Stagshade.

“I’ll handle communication from now on,” said the High Rutlord, who was glancing towards the area where musicians usually played.

Tonight, the Forest headquarters of the Grand Bucks was silent. It was an unwelcome turn of events for Matthew, who had restrained himself today simply because he knew he’d be able to enjoy the Bucks’ latest conquest.

“I suppose we could hire a lady of the town to join us if you’re so intent on bucking, Thorncock,” said Stagshade to Matthew.

He bristled. The constant reminders of his enormous cock bothered him; it wasn’t the first such nickname he’d received. In another lifetime, he hoped to be a decidedly average gent who didn’t need to duck at every doorway or consider whether a brocade made his generous midsection seem too plush. He longed, above all, for a penis in his next life that would be large enough to be enjoyable, yet not so large as to elicit tears, pleas for mercy, and, on one occasion, a swoon.

“Ehh,” said Matthew, uninterested in the experienced ladies at this point in his life. The joy of the Grand Bucks came when putting an ordinary woman through the paces, making her extraordinary for one special night. The untried wives of London made the most delicious noises when finally subjected to pleasure. Almost as delectable as the sound of a virginal spinster stroking her cunt.

Now, where had that idea come from? he thought, alarmed at the sudden recollection of Miss Stafford petting her kitty.

“We could hold a business meeting,” said the High Buckthorn, gesturing to the lounge where fine spirits awaited them.

But Matthew was out the door. Why, he was having more erotic experiences at home in his own library than at the Forest. What an ignominious end for a venerable sex society!

Matthew had just made a promise to assist Miss Stafford, and he’d already left her to navigate a ball without him. He’d rectify that immediately.

***

By the time Matt had changed his clothes, the Gamaliel ball was well underway. It didn’t take long to locate Miss Stafford and her chaperone in an area that seemed populated with dowagers and the dregs of early womanhood. What on earth was Sophia Stafford doing in this dim corner?

But when he saw Sophia, her expression blank and chin angled towards her chest, he recalled she wasn’t here to find a husband; she needed to go through the motions just sufficiently enough to collect her dowry while not attracting unwanted attention.

Her gown tonight was horrible, a mixture of high neckline and shapeless bodice that made him want to rend the nasty dress between his hands. He should whisk her away now and free them both from this ghastly gathering. He felt the eyes of the mamas upon him; he too was a prize to be captured.

“Up you go,” he said, taking Sophia’s hand before she realized he was even at the ball.

She looked up at him, surprise painted across her face. And then she broke into the loveliest smile he’d seen this decade. His heart thundered within his waistcoat; he’d really need to see a doctor about that on the morrow. The doctor would give him tonics and pills galore.

Rising from the little chair, she asked, “Have you come to dance with me?”

And what could he say to that when she said it so hopefully? “Of course,” he replied, as if that had been the plan all along.

Matthew gallantly swept her to the ballroom floor, though he’d not done such a thing at society events in years. Somehow, it all seemed so natural the moment he took possession of her hand.

Miss Stafford froze, looking around the room. “They’ve noticed me,” she said, her eyes wide.

Matt continued to hold her hand, then drew her into position for their dance. “Do they not on every occasion?”

She regarded him with a raised eyebrow. “Of course not. You’ve seen my fashions,” she said.

He took her in from his considerable height, puzzling over how a room full of impoverished aristocrats had written off the greatest heiress of the age when she was so…

“Oh,” she said, her breaths coming faster.

His eyes darted around to see what had upset her, who had broken her peace. Then he realized it was, in fact, he who had pulled her closer than strictly proper.

“My apologies,” he said lowly, not bothering to release her.

“It is no matter,” she whispered.

“I shouldn’t have drawn attention to you.”

“Oh, that.”

Sophia licked her lips, and Matthew felt his cock thicken in his trousers. He should have taken Stagshade up on his offer of a night with a professional, if only to spare this innocent a heated glance that would have her on the first boat back to America.

The music continued to wind through the room of dancers, far different from the spectral melodies in the Forest. Overhead, as if gas and electricity hadn’t come to London, an antique chandelier of candles swayed. It would take just one errant flame to turn Sophia to ash in his arms.

He needed to get her out of here, just as soon as it wouldn’t prove remarkable.

“When is your birthday?” he asked, hoping to make conversation and pass the time.

“Thursday,” she said, smiling to herself. “Already planning to send my things to the curb?”

Matt sputtered, thinking no such thing, but she laughed, showing off her fine teeth and sparkling eyes.

“Careful now,” he said.

Sophia looked about as if to prepare for a raiding bull from the direction of the ladies’ retiring room.

“They’ll certainly notice you if you laugh.”

“Is laughing not allowed in society?” Sophia asked. Her brows arched in a way that made her seem almost pretty. She was turning out to be a surprising girl indeed.

“Not if one wants to remain anonymous. Not with a giggle like that.”

The music was slowing, and he saw Mrs. Simonet on the edge of the ballroom floor, watching them dance.

“Did you bring a cape or other items you need to collect?” he asked.

“No,” she said, confusion in her voice.

“Good. We’ll depart forthwith.”

***

The carriage ride home proved uncomfortable in the most stimulating way. Matthew rode facing backwards, as any gentleman would. Mrs. Simonet sat against the window, looking outside and chattering about the events of the ball. It wasn’t an unwelcome sound, as it kept the woman occupied.

As for Matt, he sat regarding Miss Stafford, his legs spread and expression no doubt stony. He did not touch her, merely watched as the gas lamps illuminating the streets sent beams of light over her lovely face.

He thought back to that interlude in his library. How her cunt had looked bathed in his spend. If only he could be back there now and plunge his fingers and seed into her tight little hole until she begged for mercy. He was no doubt getting visibly hard, and Matt hoped she’d spot the cock he had ready for her.

And she liked to watch, didn’t she? Matt opened his legs a little wider and placed one of his gigantic hands near the shaft he’d love to feed into this sheltered miss. If only she’d sink to the floor, take his cock out, and suck the head while Mrs. Simonet nattered on. Or she could ride him as the carriage rocked, crying out as he stretched her with every bump.

Miss Stafford’s hand rested over her heart as if hers too was beating at a tempo that would require medical intervention. The next beam of light revealed her eyes fixed on his shaft’s outline against his trousers.

Matthew wondered if, should he dive beneath those voluminous skirts, her kitty would be wet for him. Maybe she’d even have a trace of his spend from earlier to help ease the way as he licked her up and down until she gushed on his lips. Was she able to see his face? See the heat in his eyes as he considered the ways he might corrupt her?

His cock was likely pumping out enough preparatory liquid to leave a visible spot. Matt was brushing his thumb over his cockhead to feel if the fabric was damp when he saw Miss Stafford draw in a sudden breath.

She kept her eyes fixed on his hard cock, encased in fine tailoring. He brushed his thumb over the head again, this time more slowly, and he heard the softest mewl. She liked it. He’d give her more to like.

And that’s when the carriage’s wheels slowed as they pulled into the portico attached to his townhouse. Damn and blast, he thought, wishing they could play their erotic, torturous game forever.

As Matt handed Sophia down from the carriage, he deftly removed her glove and surreptitiously placed her hand over his leaking, clothed cock.

“It’s big,” she whispered so the coachmen wouldn’t hear as they drove away. Mrs. Simonet was already making her way into the house. They had just a few moments before this improper interlude would descend into something far more ruinous.

“I got hard watching you,” he confessed, honesty appropriate in this moment.

She moved her hand over him until it proved tortuous. Matt gently plucked her hand off and tucked it in his arm while they walked into the house.

If this were an experienced woman with no fear of men, he’d have told her to lock her door tonight if she didn’t want a dangerous giant to visit her bed. It would have given them both an erotic thrill, but it felt unseemly because of the disclosures she’d made about her mother’s history.

When Matt bade her good night at the bottom of the stairs, he realized he needn’t say anything; her alert, aroused face showed she knew he wanted to take her.

He needed to take himself off on some contrived estate business, or Miss Stafford would find herself pinned and filled in ways she couldn’t even understand right now. Perhaps if he attended to some ongoing canal work in Bouldon, she’d turn twenty-five, convert her dowry, and wisely flee his house in the meantime.

Matt had a sinking feeling it wouldn’t go according to plan, but he resolved to try it anyway.


Chapter 6


By the time Peverel returned to London one week later, Sophia had assumed he was never coming back. For days, she’d felt ashamed — she thought he’d fled to an estate on some spurious mission because he was mortified at being seen dancing with a dowdy spinster, then engaging in what could only be described as a lewd moment outside his townhouse.

A lewd moment she very much enjoyed, which made his rejection sting all the more.

And then something cast Matthew Bohun from her mind completely: the disastrous birthday visit to her grandfather’s solicitor.

She’d assumed triumph and even wore fresh flowers from the earl’s backyard garden to the meeting. Perhaps, away from the danger and scrutiny of society, she might finally bloom.

But when an assistant showed her in to see Mr. Wortley, her request to convert the dowry, as stipulated in the will, seemed to surprise him.

You see, the will, well, it provides for the unlikely conversion to an annuity, yes, but only in cases of complete unmarriageability, he’d said.

Your clerk told me — in writing — that reaching the age of twenty-five without having been married would satisfy that clause, she replied, trying not to grow hysterical.

The small man had looked at her over his glasses, his expression not unkind.

My dear, this is not the time of Romeo and Juliet, no matter what young Smithers thinks. Twenty-five years of age is not disqualifying for an heiress of your magnitude. No court in the land would rule you unmarriageable, even if you attempt to dim your light, Miss Stafford. I would be remiss to release the funds.

It was a blow. This man had not only denied her the most elegant solution to the problem of her safety, but he’d also indicated that her attempts to remain unnoticed were transparent to at least one man.

She’d ripped the flowers apart in the carriage, blaming them for the solicitor’s insights and blaming their owner for leaving her so very alone in the darkest moment of her life. Before her eyes, future horrors flashed, and by the time she returned to the Peverel townhouse, a mighty headache had taken hold.

Sophia took to her bed, refused food, and watched the door in fear.

***

When someone knocked on the door three days later, Sophia didn’t bother responding. And then she realized the knocks came from a connecting door and not the hallway.

“Who—”

The door burst open, and there he was, his hair disheveled as if he’d just come in from a ride. Sophia should have felt fear — this was precisely the incursion she feared, was it not? — but her heart rose at the sight of him.

“I leave you mere days and receive reports you’ve taken to your bed and have been refusing food. Did you miss me so very much?”

Sophia sputtered, aghast that he might interpret her blue devils as somehow related to his absence. Without her realizing, he’d taken the opportunity to slip a dressing gown over her chemise. He was lifting her from the bed when Sophia stilled him with a hand to his chest.

“What’s this about?” she asked, her eyes wide.

“Mrs. Simonet wrote to me. An express. The housemaids are in an uproar over your uncleaned room. Staff are very hard to secure these days, I’ll have you know, and I won’t have you depriving me of help simply because you missed me desperately.”

She sputtered again, now against his chest because he’d lifted her into his arms despite her protests.

He hoisted her higher and carried her into the room from which he’d arrived. “And you smell; can’t have that,” he said, placing his nose at her neck and inhaling deeply.

Sophia gasped and wiggled, mortified that he’d found her in such a state.

“Now, now, I like the scent of woman, so I won’t be releasing you. At least not until you eat something,” he said, seating her on a chair before an enormous spread of food.

***

After she’d bathed and attired herself appropriately, Sophia returned to the room where Peverel had watched her like a hawk as she’d consumed enough food to make up for the past few days in bed.

The room was empty save the tea tray on a low table before a chaise longue. And the impossibly large man draped on it.

“I couldn’t possibly eat more,” she said from the doorway.

“Then come and pour for me,” he said, showing that there was a space beside him on the seat. He patted the cushion as if the place she was supposed to sit was unclear. “Who do I need to kill?” he asked conversationally as she took up the teapot.

The lid rattled when her hand shook. “Kill?” she asked faintly.

“Something happened that sent you to your bed for days. I wasn’t here to guard against it. I suppose I’ll need to kill the person or persons who upset you.”

Sophia set the pot down quickly and placed her hand on Peverel’s arm. “You needn’t. It was a misunderstanding. I’ll find a way forward.”

Peverel looked at her small fingers resting on his arm. She withdrew them immediately.

“What happened?” he asked lowly.

She related the conversation she’d had with Mr. Wortley while filling his cup and plate.

“Do you mean to challenge his interpretation of the will?”

“I don’t see how I could win,” she said. “In hindsight, I should have questioned the statement that reaching twenty-five years of age would be sufficient to release the funds. I trusted that a man of the law would, well, know the law!”

“You could sue the firm on those grounds,” he said.

Sophia waved him away, exhaustion written on her face. “The will stipulates that I need to be completely unmarriageable. I can’t think of an age I might reach that would free me. Would thirty be sufficient? By the time that day comes, perhaps not!”

“It might not need to be age,” he said, musing as he ate a comically small tea cake. “You simply need to be completely unmarriageable, he said?”

“Yes, but given the present mores, what would render me completely unmarriageable? I never imagined the day I’d bemoan the loosening of restrictions on behavior!”

Peverel stared at the filling of his finger sandwich. Why wasn’t he saying anything? He was a powerful man and, for once, she wanted someone to wade into the muck and fix things for her. Something bubbled in her chest. She was feeling very sorry for herself indeed.

“Why, the only unmarriageable woman in the world might be that girl in your photograph,” she said, her voice rising as tears surged to her eyes. “Not that I’d deny her the protection and comforts of a happy marriage, but…”

She trailed off as Matthew swung his head around to stare at her. “If you want to pose for your own lewd photographs, you could just say so.”

Sophia gasped, her hand instinctively coming to her breast as if to shield her very clothed body from his leering gaze.

“I hardly think…”

She tugged at the ruffle scraping her neck and tried not to look to see if her hardened nipples were visible despite her thickly quilted bodice.

“I hardly think your little puss stopped getting wet since seeing Martine in that photograph,” he said, drawing closer.

“Martine?”

“Oh yes, she’s a star in Paris.”

Sophia struggled to make sense of what he was saying. “You mean that…you’re not the only man with a photograph of her? Like that?”

“You’re asking if men around the world are beating their cocks to her pornographic photograph? As we speak?”

Sophia hesitated, then nodded yes.

“I think you know the answer,” he said, grinning wolfishly.

It boggled the mind. “How do you know her name? You sound very familiar with her.”

“Martine? Why, she has a live show in Paris,” he said, settling back with a broad smile on his face. “That photograph you spotted while spying on me was taken as I watched her from the front row.”

“Is she unmarriageable, do you think?” Sophia asked hopefully.

“I should think not, not if her husband Bertrand has anything to say about it.”

Sophia deflated. Even dancing girls in Paris who posed with their skirts up would still be eligible for marriage. She was truly stuck. Creeping dread rolled over her scalp and down her shoulders.

“To be honest,” he continued, “anything short of photographs in the act would likely not contribute to your argument that marriage is impossible for you. It might be easier to find some decent bloke to marry.”

“Some decent bloke who will own everything I bring to the marriage.”

“If the new Married Women’s Property Act ever passes, it wouldn’t mean such a loss. Say, I’m in Lords; I’ll vote on your side if it comes up for a vote.”

“That’s a lot of ifs,” she said sadly.

“It is,” he said, settling next to her companionably.

They stared at the half-empty tea tray. Peverel slapped his thigh. “Well, looks like you’ll need to have yourself photographed while being ravished by a group of men. Thankfully, I know some decent chaps.”

Sophia felt her eyes grow wide. She directed them at Matthew, uncertain that she’d heard him correctly.

He met her gaze and burst out laughing. “You should see your face!” he said, planting a quick kiss on her lips before she could think to dart from him. It was the sort of peck one planted on a baby or toy poodle, but all the same, it was her first.

“My goodness, for a moment, I thought you were serious!” she exclaimed, breaking into peals of laughter herself.

“Absolutely not. It would make me no better than one of those fortune hunters or a, well, a pimp,” he said, still chuckling. “That’s hardly suitable for a young lady of excellent reputation.”

“The problem is that I need to divest myself of that pristine reputation.”

“I couldn’t hand you off to that group of libertines. It would be far too much for a — you’re a virgin, correct?”

Sophia bristled. “I may be, but I hope to divest myself of my reputation and my maidenhead as soon as possible!“ she exclaimed.

“I don’t think—”

“No, I insist you tell me more about this group! They might be the key to my freedom and safety!”

“Well, they’re decent chaps willing to roger you senseless. Uncertain of the photography mechanics, but that seems less difficult to arrange than a small orchestra, so I’m sure it can be done.”

Sophia felt her mouth open, but she couldn’t move the muscles needed to close it. Was he really so casual about suggesting…that?

“There, now,” he whispered, drawing closer to her so his enormous body nearly covered her.

Sophia placed her hand on Peverel’s waistcoat. She watched her fingertips trace across the fabric and then grasped it in her fist.

His mouth was right over her ear, and she could feel the heat of his breath. “You needn’t,” he said.

“What if I want to?”

Peverel took her head between his colossal hands, staring into her eyes and studying her expression.

“Then you’ll need training,” he said, sliding his thumb into her parted lips. “A good deal of training.”

“How does one come by this training? Hard work?”

“Getting worked hard,” he growled, withdrawing his thumb only to press it back in.

“And how does one obtain this?” she asked around his digit.

“Have no fear,” he said with a smirk. “I’ll train you up.”


Chapter 7


The next morning, after they’d shared a somewhat tense breakfast, Matt showed Sophia to his exercise room. She’d considered his proposal all night, having wrestled long into the wee hours with the implications of being photographed while ravished by a group of men, and woke up resolved: she needed those men. Some part of her — one part in particular, if she was honest — wanted those men and their commanding attention.

He’d been hard at work late into the night to prepare the room. It smelled strongly of lemon polish; he’d substituted a chaise longue and low table from his bedroom for his usual training sandbags, covering the implements with a cloth.

Matt began removing his coat and waistcoat, causing Sophia to exclaim.

“What are you doing?” she asked, fear in her eyes.

He’d have to handle her gently; on some level, she wanted this training and ruination, but years of being instilled with ladylike decorum would make her resistant to her genuine desires.

“As your trainer, I expect to work hard,” he said, slowing his movements. “I expect that you’ll end up quite…glistening as well.”

“I suppose it is hard work.”

“Very hard,” he said, resisting the urge to squeeze the part of him that was growing very hard indeed thanks to her presence.

“Well, needs must,” she said, struggling to get out of her dress.

“What are you—”

“Could you assist me with the buttons?” she asked him, turning to give him her back.

Matthew stood, unable to move at first, as this lass waited for his help to get her clothes off. He’d meant to get down to his shirtsleeves and roll them up so she might get a look at his muscular forearms; he never imagined that she’d strip down alongside him.

In truth, she’d need to remove her clothes to accomplish her ruination, but he’d expected that she’d fight it every step of the way despite her natural curiosity. Miss Stafford offered genuine surprises.

When she was down to her chemise, Sophia turned to Matt expectantly.

He struggled to keep his eyes up, really tried to be a gentleman, but the hint of a nipple at the bottom of his vision pulled his gaze down.

The sudden intake of air pushed his belly forward. She’d been hiding the most lush breasts under all of that fabric, tipped with nipples that gathered into piercing little points that he longed to taste. He needed a moment to collect himself.

“You should warm the body first,” he said gruffly. “Laps, five of them, around the perimeter.”

Sophia cast him a glance and then walked around the room.

“At a run!” he shouted after her.

She picked up the pace and soon she was prancing like a coquette, her heavy breasts bouncing. Matt groaned and sank onto the chaise. He’d done this to himself. There was no other way to describe it.

At the end of the five laps, she stood in front of him, breathing more heavily than before but not so hard as Matt when confronted with glistening skin and the hint of a bush behind that chemise.

He stood in a rush, sending the furniture skittering over the floor slightly. “Take a seat,” he bit out while rolling a covered chalkboard over to where she sat.

From the front of the board he pulled off the sheet that had covered the illustrations he’d sketched last night; one wouldn’t want to scandalize the maids when they came in to clean.

“For your complete ruination, we’ll need to train three holes,” he said, tapping the chalk near the mouth, cunny, and arse of the stick figure. In the middle of the night, pedagogical zeal had swept him away, and he considered it a most illustrative diagram; but now, in the light of day and viewed through Miss Stafford’s eyes, he worried it was too rudimentary to be instructive.

She nodded, squinting at the board.

“And we’ll prepare you to receive in these places,” he said, suddenly uncertain of himself. “To take…”

“Manhoods,” she supplied.

“Cocks.”

Sophia nodded bravely, determination written on her face. My, she was a brave, game girl.

“Can I see one?” she asked hopefully. “Up close?”

Matt coughed and wondered what he’d done to deserve to shoulder such a burden as arranging Miss Stafford’s ruination.

“I don’t think I’m the best example,” he said, angling his hips away from her. “Let’s focus on the hole aspect.”

“The hole aspect,” she repeated seriously, as if memorizing the content of the lecture.

Matt moved to the table he’d prepared the night before and swept the tablecloth cover off it with a flourish. “To ease the first use of said holes, we’ll train you with a variety of implements.”

Sophia’s eyes roved over the table of plugs and dilators of all sizes, then took in the jug of oil and stack of toweling.

“I suppose we should,” said Matthew, suddenly feeling overwhelmed by the scope of work ahead of them, “start with a plug in your arse.”

Miss Stafford nodded studiously, but remained seated.

“Well, up you go,” he said, waving his hand to show she should move.

“I don’t know how to arrange myself,” she confessed.

Of course. This was no trained courtesan; this was a virginal spinster who needed instruction in her own ruination. Matt wanted to kick himself; he was making a hash of things.

“Kneel on that chaise, bum in the air, hands on the seat,” he said, moving to show the hands and knees position.

She scrambled, and soon he was behind that little arse, eyes on the hem of her chemise. He grabbed it and pulled the thin fabric up to her waist.

Beneath, she was bare. He groaned.

“Is everything alright?” she asked, looking behind her.

He regarded that little hole and her furred cunny lips and found he could only grunt in response. No, nothing was fine. Everything was terrible. He had a ripe, virginal miss bent over in his own home, tempting him until he feared blood might run out of his ears!

Matt oiled the smallest plug while muttering to himself. “I’m going to train your arse first. Something small. You wish to proceed?”

“Yes,” she said in a tiny voice that became a gasp when he smoothly pressed the flared plug into the ring of her arse.

“We’ll have to work up from there, but I don’t want to start you larger,” he said. “Now lie on your back and let me see your cunny.”

She shuffled around uncomplainingly until she reclined with her chemise once again modestly lowered.

“Is that how a woman needing utter ruin behaves?” he asked imperiously, looking down at her clenched thighs.

Matthew regretted his harsh words when she carefully spread her trembling legs and lifted her shift, regarding him with cautious eyes. He needed to make this right.

“Lovely,” he said, sinking onto the chaise next to her and stroking up her inner thigh.

Sophia looked like she might expire in fright. And who would blame her, a gently bred girl trained to fear men, forced to prepare her body for hard use so she might achieve some measure of independence and safety? He must give her one last shock, make one more attempt to scare her from this chosen path, or he’d always suspect himself a scoundrel.

“Are you ready to get that cunt stretched so you can get fucked by a group of men?”

He was certainly going to hell. But damn, was the trip enjoyable.


Chapter 8


If anyone knew how hot Sophia’s blood ran at the earl’s words, society would cast her out.

Good.

Sophia covered Matt’s hand, stroking her inner thigh, and brought it to her quim. She had a sense of what might feel good but wanted to see what an experienced man might do to her. How he might admire and use her.

“I bet you’re tight,” he muttered, drifting over her nub and placing two fingers right at her entrance. She wiggled to get movement against the skin demanding his touch, then cried out when he pressed in.

“My apologies,” he said, withdrawing quickly and earning another cry.

Sophia grabbed Peverel’s hand before he could fully withdraw and guided him back inside, moaning as he sunk into her body again.

“You like it,” he said wonderingly. “Already.”

It was an understatement. The fullness and stretch were unlike anything she’d experienced during her own explorations. Before she could smother it, a tiny tremor began within, far too soon for her liking.

“And you’re not pained?” he asked.

Sophia nodded no, all the while arching her back and bouncing to meet his thrusting fingers with enthusiasm.

“I’m going to add a finger…”

She groaned, the strain only making her feel better. She’d thought that a woman’s first time was supposed to hurt and result in crying, but she only felt a delicious sensation of fullness.

“Fuck, Sophia,” said the earl, “I bet you could take most of me this very day.”

At that, she reached for his trousers and worked at freeing his manhood. She’d seen that enormous piece once, and she wanted it now. Within her. All of it.

He caught up her hands with one of his. “You want it that badly? One lesson has turned you into my little wanton?” The smile on his face suggested that this wasn’t in any way a complaint.

Sophia was awash in pleasure, desperate for him. Even if ruination was her aim, she shouldn’t have been reacting like this to his touch and the promise of his cock, but she needed this giant of a man in her, on her. If that made her a wanton, a slut? So be it.

“Put it in me,” she rasped. She’d seen his club, and longed to be filled by that monstrous thing that had turned her dreams hot.

The earl lifted a brow. “Put what? My cock?”

Oh, she was bound for hell, but she didn’t care. “Put your cock in me.”

“And who am I?” he asked.

Sophia paused, uncertain of what he wanted to hear. What she needed to say to get him inside of her. “Matthew? Put your cock inside of me, Matthew.”

A growl seemed to escape his body as he tore at his trousers to free his cock from its confines. And soon, faster than they both expected, he was there, lining that enormous head up at her opening.

“Watch Soph,” he said, “see how beautifully you take me.”

Together, they regarded that fat head push into her wet entrance; the ring growing tight and lighter as he tested it.

“Too much?” he asked faintly.

“It’s good,” she said with an exhaled puff of air. Sophia closed her eyes to focus on the feeling of him filling and stretching her.

“Oh, Soph,” he said, sounding almost emotional as he pressed deeper into her channel. “So perfect.”

He was big, but in the most pleasurable way, his manhood stroking spots that had her quim throbbing.

When Sophia opened her eyes, he was over her, looking down with concern. He darted down to plant another quick kiss on her lips. “Still doing well?”

“Feels good,” she gasped. She felt more than good, but found that she couldn’t put a more complex sentence together on account of the way her brain solely existed to register the feelings he was forcing into her body with his enormous cock.

“Can you take the rest of me?” he asked.

“There’s more?” It seemed impossible. He was already so thick, so deep, but she wanted to embrace and smother all of him. Take every giant part of him into her much smaller body until he was forever hers.

“Just a little more,” he said against her ear, then pressed deeper inside.

“Go deeper.” He was impossibly big, seated so far his cockhead might touch the edge of her very soul. Never had she imagined that impalement might be so pleasurable.

“Soph, my Sophie, darling Sophia, what have you done to me?” he mumbled against her hair. Was her ear wet? The earl couldn’t be crying, could he? “You don’t eat meat, but you take it so well.”

She felt speared in the most incredible way. And then he brushed his fingers over her straining nub and set forth a paroxysm unlike any she’d had before. Her interior muscles wrapped around that thick cock of Matthew’s and bore down until she was nearly in pain at the strength of the contractions on something so big. Her voice was not her own as she yelled, as though to reach through time.

Matthew whimpered and stayed still, as if in agony.

“Are you well?” she asked, rubbing her fingertips up his straining neck to comfort him.

At that, he pulled himself from her clasp. With a roar, great jets of spend erupted from the tip of his cock, arcing over the floor. The earl felt for her hand and brought it to his shaft, where together they stroked him through seemingly endless waves of pleasure that made a mess of the training room floor.

At last, he collapsed beside her on the chaise, catching his breath. Sophia surveyed the spend streaked across the floor and shifted on the plug still within her arse.

“I think you’re ready for the Forest,” he said to the floor.

Sophia gulped. Her very public ruination was imminent.


Chapter 9


Matthew Bohun, Earl of Peverel, was in a special circle of Hell reserved for libertines.

He’d been trying to do the right thing: fulfil his promise to his university tutor and get Miss Sophia Stafford her London Season.

What he hadn’t expected was that she’d be the most perfect little minx. A curious virgin and budding exhibitionist-voyeur with a cunny tailored for his oversized cock.

Well, she was no longer a virgin — he’d divested her of that title, and if she wasn’t careful, he’d give her a different one.

Ever since their disastrous training session that escalated into the most unexpected smothering of his cock in Miss Stafford’s receptive cunt, Matt had been like a man hunted. In fact, he was hunted.

Yes, she had shown her cunt to be ready for the Grand Bucks, but shouldn’t they be training her arse and mouth? she’d asked. She’d asked while dropping to the floor and placing her hands at the fly of his trousers, waiting for permission to take out his perilously swelling cock.

And, of course, he’d let her suck and lick it. He was only human, after all. But when he realized she was alarmingly proficient at oral pleasures, too, he’d promptly spent most dramatically and then had to flee from all mentions of continuing her arse training.

If she proved to be proficient there, he’d be the one on his knees, begging her to set aside this ruination project in favor of fucking and filling all day and night. It was too bad that she couldn’t live in his house and keep having Seasons in perpetuity without drawing the attention of the more judgmental members of society.

But then, if her project went according to plan, she’d be threatening her solicitor with photographs that could provide for her utter ruination. Freed of her reputation, perhaps she would consent to stay with Matt? He had never had a long-term mistress before, given that most women felt the full extent of his cock and then begged not to see him again.

But Sophia? She was different. So very different, Matt thought, gazing across the carriage at her. And not just in terms of her body’s remarkable abilities. Her grace and grit, mixed with creativity, were going to set her free. She orchestrated her own liberation. What could he possibly offer her that wouldn’t amount to an alternate sort of cage?

She was back in her high-necked dresses and lace, covering her luscious body. And that cunt…he was contemplating making his way to his knees to feast on her when the carriage slowed outside the Forest, the headquarters of the Grand Bucks.

“Are you prepared for utter ruin, my dear?” he asked her, holding out a hand to help her down.

***

Within the townhouse, Sophia’s eyes darted around, taking in the plush green fabric floor, the spindly trees, and the sound of a spectral orchestra coming from behind a curiously mended tapestry.

“This way,” said Matt, placing her hand in his. Looking down at her elegant fingers in his hand, he felt a sense of impending loss.

Was this feeling because of the knowledge that the brother Bucks would use his Sophia? And be photographed with her? In truth, both excited him greatly. He didn’t feel possessive of her beautiful body, but of her soul. What a novel problem to encounter at this stage of his life!

Their shoes clicked over the floor until Matthew brought Sophia to a seat before the reflecting pool.

“Wait here, my darling,” he said, dropping a kiss on the lace at her neck as he removed her cloak. “I want to undress you in front of the Bucks.”

She nodded yes, clearly lost in thought, and sank into the seat.

***

Matt was stripping off his clothing when the other Bucks arrived in their lounge.

“Why so grim, Thorncock?” asked Stagshade, the joker of the group, clapping him on the shoulders.

“She’s perfect,” Matt said, slapping his waistcoat onto a high-backed chair.

Matthew could see Stagshade and the High Buckthorn exchange glances, but he couldn’t find the energy to question his friends.

“I’m guessing we’re talking about the young woman currently staring into our reflecting pool while wearing an alarming amount of clothing?” asked the Buckthorn.

Matt grunted, clearly unwilling to discuss her further.

“Well!” said Stagshade brightly. “I’ve recruited a man who will photograph her naked and in the act, then make the prints. Mind you, such images are highly illegal, so I offered him a deal.”

“What deal is that?” asked the High Buckthorn, pulling on his mask.

“Promised that he could take part in a future bucking,” said Stagshade.

The other two turned to look at their friend in disbelief.

“Our numbers are dwindling, and societies like ours haven’t been truly fashionable in some time.”

“We have a whole Bucking Constitution,” said the High Buckthorn, aghast that his society brother had circumvented the bylaws established by the founders in the last century.

“So this man with a camera proposes to copulate with one of our guests?” asked Matt, still struggling to understand how Stagshade thought this demand was reasonable. “Some lord is going to give his wife to the Bucks…and allow a guest fawn inside of her?”

The High Buckthorn shuffled through some papers. “My correspondence indicates that our next guest will be a courtesan, a bit past her prime, who longs for hard use. So says her protector‌. It doesn’t sound like he’d raise objections to the composition of the herd, especially since we’re masked and not exposed as members.”

“You’ll need to make sure the gent with the camera knows how to fuck,” said Matt, applying oil to his shaft. “What’s his name‌?”

Stagshade snapped to attention when the High Buckthorn gave him a shake. “Man with the camera? Clarence. Clarence Brocklehurst. Not a bad sort. Met him at the club. New to Town.”

The Bucks moved to join Sophia in the main room of the Forest when Stagshade spoke again. “Say, you wouldn’t know the name of the lady? The one visiting us next gathering?”

“The courtesan?” asked the High Buckthorn. “Don’t know that her protector mentioned one.”

Stagshade lowered his mask and hummed his understanding.

“Won’t matter anyway, will it? Since she’ll be masked and unknown once she’s in the Forest,” said the Buckthorn.

Stagshade gave no answer, and Matt remained unconvinced that the silence indicated agreement.

***

As the three remaining Bucks advanced on Miss Stafford, she resolutely stared at the reflecting pool.

“You give yourself to the Bucks, to be used as we wish?” called out the Buckthorn in a ringing voice.

Matt moved to her side and took one hand in his to help her rise despite what were clearly wobbling knees.

“You’ve trained well,” he said in a whisper behind the papier-mâché mask. “You’re ready.”

“No clothing in the Forest,” grunted Stagshade, regarding Sophia.

“Yes, I thought to divest her of them before your eyes. So you might feast upon her unwrapped skin,” said Matt, eyeing the hideous dress.

The Buckthorn moved to carry on, and Matt took Sophia’s high lace collar in his hands. “I’m sorry for what I’m about to do,” he said, ripping it in half and pulling the parts from her neck. He moved on to the dress itself, and tore into that hideous, thick fabric with relish, causing her to cry out.

“Are you well?” he asked, holding her for a moment when Stagshade dropped to the floor so he could dip the snout of his mask under Sophia’s chemise as if he were truly an animal in rut.

The Buckthorn advanced on Sophia, his hands moving to her exposed bosom rising and falling above her corset, which Matt was working to remove. Soon, he’d freed her of that too and could rip the chemise from her body, leaving her nude.

“I selected those garments carefully,” she hissed at Matt.

“I’ll buy you new ones,” he intoned back. “You won’t need that armor anymore, not now.”

“And why is that?” she asked, her voice going higher when the Buckthorn pinched a nipple just as Stagshade’s snout hit some sensitive part of her cleft.

“Yes, that’s an excellent shot,” said someone from nearby. “If everyone could hold for just a moment while I capture the lady’s ruination, that would be perfect.”

Matt felt Sophia flinch. She’d clearly forgotten that her ravishment was to be recorded for posterity and legal expediency.

“Do you wish to continue?” he asked softly.

She was the rare woman who didn’t wear a half-mask in the Forest — on account of her plan to annihilate her reputation — so Matt could see every small change of her expression as the Buckthorn grew increasingly insistent with his pinches to her nipples and Stagshade set one of her thighs on his shoulder to open her cunny to his questing snout.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Oh yes.”

Matthew moved behind her and placed one hand to support her lifted leg and another about her waist. His cock swelled as it came in contact with Sophia’s soft skin. He wished to be free of that blasted mask so he might lick and kiss her neck. It was so close, so tempting—

“Yes, wonderful, if everyone could hold that position!” shouted the photographer.

From a distance of ten feet, there was a flash of burning magnesium ribbon, and Sophia jolted in his arms.

“You’ll need to remain still for the photographs,” the man with the camera reminded them.

“But I’m so close to paroxysm,” she whined back at Matt as he brought a hand to her straining nub.

“I won’t let you go without,” he said, pleased at her neediness, and wishing the camera wasn’t necessary — despite growing ever harder at the thought of somehow getting images of this encounter that might live in his metal box until he required inspiration.

“Oh, there!” cried Sophia as Stagshade played with the ring of her arse.

“You like to be eaten there?” asked Matthew, lightly slapping at her quim in time with the rocking of her hips. “Would you like me to feast—?”

Her scream was so loud it seemed to make the tops of those dried trees shake, such was the power of her orgasm when Matt plunged three fingers into her waiting hole as his brother Bucks worked her arse and breasts.

He continued filling her without remorse until she groaned and shuddered in his hold, the sounds she was making flooding his balls with seed that he couldn’t wait to leave inside of her. At her whimpers of “too much,” Matt withdrew his wet hand and let it cradle her lower belly. He wanted to push himself deep and plant some chain that would connect her to him always. Yet he’d committed to assisting with her flight to freedom. Damn.

“Yes, that’s very good,” said Clarence the photographer, a flash going off behind him. “Perhaps now you might wish me to capture the penetration of the lady?”


Chapter 10


If Sophia had known she’d end up spread over a finished log Matthew called the “Seeding Stump,” would she have sailed over the ocean to claim her dowry?

Well, likely she’d have set out sooner, if her reaction to having her mouth and arse filled by those two masked friends of Matt’s was any indication. The man before her face was kind, but his cock was big enough that after a few thrusts into her newly trained throat, tears rolled down her face as he used her.

At first mention of the Bucks, she’d found the whole concept of a secret sex society strange. She’d even been a little scared. But she’d have never experienced pleasure and freedom like this by staying in her high-necked dresses. And what a pleasure it was.

“That’s a good girl, take me down,” he hummed, his antlers casting shadows over her body. She felt utterly controlled by that thrusting shaft that held her jaw open and moved in and out without the man being overly concerned about whether she was prepared to take him. Had she known this was an option, her fantasies would have been much more varied.

And behind her, another of the men had oiled his cock and pushed into the ring of her arse, making her groan around the shaft lodged in her throat. The slide was smooth, but he stretched her limits and had her making little cries with each slam home. Soon, his sack was slapping against her swollen cunny lips like little smacks. Every few thrusts, they’d reach her throbbing nub and make her spine twist to feel the full extent of pleasure.

“Now, now, focus on pleasing us,” said the man in her arse, holding Sophia’s hair and keeping her head available for his brother Buck’s cock.

Nearby, Matthew sprawled on a throne, watching Sophia’s exertions with lowered lids, a soft smile on his face, and a hard cock in his hand. He had that relaxed look he’d exhibited while perusing the pornographic photographs in his library; Sophia reasoned that this was a pornographic tableau.

And not just figuratively. All the while, the photographer moved about with his camera, shouting cues and occasionally adjusting his piece in his trousers. It was a heady thing to see a man so aroused by ruination that he had to balance a camera with one hand so he might grip his shaft for a moment.

Sophia took them, crying and drooling, her quim forever wetter as she watched Matthew watch her. And then he spoke.

“Such a good girl, taking my brother Bucks. Are you getting ready to take me, love?”

It was as if his hands trailed over her pinned body and she felt ripples of pleasure from deep within her core.

“Suck their balls dry, darling, so I might take you next.”

She was frantic, meeting the thrusts in her arse and working her throat around the man in her mouth so she might clear the way for Matthew’s claiming. Whether it took two seconds or two hours, she didn’t know; she was lost to bliss and need, reveling in the feeling of being a receptacle for two anonymous masked men who simply wanted the use of her holes.

When they finally exploded and filled her with their spend, then withdrew from her taxed body, she lay draped on that Seeding Stump, unable to move.

And then she felt something soft moving over her face. Sophia looked up and saw Matthew carefully holding her hair out of the way, cleaning her well-used mouth. He dipped his head and dropped a kiss on her swollen lips before moving behind her, where she vaguely registered that he was cleaning her body after the other Buck had fucked her so well.

As she resigned herself to sleeping on that strangely comfortable stump, Sophia felt herself being lifted from it, swept into Matt’s powerful arms.

She felt her skin on his, her body cradled against the muscle and flesh of his broad torso that made her want to stay in that hold forever.

“Fee-fi-fo-fum,” he mumbled, for her ears alone.

At that, she broke into a peal of laughter, everything suddenly seeming so hilarious and light after fear and darkness. Sophia reached up to his neck and brought him down for one of those quick kisses he liked so much, which elongated like hot glass into something far more sensuous.

“We should capture the married couple now. It will be a pleasure to immortalize their love,” said the photographer from nearer than Sophia had realized. She opened her mouth to explain that she and Matt weren’t married, but he immediately settled her on his lap, both of them seated on that throne from which he’d observed her.

Matthew sat regally, his chest supporting her back, and her legs resting atop his. And then he brought his thighs apart to open her quim to the photographer’s view.

She looked over her shoulder and saw that papier-mâché mask with the spindly antlers looking ahead as he opened her cunny lips.

“Let’s show off your perfect little hole, love.”

Sophia fought the urge to buck and cry with pleasure as the man with the camera captured her lewd pose for posterity. Just thinking of someone seeing that shocking image made her quim feel exceedingly wet and soft.

“Very good,” called the man with the camera. “I think all that remains are the images of the lady being penetrated by a member.”

The other two bucks sat on throne-like chairs nearby, intermittently stroking their cocks after returning from the washroom. Their masked eyes watched Sophia, open and ready for a cock.

“Are you ready for me?” asked Matthew, sliding a lone finger into her channel to tease and test her.

It wasn’t enough. And that’s when Sophia realized something very important: nothing, no other man, would ever be enough. Matthew had broken the mold, and nothing but that big chest and enormous cock would satisfy her.

His surprisingly sweet demeanor and appetite for life weren’t things she could replace with a quiet life in the country. He’d carved out a place — a big place — in her life, and she was suddenly realizing how loath she was to give him up. Would this be their last intimate encounter? What if she never had this again?

“Fill me,” she breathed, trying not to allow tears to escape.

Matt adjusted their bodies so he could slip his hard cock into her channel, then brought her slowly down on his shaft so she could adjust to taking all of him. Sophia looked down and saw how that club split and filled her, the sight somehow more alarming than the feel of being completely stretched around him.

“Can you take the rest?” he asked, his voice tight behind the mask.

“There’s more?” she asked faintly, then gripped the throne’s armrests. She settled further onto him as he brought her hips down.

They were both winded as the photographer took images showing their joined bodies. Surely such an overtly lewd image would prove sufficient ruination even for the most fastidious solicitor!

“Now, could the gentleman cradle the lady’s belly, right where she will grow his heirs?” called the photographer. “Or perhaps you have a few already?”

Sophia looked at Matt in surprise, nearly colliding with the snout of his mask as she looked at him for reassurance. But he was moving his hand to that place, touching her in ways that made her heart thud. His hand was enormous and mostly positioned below her navel, cradling her belly with a tenderness she hadn’t expected.

“Oh, if you flutter around me like that, I’m going to come,” he said. “I won’t be able to pull out in time, and you’ll have my seed running down your thighs. Is that what you want, a babe in truth?” He bucked up into her, and she felt how near his cockhead was to her womb. It was nearly painful, he was so deep, but her body had worked to accommodate him and he had just enough room to give her only pleasure.

“Matt,” she whimpered, her body shaking as he moved his hand lower to rub all over her nub and quim lips.

“You want that, do you? Have your belly swell with my spend and then my heir?”

She cried out when she heard the emotion in his voice, as if he too felt some need deep within at the idea of making a baby together. She abandoned her plans to take seeds that night to prevent pregnancy, thinking of Matthew Bohun, the man of her dreams, fathering her baby.

“Give,” she cried, her body rocking in his lap as he filled her relentlessly with his enormous cock.

“Fuck, Soph, you take me so well,” he said, his fingers sliding over that little bump that strained to meet them.

And then she broke with spectacular force, her legs rigid and her internal organs feeling wrung like the wash, as that shaft took her most insistently, pummeling and pressing until her bladder felt like it might burst.

“Yes, yes, give me your womb,” he growled, grinding deep.

With a grunt, Sophia gushed from some place within, her body pushing everything to the surface from the force of her paroxysm. On and on, she rode the waves of pleasure, that giant hand stroking her.

“Coming inside,” he grunted, and she felt him spew within her at the very entrance of her womb where he claimed to want his babies to grow. She looked down at his emerging and retreating shaft, now graced with milky seed, most of which remained inside of her.

And then she felt something hit her belly as a flash went off. The two other bucks were stroking their cocks as jets of their seed painted her body before the camera. It was enough to make her tremors begin again, and she could only wail with pleasure as the photographer captured her thorough use by the Bucks.

Sophia was wet all over, slippery with seed, and her womb was currently being invaded by spend vying for the chance to be the Peverel heir. But could the child actually inherit if she lived in her village cottage on the income from the converted dowry? Surely it would require something more legal?

“Shh,” said Matt, holding her tight although other men’s spend covered her body. “We’ll sort everything out later. Today, just enjoy your ruination.”

He’s right, damn him, she thought as she settled back into her lover’s powerful arms and enjoyed the feeling of his softening cock within her slippery channel. She’d solve all the problems another day. For now, she was going to enjoy the warmth of his skin against hers.


Chapter 11


Three days later

Matt had kept his counsel in the carriage on the ride home from the Forest. He’d dropped a kiss on Sophia’s cheek each morning at breakfast, but otherwise didn’t presume to trouble her. And on the way to her solicitor’s office this morning, he’d been silent to prevent himself from saying something that might sway her. She needed to do this — to see this plan through — and he would just have to wait to say his piece.

When she stepped back into the carriage, Matt grasped Sophia’s hand and brought her to his lap.

“What’s that for?” she asked shyly, finally meeting his eyes when he gazed at her.

“Is it done?” he asked, needing to hear confirmation that he could proceed with his plans.

Sophia nodded, a blush on her cheeks and a smile playing at her lips. “The solicitor agreed to convert my dowry to an annuity. The mere threat of the photographs was enough to convince him.”

He thanked the heavens and drew his darling girl closer. “And when shall the conversion be done?”

“He promised it would be complete by next week. You see, I’m about to be a very influential and wealthy client, so he would like for me to remain happy with the firm.”

Relief and emotion overpowered him, and his hand slipped from Sophia’s waist because his muscles relaxed so suddenly.

“Are you well?” she asked.

“No, I’m not, Sophia.”

Her eyes widened at his stern tone. They searched his waistcoat as if looking for the beau who had been there a moment before.

“I’m not ready for this to be over,” he said, pulling her close, potentially letting her feel how his heart thumped within that fine tailoring.

“Oh,” she breathed. “Well, that’s good.”

“Why’s that?” he asked, bringing a hand to her hair and stroking the places her hat did not cover. He’d take her to the finest milliners. His wife would have only the best.

“Well, I have some photographs of a most sensitive nature,” she whispered, placing her hand over his awakened cock. She didn’t mean…

Matt nodded, eager to hear the rest. He put his hand over the ring he’d been carrying in his pocket that morning, retrieved from a deposit box, checking it hadn’t shifted during the twenty minutes he’d sat still in the coach.

“I’m going to need to store them somewhere safe. A metal strongbox, for example.”

“I have one.”

“Yes, I’m aware. I was wondering if you might consent to hold them for me.”

“It might prove awkward for me to store photographs for you while you live elsewhere,” he said faintly.

“I thought of that, too. There’s no way around it.”

Was she saying what he hoped she was saying? Could it be?

“I’ll just have to live with you, I suppose,” she said, her face giving away nothing.

“I’m not sure that it’s the done thing, even in 1881, for an unrelated man and woman to live together. For more than a chaperoned Season or visit, you know.” Ha, rich talk for a man who recently considered keeping her as a mistress in his house.

“You bring up a good point,” she said, her expression unchanging.

Was she about to offer for him? Could it be? He didn’t know if his pride could bear being proposed to by his girl, but his heart couldn’t stop racing at the prospect of her sharing his feelings.

“There’s nothing for it, then,” she said resignedly. “I’ll have to ask you—”

“Yes?”

“For a recommendation on where to buy a metal strongbox,” she finished.

He stared at Sophia, his mouth almost certainly unhinged, as he struggled to understand this reversal of fortune.

And then she laughed. Her lovely, dear face broke into the most delightful laughter and he, too, despite his bewilderment, joined in.

She pulled an envelope from within her coat. “I’ll entrust these to you,” she said.

“Even though they will stay at my house?”

“Yes, but I’m not concerned,” she said, leaning in for a kiss. He captured her lips and only broke away to ask a question he couldn’t shake.

“And why aren’t you concerned?”

“Because I’ll be there, too, won’t I?” she replied, her hand moving over his straining cock knowingly.

“I suppose you’ll have to be,” he said, slipping the ring from his pocket.

“I’m not ready for this to be over either,” she said, her eyes brimming with tears.

The relief that she shared his feelings was instantaneous. He surreptitiously slipped that ring on the finger currently stroking over the ridge of his cockhead and then took her face into his hands.

“Shall we go home?” he asked, nodding to the ring. She spotted the Peverel emerald sitting atop her finger.

She nodded as if in a daze; her smile growing with each turn of those carriage wheels towards their townhouse. “Yes, let’s return to our home.”

THE END
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Chapter 1


London, 1881

“It’s just you and me, mate.”

Anthony Paschal-Lamb, Viscount Corbet — known as Stagshade to some of his closest friends — lifted his flask and took an unsteady drink while seated on his horse.

Before him, on a suitably majestic Richmond Park hill, stood a lone stag with enormous antlers. A grand — nay, royal — buck, if there ever was one.

He coughed on the brandy and grabbed for the front of his saddle to avoid pitching sideways and falling from his mount. What a humiliating way to go: useless, alone, and unable to maintain a seat! he thought.

It was a bad sign that he was communing with deer. But who could blame him? He’d seen his friend Edmund Wake, Lord Montfort, on the way into the park. Riding alongside him in the carriage were his natural son Eddie, now clearly considered part of the family, and a beaming Lady Montfort. It didn’t escape his notice that the lady was looking decidedly blooming about the midsection and seemed to welcome Eddie’s soft pats on her belly. A happy family — how novel.

Following the triumphant wedding of Matthew Bohun, Earl of Peverel, and Miss Sophia Stafford, the wholesome tableau in the park set Anthony on edge. And the only way to deal with that was a good quantity of brandy and a hard ride back to town.

As he thundered past sedately rolling carriages full of picnic-makers waving as he passed, Anthony castigated himself for acting like a child. He was a grown man of thirty-eight years old, with the scars to prove it, not some schoolroom lad scrapping for the last of a tray of sweets. His friends’ happiness didn’t prevent his own. He was solely responsible for that.

Or rather, opening his heart to the wrong lady was responsible for that. One and the same, he thought while pushing his stallion harder.

By the time Anthony had left his horse at home, then walked to White’s, he’d emptied the second flask of brandy and begun planning his night — starting with the drinks. He’d take up residence in his favorite chair and lazily take in the talk surrounding him while remaining blissfully unattached to any particular conversation. None of this creeping domesticity that choked him, making him need brandy to wash down the sour taste of the most predictable flavor of happiness.

He was a libertine, one of the last of his generation to escape the shackles, and it was up to him to continue the proud tradition of aristocratic debauchery. He considered visiting a bawdy house or gaming hell, but it all seemed too much work. Simply avoiding the long crook of marriage and babies would need to be sufficient evidence of his commitment to noble ruin.

***

When Anthony walked into White’s, everything went sideways: he couldn’t find the scarf he had lost on his last visit, a band of carousing youths from Cambridge had temporarily wiped out his preferred vintage of brandy, and his second least favorite person in the world was occupying his chosen seat.

Sir Francis Pinchpenny, a baronet, held court from that familiar leather chair Anthony favored. The one he’d broken in with his very own arse on many occasions, so he might enjoy it from now until the moment he expired peacefully while reading the newspaper — ideally in the future, but he wouldn’t argue timing.

“You lads planning to do any carousing while you’re in Town?” asked Sir Francis, swirling a glass of what appeared to be brandy, its amber color suspiciously similar to Anthony’s favorite vintage.

The youths responded most heartily and shared notes on which of the bawdy houses offered the sweetest and sauciest girls. Anthony leaned against the nearby wood paneling, not attempting to disguise himself or pretend he wasn’t staring daggers at Pinchpenny.

They’d been at school together, Harrow, ages ago. At the time, Sir Francis was merely Pinchpenny, which served as both his surname and nickname. Anthony would have felt bad for the boy had he displayed any openness of purse or countenance. From the day they’d met, Francis had been a miserable, sniveling little nothing, and then he grew into an avaricious, cruel man.

“You’ll find, as you grow into old age like me,” said Sir Francis, having clearly learned how to play the crowd in the decades since they’d left school, “the delights of the bawdy house don’t compare to having a willing woman all to one’s self.”

“Don’t tell me you’re about to extol the virtues of marriage!” cried one young blade, deep in his cups.

“Marriage?” asked Sir Francis. “Hardly, my boy! I’m thinking of a mistress. A little slut of one’s own. No need to consider contagion or explain preferences. Just a mindless little doll for your use.”

“Sounds like a wife by another name,” said one of the university boys, elbowing his mate.

“A wife? Hardly,” said Sir Francis, laughing. “No wife would consent to the degradations a mistress will gladly accept. Why, take for instance: I have a woman getting a bit long in the tooth. She’s a good girl, but I’m growing tired of her after so many years. She knows this and doesn’t want to find herself on the street. And I don’t want to be cruel, so I don’t turn her off. So what does she do? Accepts anything I propose. The most degrading acts? Simply removes her clothes and bends over to take whatever I can conjure. Begs for me to fill her. Anything, anywhere.”

Anthony’s legs threatened to give out.

“Why, Corbet, you had her before me,” called Sir Francis. “Was Letitia such a willing little whore when you knew her, all those years ago, or am I just that good at training girls up?”

The wrong vintage burned in Anthony’s stomach as he found himself frozen against the wood paneling, pinned by a question designed to wound more effectively than any newfangled firearm.

“She was a most delightful little harlot when I knew her. Back when I broke her in,” he said, then excused himself from the chamber.

And she broke my heart, he thought on the way out of White’s.

On his way home, Anthony paused in Berkeley Square to vomit in some bushes.


Chapter 2


The Forest, Townhouse of the Grand Bucks

Letitia Delemere gripped the seat on which she sat. Loosening her hold might send her tipping into the reflecting pool before her, she reasoned through a haze as thick as the night’s fog outside.

She was in this place to please men. One observant, cruel man in particular. But that had been her life for many years, so she didn’t ask questions or enter with expectations. It hurt less that way.

Her fingers looked spindly and thin, like the tops of the spectral, bare trees all around her in this strange ballroom. Had her face become just as aged since the last time she’d paused before a mirror to look at it? Pausing and truly regarding herself was so difficult now. She might see something she wished she hadn’t. Letitia preferred the fog.

If she did tip into the pool of water — somehow standing in the middle of this ballroom — could she even swim? She had some vague memories of learning to swim as a child, but she hadn’t had occasion to swim in decades. How strange the motions seemed without the weight of water against her limbs.

At least she was nude save a half mask covering her face; there would be no clothing dragging her to the deep should she land in the pool. But then, sinking under the weight of her bustle and corset and heeled shoes seemed poetic, once she thought about it. It would be a beautiful, fitting way to die.

“We don’t use that thing unless one of our guests truly wishes it,” said an unfamiliar man from over her shoulder. “Something of a mess to clean up after, I hear.”

Approaching her was a man, nude save for a papier-mâché stag mask with enormous antlers. Letitia flinched.

He walked closer, not noticing her alarm at his appearance. Something nearby distracted him.

“It’s a small orchestra,” he said, nodding towards a tapestry. Only then did she register that the sounds she was hearing were music made by instruments. “I hear wind as the notes of a harp now.”

Perhaps she wasn’t the only addlepated person here tonight. Somehow, the thought didn’t comfort her.

“Have you ever wanted something too pure for a tarnished soul?” asked the man, taking a seat beside her on the bench.

Letitia recognized that two nude people sitting beside each other but not touching was incredibly odd, especially given what was to take place soon. But he talked to her as a friend, and she’d needed one for so long that she didn’t want to upset what had turned out to be a companionable interlude.

“Something too pure for a tarnished soul,” she repeated back to him.

He nodded, those strange antlers sprouting from the top of his mask. The shadows moved over the smooth water.

“I wanted something pure once. Even had it.”

“I am not unaware that you use the past tense,” he said.

“Because it’s in the past. I gave him up because I loved him too much.”

The man turned, that deer mask looming over her.

“Don’t look at me like that,” she said, scoffing. “I didn’t do it voluntarily or for my own gain.”

“Didn’t you?”

Letitia felt the fog vanish as her body grew hot with outrage. Who was this masked man to question the great sorrow of her life? Wasn’t her obvious misery sufficient proof of her regret?

“I’ll have you know that my pure thing’s papa came to me — begged for me to give him up. Said I would be his ruin, and if I loved him, I’d convince my darling he meant nothing to me.”

“His papa wanted you to break his heart?” he asked. If he was skeptical, he did a good job of keeping it out of his voice.

“For his own good.”

“And was it good for him in the end?”

Letitia studied her hands, still gripping the seat. In truth, she didn’t know how Lord Anthony Paschal-Lamb fared. He was now Viscount Corbet, having inherited the title from his deceased father a few months after the man’s fateful call on her.

She couldn’t hate the old viscount, especially now that he was dead. However, Letitia couldn’t help but wonder how different their lives might have been if he had postponed his visit and then died before making his awful request to her.

She’d expected Anthony to make short work of announcing an engagement, wedding, and heir after his father’s death. But she’d seen nothing of the sort in any of the papers. It made her more upset than she could say: if she had to give him up, she’d hoped it would be for some reason! Some greater life than he’d be able to have with a courtesan attached to him. Years of her heartache for naught; it was too much to bear.

“When you get your pure thing, even if you think you’re too tarnished or broken to be worthy of them,” she said, her eyes flitting to that tapestry behind which the orchestra played, “don’t let them go. And don’t let anyone tear asunder that which love has brought together.”

“So I’m to offer up my cock for the lady’s mouth?” shouted someone behind her.

Letitia jolted in her seat, looking at the man next to her in alarm. She had thought he was a gentleman, so she was not prepared for his friends to be rowdy, uncouth types.

“We‘ve no need to yell about it through the Forest, Clar—Fawn,” said an exasperated voice that sounded somewhat familiar.

“Fawn?” cried the first man. “Why am I to have such a lacking nickname when you’re Stagshade and he’s the High Buckthorn?”

Letitia held back a giggle. These men were clearly toying with a recent addition to their group. Served the man right for yelling and disturbing her peace!

“Where shall I seat myself?” asked a familiar voice behind her. Letitia’s blood ran cold. She’d been under the protection of that man, Sir Francis Pinchpenny, for months, but she’d yet to get used to his casual cruelty. Or perhaps it only increased with time; it was difficult to gauge when she spent so often wandering through a mental pea soup.

“I want to see you use her,” he continued. “She’s a good little slut when you fuck her hard, but she gets skittish under a gentle hand. Like so many of her ilk, she only learns her lesson if you draw some blood.”

Oh God, there isn’t enough laudanum to get through this night, she thought, her shoulders slumping.

“Fuck.”

Before her stood another nude man with a thick cock and a stag mask.

But Letitia’s blood ran hot and cold all at once when she recognized a scar on the man’s thigh. It wasn’t large enough to warrant notice from anyone except a most devoted lover, cataloging even the tiniest marks on his beautiful body. While abed one morning, he’d told her the story of how his younger brother had accidentally discharged a rifle in the family portrait gallery and almost unmanned him.

They’d laughed until their ribs ached, the danger many years in the past and the wound so minor now. Then Anthony had climbed atop Letitia and shown her that there was no lasting damage to that part of him.

There’s no way he recognizes me, she thought, her heart breaking for the thousandth time since their parting. They’d crossed paths at the opera and restaurants, but he’d always looked right through her, as if she weren’t there at all. Had never been there. And accordingly, she’d become a ghost.

She hadn’t consumed enough laudanum to get through this night. This was going to kill her, and she wouldn’t even have the benefit of being blissfully unaware of the passage of time, the feelings in her body, and the latest rending of her heart.

Letitia had a bottle in her reticule. Where had she undressed? She vaguely recalled leaving her clothing in a heap somewhere, with the bag tossed carelessly atop the pile. Why hadn’t she brought it with her to the ballroom? She knew what these men would do under the direction of Sir Francis. Her stupidity knew no bounds; it was as if she wanted to experience anguish.

“I think you should start by fucking her arse,” said Sir Francis, clearly eager to get her humiliation and hard use underway.

The masked man who had originally approached her cast Sir Francis a quelling glance despite the papier-mâché covering what was no doubt a commanding expression. A champion — how novel, she thought.

“Always happy to fill a lady,” said the man now called Fawn, an awkward note in his voice.

“No oil for this little slut,” said Sir Francis, clearly not knowing when to still his mouth. “Likes a rough slide. Cries out for it. Or maybe just cries. Hard to tell with a whore.”

Letitia’s head dropped forward. It was one thing to accept certain acts that brought her no joy in the privacy of her rooms, but to have her secret shame spread out like a meal before other men — including the one she used to love — was too much. There wasn’t enough medication in her system to numb her to this, and she suspected there could never be enough, no matter how much she consumed.

She stood from the bench, her hands going out to steady herself. It put her right before Anthony, but he didn’t back away.

“Please excuse me while I fetch something from my reticule,” she whispered.

“You’ve had enough.”

Letitia looked into the eyes within that mask. For the first time in years, Anthony seemed to see her. And yet, he didn’t seem to recognize her. It was a relief. The thought of him knowingly witnessing her degradation made Letitia’s stomach churn.

“Who are you to say?” she asked, her newfound mental clarity taking the shape of a spear she wished to hurl at this man.

“Who am I…?” Anthony stared at her as if in disbelief. He turned in a circle as if summoning the patience to respond. Good. Landing a blow felt satisfying.

“If you could point me to the dressing room—”

“Do you have belongings in domiciles owned or rented by that man?” asked Anthony in a low voice.

Letitia paused, unsure of what he was asking.

“Your things. Where are they?”

Letitia gave her Half Moon Street address in the same low tone.

The man who had sat next to her on the bench regarded them, having heard their entire exchange. “I’ll collect her things,” he said, a wry note in his voice, “provided that you don’t go ripping down tapestries.” He hesitated for a moment before adding, “Or tearing up the fabric from the floor.”

Both men made what sounded like snorts inside ‌their masks. They clasped hands in a brotherly fashion.

“There are sheets now in the lounge,” said the man so taken with a harpist.

“Did you need me to show how to fuck her arse? Get the show started?” called Sir Francis from where he sat, but the Bucks ignored him.

“Thank you, Buckthorn,” said Anthony. “Clarence, rather, Fawn, best of luck to you.”

He turned to Letitia and held out his hand. “Would you rather walk out of here, or should I carry you?”

“Excuse me?” she asked faintly.

“This is over,” he said. “We’re leaving.”

Letitia looked at that large hand that had brought her ‌pleasure over and over in the past, now held out for her rescue from a miserable life she’d stomached for the sake of his happiness. Would accepting his help undo all that she had done, all that she had surrendered for his benefit?

But he hadn’t seemed happy in the years since they’d parted. She didn’t need him to meet her eyes to see that he wore joviality like a mask and that the small lines accumulating on his face spoke of stoicism and sadness rather than joy.

She didn’t want to stay another moment in this cursed skin, enduring pain and abasement for the pleasure of a cruel man who barely registered her existence. Should Anthony discover who she was, he might rage and even kill her, but it was a risk she would take to potentially end this slow drip of suffering.

Letitia slid her hand into Anthony’s for the first time since breaking his heart all those years ago.


Chapter 3


Anthony Paschal-Lamb, Viscount Corbet, had long fantasized about bringing Letitia Delemere to his family home when he was a young buck. Actually doing so now was something of a nightmare.

He sneaked her into the house and up the stairs under the cover of darkness, her swaying all the while under the influence of whatever was clouding her mind. But finding a suitable place to put her posed something of a problem.

The viscountess’s suite would cause remarks from his staff. Some distant room might do the same. He settled on a guest room down the hall from his own, where he might oversee her care from a small distance.

On the carriage ride home from the Forest, he’d kept his Buck mask on as Letitia had slumped against him, her mysterious protector. She was so good at engendering the protective instincts of men. Why, she even did it while half out of her mind!

Anthony considered removing his mask for the sake of his own comfort but reasoned with himself that it was better to remain anonymous. Letitia was a seductress, a snake of the first order, and with his identity and title known, she’d no doubt set about sinking her claws into him again — now that she’d sunk so low as to require protection from Pinchpenny.

The creeping, cruel possessiveness of Pinchpenny also made him reluctant to reveal himself, potentially sending Letitia fleeing, in the event she had some lingering aversion to wealthy viscounts with oversized cocks and generous tongues. Stranger things had happened. Why, it had happened to him in the last decade with that very woman!

And so Corbet placed her in that guest room down the hall, handed her care off to his exceptionally discreet and well-compensated housekeeper, and tugged off his stag mask before availing himself of a hot bath and collapsing into bed.

He eyed the stand of decanters at the other end of his suite, but decided he was too exhausted to get a drink. And he’d want to have his wits about him, should Letitia cause a disturbance in the night. Not that he’d go to her! He should simply be prepared to direct his servants to her room in the event of a scream or yell.

But she didn’t yell that night. And he heard nothing from her room the next morning. When capable Mrs. Oldacre passed him in the hall, she’d merely curtseyed. Blast, he’d selected someone too discreet for Letitia’s care.

It wasn’t until late afternoon that his former lover upended his life.

Anthony had been reviewing his correspondence with his secretary when a housemaid burst into his study.

She opened her mouth to speak.

“Lead the way,” he said, dropping his boots from atop that massive desk and following the terrified girl up the stairs to that familiar hallway.

Outside of Letitia’s room, Mrs. Oldacre paced, her composure broken after years of only the most competent demeanor.

Anthony paused before her.

“Oh, thank goodness you’re here,” she said. “It’s awful. She has scissors.”

His lungs and belly seemed to drop through the floor. He moved to the doorknob.

“Oh, not like that!” said Mrs. Oldacre, reaching for his hand before drawing back.

“Then what is the matter?”

“It’s her hair,” the older woman said, her eyes filling with tears.

“Her hair.”

“I thought she might feel better with clean hair, but the mass became tangled, and now she’s confused and wants to cut it. All that beautiful hair. Lost.”

“Hair.”

“It’s a woman’s pride, you know,” said Mrs. Oldacre.

Anthony thought back to those waving locks he’d admired from a distance, then worshiped with his fingers. Letitia’s mane spread over his legs in bed. Draped on a blanket when they’d enjoyed a private picnic. She’d been so beautiful, like a painting, and she’d been so debased and deluded that she wished to surrender her most feminine charm. It was unthinkable.

It took Anthony a few minutes to locate a black silk mask from a fancy dress party he’d attended several years ago so he could talk to Letitia without revealing his identity. He’d have to find a long-term solution for her living quarters, though. He trusted Mrs. Oldacre — and she certainly wouldn’t divulge his name to Letty — but the longer Letitia stayed, so grew the risk that she would discover the identity of her benefactor.

Upon opening the door to Letitia’s bedroom, he paused. She had draped herself on the bed, her long locks trailing behind her, and she wore naught but a chemise. Her eyes were open but unseeing. At first, he thought she was dead.

“Letitia?” he whispered.

She blinked and finally focused, seeing him in the doorway. But she didn’t react.

“I hear you wish to divest yourself of your hair,” he said, pausing so as not to alarm her.

Letitia held up the golden scissors she’d somehow negotiated away from Mrs. Oldacre. Why the woman thought to bring her scissors was beyond him.

“You needn’t cut your hair off,” he said. “Someone can brush it for you.”

She pulled her long mane from where it rested on the bed. Before her, the locks that had once been her pride were damp and knotted. The ends were thin and frayed. How wretched she’d become in the days since he’d known her!

“I want it gone,” she said softly.

Anthony moved towards the bed, then sat beside her. Above the neckline of her fine chemise, Letitia’s chest was bony where it had once been smooth with youth and proof of good appetite. The roses that once bloomed on her cheeks had wilted. She was but a shade of her former self.

Even so, his heart beat faster being in the same room as Letitia Delemere. He was transported back to his early days as a young blade in London, pride and lust overflowing as he captured the most luminous courtesan of the age. He should have known then that it wouldn’t last. At least he had learned that lesson and a few others besides — thanks to this woman.

“I’ve a mind to let you cut it off,” he said. “But I think I would do you a disservice if I didn’t at least try to help you first.”

“I am willing to be disserviced.”

“Lie down on these pillows. You needn’t even sit up. Merely allow me to brush out the knots,” he said.

Letitia reclined against the mound of plush bedclothes, her hair trailing behind her.

“Let it be known that I don’t permit just any man to touch my hair,” she said.

Anthony snorted. How like Letitia to claim superior morals while acting the harlot. Was she not willing to let a group of men fuck her just last night? And now she wished to pretend that she’d never allowed a man to brush her hair before?

Why, Anthony himself had done so frequently! He’d take up those silver brushes she favored and run them through her hair while she told him the latest gossip of the day or recounted some witty joke.

One day, after dreaming that she had been lost in a plague, Anthony had snipped a lock of her hair and placed it within the pages of an early printed edition of Dante’s La Vita Nuova that he had acquired on his Grand Tour. At the time, he’d thought they’d begun a new life together. What a predictable, pathetic young man he’d been, squandering jewels on a faithless woman who existed to part men from their money. And he should have known that; nothing about their arrangement should have been a surprise to him.

Anthony touched the brush to the bottom of her hair and tugged at a knot. Harder than he would have in the past. But then, he wasn’t a fool in love anymore, hoping to spare his darling the slightest pain.

He heard her draw in breath, but she didn’t complain or speak.

“How did it get so tangled?” he asked, surveying the mess. At this rate, they would be trapped in this room for ages. He might as well let her cut it all off.

“Don’t know,” she said, her voice devoid of color. “See what a mess I’ve made? You should permit me to cut it.”

How like her to cut and run the moment things became difficult, or another opportunity emerged. He’d been cut like those frayed ends the moment a richer, more powerful protector had emerged. A duke. What was the heir to a viscount, living on a carefully allocated allowance, to a duke? According to Letitia herself, as she departed his bachelor lodgings for the last time: precisely nothing.

He grunted rather than vent his spleen and give himself away.

“Why are you wearing a mask, Protector?”

Anthony’s hand stilled.

“You needn’t with me. I won’t tell anyone who you are,” she said.

Older and broken, but still blessed with a seductive tongue. His Letitia was everything he’d imagined her to be in those lonely years since she’d fled in the duke’s carriage and left him with a broken heart and hard cock in those cozy rooms where he’d thought them to be so happy and content.

“But I don’t know you,” he said. “So it would be impossible to trust you.”

He thought he heard her breath hitch, but maybe it was simply because of easing loose the first of a million knots in her long locks. How many times had he done her this service before the fire? Before braiding her hair for the night, lying her on the rug, and feasting on her cunt until she sobbed with pleasure.

The mask burned against his skin. Must be the dyes used to get the silk such a perfect black. Anthony wished he could order Letitia to cover her eyes, rip the thing from his face, and quickly finish this thankless task.

Would it be so bad to give Letitia her way and cut the tangled mass off? It would certainly be easier than dealing with this slow torture.

He flipped the unknotted skein of hair over Letitia’s shoulder to keep it separate from the mess on which he worked.

And then she did something that surprised him: without even looking at the strands, she whipped her hair into a braid. But not just any braid; it was the pattern he’d favored after receiving careful instructions from his sister.

Letitia might have run from him, but he was still woven into her very being. He didn’t know that it made him feel any better.


Chapter 4


Anthony wears a mask in his own home so he need not converse with me, Letitia thought. Such is the depth of his hatred. And I’m supposed to enjoy his hospitality while saying nothing of this odd affectation. What a farce.

She’d been roused in the middle of an admittedly gentle cleansing of her hair, shocked awake by the feeling of water dripping on her face.

Letitia knew not to attempt to wash without a careful brushing, but she’d been too dizzy after the flight from that strange townhouse and carriage ride to Anthony’s home to pay much attention to what was happening around her. She was exhausted and resolved to sleep until the climbing vines on the exterior of the house snaked their way inside her window and covered her over. Somewhere in the process, she’d lost her half-mask, and her face was now exposed to Anthony. Blast.

She suddenly remembered her papa taking her to see a chalk horse carved into the hillside in Uffington. They’d walked from their home outside Wantage, and Papa had carried her when she grew tired. Upon returning to her bed, Letitia had slept for an entire day, dreaming of those arcing white lines within the turf. Such a strange thing to recall after so long, that very white horse.

“Would you mind terribly if I rose to fetch something from my bag?” she asked. He was gentle as ever with the brush, but she felt unnerved and wanted to return to her pleasant lolling.

Anthony’s hands stilled. “What is it you plan to fetch?”

That was hardly his business!

She was preparing a calm set-down when he continued. “Your favored cordial is laudanum, is it not?”

Presumptuous man! He wished to weave stories about her, did he? Luckily, she knew how to feed him a tale. Even if his assumptions were correct, that didn’t make them any less rude.

“Why, yes,” she said in a low, seductive voice. “However did you know? Won’t you be a dear and fetch it for me?”

Letitia thought she saw his eyes flash behind that mask, but he rose to where someone had placed her reticule on a handsome writing desk.

“In here?” he asked, pausing as if he was uncertain about going through a lady’s things. How innocent he was in some ways; anyone could see that she was not a lady.

She held out her hand for the bottle, and Anthony took that as a sign he should root around in that bag of tricks for her disappearing serum. At last, he pulled it from her reticule.

“That’s it,” she said, gesturing for him to put it in her hand.

He held the amber glass up to the light, watching how the fluid moved within.

“Strange stuff,” he said as if in a trance. “They say it’s made from poppies. Does it smell like flowers?”

“It’s the stuff dreams are made of,” she said, watching him. “Sweet. At first, it turned my stomach. Now…”

That seemed to get his attention. “Now?”

“I’ll be ill if I don’t have it,” she said honestly. “The scent makes my gums ache with desire.”

“Surely you don’t need it that much,” he said lightheartedly, shaking the thing to watch how the fluid inside reacted.

“Of course not,” she said, affecting a casualness that she didn’t feel. Contradicting him might draw his suspicion that she was a fiend for the stuff. Letitia Delemere hadn’t walked to London from Wantage after Papa succumbed to influenza just to die in a heap with opium eaters; laudanum was a lady’s helper, and she’d certainly needed help these past few years. It was the only thing that helped.

“Excellent,” he said, and tossed the bottle into the fire. The scent, now with a more pronounced burnt note, filled the room. She wondered if the vapors might be enough to soothe her nerves, but after an initial wave of euphoria, they were just as twisted as ever.

She’d let her guard down, and Anthony made her pay the price. Damn and blast.

“Why did you…?” she asked faintly, fearful of sobbing and revealing the depths of her pain.

“Seems a bad business,” he said blithely, “to be carrying the stuff around. Wouldn’t want to grow dependent, would you?”

Letitia clasped her hands together, hoping to disguise how they shook. He’d become cruel in the years since they’d known each other.

“I hardly think that a reason for tossing my belongings in the fire.”

He waved her off. “I’ll replace it,” he said. “As soon as I can get a doctor here, you’ll have a fresh bottle, provided your ailment requires it.”

Oh, that’s how he wanted to play things? Force her to disclose a diagnosis to a medical man in order to prove the need was legitimate? Rage descended upon her vision, the edges turning dark gray.

Letitia took up the scissors he’d left on the bed.

“What are you—?”

Snip. She cut the braid made with the hair he’d so carefully untangled.

“Letitia, don’t—“

Oh, he admitted to knowing her name now, did he? She took the scissors to the remaining mass of knots he’d been painstakingly working through, slicing the hair at her shoulders and shaking free of that damp, snarled mess at the bottom.

He wrenched the scissors from her hands in a way that hurt. She cried out, all the pain from past years suddenly registering in the twist of a finger.

Anthony was above her. She hadn’t realized it as it was happening, but in the process of overwhelming her physically so he might divest her of the scissors, he’d overset her person, caging her in with his long, powerful limbs.

“I didn’t want you to cut yourself,” he said, his voice less certain than she’d heard him in years. “I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

Nor did I, she thought. But that wasn’t entirely true. Letitia had meant to hurt him in the most temporary, superficial way, for his own benefit. To send him on to the pleasures of marriage and children without a moment of regret.

This familiar position under him softened her spine despite her brain telling her to be on guard, and she raised a hand to the ridiculous silk mask he wore. She recalled herself and pulled her hand back, but not before he noticed.

“Why do you wear it?” she asked. “What’s the real reason?”

His eyes flitted to hers, then darted away.

“I was scarred years ago,” he said hoarsely.

Concern must have shown on her face because he continued.

“A woman flung something in my face and burned me.”

Ahh, they had returned to the subject of her perfidy, taking the circuitous route back there.

Feeling his body over hers, the heat pouring from him took Letitia back to one of their first meetings. They’d been introduced to each other at the opera, and they then bumped into each other during the second act in a hallway; he was looking for the men’s smoking room, and she was seeking the ladies’ retiring room. Anthony had crowded close to her, pressing his waistcoat to her bodice, then boldly placing a hand at her waist.

He’d been reaching for her hem when they heard a noise from nearby and had to flee to their respective salons for fear of others catching on to the desire sparking between them.

Letitia let her hand come up to the mask, unable to contain her wish to touch him after so long. He flinched.

“You’ll think me funny,” she said.

“Will I?”

“It’s just that you make me recall someone I once knew.”

His mouth twisted. Anthony didn’t believe her, didn’t want her. That wasn’t new, and she’d go on, silently wanting him, as she had all this time.

“We were talking about your use of that stuff,” he said, nodding to the fire and not bothering to remove himself from over her body. “What can my staff bring you that will dull the discomfort of living without it?”

“I thought a doctor was going to come and prescribe me more,” she said wryly. How like him to take on the problems of the world, as if his surname was a divine mission. But Letitia didn’t need a savior; she’d saved him years ago and merely needed him to act on it!

Best to drive him away, then. Again.

She moved her hand to his well-formed ear and then thick hair, scraping her nails on his scalp in a way that used to have him shuddering and begging as she rode his cock to completion.

“There’s one thing that allows me to live without laudanum,” she said, allowing her voice to become sticky-sweet. Her mind felt sharp for the first time in years as she felt his waistcoat against her unbound breasts, only covered by her chemise.

Was she wet? It seemed an impossibility after so long without that happening naturally, but her cunt felt soft and swollen and slick enough to take even Anthony’s cock without tears or oils.

“And what’s that, madam?” he asked, his voice hard even as he stayed above her, the embroidery on his waistcoat catching on her peaked nipples every few breaths.

Letitia took his hand in hers. At first, he jerked at the feeling of her fingers, then he simply watched as she brought his hand to the short hem of her chemise. Then under it.

“Well, you see,” she began, shifting her legs apart, “‌I’m able to resist the bottle if I’m distracted. Pleasurably distracted.”

His clever fingers rested against her bare cunny lips, and he had to feel how wet she was for him. The last tethers of her pride kept her from lifting her hips to rut Anthony’s hand like a dog in heat. She was a fool: she set off down this path by claiming she wanted to drive him away, but all along she just wanted her lover again. Wanted to feel his cock within her again.

“Is that the case?” he asked, moving so slowly Letitia couldn’t tell if it was intentional or not.

She whimpered. His teasing would kill her, and she couldn’t think of a better way to die.

“Indeed,” she said. “It’s necessary for my health.”

He dragged his knuckles slowly over the soft hair covering her nether lips, and she felt her channel expand and swell in anticipation of receiving his cock. Anthony was so close to dipping within her lips and finally caressing her nub—

“When you feel such a need, you may summon help,” he said, bringing himself up from her body and standing over the bed. “One of the servants might be able to perform the task, if they so choose. Right now, you’re still under the influence of that poppy syrup, so please don’t request assistance, as they cannot assist until your mind is free of it.”

And with that, he swept out of the room.

Letitia groaned into her pillow after he pulled the door closed. Damn him, couldn’t he take pity on her and just give them both the release that would feel divine?

She groused for a moment longer, then set about ‌lifting her hem and handling the problem herself. It had been years since the urge had struck her, and she was out of practice, but she’d break her own wrists rubbing her kitty before troubling that block of stone and his servants for help!


Chapter 5


Anthony got the door closed to his chambers before ripping off that damned mask and shoving the fingers anointed with Letitia’s essence into his mouth.

He had his trousers open and cock out before he’d sucked every bit of her from his skin. Then he used his wet hand to grip his leaking shaft and roughly stroke himself. It was a wonder he hadn’t pressed his fattened cock against her body and spent in his clothes.

Feeling those pretty, swollen lips with his own hand for the first time in years had nearly caused him to cry out as he walked away from his erstwhile love. The woman he still loved despite her betrayal.

He huffed a laugh. It should have sent his cock shriveling into nothing, but he only grew harder at the thought of her using him mercilessly while he went unsatisfied. Or satisfied in some twisted way he should have hated. He’d once thought a male chastity cage an abomination, and now he wondered if he wore one in his own mind.

Anthony slowed his strokes, not wanting this to be over too fast. He pinched the skin below his sack just to mix pain with pleasure; it didn’t feel right to experience this bliss without the bittersweet edge he associated with Letitia.

From his trouser pocket, he withdrew the braid he’d surreptitiously squirreled away after she’d snipped it off. He held it to his face and tried to smell the essence that was her under the powerfully scented soap his servants must have used to wash her hair.

Thirst consumed him, but for once it didn’t send him to the decanters beside the fire. He dreamed of tasting between Letitia’s thighs, kissing the delicate skin below her navel where he’d spent many happy days at worship.

He thought back to Pinchpenny’s offer of Letitia’s arse, and his stomach turned. This was what she’d left him for? And then it turned again when he recalled his urge to offer himself up in her stead. To present his own arse for rough use so Letitia might be free of it.

Anthony worked his cockhead at the thought of stepping in to save his faithless Letitia after all this time.

Living up to the surname, aren’t we? he thought wryly as he gripped his shaft harder, hoping to reach the heights to which he aspired.

Did this make him a sod? He’d had occasion to know plenty of men who — discreetly — enjoyed bedding other men, but aside from a few collegial group tugs at university, he couldn’t say that he particularly liked gents in that way. On the whole, they were a bothersome lot, as evidenced by the quick decline of the Bucks as soon as their leaders stepped away.

No, what he loved were ruffles and bustles and lace, all of which he longed to dive under so he might taste smooth skin and downy hair as a lady made noises rivaling an opera singer.

He liked nothing better than seeing a beautiful woman pour tea, all of her elegance concentrated on how she stirred the spoon about. On more than one occasion, he’d found himself on the floor after being handed a teacup, begging to pleasure his hostess.

Does my addled darling still pour as prettily as she did years ago? he wondered, stretching his foreskin over his cockhead and then bringing it down again so he could pretend he was within her perfect cunt.

Anthony recalled once bending Letitia over a divan and riding her so hard the tea tray threatened to slide off the low table nearby. He could still see those spindly wooden legs shaking as he filled Letty in full view of a window facing the street. He probably still owed her a new bustle after that delightful disarrangement.

He’d just begun spiraling into orgasm when a vision flashed before his eyes: Letty working herself into a lather after he’d spent a whole evening with friends teasing surreptitiously under her skirt. She’d yanked down her bodice the moment they’d returned home so he could see her tits shake, then handed him a lovely diletto he’d acquired on his Grand Tour so he could hold it while she rode the thing, all the while grinding her little clit against the heel of his hand and anointing his fingers with her juices.

Thirsty, he thought. So thirsty.

She’d exploded quickly that night, then he’d pulled her atop his hips and let her ride his cock until they both peaked.

That diletto, dripping with her juices, did it know how lucky it was to be within Letitia Delemere? he thought.

Such a thing would slide back in her cunny so well, eased by pleasure. Why, it might even slide into her arse, so he might take her cunt and let her feel how many ways he wanted to fill her at once.

That diletto might even slide into a man! A man’s lucky arse, Letty’s slick juices easing the way.

And then he pictured her, her breasts shaking, but this time because she controlled that diletto while pressing it into his rim, her wetness allowing it to slide deep, fast, until he had to catch his breath at the sensation of suddenly being full.

Oh, he tried to stop himself from imagining things further and gripped the base of his cock until his knuckles grew lighter, but the pain-pleasure feeling only made that forbidden vision more delectable.

It was a seductive image: Letitia behind him, her small body working hard as she gave him that diletto in the arse. Anthony groaned the moment he let his hand run down his shaft again. The only thing that would make such an interlude better was if she was so taken by the experience of filling him she had to rub her cunt, the sound of which would reach his ears as he struggled not to come too quickly.

For the first time in ages, Anthony reached down behind his sack and pressed down on the flesh behind his balls. The moment his knuckle reached the boundary of his rim, he let out a yell the likes of which might raise the dead from the churchyards.

He was coming, his spine and nerves one fiery electrical conflagration, his fingers and hands working to prolong the pleasure. On and on he sprayed seed, each spurt followed by another of lesser volume but greater intensity as his body spent everything it could.

Anthony’s whole being felt wrung to the point of pain. He was shocked by the degree to which this fantasy took him, but it shouldn’t have been surprising; Letitia had always done that to him.

As he cradled his balls in apology for their hard use, he couldn’t help but wonder: if merely thinking of Letitia rogering his arse had him this worked up, what would it feel like in truth?


Chapter 6


Letitia used a borrowed handkerchief to wipe tears from her eyes. Her things — including her monogrammed handkerchiefs — had arrived from the house she’d maintained during her tenure as Sir Francis’s mistress, courtesy of Anthony’s kind Buck friend, but Letitia hadn’t felt ready to sort through the only things she had in this world. The only things to show for years of suffering.

Luckily, the doctor had been prepared with a snowy square of fabric the moment she’d unburdened herself to him.

“That’s a good girl; better tears out than stored inside,” he said, his expression fatherly as she cried over what she’d experienced.

“Wouldn’t want to imbalance my humors?” she asked, trying to play the part of a clever denizen of the demimonde despite just having sobbed into her pillow while struggling to relate how difficult life had been.

“It’s almost a new century, my dear! Humors are the old way; I’m told that the new science centers on the mind. Heal that, and the body will follow.”

Letitia regarded her limbs warily.

“Well, in your case, rest your body,” said the doctor, turning serious. “You’ve been through enough for a lifetime, and I wouldn’t want you to exacerbate the pain. Some rest, and you’ll be as good as new.”

“Will I?” Letitia asked, her eyes brimming with tears. It seemed impossible that anything would feel right again, not after she’d taken up with a series of increasingly cruel protectors.

The doctor placed his hand on her head in a fatherly way and brushed her fringe aside so he could look into her eyes. “You’ll be well again. But give yourself time to rest. I won’t leave herbs or seeds since you do plan to follow my orders? I’ll give your protector the same speech I gave you about a temporary cessation of those activities.”

“Oh, he’s not my lover,” she rushed to say, anxious that Anthony might be lumped in with a host of men this doctor would now regard with extreme disapproval.

He regarded Letitia with a raised eyebrow.

“Really, Dr. Riddle!” she exclaimed, blushing. “He’s been a perfect gentleman.”

“In that case, would you like me to enumerate the ways you might enjoy his company without risk to your health?”

“I don’t think he wants me like that,” she said.

The doctor raised an eyebrow again. He was a little too perceptive!

She picked at the blanket on the bed, her conventional upbringing making her shy about hearing such things from the doctor. But curiosity won out. It wouldn’t hurt to hear the man, would it?

“Very well,” she said, settling in to learn how lovers might enjoy each other in less conventional ways.

***

By the time Dr. Riddle departed, Letitia was in something of a lather. She felt needy and wet — and all from thinking about how she might indulge in some sweet petting with a lover. As if she even had one!

Just as she resolved to slip a hand into the top of her chemise and stroke a nipple, hoping to experience some relief, the door opened.

She sat up a little straighter. Anthony was in the doorway, still wearing that ridiculous silk mask. She was tired of pretending she didn’t know who he was. But would he toss her on the street if she acknowledged she knew his identity?

“I saw the doctor on his way out,” he said.

“Oh?” she replied, uncertain how much the doctor might disclose to the man paying his bills.

“He looked sad,” said Anthony, looking back over his shoulder as if to reassure himself that the man was truly gone.

“He’s experienced great loss. Losses,” she corrected.

“I did not know,” said Anthony, sinking to the bed as if they were friends again. More than friends. When he recalled himself, his spine stiffened.

“Don’t rush away,” she said, a hand on his forearm. He regarded her elegant fingers on the dark fabric of his coat, then relaxed.

“I was wondering if you might brush my hair again?” she asked. A servant had trimmed her locks after the rough chop, and she’d discovered — after all of these years — that her hair curled when it wasn’t long.

Anthony took up the brush from the dressing table nearby and settled closer to run it through her hair.

“Do you like my fringe?” she asked, letting her fingertips run over the fashionable bangs now covering much of her forehead.

“All styles suit you,” he said. Was his voice hoarse?

He settled the brush on her scalp and dragged it down. This time, it ran smoothly through her short hair. She shivered.

“Are you cold?” he asked, repeating the stroke.

“No, merely…”

He paused.

Letitia turned to face him. She studied the black mask and found that she hated it. Hated ‌it kept those secrets that were eating them alive.

“Anthony.”

He licked his lips, his eyes drifting to the thin chemise covering her pebbled nipples. Then his eyes flew to hers when he realized what she’d said.

“How long have you known?” he asked, his hand over his mouth as if his teeth had given him away. “It was a servant, wasn’t it? They told you—”

“I knew from the moment I saw you,” she said, placing a hand on his thigh, encased in fine trousers. “Your scar. I haven’t forgotten.”

“Haven’t you?” he asked, pulling back, his voice bitter.

“Of course I haven’t,” she said softly as Anthony rose from the bed.

He turned back. “Before I say goodbye for the last time again, I must ask you something. I won’t remove you from my home, so you may answer me honestly.”

Letitia held the doctor’s handkerchief in her hands so tightly she feared her fingers might stay permanently bent. What had the doctor said to Anthony?

“Dr. Riddle said that you sacrificed for my benefit, and I can’t help but wonder what he meant.”

“What a thing for him to say,” replied Letitia faintly.

Anthony sat down again, this time grasping her upper arms in that gentle but firm way she’d been seeking and never finding since she left him.

“Why would the doctor say that?”

“Perhaps he was confused,” she said.

Anthony still had that blasted mask on, that unneeded shield over his beautiful face. She’d thought acknowledging that she knew who he was would make him peel the damned thing off, but he still wouldn’t show her his face.

“I am the wounded one. You left me,” he said, as if trying to make sense of a house party puzzle. “Why would the doctor say that?”

Letitia said nothing, mindful of the promise she’d made to Anthony’s father that she’d never reveal to him the cause of her avowal of feelings and flight from the home they’d shared. The man was dead; the least she could do was to allow him to rest in peace, knowing that Letitia Delemere didn’t have her hooks in his son.

“You left me on a Tuesday,” he said, his voice low.

“August 29th,” she said.

He glanced at her and released her arms at last. Letitia suddenly felt colder than she’d been in years.

“It should have been a lonely late summer. But it wasn’t.”

Anthony rose from the bed, his mask almost completely obscuring his expression. But Letitia knew him well enough that she could recognize the dawning horror on his face.

“My father found me at the club the next day,” said Anthony. “Well into my cups, I didn’t question his presence in Town.”

He stared out the window. “I should have. I should have asked why my father, who was battling gout and professed to hate Town, would descend upon me immediately after my lover fled our home. He was in a jubilant mood. I was far too drunk to realize that something wasn’t right.”

Letitia said nothing, mindful of her honor as a…well, not a gentleman or even gentlewoman, but as an honest courtesan who had truly loved that man’s son. Still loved him despite the mask he wouldn’t remove.

“What did he promise you, Letitia?”

She studied the ridges on her nails and hoped someone would interrupt this interview before she said something that exposed her.

“Was it money? Did he offer you money? Did you take it?”

“No!” she exclaimed, unable to contain her vehement response.

“He would know better than to insult a lady by offering money,” said Anthony. “No, he’d appeal to something else. Your sense of honor. Your profound decency.”

He didn’t say the rest, but she knew he was thinking the same thing: her love for Anthony. Yes, the man had appealed to all of that, and she’d been the one to pay every price while bearing his son’s hatred.

“I don’t know how he convinced you,” said Anthony, pushing a comb about the top of Letitia’s dressing table. “Had my mother been alive, I can imagine he’d have—”

“Your mother wasn’t alive then?” asked Letitia, all air escaping her lungs at once.

“Of course not. She’d been dead since I was but three years old. I recall nothing about it — why, I probably never even mentioned her to you.”

A sob escaped Letitia before she could master her feelings. That man had indeed begged and pushed her on the grounds that Anthony’s mother’s health was failing fast as reports of their romance reached her.

“Letitia, why—”

She couldn’t contain the wracking sobs as years of lies and hurt slammed into her body like a falling chandelier. Letitia had turned her back on the love of her life…because of a lie told by his father?

He was next to her in an instant, his arms wrapped around her as if that day had never happened. “Letty, tell me, tell me,” he begged.

She nodded and cried; the sobs seeming to come from her thighs as the truth punctured layers of grief. Letitia wiped her face with the doctor’s handkerchief and stilled just long enough to look at Anthony’s masked face.

Behind it, his eyes were red and wet, as if he understood the lie that had separated them without her needing to say what his father had done. He didn’t look away, just regarded her as sadly as he’d done the day she had departed their home.

This time, it needn’t be like this.

Letitia lifted her hands to his mask, moving slowly so he might jerk away should he wish to remain covered. But he let her untie the damned thing and pull away the front.

Below it, his face was streaked with tears.

“Anthony,” she breathed, placing her hand on his cheek for the first time in years.

“Don’t,” he said, jerking away. She drew back her hand sharply, not wanting to hurt the man.

Anthony took her hand in his own, studying both sides of it for a moment. Then he brought her palm to his mouth and kissed it.

“Don’t touch me unless you mean to give me forever.”

Letitia thought she knew what crying meant, thought she had wept before. But it was nothing compared to the wailing she couldn’t contain as Anthony pulled her close after all those years of estrangement.

She took his words literally and ran her hands over his face and hair, planting kisses on those wet cheeks and struggling to draw nearer to him. He took mercy on her and pulled her into his lap, then pushed his fingers into her short locks so he might turn her this way and that as he kissed her face with abandon.

Her nose dripped, and she cast about for the doctor’s handkerchief. Instead, she felt another pressed into her hand.

“Take mine,” said Anthony, stroking up and down her spine as he had for hours in their youth. “From now on, take mine.”


Chapter 7


As he carried her in his arms towards his bedroom, Anthony thought of something he had been saving for Letty all these years, but he set it aside for now, not wanting to alarm her. They had so many wounds to heal and all the time in the world now to recover their love.

Upon settling her in his bed, in the Corbet townhouse for the first time, he was awash in anger at his father. Anthony could have had this every day for years. Instead, his father had wasted their young lives and doomed Anthony to a haze of brandy and sex, hoping to dull the pain of Letitia’s betrayal — when she had not betrayed him at all. Meanwhile, Letitia had spent years dependent on laudanum and mistreated by the worst of men thanks to his father’s deceit.

It still stung that she’d respected his father’s wishes when doing so had irrevocably broken his heart. It was the last splinter in the stake he was pulling out of his chest.

“Why didn’t you say something to indicate that my father was behind our estrangement? I could have accepted it had you simply told me he was the instigator. Instead, you chose the cruelest method imaginable to say your goodbyes.”

It would have hurt worlds less. Instead, he lived for years with the memory of finding Letitia — and her packed things — on the front steps of his house, where she’d told him she’d found another protector. Another man who suited her more.

She gazed at him as if weighing her words carefully.

“I believed myself to be doing the correct thing,” she said. “And I would not have been able to make it down those steps had I betrayed the truth of the matter.”

“Because I’d have stopped you.”

“Because I’d have stopped myself.”

Anthony laid down alongside Letitia, both of them gazing at the canopy under which his father must have slept soundly after smashing up young love that might otherwise have lasted forever. Suddenly, he wished he had never brought her to this cursed place.

She slid a hand over his belly as if sensing his disquiet. Those clever fingers plucked at the buttons running down the front of his shirt, unhurriedly splitting him open so she might fill him again.

When her hand landed at the waist of his trousers, Anthony pulled the shirt from his body, then crawled atop her.

“What do you mean to do, Letitia?” he asked, his eyelashes fluttering over the skin of her cheeks.

“I thought you might wish to be more comfortable, my lord.”

“I can think of many ways I might be more comfortable.”

He placed a hand atop her breast, bold as brass, and looked to her for permission to continue. In response, she pulled the fine garment up from her legs, past her belly, and over her head until she lay nude before him.

Anthony took up the chemise and regarded it. “Perhaps a bit small for me, dear,” he said, planting a kiss on her neck.

Letitia giggled in shock, clearly not recalling how they’d played in bed and told each other silly jokes between lovemaking.

Ah, lovemaking, thought Anthony, unable to tear his eyes away from those nipples he’d been dreaming about for years. Would that they could consummate their, well, their love once again. But he wouldn’t risk Letty’s health for a quick tumble.

“I wish we could…you know,” she whispered, her fingers running over his belly, just above where he wanted her so badly.

Anthony dipped his head to suck a nipple into his mouth, unable to resist the urge to taste his beloved Letitia again.

“Your mouth is so good,” she moaned.

So she felt the way he did? Hot and needy and desperate for anything that might see them joined, whether physically or spiritually?

“I didn’t know that you liked my mouth so much. I don’t recall you mentioning it before,” he said playfully, switching to the other breast.

“I’ve only dreamed of it for years,” she sighed.

Well, that was enough to give a man ideas and a painfully hard erection. He slid down the mattress between her thighs and ran his stubbled cheek against her soft leg.

“Then may I kiss it? The girl who has been waiting for me?”

Anthony paused, looking up at Letitia to make sure she was experiencing bliss and not simply agreeing to his wishes. Her lids were heavy, and she shifted her thighs further apart.

“Tell me,” he said wryly, holding his ground until she reached down to cradle the back of his head, pressing him into her sweet cunt.

To be back in this paradise after thinking he’d been forever ejected from heaven had him so hot he was subtly working his cock — while still in his trousers — against the bed as he lavished her outer lips with worshipful kisses.

When he licked up that wet seam, she shuddered in his hold, gasped when he placed a glancing lick on that nub he knew would send her ascending, then falling.

“What did the doctor say you can’t do right now?” he suddenly thought to ask. Her clasp was calling to him. He wished to slip his tongue in, but he had to be gentle with her. She’d only receive his tenderest ministrations from this point forward.

“Nothing inside,” she said on an exhale.

“I can do that, my love,” he said, bringing the whole of his tongue to her bump and lavishing it with licks.

“But I, oh!” she said, exclaiming when he let his nose trail over that delicious nub.

She was bucking and squirming, her hands at her breasts like she was discovering pleasure again. But he wanted to make this special. Make this reunion memorable after all of their time apart.

“Letty, do you trust me?” he asked.

“Always,” she said, trailing her fingers through his hair as he teased her lips and finally let his hands cradle those soft hips he loved so much.

“Then allow me to adjust us,” he said, settling on the bed and turning her body until she sat atop him. Atop his face.

“Anthony!” she squealed, trying to shimmy down and away from his open, devouring mouth.

“Let me drown in you,” he said, pulling her back until she tentatively settled against his tongue.

He had his arms about her hips and pulled her into his face. She was wet and swollen, just as he liked her, and she rocked of her own accord. They moved slowly at first, as if she did not recall how it felt to want, to desire.

But she found that rhythm again, recovered her ability to ride after all this time. And Anthony found a part of himself that he’d locked away — all while sucking his beloved’s luscious body until she shook.

He hummed into her spread cunt, desperate to feel her explode on top of him. This was nothing short of heaven for a man who wanted to be used hard by his girl.

“On that spot,” she moaned, angling her hips to get Anthony’s mouth on it.

Harder than forged steel, he licked with pleasure, all while imagining his cock erupting like a geyser with no touches, based on the eroticism of eating Letitia’s cunny alone.

“I wish you could make love to me,” she sighed, rocking just a little faster.

Oh, she knew how to set his blood rushing. The thought of slipping into that pussy had him thrusting into the air, no relief to be had. He’d rather be here, doing this, than anything else in the world.

“But I am,” he said. “And I might not be able to fuck you, but you could fuck me.”

She stilled.

He braced for disapproval. Disgust. The pretense of not understanding.

“You mean…”

His heart seemed to beat in his belly. Some vein must have bulged there, and Letitia held the knife that might sever it for good. If he wished she’d been more forthcoming at the end of their relationship, did she not deserve the same disclosure of his fantasies now?

“You want me to…to put…”

She’d never fucked him with anything before. Oh, there’d been a finger or two in interesting places, touches that inflamed his loins, and whispered ideas. But Letitia had never seen him take a false cock. They’d only just begun to make sense of their past. Why risk it? He should brush the hint aside and let her come. She deserved to enjoy this moment in peace.

“You want me to fuck you with something?” she asked, her motions growing faster, causing her legs to shake from the increased effort. “You’d let me?”

Anthony craned his neck up to see Letitia fondling her own nipples, head thrown back as she worked her cunny on his mouth. She didn’t look like a woman disgusted by the offer. Far from it.

“Oh god, Anthony, I’m going to—”

He felt her break against his face, his nose and chin wet as she used him for her pleasure despite what he’d requested.

But was her orgasm in spite of what he’d requested? Or because of it?

She clambered off ‌him, coming around so they were face to face.

“Where is it?” she asked, then gave him a filthy, open-mouthed kiss.

“Where is…”

Truth be told, he felt dazed, taxed, and extremely hard.

“What shall I use?”

She took up a corner of the blanket to wipe his face. He must have looked a mess. Would that he could look so disheveled every day.

“Use?”

She looked impatient. “To put in you,” she said lowly.

“You want that? You don’t mind?” he asked, his cock uncomfortably thick at her enthusiasm. If he touched the damn thing, he’d surely explode in an instant.

“Where?” she asked, her eyes aglow in ways he hadn’t seen since their parting. Gone was the detachment, the resignation. His love was aflame again.

“That wardrobe, darling. You know where I keep the more interesting things from my travels, don’t you?”

She smiled and hopped off the bed to go to the drawer she knew so well. “And perhaps bring the oil with it?” he called.

***

“Just so you know, I’m not a sod, Letitia,” Anthony said while naked on his hands and knees as he waited for her to slide that oiled diletto into the ring of his arse.

She placed the tip right at his opening and let him feel it, but didn’t make the slightest move to press it in. His sack jumped at the sensation of being so close to filled by his love, yet still teased and kept from fully uniting with her.

“Anthony, I am not an expert at language,” she said, pressing the tip into the ring of muscle while she dribbled more oil on his rim, “but I can’t help but think that we’ve sodomized each other in several ways on many occasions.”

His arms shook as she drew out the pleasure of pushing in. Anthony’s cheek collided with the bed, and he fought to string together words.

“What I mean is, uh,” he hiccoughed, his body going haywire, “I’m not, uh, not…”

“Doing this with men?” she asked astutely. Gently, oh so delicately, she pushed the diletto in to the hilt.

“Yes, I, oh, I’m not,” he whimpered, “doing this with men.”

“I wouldn’t be upset if you liked men, too,” she said softly. Then she brought the false cock out and drove it home again.

He had the sheets between his hands, his body so tense he feared he might rip them apart despite the quality weaving.

“As long as I know you like me best of all,” she said, working that diletto in and out more quickly, “that’s all that matters.”

“Letty, you angel, you devil, you’re the only person in this world I love. There’s been no one but you. Never. Never will be.”

He wanted to prolong the ecstasy, but his cock had been too hard for too long. Letitia ran the tip of that diletto over some place inside of him that took away his ability to contain the molten eruption of his entire being.

Anthony drooled into the bedsheets, called out to a host of saints, and felt his back arch involuntarily as his orgasm ran him down like a team of horses. He’d moved a hand to his aching cock, but it spurted seed based on the force of Letty’s thrusts alone. She was filling him, emptying him, and he was going to be sore for days from the force with which she drained his sack.

When his arms gave out and he collapsed onto the bed, that diletto‌ still within him, Anthony began laughing. If only his father could see what his machinations had wrought now.

One more thing would make Anthony’s victory complete. And he had every intention of seeing it through.


Chapter 8


Letitia leaned back in the dining room chair, enjoying a late breakfast while Anthony feasted between her thighs.

He’d ordered the meal to be served en famille, locked the door, and taken to his knees once her plate was full. Her trembling hand brought a precious piece of pineapple to her mouth just as he sucked on her nub.

For the past few days, he’d been ravenous for her body, eager to please her on every surface of the house. She’d stayed wet and swollen, not bothering to pull on more than a dressing gown because she knew he’d have her nude and panting multiple times per day.

She’d asked him why he was greedy for her, and he’d responded in a way she’d missed so much.

“Why do I spread and suck you at all hours of the day? I suppose it’s because I can,” he’d said while kissing up her sensitive thighs. Sensitive because he’d run his stubble over them like a man looking to mark his territory.

And her whole body was his territory; there was no doubt. When he appeared in the doorway, her cunny grew soft and wet for its master, aching deep inside for that cock she’d missed so much.

Gone were all thoughts of laudanum. In their place? Sticky sweet surrender on her lover’s tongue.

Letitia pulled off her dressing gown and lowered the straps on her chemise. She needed more, but still couldn’t take anything within her clasp, according to Dr. Riddle’s orders.

The first touch on her nipple sent her thighs squeezing against Anthony’s ears. She heard and felt his chuckle against her wet skin, her hand coming to the top of the chair to help press her cunny to that clever mouth of his.

“Make me suck it,” he growled in a way that made every nerve glow like electric streetlights. “Can’t wait to get inside you.”

At the thought of being fucked by Anthony again, Letitia cried out and began the slide into unimaginable pleasure. She moved her hand from her breast to the back of Anthony’s head so she could guide his tongue.

The sight of her lover’s face betwixt her thighs, enthusiastic as he’d been all those years ago, sent her spiraling. She grasped his hair, lifted her hips, and shot into the heavens with bliss.

***

It was when Letitia retrieved the pristine diletto from Anthony’s wardrobe that she saw something she shouldn’t have. Those items had probably been beside each other for ages, but the first time, she’d been in such a flutter that she’d likely missed it.

She came back to the bed, and her face must have given away the state of her mind.

“Whatever is the matter?” he asked, pulling her into his lap.

“You’d tell me if you were courting a girl, wouldn’t you?” she asked.

“Courting…a girl?”

“Yes, you know. Squiring a girl about with a mind to marriage. Dancing with her at balls and the like.”

Anthony squeezed her waist. “Is that what you’d like me to do?”

Her stomach dropped. Did she want him to take a girl out with a mind to marriage? Was he mad?

“I can see on your face that you’re getting the wrong idea,” he said sternly, turning her chin towards him when she tried to look away. “Is courting what you want me to do with you, Letty?”

Again, he’d cast her adrift. What did he mean? A man didn’t need to court his own mistress. That was rather the point of the whole thing.

“Did you see it?” he asked softly.

“See what?” she asked, feeling her nose grow somewhat itchy. He would not make her ask about that thing, would he?

“The thing next to the diletto.”

“Ahh, that,” she said. “Well, yes. Otherwise, I’d not have thought to ask about whether you’re courting a girl.”

Anthony settled onto the pillows, looking suddenly satisfied. He held out his arms to her. “Come to me, Letty.”

“I’m trying to have a serious conversation with you, not descend into debauchery again!” she exclaimed.

He popped up and brushed her fringe aside before planting a kiss on her forehead. “You’d let some other girl marry me? After all of this?”

“Let some other girl…? Listen to me, Anthony Paschal-Lamb, there will be no other girls! I asked in case you needed to be disabused of the notion! I won’t have it! I simply won’t!” She was confused and furious. How could he mention, even teasingly, other women while in bed with her?

“Oh, Letty, you sound like a viscountess when you say such things,” he said, his smile broad and teasing. “I suppose you’ll just have to marry me.”

This impossible man! He made jokes about the dearest, most forbidden wish of her heart? She’d make him regret it!

But first she’d cry her eyes out in his dressing room.

***

It was after she’d cried for what seemed like hours that Letitia realized Anthony hadn’t yelled or pounded at the door as one might expect a man to do when denied the thing he supposedly wanted most. She worried he’d woken up to the fact that she was a ruined woman and not worth his time. Was he even now ordering her things packed?

Those thoughts should never have entered her mind, not after their tender reunion, but the past few years had made her wary as a dog with a cruel master. She wished to trust this man she loved so much — had always loved — but she’d only recently emerged from hell.

When she cracked open the door to the dressing room, there was Anthony, sitting on the floor quietly.

He reached up a hand to her.

She regarded those familiar fingers she’d longed for, the signet ring that once graced the hand of his perfidious father, and the thick wrists she loved to catch sight of at meals. Given the chance, she’d gnaw on those bones until he was as much a part of her as her own blood. But she didn’t need to, did she? He already occupied a position below her ribs, where the arteries that fed her heart attempted to twist free.

Letitia took his hand within her own and allowed him to pull her into his lap.

“I’ve been very sparing with my words on a particular subject, haven’t I?” he asked, his face pressed to her ear as if he wished to consume her, too.

“It’s not my place to wonder why you have the prettiest ring I’ve ever seen beside your most private possessions,” she said.

“You think it pretty?”

“It’s spectacular.” The ring was a glorious mash of metal and stones, with a stunning diamond at the center. It was the ring a man would give a wife he wished to make thrilled indeed. What a lucky woman she’d be, Anthony’s wife.

“Do you think my intended will say yes when I ask her to marry me, then? If she thinks it spectacular?”

Oh, he was impossible! Her heart kept leaping at what seemed to be signs he might…regard her as more than a mistress, but she didn’t wish to rush ahead of something he didn’t mean. Her stomach was flopping about like a fish caught on a line, struggling to free itself.

“It’s difficult to say…”

“Is it?” he asked, meeting her eyes.

“I suppose you’d need to make your intentions and feelings clear to the lady. A spectacular ring isn’t enough these days. She’ll need reassurance about the contents of your heart and mind.”

“Will she?” he asked as he kissed her neck.

“Yes! You’ve a way with words. Surely you’ll know what to say.”

“Will I though? When my heart is so full that I can barely assemble sentences? When I struggle to express my regard for fear she might bolt at how deep my feelings run? Have mercy on the love of a man who has only just let his hopes out of a dungeon in which they’ve moldered for far too long.”

Letitia slumped against him, the tears that had begun in the closet coming freely now.

“I love you, Letty. Never stopped. I was sick with thwarted love when we were apart, and now that we’re together again, I’m sick with fulfilled love. I know which one I prefer. If you need time, need to cry in my dressing room, I’ll let you. But I’m going to be right on the other side of that door, waiting for you to come back to me.”

Her fingers were about his neck, and she wept as he held her. It was more than she could have hoped, the antidote to years of despair.

“The ring you saw is yours. I bought it years ago. In fact, I fear that the purchase may have lured my father to town. He denied me the use of my mother’s ring, and I went to the jeweler the same day to buy my own.” Anthony nuzzled in her hair, as if he too had missed her scent, and continued. “I’m glad he did. I picked that for you. No other woman will wear that ring, only the one dearest to my heart. And I will buy no other ring.”

He placed his hands on either side of her face so he could look into her eyes. His were brimming with conviction, taking on a strange light.

“You understand what I’m saying, don’t you? If you deny me, I’ll never marry. There will never be another if you refuse me.”

Letitia studied his tormented eyes. He needed to get to the point and free them both from this uncertainty!

“How can you speak of me denying you when you’ve asked no question?”

“No question…” he trailed off, then smiled. “Letitia Delemere, heart of my heart.”

She smiled back, encouraging now.

“Will you consent to marry me? To be my viscountess? Be with me always?”

Anthony removed something from his waistcoat, and she saw once again that spectacular ring. The ring his bride would wear. If his words were true, the ring only she could wear.

“Yes, but—”

He didn’t let the doubts and worries spill from her lips before he placed kisses upon them and pulled her even closer.

“Good, because I’ve arranged a special license and will not let even God halt our plans this time. I have you at last, and only death would pry you from me.”

Letitia regarded this man, holding her on the fine carpet floor of his apartments as he slipped that glorious ring on her finger.

“I can’t help but feel we must rush to the altar, having come so close before only to be thwarted.”

Anthony smiled, glad she was thinking the same thing as him. Letitia truly was his match, his only love. “I’m glad you feel that way because I’ve made some plans…”


Epilogue


“Where’s your veil, my darling wife?”

Letitia looked about the bedroom, trying to recall where she’d lost the thing after tripping over it all day as they’d exchanged vows and received well wishes.

“Never mind, come here,” said Anthony, holding out his arms to her as he sat on a leather chair beside the fire.

“Why did you want the veil?” she asked, settling into his lap.

“So I could wear it while consummating this marriage, at long last,” he said, his fine lips twisted in a teasing smile.

“In that case, we should pause our coze and hunt for it,” she returned slyly.

“Perhaps I had a vision of wrapping your nude body in it before taking you on our bed.”

She hummed, wishing she’d kept better track of it.

The logs burned merrily, as if they too knew a miracle had happened: a lord had married a fallen woman before the ton and God, in one of the most fashionable churches in the capital. It simply was not done — until it was. And now they could spend the rest of their days together, and in love.

But this brought forth a point of disquiet.

“I’m afraid I didn’t like some aspects of the marriage vows,” said Anthony, dipping a finger into his wife’s neckline and admiring how her bustle looked on his lap.

“Did you hope to pledge that you will obey me, too?” asked Letitia with a wry smile, referencing the promise she’d made to obey her husband, and the lack of a similar requirement for him.

“Oh, I think you’ll enjoy obeying me, my love,” he said, a wolfish grin on his lips. “And I’ll always obey your orders, vows or not. You are not merely my wife; you are my only love.”

“You have a way of giving a wife ideas…”

“My complaint was of a more existential nature,” he said, sitting up a little straighter.

“Was it now?” she asked, surprised by the serious tone in his voice.

“One bit in particular caused me grave offense.”

Letitia raised her eyebrows. Anthony hadn’t exactly been a theologian at any point in the past, so where this was coming from, she didn’t know.

He ran a hand up her thigh, then back down, considering his words. “The bishop said things like ‘so long as ye both shall live’ and we pledged ‘till death us do part,’ but I don’t like it, not one bit.”

“Is that so?”

“I don’t want to pledge my troth to you for this lifetime only, Letitia. Those vows seem insufficient for the promise I wish to make to you.”

Their hands met atop her lap.

“Then we should make new vows, shouldn’t we?” she asked, glancing towards the bed.

***

Anthony slid into his wife, mindful of her comfort, and slowed before pushing fully inside.

“Doing well?” he asked, peppering Letitia’s face with kisses.

“At last,” she sighed, chasing his lips to return the pecks with something deeper.

“Take more?” he asked.

“Come all the way in,” she said, shifting under him to accept his entire cock.

Anthony took it slow, and watched his wife’s expression continuously.

“I’ll not break,” she said. “You needn’t be so gentle with me.”

“But I do,” he said, regarding the dearest wish of his heart, now spread beneath him. “I’ve something to promise you, and it won’t do for you to be wailing with ecstasy already when I’m trying to be tender and loving with my new bride.”

Letitia laughed and wrapped her arms around his neck so they could be closer. “And what promise is that?”

Anthony stroked in and out, watching how her eyelashes fluttered in a way that betrayed how much pleasure she was receiving. His bride was so restrained these days, but he’d have her screaming his name again in no time.

“The promise to eat your cunny whenever you wish it,” he said simply, picking up his thrusts.

Letitia’s eyes widened and then she burst into peals of laughter. “That’s your vow? To lick me there? And here I thought you meant to say something poetic that would make me cry.”

“Oh, did you wish for that? Some declaration of my heart that would make your eyes overflow with tears?”

“You needn’t, Anthony,” she said, looking at him fondly, “not when you’ve already given me so much.”

“Too bad I feel I must,” he said. “Or else my heart might choke on the unexpressed feelings.”

“What feelings?” she asked, her voice faint and hopeful.

“I think I might die if I don’t tell you this: I give you my soul, for all of time.”

“Oh,” she said, her breaths coming quicker now.

“The bishop talking about death parting us made me feel sick,” he said, “sick on our wedding day!”

“We can’t have that,” she whispered, tears running freely as she regarded the face of the man she loved. The man who planned to love her for all of eternity.

“Then we are agreed,” he said, attempting manfully to contain his emotion but failing. He was really the dearest man, the answer to a thousand tormented prayers.

“If death parts us, our souls will reunite in the afterlife,” she said as she looked at the sparkling diamond. “It seems only fair, seeing as we’ve been denied so many years before now.”

“None of that talk,” said Anthony, stroking her nub in time with licks on her neck. “We’re together forever, you and I, and nothing else matters.”

And as she crested in her lover’s arms, Letitia accepted that from this day forward, they would be bonded for all eternity and could let go of fear and doubt, and simply live happily ever after.

THE END
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Chapter 1


London, 1881

“Mr. Pedifer appears to be looking this way. He has one thousand per annum and nearly half of his teeth, despite his age,” murmured Cousin Timothy.

“Sir Grinchetyl is at the other corner of the ballroom. Only has five hundred a year, but the title should quite make up for it,” said Uncle Dennis at her other elbow. “You would like to be Lady Grinchetyl, wouldn’t you?”

Marianne Vyler cast her eyes about the room, trying to find something to say that wouldn’t get her yanked, pushed, or bruised by her guardians, charged with her care since she was orphaned eleven years earlier.

“Don’t even think about the duke as a prospective husband,” said Cousin Timothy. “He’ll never look upon you with favor.”

“Yes, don’t waste time mooning over FitzOsbern,” sighed Uncle Dennis. “The clothes for your coming-out cost a king’s ransom. And they’re an investment in getting you off of our ledgers and ‌onto those of a husband.”

Marianne could barely see the duke; he was so far away. She considered standing on tiptoes to see this exalted and untouchable aristocrat, but it would only enrage her guardians, who resented the expense of renting a modest place in town and new clothes to marry her off quickly.

Uncle Dennis and Cousin Timothy had grown so agitated over the outlay that they’d undertaken to cheat the butcher, baker, and staff out of owed funds. They thought they’d pulled a trick over on the lower classes. The truth was quite different:

Marianne Vyler, a debutante of nineteen, had been sneaking out of the house to earn wages by playing the harp. It was a particular talent of hers, though her guardians discouraged performing before others and making a spectacle of herself.

It was in a London townhouse with a curious partition between the ballroom and orchestra that she’d plucked her first notes in public and allowed the music to transport her while in the company of others. Her fellow musicians sent glances when she’d improvised the sound of wind in the trees based on the decor she could see, but they’d eventually heard the wind, too, and filled the space with spectral notes.

Music that only partially covered the sounds of what was going on. Marianne wasn’t the least worldly debutante in London, so she had some sense that there was something illicit happening under those trees. But what?

It was when the tapestry partition suddenly came down during a performance that she learned what was happening just on the other side of the divide: men were cavorting in the nude while wearing stag masks, likely in some sort of pagan ritual.

After seeing for whom she played, Marianne should have withdrawn from the orchestra. It was clearly a gathering of libertine followers of demonic gods. But Lucy in the kitchen had a son who needed medicine. And Cattermole, the coachman, and Dinah, the scullery maid, were finally expecting a child after a decade of marriage, and the baby would need clothes. The butcher sent decent cuts that didn’t turn her stomach now that their bill was current.

And so she’d continued going to that townhouse and playing for the pagans.

It had nothing to do with the sight she’d beheld when that tapestry wall had first come down, the nude man standing before her, the antlers of his mask seeming to reach into the heavens like the tops of those spindly trees and the heavy thing between his thighs, the first of its kind she’d seen on a grown man.

And he was certainly grown. Tall and broad of shoulder. Unflinching when she stared. A master of all he surveyed. In each performance, she played until her fingers threatened to bleed, wishing for that partition to come down again. Unfortunately, the wind, if composed only of musical notes, could not knock down even fabric walls.

“I believe Sir Robert is coming this way,” said Cousin Timothy. “I should prepare you…”

Marianne shook off her daze. “Yes?”

“He’s unsteady on his feet and might use you to remain upright as he dances. For the sake of all that is holy, do not give him trouble should he place his hands on your person.”

“On my person,” repeated Marianne, catching on.

“That’s what I said,” snapped Cousin Timothy. “Bear up. You’re not so dowered that a man doesn’t want an early feel of the goods he might buy and support for the rest of his natural life.”

And thus, Marianne was reconciling herself to a dance that would be little more than an evaluation of produce at the market when someone stepped before her.

Someone tall and broad. Master of all he surveyed. Her eyes were on his boots, finely made and polished to a shine. Then up to his evening clothes, the tailoring precise. She paused at his neckcloth. A diamond of considerable size secured it.

And then she allowed her eyes to take in his neck, somehow thick and elegant at the same time. His jaw was sharp, and so was the razor that must have removed his daytime stubble. Her eyes also roved up his deceptively soft cheeks until the champagne sips she had been drinking fizzed in her stomach.

Finally, his eyes. Glittering and hard, dark and warm. Her next inhale became a shudder.

“Would one of you gentlemen introduce me to your companion? I am Frederick Clare, Duke of FitzOsbern, and I’m sure we’ve met at some point,” he said with a wave, the rest of him solid and stationary before her, while Marianne thought she might be fluttering so much that taking flight was in the realm of possibility.

Her guardians were silent, shock having descended upon them.

“I require an introduction,” he repeated, trying to rouse them, “because I’d like to request a dance.”


Chapter 2


At last, Frederick had his arms about the harpist who had been haunting his dreams.

The problem was, he’d been so taken by holding her that half of the song was over before he realized he’d yet to utter a word. At the headquarters of the Grand Bucks, Frederick Clare, Duke of FitzOsbern, was the confident and liberated High Buckthorn. In the ballrooms of the ton, his status and noble bearing masked a deep discomfort with social niceties.

No, that was putting it mildly. He was a conversational disaster.

“Weather,” he said.

Her eyebrows arched questioningly. Oh, they were lovely winged little things, and he risked wasting the rest of the song if he kept admiring them.

“The weather is…”

“It is, Your Grace,” she agreed, modestly looking down. Did she like his tie pin? He made a note of her interest.

“Do you…play instruments, Miss Vyler?”

Her eyes flew to his as if she, too, had secrets. He supposed she must if she performed at the Forest. Was he wrong to have asked her?

“I enjoy playing many instruments, Your Grace.”

They turned about the ballroom, the skirts of her gown brushing against his legs most pleasurably.

“Do you enjoy any of them more than the others?”

“I’d have to think about that,” she said, her voice trailing off. At least she’d dropped his title. He held her a little closer.

“I have a harp,” he said abruptly. Would she be suspicious of his bringing it up?

“How lovely,” she said noncommittally.

“One for every estate. I have”—he counted and realized that the silence was intolerable—“many.”

They twirled around a couple that seemed to be well on their way to falling in love. Inconsiderate of them to stop in the middle of the dance floor!

“Do you play?” she asked, clearly unnerved by the lull in conversation.

“I do not,” he said. “I spend most of my time managing my affairs.”

She nodded pleasantly, and he perceived she might take “affairs” to mean something quite different from what he intended.

“My estate affairs, that is. I engage in business.”

“You might find that playing offers a reprieve from the burden of estate management,” she said, her lips curving into a smile. They were pretty lips, the bottom fuller than the top with a little dip in the middle to give her a most charming pout. “Perhaps you might learn.”

“Learn the harp?” he asked, taken aback by the idea. He wasn’t a lithe goddess with gifted fingers; why would he need to play? That would be her role.

“Yes, you might find it quite pleasurable.”

He had to calm himself; her mention of pleasure had him randy as a buck in spring. Which was quite poetic since the first time he’d seen her, he’d been wearing a stag mask with his cock out as he admired the harpist who had been haunting his dreams with her melodies.

Against his better judgment, Frederick pulled her closer.

“How long are you in London?” he asked, peering down at her flushed cheeks.

“Just a few more days,” she said. “Unless…”

He waited expectantly.

“Unless I am to be married,” she said, not sounding even the slightest bit happy at the idea.

“You are engaged?” he asked, trying to fight the urge to rear back.

“My guardians must return to the country. And things are so dear in London…”

She did not know how dear they were.

“So what’s this about getting married?” he asked, sweeping Marianne from the dance floor and maneuvering her to the open doors of a terrace overlooking the garden.

“My guardians entertain some hopes still,” she said, bearing up but clearly glum. “After many years of keeping me alive, they’re ready to be done with me.”

“You fear for your life?” he asked, shocked and prepared to carry her off immediately.

“Oh, no, not at all!” she exclaimed. “They simply want to close the book on me and send me off to be a drain on someone else’s purse.”

“Skinflints, are they?”

She cast him a rueful glance and a secret smile. His heart galloped.

“What are the prospects?”

“I’m told one has half of his teeth yet and another should be allowed a grope.”

“That dismal?” he asked, relaxing against the balustrade. Here in the twilight, in the company of Miss Vyler, his shell of ducal reserve dissolved as he sought to get closer to her in ways that had nothing to do with mere bodies.

Well. Perhaps it had something to do with bodies. But also minds, a first for him.

“I’m lucky,” she said with a forced smile, as if drawing forth a speech she gave herself daily to survive the life into which she’d landed. “I have a warm bed, a full plate, and my dear parents taught me my prayers before they passed. Very fortunate.”

“Is that enough?” he asked softly.

She turned her eyes on him, at once fiery and unyielding. Miss Vyler would be magnificent in her old age — provided that the earthly concerns that plagued her now didn’t bow her shoulders under their weight. It would be a shame for a musician of exceptional talent to be so strained.

“It will have to be enough,” she said, not for a moment allowing melancholy to seep into her voice.

Frederick looked down and realized he was still holding her hand. He’d failed to relinquish it after their dance. Gazing at her small fingers, he reasoned it must be too late now to give it back. Such an action might prove awkward. In the interest of good manners, he continued to hold it.

“I suppose we should go inside. I wouldn’t want anyone to think—”

“Think what?”

Miss Vyler’s eyes darted to the glass doors that allowed revelers in the ballroom to observe them.

“Think we’re up to something illicit?” Frederick asked, his voice warm.

She blanched. “No! No, I…hardly think people would believe you might do such a thing.”

He held back a snort. How little she knew.

“I simply wouldn’t want rumors about you to start. About licit activities,” she continued.

He studied the slope of her nose. It would look so fine captured in oil paint.

“Why shouldn’t people whisper about me?” he asked. “I’m a duke. It happens.”

“Well, I mean, regarding me.”

He moved closer, their gloved hands trading warmth in the evening chill.

“And why shouldn’t you be mentioned in connection with me? Are you not a good girl?”

The way her bosom rose above the neckline of her bodice at his murmured words was most interesting.

“I try to be good,” she whispered.

Frederick had to angle himself away so his raging cockstand didn’t bruise the lady, such was the effect of her speech. She tried to be good? He could help her tap into that instinct and enjoy surrendering to his will. If the ballroom doors had been wooden instead of glass, he would have had her bent over the balustrade right now. Damn glaziers and their cursed craft.

He struggled for words appropriate for the moment that wouldn’t send her screaming, but Frederick had to settle for staring at the stars. His balls ached for need of filling her, and here she stood, oblivious and not at all affected by him! What a twist of fate for a duke who had dodged marriage traps the entirety of his adult life.

“I’m glad to have met you, Your Grace,” she said, the formality returning along with a lift to her voice that signaled she’d soon take her leave.

“And I you, Miss Vyler.”

“Thank you for the dance.”

“It was my pleasure.”

She turned to go, but her hand was still within his. He didn’t relinquish it. The wind moved through the trees and bushes in the garden in a way that reminded him of her playing. It seemed like a sign from the heavens.

“I wonder if you might be induced to stay in London,” he said.

“Stay in London?” she asked, her face painted with consternation. “The only reason my guardians would permit it is if I were to marry one of those men, the toothless gentleman or the groping baronet.” She gestured with her free hand to the ballroom.

“If you were to marry,” he said.

“Yes, if I were to marry.”

She wasn’t catching on, the dear thing. How he longed to kiss her.

Did he even know how to kiss?

“Well, that settles it,” he said.

“Settles what?”

“You’ll have to marry me.”


Chapter 3


Had someone spiked the punch? There was no way the Duke of FitzOsbern planned to marry her. Why, he hadn’t even clapped eyes on her before this very night!

“I beg your pardon?” she asked, certain she hadn’t heard him correctly.

“You sound upset to be leaving London, and it seems an unfair thing to do to a young lady,” he said. “Removing her from friends simply because she hasn’t yet married.”

Marianne catalogued the teas and musicales that she had attended and found that her overbearing guardians had prevented her from forming such friendships.

“If that’s not a cause for consternation,” he continued, “I’m afraid I have committed an act of indecency and must rectify it. By marrying you.”

“Indecency!” she exclaimed, looking about them as if to discover where it was hiding.

“Yes, madam, permit me to convey my sincerest apologies.”

“Whatever for?”

“I caught a glimpse of your ankle.”

“A glimpse of my ankle. In the ballroom.”

“Indeed. And I did not avert my gaze.”

“And so we must marry.”

“Indeed,” he said gravely, then shifted on his feet. “That is, unless you object.”

Marianne struggled to make sense of this conversation. Did she object? To marrying a handsome duke she’d met only just that evening? For a reason that sounded nonsensical?

“I…”

Her life flashed before her eyes. She’d been offered to the dregs of London’s bachelors, and here was the prize of his generation, suggesting they marry for what could only be considered a spurious reason. What was he thinking?

And then Marianne looked into his dark and warm eyes and saw hope. She didn’t yet know his motivations for marrying her; if they were nefarious, God save her. But he was by far the best prospect for marriage she’d ever met. And the first who looked upon her with genuine interest. More than interest; he’d proposed marriage!

Well, not so much proposed as ordered. That would need remedying.

“Thank you for the dance, Your Grace. Have a wonderful evening,” she said, turning to go. And still, after all that time, he didn’t release her hand.

The duke maneuvered to stand before her. “You have not answered my question.”

She liked this man, but he was certainly high in the instep!

“I did not hear a question,” she replied, trying to convey dignity but sounding sniffy, she feared.

Marianne thought she heard the man mutter something about “will make a grand duchess,” but she couldn’t be sure, as the wind in the trees was enormously noisy and distracting. She waited.

“Miss Marianne Vale.”

“Vyler.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“My surname is Vyler.”

“Apologies. Miss Vyler, will you give me the great honor of consenting to become my wife?”

“How can I consent to such a thing when you didn’t even know my surname a moment ago? We hardly know each other.”

“I hardly think it a problem,” he said with a touch of aristocratic hauteur.

“And why is that?”

“Because, should you accept my proposal, I’ll soon know your surname very well indeed.”

He was arrogant but not wrong.

And that is how Miss Marianne Vyler came to accept the Duke of FitzOsbern’s marriage proposal.


Chapter 4


“And so, I am married.”

Frederick Clare, Duke of FitzOsbern, had taken great care to secure his bride, the license, and the church with all haste. He now had his harpist. In fact, she was installed next door, in the duchess’s chambers. Because she was his duchess.

His exhale contained a shudder. Was he nervous? How would one know that?

“My staff alerted me thirty minutes ago that Miss…Marianne dressed for bed,” he murmured. “Is it too early to knock on our connecting door? If I wait, it might be too late. But I’d hate to burst in and disturb her before she’s ready. She might think me overeager.”

He nearly took a sip of the special vintage port he’d opened for the occasion, only to set the small glass aside. Perhaps she’d like a taste before they consummated their marriage? But that had the feeling of drugging an unwilling woman. He wanted his bride willing and wet — and just as consumed with lust for him as he was for her.

“I suppose things are easier where you live,” he said ruefully to his companion.

On the table, next to his glass of port, rested the stag mask he’d worn as the High Buckthorn, one of the legendary Grand Bucks. As a happily married man, those days were now over, and that papier-mâché mask would join myriad family treasures in the attic. Someday, someone might come across it and wonder where the rest of the fancy dress costume had been laid, when, in fact, he’d worn the mask while nude.

He had fond memories of his bucking days, but Frederick didn’t regret securing his wife when the opportunity presented itself. She was too dear to escape him.

Frederick swallowed another sip of port. That didn’t sound right, not allowing her to escape him. He loathed overbearing, dominant husbands who kept their wives alternately at arm’s length and in terror. No, he would undertake to be a gentle sort of helpmate to Marianne.

Tell that to his cock. He was hot and hard, thinking of having his bride in any way she’d allow. Frederick turned his stag mask to look away and then parted his dressing gown to survey his southern horn.

He was undeniably stiff, though hopefully not so large as to present a problem. Should he oil himself before going to his wife? He should have asked one of the former Bucks who had attended his wedding. Their wives looked glowing and satisfied; his friends would have known how to ease the way.

Perhaps he should worship between Marianne’s thighs first? But did young ladies know about such things and look upon them with favor? While the fact was still unknown to her, he knew she had some knowledge of sex, having played at the Forest and seen glimpses when passions brought tapestry walls down.

When had his hand come to stroke his shaft? His cockhead was leaking copious amounts of fluid, all because he imagined doing something he could experience in the flesh if he simply walked next door.

Frederick rose to his feet. He was a little unsteady at first because of the speed at which he stood; his cock must be requiring too much of his blood right now.

Blood. He considered that virgins sometimes bled as their maidenheads gave way. The idea of Marianne suffering made him shudder. He’d need to be gentle to ensure her comfort.

At first, there was no response to his knock at the door. Then he heard a yelp from the duchess’s apartments and showed himself inside.

On the bed, in a position reminiscent of a hare spread and ready for cleaning, was his bride. She wore a gauzy nightgown — the sort of thing designed to make grooms sweat as though the fires were roaring — and she regarded him with some fear.

His heart sank that she feared him and dreaded the consummation of their marriage.

“Marianne, may I enter?” he asked from the doorway.

“Yes, Your Grace.”

That would never do. The fluttering in his belly only intensified as he walked closer and considered what to say.

“Frederick.”

Her brows winged up in an unspoken question.

“Your husband’s name is Frederick.”

“Oh. Yes. Frederick.”

Aside from their vows, it was the first time he’d heard her say his name. Why did it sound as musical as the notes she played? He had a hand on one bedpost to steady himself.

He took in her prone form and subtly made sure his dressing gown covered his throbbing cock. It wouldn’t do to scare her with the sight of it.

Marianne looked down her body at him. Her head rested on a raft of pillows as if she were Sleeping Beauty lying in state. He jerked involuntarily at the thought.

Just when he realized he should move the consummation along, Marianne shyly lifted the hem of that gauzy nightgown and gave him a peek of her ankle.

It was his first glimpse of it, despite his claim he’d seen it in the ballroom; they both knew that didn’t happen. And so his bride was willingly revealing it for the first time, to his delight.

“Marianne, you’re beautiful,” he breathed.

She pulled the hem further. “Do you really think so?” she asked, vulnerable and trembling as she exposed her shapely calves.

He was going to descend into a rut like an animal at this rate. His sack ached for want of entering her channel and flooding her womb. This was going to kill him.

Frederick climbed onto the bed, desirous of consummating the marriage. Without prompting, his bride spread her legs so he fit right between them.

As he shrugged off his dressing gown, she bent her knees. The nightgown slid up and up, finally revealing a shadowy hint of her slit.

Words failed him as he took in the sight, his mouth dry and cock ready to burst. Frederick brought one finger to his wife’s seam and stroked the hair, as if petting her.

She was still at first, watching him with something approaching aristocratic hauteur. But he kept at his gentle awakening of her pussy and was pleased to find dew on his fingers. Marianne was growing wet for him.

“Does it feel…acceptable?” he asked.

Her breath stuttered on her next inhale.

“Yes, I accept it,” she said, as if assembling words was difficult for her, too, when pleasure descended.

“May I delve deeper into your person?” he asked, fighting the urge to shake his head at how awkwardly he’d phrased the request.

“Please do, Your Grace,” she said, widening her thighs.

He didn’t bother to correct her; his gaze and every thought in his mind centered on the parting of those sweet cunny lips. There was no doubt that she was glistening for him, slick and hot and ready to receive his cock. Frederick had to tug at his balls to calm his ardor so he wouldn’t spend untouched, such was the magnitude of his arousal.

“I could do this all day, Marianne,” he breathed, watching as his finger slipped over her spread cunt and stroked over her nub.

Her hips rocked jerkily as if she was rolling on the waves of pleasure for the first time. He wanted to drive her right into the surging wetness and feel the spray on his face.

Frederick shook his head. He was far too worked up, too randy for his wife’s first time. He needed to moderate and control his impulses for fear of losing her!

“May I prepare you?” he asked, his eyes catching on that tiny hole that was supposed to hug his very swollen cock. The idea of pushing into her, feeling her virgin sheath around him, made him jerk.

“I trust you, Frederick,” she said in a small voice, switching to using his given name again without being reminded. He contained a groan.

As the High Buckthorn of the Grand Bucks, he’d had the occasion to pleasure many women, but never a virgin, and certainly not his own wife. Watching his smallest finger press into her untried cunny had him nearly feral with need.

She pulsed and gripped, all while being so wet as to make the slide feel unreal. “What a good girl you are,” he babbled, feeling his brain emptied of more complex sentences.

He traded his pinky finger for the index and dragged his fingertip over a soft and pillowy spot inside, observing as Marianne’s legs shook, but never bringing her fully to climax. He worked himself in and out with increasing speed and let her hole open for him.

“Frederick,” she said, her voice small. “Isn’t there something else you must do?”

He could think of ten thousand. “What’s that, darling?”

“Don’t you need to place yourself within me?” she asked. “At least, that’s what the lady my guardians hired as a chaperone explained to me when our marriage was announced.”

“Yes, I suppose I do,” he said, as if the thought had slipped his mind. He pulled off his dressing gown, and she saw him bare for the first time. Well, the second time, though she didn’t know she’d seen her future husband in the nude, donning only a stag mask, several months before in the Forest.

Frederick stroked his aching cock. “Have you observed one of these before?” he asked, knowing full well she had seen one. His cock.

His duchess didn’t answer, simply reached for it as if transfixed by the sight of a grown man sporting an erection that might just kill him.

Her fingertips, which he’d always imagined would feel cool, were in fact quite warm when they brushed over his cockhead. He jolted at the sensation, and she drew back.

“I didn’t mean to scare you,” he said, bringing her hand back to his shaft with utmost gentleness, then fitting her hand around his hard length.

At first, he thought she meant to stroke him, a very welcome turn of events. But then he caught on to the true object: she was pulling him towards her cunt, heaven help him.

He let her guide him, struggling on his hands and knees to get in position between her thighs. When his tip glanced over her slit as she inexpertly tried to take him, Frederick grasped the bedclothes and begged the libertines gone before him for aid in holding back from an ignominiously premature end to his wedding night.

“You’re very intent on consummating this marriage,” he said with a leer, desperate for some way to break the spell that was cast upon him. The spell that had turned a seasoned rake into a green youth about to disappoint a woman.

She looked stricken, and he realized she might take his statement as if he thought she was trying to sink the final claws into a duke.

He dipped his head and placed a gentle kiss on her lips. “As am I,” he said.

Marianne smiled while his lips still touched hers, and she relinquished control of his cock when he took himself in hand and gently inserted his tip at the entrance of her channel.

She was spasming already, as if halfway up the spiraling staircase to orgasm. He grasped the base of his cock and bit his lower lip to contain his lust.

“I’ll push in now?” he asked.

Marianne nodded frantically, as if she, too, was nearing the end of her tether.

At first, he watched her little hole expand and stretch to take him, all the while going as slowly as possible to minimize the pain. Then he regarded her face, those dewy eyes and flushed cheeks, her lovely lips parted as she received her husband for the first time.

And then he heard a moan. And another. More musical and seductive than even the notes of her harp, washing over him and attacking his spine until he could not stem the surge of seed.

Frederick Clare, Duke of FitzOsbern, libertine and former member of the Grand Bucks, had barely gotten his cockhead within his bride before spending like a green lad with his first woman.

Marianne’s eyes were nearly closed as pleasure swept her away. Then they opened, unsure of why her husband had ceased his movements. He winced, then set his thumb on her clitoris and delivered the most apologetic orgasm to happen in London that year. And the next.

When she’d finished quaking — the motions of which squeezed what little of his shaft had made it inside before erupting — Frederick gently pulled his cock out. The smallest smear of blood mixed with his spend, and he fumbled in his dressing gown for a handkerchief. He should have been more prepared, he castigated himself. Should have known he’d react so strongly.

“Well,” he said, wiping them both and tucking her legs back together.

“Yes,” she said, a little too brightly.

And with that, Frederick swept from his wife’s room, fearful he’d never be invited to return.


Chapter 5


Marianne woke the next morning and discovered that she was not in her bedroom.

Well, she was in her bedroom, but the room had changed. She’d become a duchess yesterday, and accordingly, she now slept in the Duchess of FitzOsbern’s chambers. Her chambers.

She ran her fingers over the brocades and velvets used to furnish the room. Her guardians hadn’t been poor, but they were certainly never this rich. It was the sort of casual, lived-in wealth that made her feel every bit an interloper in this marriage.

But why should she? It was hardly a union she’d sought, she thought as she soaked in her bath. Between her thighs, the last of her husband’s spend — Frederick’s seed — mixed with water and left her. Would there be enough to make a child? An heir?

Part of Marianne grew hot at the thought of presenting a honeymoon baby to her husband, who must be desirous of a son to carry on the title. Oh, to be the proud mama at his christening!

The only problem was…well, in her limited experience, mostly gleaned from things she’d heard and peeked while playing the harp at that strange townhouse, the act between men and women tended to be more vigorous.

Frederick had been the most respectful and gentle of grooms, causing her no pain and not troubling her sleep with his large and imposing form beside her in bed. He’d even made her feel heavenly shakes when he touched her.

Yet, Marianne’s memory drifted to the nude men in their stag masks. It was animalistic and scary. Well, scary at first. Then it had become arousing.

“You may go,” said Marianne to the two maids who had been helping her bathe. “And lock the door behind you.”

The girls quickly bustled out of the bathing chamber, and she heard the tumbler click behind them.

The image of the masked man returned to her mind, unbidden and unwanted. She was a bride! She shouldn’t be thinking about that masked man she’d seen! Other men she’d viewed in glimpses. But this one had stood before her, his manhood hard and thick, body nude, and gaze directed at her from within the mask.

His antlers should have signaled horror. Instead, they’d aroused her strangest, most primal fantasies.

Marianne let a hand slip beneath the water to where her thighs had parted as if to receive that strange man. She slid a finger over her seam, then pushed a little deeper to feel the button that now throbbed for attention. Frederick had touched her there. This couldn’t be wrong.

But then her mind was back to the man who had haunted her.

In her dreams, it was always the same: she was in a forest, much resembling the decor in that strange townhouse. She ran, chased by something. Behind her, there were noises as he snapped branches and leaves crushed underfoot. Her heart thumping, she raced ahead — until she tripped on a root. Then woke, hot and wet, before she could see what happened next.

He found her prone on the ground of the forest, her thighs spread and cheek resting against moss as she tried to scramble away. She smelled decaying plant matter, with leaves from autumn crumbling in her hands as she braced for his touch.

Now, at last, as a married woman, she had a greater sense of what would happen next: the stag-man would insert that horn and release his essence.

She paused. If she were being truthful, she’d seen a much…rougher sort of coupling from gaps in the screen. Her breath quickened as she thought of the man holding her in place and driving himself into her roughly.

With one hand, Marianne touched a hardened nipple. With the other, she fondled the button Frederick had stroked to perfection just last night.

The water in her tub grew cool and sloshed as she moved in pursuit of pleasure, but Marianne couldn’t think of anything but chasing the feeling of satisfaction.

It was as she circled her button the third time that she had a thought: wouldn’t it be lovely if Frederick could use her so? If he covered her body and drove himself home?

And what if he could locate a stag mask, just like the ones used by those men at the townhouse? Like the man she’d locked eyes with that night when the tapestry came down.

At the memory of that man’s jerking cock, Marianne convulsed in the bath, her hand slipping as she gripped the side while rubbing herself to completion with the other.

Shame washed over Marianne as she regained her composure. She was only just married to the most wonderful and gentle of men, and she thought to violate her body? Her husband was a duke who had not allowed her far lower status to keep him from proposing marriage, and she still let her thoughts wander to another man. Here she lay in his marvelous bath, thinking of a libertine with whom she’d not even exchanged a word.

Marianne rubbed her skin red as she sought to scrub off the shame of what she’d done. What was wrong with her? That townhouse must have twisted something in her mind and broken her moral compass; the needle now pointed to the forbidden part of a forbidden man she should not seek.


Chapter 6


Frederick was having a most unproductive time at his club.

He had met Anthony Paschal-Lamb, Viscount Corbet, for tea — the man having sworn off spirits — but one Sir Francis Pinchpenny had interrupted their planned tête-à-tête. Sir Francis had barely opened his mouth to speak before Corbet had laid the man out with a haymaker worthy of the center ring.

“He hadn’t even said anything,” said Frederick, confused as he surveyed the sniveling man on the rug.

“Saved him from a worse punishment,” said Corbet, unapologetic as he used the toe of his boot to adjust Sir Francis’s face and see that he was still breathing. “Terribly sorry, chap, but I should get home to my wife. If she hears of this before I arrive, she’ll have my arse.”

Unexpectedly, Corbet didn’t seem upset at the thought of his wife having his arse. He raced off to collect his hat and coat all the same, clearly under the spell of newlywed bliss.

Newlywed bliss, thought Frederick to himself. As the most recently married of the old Grand Bucks, he should have been at home, slobbering over his young wife and troubling her at all hours of the day for conjugal relations.

And he wanted to. Oh, did he want to. The idea of her drifting about the house when she could be pinned by his cock seemed like the greatest tragedy.

Yet his shameful performance during their consummation mortified him. What must she think of her husband! He’d barely gotten his tip inside before he’d erupted from the sensation and reality of being within her at last.

Frederick sipped ‌his drink. Was he cursed with having a way with all women — except his own wife? He decided on a training regimen for his overeager cock when he saw Matthew Bohun, Earl of Peverel, making his way towards the entrance.

“Peverel,” he said, “a word, if you don’t mind.”

Matt came up short, as if just realizing he was there. “FitzOsbern, I didn’t think we’d see you for a few weeks.”

They shook hands, though Frederick couldn’t help but notice that Matt’s eyes darted to the entrance.

“Expecting someone?”

Matt shook to attention. “Expect…oh, no, not expecting just yet.”

He rubbed the back of his hair embarrassedly. “It’s just that Sophia sent word that her photographic equipment has arrived.”

Frederick didn’t need Peverel to remind him that the Grand Bucks had recently ruined his wife — with the help of photographs. Did this mean…they engaged in taking debauched photographs even now? For their own pleasure? Frederick hadn’t imagined that aristocrats would do such a thing within a marriage. It was lewd, pornographic, and oh so arousing now that he thought about it.

Peverel clasped him on the shoulder, his eyes containing no small measure of pity, as if he understood how his friend was struggling to make sense of this new information.

“She likes it,” he said in a low voice. “Likes it a lot.”

“You’re a fortunate man,” said Frederick with quiet dignity, hoping not to offend him. After all, he’d had his cock inside Sophia’s mouth not so long ago, when she was still Miss Stafford.

“We can all be lucky men, provided we allow our women into our inner lives and most private desires. Call on me should you ever need help.”

Frederick thought about his friend’s words well after the man had departed to cavort with his wife before the lens. If his friends — his raking, libertine, secret sex society friends had found love and acceptance with their wives, could the same be possible for him?

But could Marianne, who had more knowledge of what happened at the Forest than he wished, reconcile the idea of her loving husband with the dominant animal inside? The one he was trying to prevent her from seeing?

A poor showing on his wedding night was one sort of disaster, but roughly using his lady wife was a whole other nightmare. Why, if he mistreated her or shared information about the Bucks and his role, she’d even have grounds for divorce!

He couldn’t risk it. He’d treat her carefully and help her reach pleasure, all while doing his best to fill her with an heir that would make her unwilling to leave his side.

Resolved, Frederick set out for home — stepping over Sir Francis, still on the rug — and ignoring the churning in his guts as he tried to imagine how long he’d need to conceal his true self and desires from his wife.


Chapter 7


In the drawing room of the FitzOsbern townhouse, Marianne mindlessly played the beautiful new harp Frederick had acquired for her use. She had a small one, also just purchased by her husband, in her rooms, but she hoped to catch sight of him when he returned that evening.

She needed to see him again. What she’d done in the bath unsettled her and made her fear — irrationally — that she’d lost him for good by thinking of another man.

When Frederick entered the house, he initially rushed past the drawing room with great vigor as if in search of something. But soon, he drifted back, his movements jerky.

“Marianne,” he said, standing in the doorway and taking her in.

She paused in her playing and moved to rise.

“No, stay where you are,” he said, his steps slow. He was acting as if she were a small animal or child who might be afraid of him! “Play for me.”

As he lowered to a chair near her harp, Marianne played a melody she thought he might like. It was a jaunty tune. Well, as jaunty as a song on the harp can be.

“What did you do today?” asked Frederick, his eyes roving over her as she plucked. She’d dressed for dinner hoping to see him, then eaten alone when the staff informed her that the duke took his meals at his club. She had arranged her hair and kept her gloves pristine, all ready for a husband who never came.

Marianne feared she was well on her way to a broken heart. Or a disappointed one, at best.

“I counted the number of dresses in my wardrobe. Then the shoes and stockings.”

“When you have a need for more, I’ll establish accounts for you. Simply tell my man where. He’ll set it all up.”

Marianne nodded and whispered her thanks.

“And then what did you do?”

She thought back, and her mind snagged on that moment in the bath. Such a tale would hardly prove suitable for one’s husband, especially not when it involved the fantasy of another man’s nude body, commanding pose, and hard member!

“The garden. I walked in the garden and catalogued which bulbs I’d like to plant.”

She thought she heard her husband mutter, “I have a bulb I’d like to plant,” but she doubted he had an interest in horticulture, so she didn’t ask him to repeat himself. She must have misheard. Seeming dim before Frederick might send her sobbing into her pillows.

In trying to manage a conversation with her husband, Marianne’s song had changed from a popular tune to something of her own creation. A lonely cry to the universe that she’d started playing shortly after taking up the harp.

“That melody,” whispered Frederick. His eyes were lidded, and he watched her with an expression that made her wonder if her dress was actually sheer.

Marianne fidgeted in her seat. “What about it?” she asked, half hoping he liked it, half fearful he might break her heart by disparaging her own composition. The composition of her soul.

And then he shocked her. Frederick Clare, Duke of FitzOsbern, slid from his chair to the floor.

“Frederick, are you unwell?” she asked, frozen in fear for his life.

“I’ve never been better,” he said, crawling towards her. “Keep playing.”

As if her notes were the thing keeping her husband alive, Marianne plucked out her song, all while watching him intently.

“That sound,” he said, closing his eyes and allowing his head to hang before he resumed his advance. “You have bewitched me.”

“I didn’t mean to.”

He was at her slippered feet, toying with the pooled hem of her dress. It swished against her ankles and made her shiver.

“The ankle that necessitated our marriage,” said Frederick, lowering his whole body as if to bow. He placed a kiss on those bones, right over her stocking.

“We both know you didn’t see my ankle. You simply wanted to marry me,” she said wryly, allowing her natural humor to escape.

Frederick looked at her, something like approval and relief crossing his face. What did he have to be relieved about? He was a duke!

“Is that so?” he asked, pulling off her slippers. Her stockinged feet rested on the floor. She thanked her lucky stars and somewhat overawed guardians for the wedding shopping trips that had sent her to Frederick with an array of pristine stockings.

“Yes?”

He pulled off his coat, then waistcoat, leaving himself in shirtsleeves. Thinking better of it, he then removed his necktie, too. His shirt was open at the collar. Blood pulsed in his neck. Marianne felt a jolt of fear when she looked into his eyes. He was so intent on her, so potent. He had the look of a predatory animal.

“Keep playing,” he said.

“Keep—?” she asked.

Then he took her stockinged foot and brought it to his shoulder. He was low to the ground, but all the same, his movements spread her legs beneath her voluminous skirts most obscenely. One foot still rested on the floor, and she struggled to remain upright and playing when he didn’t release her captured limb.

“What are you doing?” she asked faintly.

“What I should have done last night,” he said, turning his head to kiss her arch.

Marianne shuddered. Oh, this wasn’t the least bit good. She was in their family drawing room and growing hot and swollen and wet from a few moments with her husband. If he took her to bed now, what would he think of her?

She felt him run his hand up her calf, past her knees, and to her thigh, where the stocking stopped.

“You’re so smooth, Marianne,” he bit out while slipping his fingers inside the top band and drawing it back down her leg. All the while, he caressed and nipped at her skin.

When the stocking was nearly off, he let the material pool at her ankle, then used his teeth to draw it over her foot. It was strange and reverent, a loving ritual she’d never expected.

Frederick dropped the stocking. She struggled to keep playing while watching her husband, and when he ran both hands up her legs, she jolted in surprise.

One slid over bare skin and the other over her still-stockinged leg. “My lovely wife,” he mumbled, his eyes fixed on the skirts of her dress right above the place she’d touched so pleasurably in the bath. Already, Marianne could feel him there; felt herself expand to receive him. It was a heady feeling, as if she’d jumped down from a hayloft suddenly.

“Before I married you, I was something of a libertine,” he confessed before pressing his face into her gathered dress and inhaling.

“Just before?” asked Marianne, well aware that many powerful, very married men carried on with their raking well after marriage.

“I suppose I still am,” he mused from her lap. Her heart dropped; though it was to be expected that he’d carry on with other women despite their nuptials. They weren’t a love match, after all!

“But now I’m only a libertine ‌with my wife,” he continued, pushing her skirts out of his way to see more and more of her legs.

Her heart shouldn’t have responded like a horse bolting at the sound of a starting gun, but she struggled to catch her breath from the speed at which it raced and how hungrily Frederick was gazing at the place between her thighs.

“The prettiest, silliest little drawers,” he mused, yanking on a decorative bow.

“Yes,” she said, remembering periodically to keep playing despite the awkward angle and her most pleasurable distraction. “Purchased by my guardians, it—”

Frederick rent the drawers between his hands, one bow dropping to the floor. Where there had once been pants, there was now fabric with a tear down the middle. A tear in a very interesting, needy place.

“Apologies, I find I do not like the idea of other men buying your underthings. Set up the accounts with my man of business immediately and replace everything.”

“Everything?” cried Marianne. “My guardians purchased them! I can assure you they were quite delighted to perform the service for the last time!”

“Your husband is a tyrant,” said Frederick with a shrug before continuing to tear the fabric away from her body with care.

“What has come over you?” she asked. Suddenly, everything seemed so funny. Her aristocratic husband was acting most strangely!

He sighed and placed her stockinged thigh upon his shoulder. “I want you, Marianne,” he said, not bothering to disguise his hunger.

“Well, that seems most convenient,” she said. “Since we are, in fact, married.”

He moved closer to the apex of her thighs, pulling open a leg and handing her the voluminous fabric of her dress.

When Marianne looked down, his eyes were watching hers. “Does this look like mere married hunger, wife?” he asked. His eyes were lidded, and he used his free hand to part her more sensitive place. He held it, letting the evening air cool the wet, swollen lips that ached for his touch.

“What’s the alternative?” she asked, fearful of hearing an answer she wouldn’t like. This wasn’t trying for an heir in the duchess’s chambers. It felt illicit despite happening within the confines of marriage and their own home.

“There are many ways to be married,” he said, running his nose up the tops of her thighs to where she was now freed of her knickers. “Why don’t you start by telling me what got this pretty puss all wet?”

“Oh, I couldn’t,” she breathed.

“I’ll go first with a confession: hearing you play that song on the harp gets my cock harder than sin.”

“My playing?” she asked. It was hardly to be expected that an instrument associated with soothing music should inflame the blood so!

“You play your windy tune and my cock leaks on command,” he growled. All the while, she played notes as best as she could.

Marianne thought back to the events they’d both attended during the Season and struggled to recall an instance where she’d have played before him.

“But I don’t—”

And then he dropped his mouth — his mouth! — and licked her from the channel that ached for him to fill her to a nub that caused her legs to shake when touched just the right way.

And Frederick knew just the right way. Suddenly, his comment about having been a libertine made sense. Only a man of significant experience could have her writhing on the seat with just one lick.

“Do you like it?” he asked from between her legs, his lips looking wet and swollen. Some of that must be…oh, it was too humiliating to contemplate!

Frederick’s head blocked Marianne’s legs when she tried to close them, and they rested against his ears ineffectually. He held them in place and rubbed his end-of-day stubble over her skin.

“Oh, it feels so…”

“Yes, I assume it does,” he said with a smirk. “Now, why don’t you tell me what got your lips wet?”

Marianne swiped at her mouth before realizing he meant somewhere different. He laughed and then held his tongue over her nub, not quite touching it, teasing her with the promise of what would happen should she obey her husband. She had only just promised to obey him, witnessed by a good portion of London society, hadn’t she?

“I enjoy…walking in a garden,” she started.

“Tupping in a garden,” he said with a chuckle, rewarding her with a lick.

“Oh no, not!” she exclaimed before breaking into peals of laughter. When had her husband become so funny? Maybe he’d always been so, and she simply didn’t know him yet. Given their rush to the altar, that made more sense.

Perhaps he was the friend she’d been hoping for when she composed that lonely song. It had seemed too much to hope for then, and even when her handsome duke materialized to claim her hand. Could he be the person she’d wanted all along?

Frederick buried his face betwixt her thighs with obvious, comedic relish. He made little noises as if devouring the most delicious meal with no thought for manners. It was a heady experience for a girl raised with bourgeois morals and limited understanding of sex — until playing at that mysterious townhouse.

She admired his thick, perfectly cut hair and longed to touch it. Would he permit her to do it? Marianne faltered. It was bold, but compared to the service performed between her legs right now, it hardly seemed a breach of protocol.

Lowering her hand to just over his crown, she wove her fingers through his strands so gently he might not even notice.

But he noticed. Frederick’s movements paused, and he looked up at her.

“Do you like it?” he asked, breathing hard.

“I simply wished to touch your hair,” she said, worried she’d caused some offense.

He glanced down at the spot he’d been tasting and then looked up. “Good. Tug on it to direct me.”

“Tug?” she squeaked when he resumed lavishing her with open-mouthed kisses there.

At first, she tried to caress his beautiful locks. But he grew more and more gentle until she longed for his earlier, lusty licks. If Frederick spoke the truth, the way to remedy this lay in her hands. Well, her hand.

She tightened her hold on his hair and directed him to that nub that he sucked so well into his mouth. The reaction was immediate: she stopped even trying to play the harp with her free hand and used it to steady her shaking body as the duke lavished her with worshipful kisses.

“Frederick, it’s so fast, I’m going to—”

“That’s right, you are,” he said before returning to his ministrations, placing his hand over hers so she couldn’t drop it from controlling his head.

With the other, he wiggled one finger into her channel as he continued to lick and suck. The wet sounds were loud even to her ears, and Marianne looked around the room, noticing the open doors the staff could pass at any moment.

“What if someone sees or hears us?” she asked frantically as something grew tighter and closer with every stroke of his tongue and fingers.

“They’ll say the duke is in love with his new bride.”

Those words! Her heart swelled with hope and fear of hope, all while he pleasured her as if to prove he was not lying about having been a libertine.

“Your little puss sucked me when I said that,” he said, smiling from where he looked up. “You like it, do you?”

“Yes, Frederick, yes,” she gasped as he twisted that clever finger.

It was all too delicious, and the only thing that would make it more so was if he were pinning her down, making her submit to his will, and shoving himself inside of her. All while wearing a stag mask.

Marianne didn’t modulate her scream of pleasure as she exploded on that seat where she’d expected to play lonely songs all night. Frederick licked and sucked her bump as if unwilling to stop, drawing out the shakes that made her fearful of landing beside him.

When her husband eased her to the floor with him and arranged her skirts, she was so drunk on her orgasm that he could position her like a doll without resistance. Frederick roughly opened his trousers while looking at the mess he’d made of her.

Marianne wanted to cover herself and show some decorous shame, but she simply moaned.

“It might make me bad, but I enjoy seeing you wet, boneless, and intoxicated by pleasure,” he said softly, lowering himself over her.

“I love it,” she sighed, letting him arrange her limbs as he liked and enjoying the sensation of his gigantic body coming over hers.

“You almost look defeated.”

“I am. Like a fox at the end of a hunt.”

“And yet you seem to like it,” he said, his cock out now, his hand stroking it to full hardness as he surveyed his wife’s body. “The fox doesn’t fare well at the end of a hunt.”

“Chase me down,” she mumbled, not bothering to think about how her words might sound. “I suspect that with you, I’d fare very well indeed.”

Frederick’s eyes widened and then he was a flurry of movement. His cock was at her entrance. It slid in with a speed and depth she’d not expected.

“You feel that?” he asked, his mouth over hers.

Her shoulder blades pressed against the carpet on the floor as if pinned back. And he speared her inside with what turned out to be a very substantial male member.

“It feels different,” she said.

“I gave you more this time.”

“More? Not all?” she asked, panic setting in.

He shifted his hips and went deeper. “Do you feel that, my little vixen? Do you want that now? To feel like a fox? You want your husband to chase and hunt you?”

“Oh, Frederick,” she moaned. “You do not know how I’ve dreamed of that.”

His face turned from confusion to fury in an instant. At first, she thought he was angry. Instead, lust consumed him, and he used it to move in and out of her at a punishing pace.

“Is it too much?” he grunted, all while continuing to open her for his pleasure. She’d felt nothing of the like, her body suddenly under his control completely as she moved incrementally over the woven fibers of the carpet because of the strength of his thrusts.

Their bodies came together in ways Marianne couldn’t have imagined, the noise percussive and wet, a consistent beat over which their moans played.

“It’s not too much,” she gasped, her stays no match for the way Frederick was making her breasts bounce from his thrusts.

He held himself on one muscular arm and brought the other to her neck. Running the backs of his fingers over her throat and then carefully wrapping his hand around a good deal of it, he asked, “And now, is this too much?”

Was it too much to have one’s husband come home and turn into the dominant beast of dreams? The only thing that would make this better is if he chased her in truth.

Her body must have responded in a way that signaled her pleasure because Frederick broke into a toothy grin, looking quite the predator.

“You like it,” he said. “Or at least your little pussy does.”

“Yes,” she gasped.

“I wonder what other unexpected things you might like, my lovely harpist.” He looked down at her adoringly, gently squeezing her neck and then releasing it.

“I like this,” she said in a small voice, finding that she rather enjoyed being held down while taking his enormous cock.

“Do you want other men?”

Her eyes widened. “You would do that? But your heir…”

“I’d give you anything your heart desires, Marianne. Maybe I’d fill your womb and send you to them with my child thickening your belly. Would you like that?”

She thought of that townhouse where men shared their wives with masked stags. It was close to what she wanted, but not quite.

“I think I’d like to do this only with you,” she said, reaching tentatively to touch his face.

Her husband couldn’t conceal his smile. “Is that so?”

“Yes, but…”

He lifted an eyebrow.

“I wonder if you have an estate in the country. One with an extensive park. You see, I’ve been having thoughts,” she said.

“Have you now?”

Frederick hoisted her thigh and leaned in close so Marianne might pour her filthy visions into his ear. When she made a particular request, he bucked into her hard and unleashed a moan that seemed to continue for ages.

The duke applied his thumb to her nub and stroked that spot until Marianne fluttered to a paroxysm that sent her back bowing off the carpet and channel milking her husband’s thick member. He kissed her neck in a way somewhere between soothing and nipping.

“We can do that, my wife. I’ll see to making all of your fantasies real.”


Chapter 8


Frederick was in his element. He was back at Hartleigh Park, his seat, and he had spent the ride of several days giving his bride heated stares across the carriage while the presence of her lady’s maid forced him to behave decorously.

At night in the inns along the King’s Highway, Frederick would take her — he was a man newly married and deeply obsessed with his wife, after all — but he did so in the most shallow and gentle way possible, earning soft cries from Marianne, but not the dripping, unleashed pleasure they’d shared in the drawing room.

He was teasing her. Or rather, priming her. Getting her cunt so wet and swollen that even his roughest ministrations would feel heavenly after all of that coy play.

When they arrived at the house after a long, meandering drive through the extensive park, they’d parted at the door to the duchess’s chamber.

Marianne had plumped lips from all the biting she’d been doing on the road, he had an aching cock from the same games, and they finally had privacy. But the moment wasn’t yet perfect for the claiming.

“I hope you’ll be down later to welcome our guests,” said Frederick, casting his wife a heated stare.

“Guests?” she asked, taken aback that what she thought might serve as a honeymoon would become a house party.

“Yes, I invited some friends down from London. I think you’ll like them.”

“Of course,” she said, turning away pensively to wash and dress for dinner.

***

“You’re telling me you pursued a musician from the Forest, married her, and haven’t told her you’re a Buck?”

Frederick slumped in the leather chair behind his desk. “Was a Buck.”

“That changes nothing,” continued Matthew Bohun, Earl of Peverel, known to his former secret society friends as Thorncock. “She needs to know the truth. She might have seen things!”

“Oh, she certainly saw things,” said Frederick, recalling the moment a tapestry revealed his entire body to the musicians, including his darling Marianne.

“Where’s Adam? And Edmund?” asked Anthony Paschal-Lamb, Viscount Corbet, who answered to Stagshade in the Bucks’ headquarters.

Frederick poured Matt a brandy from the decanters along the wall. “They’ve begged off — for good reason: their wives are enceinte.”

“Had I known,” said Thorncock, making as if to go.

“You too!” cried Frederick, slapping him on the back and handing him the glass as if it were a prize.

“Early days,” said Matthew, barely able to contain his delight. “We hadn’t expected it to happen so soon, but…”

“You old dog, I bet you didn’t stay off the poor girl,” said Anthony, knowing full well that Matt’s countess was a lusty lass with a taste for exhibitionism. “I’ve brought Letitia. No news along those lines for us yet, and I couldn’t bear the thought of being parted from her, even for a night.”

Frederick handed Anthony a glass of soda water.

“So here we are, a band of libertines brought low by love and babies,” said Frederick with a thoughtful sip. “Somehow, I don’t regret it.”

“You might find that you regret not telling your wife about your past, High Buckthorn,” said Anthony. “Don’t let fear of the truth impede your love.”

“When did you become a poet-philosopher, Stagshade?” asked Frederick, sinking into his chair grimly. His friend was right, but damn him!

“Is that what I sound like?” cried Anthony, slapping his leg. “Wait until I tell Letitia.”

Frederick heard the joy in his friend’s voice at the prospect of sharing with his wife. He wanted that. Not just the quotidian things and today’s feelings but sharing all he was and all he’d ever been. It was heady, if terrifying.

“I’ll summon Marianne now,” said Frederick. “And tell her everything. If you see her run from the house with ribbons in her hair, you know what to do.”

***

Marianne paused at the doorway of her husband’s study, now empty save for him.

He looked up, feeling quite hunted. “Come in.”

She glided in, flowers affixed to her gauzy dress and ribbons trailing from her hair and shoulders.

“You wore it,” he said.

Marianne glanced at the dress and hair ribbons he’d sent to her shortly after their arrival as a gift. A gift with a request: wear this tonight if you’d like to experience what we discussed.

And here she was, wearing that gown. Signaling that she truly wanted what he did from their marriage. It was his turn to offer something to her. Something that may be very unwelcome indeed.

“Perhaps you’d like a seat,” he said, gesturing to the chair before him.

“I think I’d rather stand.” She looked small and nervous. He’d done this to her. The deception needed to end now.

“Marianne, I must tell you something.”

Her eyes looked so full of fear that he came around the desk in case she swooned or felt otherwise unwell.

“I—”

“Before you say anything, there’s something I must tell you,” she said. She was near tears, plucking at a flower pinned to her waist. “I don’t know if this is why you summoned me here, but I should have told you already. The guilt has been killing me.”

What was she on about?

“Our household in London — during my Season — cost my guardians a good deal of money. They economized. They did it so ruthlessly that they stopped paying tradespeople and even the staff.”

Frederick couldn’t speak. He’d never looked askance at his wife for having collected wages, even if it meant playing music near libertines. Why, he was one of those libertines, and he knew quite well that her actions were entirely innocent! And even if they hadn’t been, damn mores, he wanted her.

“I took a position playing the harp. I didn’t realize when I accepted the role that it was for a secret society. That engaged in certain behaviors.”

She looked up at Frederick, now at her elbow, and her eyes were full of tears. “I only played the harp to pay those tradespeople and staff for their labor! But I saw things. Accidentally.”

Frederick’s breath caught. She was about to confess something when he was, in fact, the transgressor. He should have stopped her, apologized for his role, but the beautiful fear on her face had him transfixed. She was perfect like this. He’d never wanted her more.

“I saw…I saw a man,” she whispered. “He haunts my dreams. A nude man. Save a mask.”

“You feared him?” asked Frederick, finding his voice at last.

“I was scared. And something more. Only when we came to be married did I recognize the feeling completely.”

Frederick placed his hand on her forearm, meaning to comfort her, but mostly alarmed that she might flee.

“What I felt was desire.”

She was trembling, eyes wet, and clearly aroused. His cock felt like a steel beam in his trousers. He wanted nothing more than to plant himself in her rich soil, run his cheeks over her moss. Marianne was fertile land, and he meant to sow his seed all over her so their line would grow strong.

Frederick slowly reached a hand to his beloved wife’s face, more pleased than even on their wedding day. He stroked his thumb over the apple of her cheek, then brushed her lips until they parted slightly for him. Even her teeth were beautiful.

“My love—”

She gasped. Had he never told her? No matter, he had something important to share.

“My love,” he repeated, “it is I who must explain something to you. To apologize for my transgressions prior to our marriage. But never after.”

She looked at him in wonder, as if the idea of a duke apologizing to his beloved wife never entered her mind. Oh, the things she would learn.

“I was a libertine. Prior to our marriage,” he said.

“But you weren’t—”

“I was not merely a libertine. I was the libertine. The one you saw.”

Her lips parted on a gasp, and his thumb slid into her warm, wet mouth. It was a distracting sight, the most carnal, erotic thing he’d seen, never mind the revels of before — this was his Marianne submitting to his domination as if by instinct. Heaven help him keep his cock within his trousers when he wanted her so badly.

She studied him, saying nothing.

“Can you forgive me?” he asked. “For participating in debaucheries when I should have only thought of seeking you out? It’s just that I never imagined…never thought I’d feel…”

And then her lips wrapped around his thumb and sucked in answer to his confession. Did this mean she forgave him? Understood? He was awash in doubt and lust, hoping their nascent union would survive.

“I never thought I’d feel—” he said before Marianne pulled him by the neck and kissed him with all the innocent ardor he’d wished of her.

He eased back, trying to understand. She grabbed him again for another kiss. Promising, but his stomach churned at the lingering doubts.

“Does this mean—”

“You were the man I saw?” she asked at last. “The one who awakened feelings in me I didn’t know existed?”

“I certainly hope so,” breathed Frederick as Marianne kissed his neck.

“It’s just that guilt has tormented me. And other sensations. To learn that the person I saw was you!”

A sob escaped. Oh no, he’d made her cry!

“I should have told you sooner,” he said. “I heard your music and saw you at the Forest and had to have you. Had to make you my wife. My duchess. It sounded like madness even to me, and I thought my wishes would scare you if laid bare.”

“And yet I saw you quite bare — save your mask — well before we were introduced,” she said, her eyes gleaming.

“You’ll embarrass me, duchess,” he said, suddenly feeling abashed.

“You think you’re the only wanton in the family. Though I have no experience with men other than you, I had thoughts galore after our encounter.”

“Did you now?” he asked, liking the direction of this conversation.

“I touched myself. I thought of you, your body, and I imagined you dominating me. Using me like the women who visited that townhouse.”

Frederick could only hold her close, bend his knees to press his clothed cock into the hollow between her legs, and soak up the warmth pouring from it.

“Did it help?” he rasped.

“Not enough,” she replied, just as breathy.

Frederick was pulling at her skirts before he realized what he was doing, fumbling through the diaphanous fabric and finding the place between her thighs to slide his fingers. That pelt of fur, so soft he wished to rub his face in it. Her welcoming, splitting lips anointed with slick honey. That grasping channel that sucked on his exploring finger.

She was perfect. Wet. And they had shared their secrets.

All that remained was to celebrate their full union, as Buck and wife.

“You feel ready, my wife,” he whispered, giving the softest of thrusts from just one finger. He wanted their coupling to be overwhelming and nearly too much. And he suspected his wife would want the same if she knew how pleasurable a little self-denial would feel.

“I want you,” she said. “I want this. To experience…”

“Getting fucked like my little vixen?”

Marianne nodded, a blush spreading down her neck becomingly. How lovely it would look when streaked with mud.

“Then you’d better run, my love. Because you’ve a big, bad stag coming to fuck your cunt.”

He slapped her on the arse and threw the door to his study open, letting in the chill night and offering a path that led straight into the estate’s park.


Chapter 9


Marianne had been transported into raptures at the gauzy fabric, flowers, ribbons, and — most of all — the delicate matching slippers when Frederick had sent a dress for her to wear this evening.

Now, as she tore down a garden path leading into the forest of the park, she cursed Frederick for gifting her such impractical shoes. They slipped even on the paving stones of the walkway. When she encountered a place with moss, she slid, only regaining her balance at the last moment.

It made her flight into the dark night harrowing in ways she hadn’t expected. The danger was real. She slowed her pace, not wanting to break her neck because of a game.

And then, as she dashed to the treeline, she thought she saw movement. Torches had been lit in the garden, illuminating only the first row of trees.

As with the townhouse where she and Frederick had unexpectedly first seen each other, the treetops were spindly. But these living specimens now sprouted green shoots and buds, preparing to burst into their summer abundance.

Below them, Marianne shivered. She’d failed to grab a wrap and had to rub her exposed forearms while running forward.

And then she spotted something again, and it wasn’t just the awakening trees. To her right, she saw antlers. The light’s angle made the eye sockets of the familiar mask from the Grand Bucks revelries appear empty.

She ran towards him, thrilled that their game had come to a safe and quick conclusion. But as she drew near, everything seemed wrong. This man, nearly a giant, would even tower over Frederick.

“You’re not!” she gasped, taking in this interloper. Why, it must be one of their guests, a friend from the Bucks. But she’d set out to find Frederick, not revel with a group of men!

Marianne raced off in the other direction, hearing branches snap behind her as the Buck gave chase.

Her heart beat faster, fear and arousal flooding her system and giving her legs a stamina she’d imagined impossible.

Up ahead, she thought she saw another set of antlers. But now she was wary, skittish.

“Frederick!” she cried.

The mask swung up, focusing on her terrified face and stilling until the intensity of the gaze from those darkened eyeholes sent her fleeing deeper into the forest. Frederick wouldn’t be so quiet. He’d signal that he was within; she knew he would!

Further and further, she fled, stumbling over low branches and tearing the hem of her dress as it tangled on brambles. At one harrowing moment, a trailing ribbon caught on a tree, and the bodice of her dress tore as she yanked herself free. With one hand covering her chest and skirts in the other, she minced forward into the darkness.

***

Within the darkest part of the park, he awaited her, his beautiful bride.

She was lovely as she sought to maintain a dignified hold on her gown, unaware that it was designed to shred at the slightest tug. Regardless of how carefully she moved, she would eventually expose herself to him.

He stood overlooking her struggle through the trees, his mask already on but his nude body exposed to the chill of the night. He needed to be ready to take her. To mount her. To fuck his little fox into submission and leave her dripping with his seed.

It was no mistake that the Grand Bucks wore stag masks; there was something within each of them that called back to an animalistic past. A time when the chase was the only mating dance before a rough and thorough consummation. A claiming.

Frederick stroked his cock, heavy and hot despite the spring weather, and rubbed the slick fluid leaking from his slit over his shaft. He needed to get ready for her.

If he knew his Marianne, she’d be wet from her flight into the forest. But she was still so small and inexperienced, while he was considered quite large. He must claim his bride roughly while not harming her.

Frederick saw her approach. She tripped, and her hand fell away from her bodice, revealing the curve of one naked breast. She’d followed his orders and left off her bustle and corset tonight. He’d make quick work of unwrapping his prize and freeing her body.

He’d set her free. She was so close. With just a few more steps, she would be under his control.

***

At a clearing, Marianne paused. The light from the torches had long ceased to illuminate the forest, and she was terrified of walking too far and ending up lost.

What would happen if she wandered outside of the bounds of their game and Frederick and his friends needed to find clothing, their servants, and his hunting dogs to track her down? Meanwhile, she’d be shivering, various kinds of wet, and fearful all the while.

She laughed, imagining her shock if she was expecting a rough claiming by her husband — only to be set upon by a worried footman charged with finding the new duchess.

And then she heard a snap that made her skin crawl. A crack, as if a branch had broken under someone’s foot.

Another.

“Frederick?” she called into the dark, terrified of their game and simultaneously aroused.

Marianne spun about, looking for the source of the noise. At first, she saw nothing, just darkness. She wondered if she’d suddenly gone blind.

And then her eyes adjusted and heartbeats slowed. From across the clearing, a man advanced on her. A man wearing naught but a stag mask.

“You should really wear boots here,” she said to him, trying for a light and playful tone but speaking with a wobble in her voice.

He said nothing, merely came forward as if an automaton set on a course for her.

“The weather is quite pleasant for spring,” she said, trailing off when he was steps away. She could see his body, large and firm, and his cock hanging between his legs. The antlers of his mask seemed to blend in with the treetops as if he, too, was an oak, destined to remain in this park forever.

Despite her fear, Marianne stayed still. She needed to know something before their game could begin.

“Are you my lord husband?” she asked in a whisper, searching the mask for signs Frederick was inside.

He raised the papier-mâché slowly to reveal his face to her. Those beautiful lips, that strong nose, and his glittering eyes focused on her so intently. It was him. This was real.

And now their game could truly begin.

***

When Marianne turned on her heel and raced away from him, deeper into the forest, Frederick felt his heart leap unexpectedly.

Oh, he wanted to fuck her most thoroughly, but it was her willingness to play with him and indulge their shared primal pleasures that gave him the greatest satisfaction. She was his match, his duchess in every way.

She wasn’t wrong about the need for shoes here; he’d pay the price for the stones and branches underfoot as he chased his bride in her streaming white gown. Yet the scrapes only strengthened his resolve to give her some delicious pain so they might lick their wounds together before making more.

His cock bobbed between his thighs, slapping at one side then the other until it grew hard from the sensation and adrenaline from the chase. He hoped she was wet and ready; he wouldn’t be able to resist taking her roughly the moment she was under his control.

And then his world went sideways: she was glancing back when she slipped and went crashing to the ground.

***

The air disappeared from Marianne’s lungs before she knew what had happened. Trying to breathe again, she sprawled on the dirt with a bunch of leaves in her hands.

She saw Frederick rip the mask from his face and crouch beside her, his expression wild as he felt all over her prone form to check for injuries.

“Are you well?”

At last, she could draw a breath. She nodded, feeling her body come alive again as she drew in great gulps of air.

He gathered her in his arms, tucking her head under his chin. “God, Marianne.”

His chest was warm, smelling lightly of his sweat and traces of the cologne he favored. The feel of his skin made her belly flip as she recalled the purpose of this evening’s chase.

She brought a hand to his hair, always so precisely arranged, but now disheveled from his mask and their game. It was soft and thick, the perfect length for tugging so she might draw him near for a kiss.

When they parted, Frederick was also out of breath. “Marianne…”

The notes of longing and desire in his voice set her body aflame. She laid a hand on his abdomen and then slid it down and down until she felt the wiry hair that surrounded his cock.

He was hard now, fully susceptible to his wife’s comely charms despite his fear just minutes before. She brushed her hands on her ruined dress and then brought them to his straining prick, earning her a groan.

“You’ve just suffered an injury.”

It was a whine, a plea. He might dominate her in the forest, but she was not without her own sort of control and mastery. In response, she stroked him harder.

“But I can’t…”

She worked his shaft, showing him just how disinterested she was in his attempts to end their game prematurely.

“If you insist on continuing, I won’t be soft with you,” he ground out.

“I don’t want you to be.”

“Then get on your knees and present your cunt for my use,” said Frederick.

She scrambled up from his arms, but rather than assuming the position he’d ordered, she crawled on the dirt as if trying to get away from him.

“You think to evade my dominion over this forest?” he asked in a towering voice behind her. “You might make it a few feet, but I’ll make you take every inch in the end.”

She nearly stopped her escape then, just to feel him take her sooner. Frederick was a surprising mix of commanding and gentle. It was no wonder she’d fallen deeply in love with him.

In love with him. She was in love with her husband. She paused as the wonderful feeling of realization overtook her.

And that’s what allowed Frederick to reach her. He was above her, his arms around her, his legs forcing hers apart. That damned gown tore away without resistance under his grasping hands, and she felt him yanking at the fabric, then groping her breasts roughly.

He pulled away only to tug at the last of her dress.

“I’m going to fuck you, little vixen,” he growled against her ear. “I hope your tiny pussy is ready to take this big, bad cock I have for you.”

She could do naught but moan as he slid that shaft between the slick tops of her thighs and let her cunny lips feel the sensation of how he’d slide inside her soon.

“Your cunt is wet for me?” he asked, plucking at her nipples until she cried out from the mix of bliss and pain.

“With fingers like that, you should play the harp,” she gasped.

“I’ll play you like a harp,” he grit out, fitting the swollen head of his leaking cock at her entrance. “Now take this shaft I have for you. I have a pussy to claim and a womb to fill.”

Marianne’s scream of pleasure echoed in the forest, marking the moment her husband shoved himself inside her body without hesitation and let her feel the weight of his feral desire for her.

She panicked and inched forward, seeking to scoot away from his driving cock that was so overwhelming and large.

Frederick caught her hips and held her in place, giving her no quarter as he thrust. Her moans escaped her; not the sort she could make in the house, where they were a duke and his duchess, constantly surrounded by servants, but a stag and his plaything who needed to be mounted and bred.

“That little cunt is so good for me when you’re not trying to scurry away,” he said, holding himself deep as he opened her on his cock. “But I need to get this womb filled, so you’re going to be a very good girl and take it just how you need it.”

She was about to ask what he meant by that when Frederick directed her head down to the ground of the clearing. He gently turned her face and then pressed her forward until her cheek rested against the fallen leaves, now rotting from a winter of damp and cold.

Her body bowed at the sensation of having her shoulders and hips pinned, cunny stuffed full, and mind blank of everything except her husband’s rough claiming.

“I’ve longed to mount you since hearing your song, my love. And now I’ll fill you in the only way that will truly mark you as mine.”

He dropped a hand to her lower belly and let her feel the warmth of his palm. “I need you to hold my seed here so you swell with my child. Can you do that? Can you take this load I have for you?”

“Yes, Frederick, I want it,” she groaned against the leaves, her body so close to erupting that she’d promise him anything.

“But first I must,” he shifted his clever fingers to find her untouched nub and let them play over her sensitive body.

It took three strums until she broke, her hands coming to fists as she milked his cock with her orgasm and felt something deep within quake and move.

“Yes, take that seed,” he rasped, his hand on her hip holding her hard as he thrust in rapidly and without remorse as she continued to wail through her climax.

“You feel how wet I’ve got that cunt?” he asked, still stroking in and out despite their eruptions trailing off into mere sated bliss.

“You’ve seeded me,” she said tiredly, wishing she could collapse in a heap. Marianne moved to lie down, but Frederick kept her in the position in which he’d placed her.

“Stay like that,” he said. “Face down. Arse up. I need that womb filled. And if you’re a very good fox, I’ll fuck you again once I’m satisfied my seed has settled.”

At that, she straightened her back and prepared to wait as long as necessary to receive her reward.


Epilogue


Four months later

“Now, play just as I taught you,” said Marianne, giving her husband a pinch on the thigh.

“But I can’t, my love,” he whined, “not when I’m in such a state.”

That night after dinner, the duchess had locked the doors to the drawing room and resolved to teach the duke how to play the harp he admired so much. Sadly, the lesson was quickly going sideways as Frederick grew hard and horny from playing the instrument he associated with his delectable wife.

From her spot on the floor next to where he was sitting, Marianne allowed her regal brows to raise inquisitively.

“I’m so hard for you,” he groaned, rubbing over the place his shaft was hot and ready in his trousers.

Marianne leaned over and plucked some notes to toy with him. “Take it out,” she said softly.

Frederick froze, as if trying to understand if she was saying what he hoped she was saying. Then he rose from the seat without delay and opened his placket.

“That’s it,” she said, licking her lips. “Take it out for me.”

When he got himself free of his smalls, Frederick watched as his rock-hard cock came into view — with a line of drool emanating from the tip.

Marianne put her hand to the string and followed it up to the slit currently pumping out liquid in anticipation of pouring his sack into his wife. She let her fingertip rest against the small hole, playing with the opening and all that slick fluid.

“Put your hand…your hand around it,” said Frederick, desperate to feel her jerk his cock.

“Maybe you could practice those notes I taught you,” she said, flashing him a daring gaze.

“Blast the musical lesson,” he whined, still standing before his wife with his cock out. “I want you.”

“And I want you…to practice your lesson,” she said. “I promise it will be most enjoyable. Take a seat and show me what you’ve learned.”

Frederick shuffled to the seat and sank onto it, his thighs spread wide so as not to upset his aching piece. He’d be sure to get his wife back for this torture; perhaps the next time she begged to be ridden hard, he’d treat her to the softest, most respectful of thrusts.

“Now play a glissando,” she said, her manner that of a governess. Thinking about his wife as a governess only made him randier, and Frederick had to rack his brain to recall the notes he’d learned.

He plucked, and the sound wasn’t unpleasant.

“Oh, that’s good, husband,” she said, her eyes warm.

And then Marianne shuffled close and licked the head of his cock.

“Darling!” he exclaimed, his fingers grabbing at the harp strings to steady himself. It made a discordant sound, and she drew back from where she’d been so pleasurably only moments before.

“Again,” he rasped. “Please.”

“Again,” she replied, inclining her head to the harp. “Please.”

Frederick had not a whiff of musical inclination, but he plucked and played frantically as his wife anointed his cock with her mouth. Did it sound correct? Was this even music? Would his inexperienced fingers bleed? None of it mattered, not a single concern, as his ladylike wife — his duchess — teased his cockhead with her mouth.

“I think I love you, Marianne,” he said, repeating what he said often with wonder, as if it had only just occurred to him.

“Is that so?” she asked, pulling off his cock, to his great consternation.

He nodded frantically.

“Do you know what I like?”

“Me playing the harp?” he asked.

“What else?”

Frederick paused. He needed to get this right. “Chocolate in bed upon waking?”

She nodded thoughtfully. “I do enjoy that. What else?”

Frederick thought to that chase through the woods, when he’d worn a mask and taken her most brutally. Did she want that? While wearing their dinner clothes and ensconced in the drawing room? If she wanted that, he would need to prepare a funeral for his cock because it would never soften again until he was laid out to join the ancestors in the family crypt.

“Do you enjoy…being taken?” he asked. “Used roughly?”

Marianne’s breathing slowed. She licked her lips, where she no doubt tasted his cock, and crawled towards the center of the room.

On her hands and knees, she struggled with her dress to bring it up, fighting the weight of her bustle.

“What’s this?” asked Frederick, rising from his seat with authority, cock in hand. “Is a little fox trying to get fucked?”

Marianne whimpered, knowing what was coming and expecting the pleasure of a rough fuck.

“Open those thighs for me,” said Frederick, slapping his cock against his wife’s arse as he joined her on the floor. “Wider.”

He took in her wet slit, just as ready as he was, and thanked the wind in the trees, the maker of harps, his wife’s ancestors, and all the Grand Bucks before him for bringing them together.

“I heard you like it soft like a springtime drizzle, little vixen,” he said.

“No,” she cried, her fingers digging into the fine carpet to maintain some traction when her husband finally relented and gave in to her wish to be taken hard. “I want it like animals do in the forest. I want to be mounted.”

Frederick dragged his cockhead through her sopping slit and let it slide over her straining little nub. Nevertheless, he didn’t push into that tight hole, didn’t test his wife’s limits as she wished he would.

“But animals do so for a reason,” he said, flexing his hips to tease the entrance of her clasp while never sinking inside.

“A reason?”

“They do so to breed. To make new life. Do you think you can take this seed and give me a litter?”

“Put it in and find out,” she huffed.

He laughed and grasped her shoulder, bringing her down hard on his cock. He’d impaled her to the root, then he paused for a moment to let her feel it.

“If I came right now, I’d paint your womb. Good chances of a litter.”

“If you think you can get away with one stroke before seeding me, you have another think coming, Frederick. This isn’t our wedding night!”

The duke howled, loving that his wife begged for nothing more than being dominated in bed — or on the forest floor, when they could get away — while also growing into her role as duchess in every way. Including telling her aristocratic husband exactly what he needed to do to make her happy.

He teased the rim where he stretched her cunny and touched her puffy lips, so welcoming around his cock. Then he let his fingers glance over that swollen nub that never failed to get his wife shaking with pleasure.

“That’s a good girl, a fine little duchess, swallowing up my cock. Take it,” he said, thrusting hard and letting her determine how to stay upright.

“I’m trying!” she cried out.

“Now, don’t you have something to tell me?” he asked, fondling her clitoris with feathery touches.

“Tell you?” she asked, her voice going higher.

Frederick grasped her hips and drove himself home hard, earning him wails of pleasure. My, she was a game girl, the only desire of his heart.

“I happened to see the doctor on the way out of the house.”

“Did you?” she asked faintly.

“Dr. Riddle. I think he specializes in something.”

“Does he?”

In a moment, Frederick had them turned around, and he covered her on the floor while facing her so ‌they could have a conversation. Cradled between her thighs, he rocked deep and studied her reaction.

“Might you have something to tell me?” he asked, trying to keep his hopes in check in the event the news wasn’t what he wished.

“Well,” she said, licking her lips, “when a very virile stag chases down a hind on his estate, sometimes there’s a result.”

His heart felt like it was going to leap out of his body. He needed to maintain his masculine control. But!

“Are we certain there’s a result?” he asked softly.

“Quite certain,” she said, trying to hide a smile. “I wasn’t sure until, well—”

Marianne seized his hand and brought it beneath the hem of her dress, sliding it up to her belly.

“Stay there a moment. I’ve experienced the quickening.”

Frederick was all amazement. Quickening already would mean that they may have made their baby, why, that first disastrous night when he’d tried so hard not to scare his bride. Or the night he’d fucked her repeatedly on the forest floor.

“But you’re still so trim,” he said, terrified of how happy he was at the news. A child! Already!

“I’ll grow round yet, just you wait,” she said wryly.

“I’ll give you every nut in my possession,” he growled, nipping at his wife’s lips.

Marianne laughed, the sound now as beautiful to him as those notes of the harp. What a miracle she was, his duchess, and she was all his.

Well, perhaps not all his, not now.

“Here!” she cried, grabbing his hand and moving it to where the babe fluttered in her belly. “You made me laugh, and the baby awakened.”

“It sleeps?” asked Frederick in wonder as he stroked ‌the taut skin of her abdomen.

“I think so,” she said. “Sleeps, rolls, kicks. It’s faint right now because she’s small yet.”

“It’s a girl?” asked Frederick, his heart lifting.

“Oh, I just call her that. Trying not to get my hopes up for an heir,” she said shyly.

Frederick temporarily could not speak. He wanted to reassure his wife that any child born to them would be a perfect miracle and exactly what he’d wanted.

“Baby,” he said.

“Yes, a baby,” replied his wife, cradling his face in a way that made him feel as though his bones could melt with pleasure at the love radiating from her touch.

“I’ll love them,” he said. “I’ll love any child born to us. Not just my heir. A daughter who plays the harp as beautifully as her mother…”

He paused, overcome by the vision. Yet through the emotions, he never faltered in his thrusts.

“What you make pleases me beyond measure, my duchess.”

“What we make,” she gasped as he slid over a spot that never failed to make her clench reflexively.

At that, he couldn’t find words, simply dropped his hand to the places he knew to play the notes that set his bride crying in pleasure.

It had become his favorite tune, even more than the one that had drawn him to her. The music that had captured his heart.


Coda


The Forest, London, 1882

“Say, you wouldn’t have seen a camera lens, would you?” asked Clarence Brocklehurst, relieved to have finally gained access to the headquarters of the Grand Bucks. He’d last spotted the lens while a masked man drove his piece into a woman well on her way to being ruined.

A small man, who was diligently cleaning the fabric on a chair, looked up at the young gent about town.

“You’ve come for it?” he asked.

“Why, yes, I have!” Clarence exclaimed, delighted to know that his lens had been found.

The man continued cleaning, his face somewhat gray, as if struggling from exhaustion.

“Where might I find it?” asked Clarence good-naturedly but a little perplexed that the man wasn’t forthcoming with the location.

He pointed across the grand ballroom to an open door.

Clarence took his time walking over the green fabric floor of the Forest, admiring the spindly trees. When he looked closer, the branches seemed to play host to a wealth of spiderwebs. The reflecting pool had been drained. In the few remaining little pools of water, mold had bloomed. Even the fabled thrones on which the Bucks had sat during their revels were under dust covers.

“The place looks a little tired. Are they ever coming back?” asked Clarence across the room.

The man didn’t reply.

Clarence continued to the lounge he’d been told would contain his lens. Upon entering, he stopped in shock.

Before him, covering all surfaces, was the detritus of a men’s club long in existence. At his feet, a globe. On a large table, there was an entire array of liquor bottles, including one that appeared to have been recovered from the Spanish Armada. A pile of discarded cravats filled one chair, while a stuffed badger sat in another.

It was after consuming a good quantity of the Armada liquor that Clarence found his missing lens. It was stuck between the pages of a book with a handsome tooled leather binding.

“The men of the previous age had style,” sighed Clarence while flipping through the pages mindlessly.

As expected of a secret society where men wore stag masks and shared women, the book contained fanciful illustrations of deer leaping through royal parks alongside hand-written glosses on names and heroic actions.

“They really fancied themselves to be stags,” giggled Clarence into his dusty snifter.

And then he turned a page that changed his view entirely.

***

When Clarence Brocklehurst burst forth from the Grand Bucks’ lounge that evening, he discovered the Forest was no longer a tired imitation, but, in fact, the real thing.

The cleaning man was nowhere to be found, and each step he took crushed fragrant violets under his boots.

Unconcerned about his camera lens and deeply concerned about escaping this place, he ran in the direction he thought would return him to the street, where he might safely void the contents of his stomach and hail a cab.

He was close to where he remembered the doors being located when he felt, rather than heard, the ground shake behind him.

Clarence knew he shouldn’t look back, shouldn’t risk turning to salt just because of his damned curiosity, but he had to know. Had to see some sign that what the book depicted was real.

On a hill that had never existed before, there stood a royal buck, its antler points almost too many to count. It remained perfectly still, as if posed for a painting or illustration in a book.

It did not acknowledge him or even appear to see him. Did they exist in the same plane of time and space? What strange magic had bewitched him?

Clarence waited to see if the stag would transform as he’d seen in the book, but it remained still. The manuscript must have been a flight of fancy.

“Do you know the way out?” asked a muffled voice.

Clarence turned and nearly jumped out of his skin when he saw someone wearing a papier-mâché stag mask behind him. They pulled off the mask. It was the cleaning man. “Do you know the way out?” he asked again.

Clarence looked back at the forest, trying to reconcile reality with what he’d seen. It was once again an indoor, dusty imitation of the green wonderland that had been there only seconds before. The stag was gone.

“I think I can find my way out,” said Clarence, his mouth suddenly dry.

“Do you want a mask? They’re quite useless now that the club has disbanded after 150 years.”

Clarence regarded the mask offered to him with a mix of longing and horror. Those broken antlers and that proud snout should have been the realization of dreams. But he feared very much what he had seen.

“I know the way,” he said, scrambling for the entry.

He’d just constructed a convincing explanation for what he’d seen both in the book and in the Forest — and then he caught a whiff of the violets on which he’d trod.

***

The cleaning man shrugged and locked the front door to the Forest for the last time after seeing that Clarence had made it into a hack.

He tidied the supply room and swept the entryway before determining that his work was done. It was time for him, too, to say goodbye to the headquarters of the Grand Bucks. Hopefully some other employer would reward so handsomely his knowledge of stain removal.

Before showing himself out through the servants’ entrance, he brought the abandoned stag mask to the lounge. He glanced about the accumulation of trash and treasures, considering whether he should remove or sell some of it. Best not to tempt fate; the peelers might think he was stealing.

He set the mask down on the large table around which the Grand Bucks had once met, the muzzle directed at a book: the only extant copy of a manuscript called The Legend of the Bucks.

THE END
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