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Chapter 1

London, 1880

“What I wouldn’t give to put a baby inside of you again.”

Julia Balistarius, Duchess of Astwell, woke up remembering her husband’s provocative words last night. Did he really mean to say that?

She attempted to move, but groaned when her sore body protested.

“Stay in bed with me,” said Laurence, her husband of fifteen years, who had recently begun to fancy himself in love with her — after she’d resolved herself to seek pleasure outside of their marriage.

“I need to visit the children in the nursery, as I do every morning,” she said, not resisting when he draped his arm over her waist and hugged her close.

“I’ll go up with you,” he said. “After we luxuriate in a manner befitting a Duke and Duchess.”

As Duke of Astwell, Laurence Balistarius knew quite a bit about how to conduct himself with ducal splendor. His wife, who came to the marriage from the industrial class with a dowry large as any northern factory, was still learning from his example.

He reached for her hand and studied the enormous diamond ring, a prize piece from the legendary Astwell jewels, that he’d finally slipped on her finger last night.

“I didn’t even have to resize the band,” he said. “You fit me so perfectly.”

Julia rolled her eyes. “I fit you perfectly for a very long time,” she said, “and you seem to prefer a bit of friction.”

“Do I ever,” said Laurence, rolling her over in a way that he landed on top, between her legs.

“We are not doing that this morning,” she said, giving him a shove to the shoulder. “I’m sore. The children need me, and we are most certainly not having another baby.”

He let Julia slide from his bed. When her feet hit the floor, her body crumbled and she gripped the bedclothes for support as her aching muscles protested last night’s hard use by the Grand Bucks, a secret society of men that gathered to wear masks and share women.

Laurence slid from the bed and extended a helping arm. “Darling, wouldn’t it be better to stay in bed?”

“You claim to want another baby, but what of the ones we have?” she asked.

“They’ll still be failing to learn their letters this afternoon,” he said, waving a hand.

“They’re doing very well with their letters, which you’d know if you set foot inside the nursery you profess to want to fill!” she exclaimed.

“Ahh, there’s my huffy, heated little pigeon,” said Laurence, squiring her to her dressing room and planting a kiss on her pursed lips. “I’m afraid I made a mess of your hair last night. I’ll ring for Makeblythe and she’ll sort you out.”

He sailed off to attend to his own preparations for the day, leaving Julia in her dressing gown with a mountain of unresolved thoughts.

* * *

When Julia was finally ready to ascend the stairs to see the children, Laurence breezed through the doorway that connected their rooms, which coincidentally no longer had a door separating their chambers. She suspected he had instigated that change, but he wasn’t owning up to it.

“Shall we, my dear?” he asked, offering his arm.

She slipped her arm in his and they swept through the townhouse together, a handsome pair finally living in harmony. Almost.

“Laurence, what you said—”

“Let’s see the children. We have time to forge swords into bassinets later, especially if it means that you’ll get plowed,” he said.

“I can’t believe you’re being so crude on the way to visit the children,” she said, quiet since they were passing footmen in the hall.

“My crude thoughts led to the creation of those children,” he said, stealing a kiss on her neck.

They soon entered the spacious nursery, where all but their oldest child spent their days playing and learning with their various nurses, governesses, and tutors.

“Baba,” said their littlest, Emilia, with her shaky voice when they entered the room, her hands in the air.

Laurence swept her up in his arms and pressed a kiss to her ruddy cheek.

“Baba,” she said again, very seriously. “Baba.”

“See, even Emilia wants a younger sibling,” murmured Laurence for Julia’s ears only.

“She seems to know you well,” said Julia, a look of surprise on her face.

“Oh, we’re old friends,” he said, carrying the baby over to where the two older children worked with their teachers.

“Papa,” said Thomas, jumping up from his desk and running to his father’s side despite nearing the age when he should have developed a distaste for his pater. The boy wrapped his arms around Laurence’s waist and Emilia’s little legs.

“You rarely come until later,” said Thomas.

“I came with Mama this morning,” he said.

“Will you still come later?” he asked, hugging him tighter.

“We can still have tea together,” said Laurence, placing his hand on his son’s head as if in benediction.

Julia glided through the room and greeted her precious Mariona, who had been reading quietly with her governess.

When Laurence rejoined Julia, she was all amazement.

“You’ve been secretly visiting the nursery all this time?” she asked.

“I hardly think it a secret when a duke visits his children,” said Laurence, shifting Emilia so he could be closer to his wife. “It’s likely such a regular occurrence that no staff or progeny thought to comment on it.”

“You arranged your visits to the nursery so as not to coincide with mine?” she asked.

“One does not wish to compete with the star attraction,” he said, sniffing.

“Yes, thank you for not overshadowing my visits,” she said.

“I mean you. The sprogs are merely surprised that I’m here outside of my normal visiting hours. Most days when I walk in, they want nothing more than to tell me of Mama,” he said.

“We should resume our tour of the house,” said Julia, signaling with her eyes that they needed to leave.

They bid their farewells and made it a few steps down the hall before Julia pulled Laurence into a spare room.

“Are you intent on showing me the new baby’s room?” Laurence drawled in amusement.

Julia shut the door firmly behind him and tugged at his shirt, disarranging his neckcloth.

“I’m so frustrated with you, Laurence!”

He let her crowd against him and vent her feelings on his splendid tailoring.

“And why is that, my darling?”

She plucked at the buttons on his chest, her brows drawn together.

“Because now I want you!” she exclaimed, the words erupting despite her instincts for self-preservation.

Laurence shrugged off his jacket and moved to pull off his braces. “Fortunately, that’s something you can order up on a tray at any time.”

Julia didn’t resist — thank the heavens or whatever remaining deity he’d not pissed off — and she hiked up her skirts with the efficiency of a can-can dancer looking for a new patron.

She tore at the front of his trousers and only paused her furious work when she heard a ripping sound.

“Darling, did you seek to tear off my pants?” asked Laurence with a delighted smile. “Are you so hot to make our new baby that you plan to rent my clothes?”

“Oh, you are impossible,” she said, reaching into her husband’s torn trousers to feel his heavy and interested cock within his drawers.

“Are you wearing underthings?” he asked, nipping at her earlobe.

“Of course I wore undergarments to visit the children,” she said. “We’re not all libertines!”

“Who is this we you speak of, my dear? For just last night I saw you take nearly half a dozen masked men’s cocks in your various holes—”

“Laurence,” she hissed, gripping his cock more firmly to shut him up.

“Oh, you think that will work? I happen to like a strong hold.”

She released him with a huff. “Get it out,” she said.

“But you were doing such a good job.”

“You reminded me that I need to get my drawers off. We must think of efficiency, as my ancestors did when starting their factories,” she said.

“Don’t be too efficient, Jules. Show me the progress your drawers make as they slide down your legs.”

Julia tossed her skirts up in the back, and Laurence caught them. She was leaning forward, her sweet arse on display, now clothed by the black silk drawers supplied recently by Madame Eugénie. She grabbed one side and let the garment slide down her legs until she was leaning forward with a bare cunt on display.

“Grab the doorknob,” said Laurence, his voice suddenly rough.

Julia swung around and sought the knob, which steadied her as she bent at the waist.

“I’m going to feed my cock into you now,” he said. “If it’s too much or hurts after last night’s festivities, I need you to tell me.”

“Do it,” she said, arching her back more in anticipation of being filled.

He lined himself up behind Julia and slowly fed himself into her tight clasp.

“Funny that you should want to rip my cock violently from its warm nest when you’re reminded of the chief benefits of our coupling,” he said right into her ear as he bent over her and drove himself in and out.

“Orgasms?” she asked.

“You claimed those to be absent until just recently,” he responded. “I meant our delightful children.”

“Laurence, if you talk about the children while you’re inside of me, I’m going to work in my greenhouse and leave you here with a stiff cock.”

“Fair enough, darling, but what of our hypothetical future children?” he reached a hand around to support her lower belly.

“We are not rushing into making a baby!” she said, exasperated.

“Ahh, but I am very open to making a new baby very slowly indeed,” he said, slowing his strokes.

“You know that’s not what I meant.”

“A man can hope,” he said.

“I’ve been a woman hoping for years, and this sudden sea change is quite jarring.”

Laurence pulled out of his wife and turned her around so that her back rested against the door. He placed his hands on either side of her face and studied the haunted expression in her eyes that she’d tried to hide from him for so long.

He gathered her skirts and lifted one thigh so it rested over his, then drove himself home again, saying nothing as they adjusted to the intimacy of needing to hold each other while fucking.

“I don’t want to be one of those wives that succumbs to her husband’s pleading and pronouncements of fidelity only to find herself swollen with child yet again and forced to accept that he’s off conducting another affair,” she said, tears glimmering on her lower lashes.

Laurence maintained his pace, but focused his efforts on holding and kissing Julia.

“Nothing that I can say will banish these fears,” he said, taking her hand in his before kissing her palm. “They’re the well-founded observations of a woman that has earned her skepticism.”

He picked up his pace, causing the door to rattle against the frame.

“But I mean to be true to you, Julia. And I see no reason to curtail your amorous activities, not when we both enjoy them so much.”

Her eyes locked with his.

“I mean to prove my devotion to you over time, no matter how long it takes,” he said. “And I think you’ll want a baby made from our blossoming love.”

A tear slipped from Julia’s eye, but she was tentatively smiling.

“No matter how long it takes,” he said before kissing her tenderly, then mercilessly. “I owe you all the time and orgasms in the world, and I plan to serve my time in your service with good cheer.”

Laurence applied his fingers at Julia’s throbbing clitoris and worked her nub in time with his thrusts.

“In the meantime, we can play with an expert in making babies. Would you like that, to pretend to be bred by a stud of the first order?”

Julia broke apart in his arms at his provocative words, her pussy wetter than ever before, as her husband told her what he had in mind.


Chapter 2

“We’re going to put a baby in my wife,” said Laurence conversationally to the man seated at his right.

“Play at putting a baby in me,” said Julia, exasperated as she sipped her champagne and surveyed the restaurant to make sure that they weren’t overheard.

“In that case, Julia, perhaps we should source some health-giving beef broth for you rather than champagne,” said Adam Chevestrer, a self-made mogul of the high street. Julia cast him a frown, which delighted him to no end. In one fraction of a lifetime, he’d gone from being unworthy of the notice of a duchess to close friends with the Astwells and others of their aristocratic class.

What most members of society didn’t know is that Adam raised the capital for his early ventures by serving as a stud for London’s elite in need of heirs. He raised fast capital, they happily raised his babies, and primogeniture lived to see another day. Adam was now one of the wealthiest men in Britain, but he occasionally found time to play stud for the finest families in the land. Julia insisted that the emphasis today was on play.

“Julia doesn’t believe that I plan to be faithful to her now that we’ve declared our love for each other,” said Laurence, his voice rising at the end so that any patrons of the restaurant could hear him clearly.

Julia ducked her head in embarrassment.

“I dare say, is that the Duke of Astwell declaring his love for his wife at Verrey’s?” said Adam in an equally loud voice.

She groaned and gathered her skirts, making to leave the establishment.

“Now Julia, I know you’d like to rush home and get the baby started, but we still have the rest of our meal to consume,” said Laurence. “We must think of the health of the child.”

She huffed and sat. “There is no baby’s health to think of, and there will not be a baby if I toss you from the carriage on the way home.”

“You’d like to toss one off in the carriage on the way home?” asked Laurence, deliberately twisting her words. “I could be amenable to that. I just never thought you’d be the type of woman—”

Adam ran a hand up Julia’s forearm to calm her and protect the establishment’s crystal glasses from being lobbed at the Duke’s aquiline nose. He moved his hand up and down her arm, gentling her like one of his thoroughbreds.

He leaned closer to Julia’s ear. “This is how I’m going to stroke the inside of you when we play at breeding.”

“Adam, I don’t think that’s going to do much for me,” she said, watching his hand curiously.

“Figure of speech, my dear,” he said, giving her a friendly peck on the cheek. “What’s this new ring on your finger?”

Julia adjusted the enormous diamond ring from the Astwell jewels Laurence had recently given her as a sign of his regard.

“Just marking my wife,” said Laurence, cutting in. “Can’t have the gents she plays with getting the wrong idea about her husband’s claim.”

Julia twisted the ring on her finger.

“I say, she’s pleased by that, old boy,” said Adam, clapping his friend on the back. “Blushing cheeks, won’t meet our eyes: she likes the sound of that very much.”

Julia downed the rest of her champagne. “I could have taken Thomas and Mariona to this restaurant and had better company,” she said. “You two are a fine pair.”

“And won’t you know it,” said Laurence softly, while signaling for the check. “You’re going to feel every bit of this pair tonight and as many nights as you need until you’re once again making a new Astwell for my nursery.”

“Our nursery,” she replied, as possessive of her children as any mother in the animal kingdom.

The trio sallied forth from the restaurant into the waiting ducal carriage, where the men took seats side by side on the rear-facing bench. Julia sat alone, quiet, while they shared tales of recent horse acquisitions and races. Was this supposed to get her hot and wanting? The results from Epsom Derby?

She huffed and adjusted her position on the bench. The men carried on with their chatter, leaving her feeling quite forgotten. She’d had enough of that!

Resolving to grab their attention come hell or high water, Julia hiked up her skirts.

They continued previewing the Royal Ascot and the chances of a British Thoroughbred named Bend Or. This would never do. Once they got into odds, she was never getting bent over or wet.

Julia slowly opened her thighs and let her hand rest on the place where the top of her stocking met bare skin.

The conversation stopped.

“Jules,” said Laurence with a pained voice, “tell me you’re wearing drawers under there.”

Adam shifted on the seat next to him, letting his thighs spread open as his cock swelled in his trousers.

Lifting her silk dress slowly so that the sound of every rustle rolled over Laurence pleasurably, Julia drew up her skirts.

“Is she…?” asked Adam.

“Shaved bare,” said Laurence, palming his cock over his trousers. “My valet does it for us.”

Adam bit the soft part of his hand between the thumb and index finger, not daring to put a hand to his cock.

“Julia, if you show us your pretty pussy so far from the house, how will we have any seed left for your womb?” asked Laurence.

“I suppose you’ll just have to work very hard to maintain control of yourselves,” she said, allowing her hand to drift to her core.

“Are you asking to be bred in the carriage, my love?” asked Laurence.

“I find I’ve rather come to enjoy your attention,” she said. “So give it to me.”

Laurence switched benches and slid next to his wife while nodding his head to show that Adam could take the space on the other side of her.

“Why don’t you open your bodice a bit and show Adam those little marks I left on your bubbies,” he said.

“You weren’t supposed to make marks,” she ground out.

“Yes, but I was feeling so possessive after seeing you with the Grand Bucks that I got carried away. Oops.”

“Infuriating man,” she said fondly. “How could you be possessive when you share so well?”

“A paradox that even I can’t explain,” he said, wrapping his hand around her face and pulling her in for a kiss.

Adam slid his kidskin-gloved hand into Julia’s opened bodice, where he proceeded to grope her breast roughly.

“What if I add marks of my own?” asked Adam, whispering into Julia’s ear. She shuddered in response, leaning against his solid chest.

“No marks,” said Laurence as he watched Adam palming Julia’s breast with interest.

“No marks, but you’ll let me put a baby in your wife? I like the way you operate, my friend,” said Adam good naturedly.

“Sadly, we’re only going to play at breeding my Duchess,” said Laurence.

“When you see what’s in store, I hardly think you’ll be sad,” said Adam.

As the carriage slowed in front of the ducal townhouse, Julia frantically rearranged her bodice and skirts before the door could open and expose her as a woman finally getting every need met.

She stepped out with the help of both Laurence and Adam — really, they were being too much — and she shook off their attempts to carry her in the house.

She led the way to the ducal apartments and paused outside the entrances, unsure of which side to enter.

“Yours, I think,” interjected Laurence. “My side is for us to enjoy alone.”

Her heart soared at his wish to keep some aspect of their lives private. What if they were falling in love together, after all?

Julia pushed the door open, and the men crowded in after her. Laurence pulled her towards his armchair near the fire and Adam brought up the rear, where he was already tossing up her skirts.

Laurence slid into the seat and directed his wife’s hands to the armchair, where he supported her as she bent over at Adam’s instigation.

“How does she look?” asked Laurence, smug and aware that Julia’s cunt from that angle, from any angle, was a rare treat to behold.

“Ungh,” said Adam, making a noise before diving in to suck Julia’s pussy from behind.

Julia cried out in surprise and pleasure while gripping the arms of the chair harder as Adam drove his tongue into her.

“You’re a good girl, Julia Balistarius, for letting a sad bachelor get a taste of your pretty cunny. We must think of the needs of those less fortunate than us.”

Julia laughed, and her eyes connected with Laurence’s soft gaze.

“You are a pretty little thing, aren’t you?” asked Laurence, running his thumb over her lips.

She opened her mouth and took Laurence’s thumb inside, sucking on it eagerly.

“You want something to suck on?” he asked, moving his hips to show off his hard cock.

“But I thought you were saving up your seed to put a baby in me?” she asked innocently.

Laurence groaned, reaching down to open his fly. “I’ll make more. Trust me, I can make more for you.”

Adam worked his tongue into Julia’s channel and she hung her head as pleasure washed over her.

“See, you’re drawn to it, getting closer all the time,” said Laurence, not pulling out his cock, just letting his trousers stay open suggestively near Julia’s face.

“I suppose I owe you a little lick for arranging today’s entertainment,” she said.

“Yes, a little lick, followed by a suck, and then a small trip into your thro—”

Julia withdrew his cock and sucked on it eagerly to curtail his babbling.

“Oh,” said Laurence, placing his arms over Julia’s where they gripped the chair.

From behind, Adam lifted Julia’s thigh slightly so he could work himself over her nub more effectively. She was balancing more on one leg than the other, and huffed little cries around Laurence’s cock as she bobbed in his lap.

Laurence smoothed the hairs that had dislodged from their debauchery and helped her set a delectable pace.

“Have I mentioned that you are a dream, wife?” asked Laurence.

Julia hummed in response.

“I need to unload in her,” reported Adam from the floor. “If it takes much longer, I won’t be able to control where that spend is headed.”

“Are you ready to be bred, my love?” asked Laurence.

Julia emitted a small growl, despite her mouth being filled.

Laurence laughed and helped direct her head up from his cock.

“Play at being bred,” he said, before kissing her sweetly on the lips.


Chapter 3

There was a scratch at the door.

Julia grabbed her bodice and her eyes flew to her husband’s.

“I asked Makeblythe to come and assist with undressing you,” he said.

Julia relaxed immediately. Her trusted lady’s maid was the soul of discretion and would prevent bothersome rips to her bodice or stains of illicit origin on her skirts.

Makeblythe entered the room and rushed to Julia’s side, ignoring the men as she sought to please her mistress. Adam and Laurence watched as the maid led Julia to the center of the room. Once there, they quickly stripped her of her garments, leaving her only in her stockings.

“Leave those on,” said Laurence and Adam simultaneously when Makeblythe started to remove them.

They chuckled and clasped hands with each other, watching the women together like audience members at a show.

“Makeblythe and Julia sometimes like to play games,” said Laurence.

“What games?” responded Adam, cupping his clothed cock as he surveyed Julia’s naked form.

“Yes, Julia, what games?” asked Laurence, surveying the women.

“Makeblythe and I merely ensure that my body is prepared for any and all eventualities,” said Julia.

“Makeblythe sticks toys in Julia and licks her pussy,” translated Laurence.

“The items are not toys. They’re medical implements supplied by my doctor. And Makeblythe merely helps with the lubrication in the affected area.”

“She licks my wife’s pussy a lot,” said Laurence to his friend.

“Licking pussy? She puts her tongue on a cat. Do I have that right?” asked Adam loudly. “If I’m wrong, I’d certainly appreciate a demonstration.”

Makeblythe trailed her hand up Julia’s thigh and the women gathered close to exchange a few words.

Laurence reached out and put a hand on Adam’s forearm. “When they look at each other like that, we’re about to get quite a show.”

Makeblythe nodded and departed for the dressing room. When she returned, she held in her hand a glass implement of considerable size.

“Don’t tell me,” said Adam, groaning with pleasure.

“My wife has been working hard indeed. You’re in for quite a treat.”

“She’s about to be worked hard by that monster. What does it feel like sliding in after she’s been fucked by that?”

Laurence had to look away for fear of being overcome and soiling his trousers. “Closest thing to heaven. Feels like she’s been used by all and sundry. Wet, too, just a mess. God, I love that woman.”

Makeblythe had Julia spread out on the bed and was playing with her cunny lips while plying her with kitten licks to the nub periodically.

“How’s Julia going to take that big—”

“Oh, you’ll see,” said Laurence. “She’ll swallow it right up once she’s wet enough.”

Adam turned away from the scene on the bed to collect himself. Makeblythe the maid had a plump, comely figure, and her full bum was wiggling in the air as she worked on the Duchess. She reminded Adam of the women he’d encountered in service who had strong, hale bodies and lusty appetites to match. What he wouldn’t give to toss up her skirts and roger her senseless.

“Laur,” moaned Julia from the bed, causing her husband to rush to her side. He clasped her hand.

“What is it, my love? Are you unwell?”

“I just wanted you to supervise the insertion of the glass medical implement,” she said.

“Nothing would please me more, Jules,” he said against her temple before grabbing the glass phallus. “This diletto is quite something. Do you know something about what Adam keeps in his trousers that I don’t?”

Julia smiled. “I thought to prepare myself to accept two cocks. At the same time.”

Laurence dropped his head to the bed and shook with laughter. “And to think, I once thought you were a prim miss. What a fool I was.”

Makeblythe was sucking Julia more lustily now, her lips and tongue working over her pussy as Julia played with her own nipples.

“Adam, watch her take this false cock, see how much she wants to be bred.”

“Medical implement,” Julia sniffed.

“I’ll implement something in you that requires medical attention,” said Laurence, then paused. “That doesn’t sound nice at all. I meant a baby.”

Julia groaned. “I realized what you meant. And there’s no need for medical intervention because there will not be a baby!”

“Shall we show Adam and Makeblythe how we play doctor? You know as well as I do we can play that, too.”

Julia covered her eyes, humiliated that their secret play was being shared widely, but also feeling hotter and wetter at the idea of bringing Adam and her lady’s maid into the pantomime. “Get the egg,” she whispered to Laurence despite her misgivings.

He hopped up from the bed, suddenly full of energy, and opened the drawer next to Julia’s bed. From it, he withdrew a large glass egg, somewhat larger than that of the largest chicken egg.

Laurence showed the medical implement to Makeblythe and Adam, then moved it down to where Julia’s wet cunt was waiting to accept it. Laurence spotted Adam slipping his hand under Makeblythe’s skirts and smiled to himself: his friend was just the sort of libertine welcome in this house.

Laurence fitted the egg to Julia’s entrance and pushed it into her channel.

“Ooh,” she said, accepting it.

“See how her belly swells?” asked Laurence, gesturing to Julia’s flat midsection. “Swell a bit, if you don’t mind, darling.”

Julia huffed, but pushed her belly out to play their game.

“Beautiful, a mother heavy with child,” he said. “Let me hear the baby is well.”

He leaned down and put his ear to Julia’s stomach while rubbing his fingers through her nether lips.

“In perfect health. The child is due any minute. And her breasts,” said Laurence, plucking at his wife’s nipples and causing a bit of milk to leak, “are full for my baby.”

Makeblythe slumped against Adam as his hand worked faster under her skirts.

“What’s that?” said Laurence. “It’s time for the baby to arrive? Show them how you push it out, darling.”

“Laurence, I can’t do that,” whispered Julia, embarrassed to have their private play exposed to friends.

“But they want to see you perform a miracle,” he said, rubbing her once-again flat stomach. “If we can’t breed you in truth, we should get to play at it.”

Julia surveyed his pouting mouth and felt her own desire to open her body and their lives to their friends.

“Hoo hoo,” said Julia softly, pantomiming the breaths she released when laboring.

Laurence put his head between her legs and surveyed the progress. “Almost there. Adam, you should see how close we are to meeting your baby.”

Adam looked over at Julia while continuing to finger Makeblythe, watching as the Duchess twisted and turned on the bed as if actually laboring.

“It’s crowning,” said Laurence, feeling the place where her channel stretched to allow the egg to pass. He trailed a fingertip over Julia’s nub and she exploded, forcing the glass egg out onto the bed.

“My best hen, a real prize layer,” said Laurence, roughly opening his trousers and removing his cock. “I can’t wait another moment to get inside you, love.”

He plunged into his wife, then held still for a moment, his eyes closed, as he sought to regain control of himself.

“Are you so hot to breed me that you’re going to come fast?” asked Julia, cinching her inner muscles around him.

“Fuck, wife, you need to let me have some chance of not disgracing myself.”

“But Adam is here to make up for anything you can’t provide,” said Julia innocently. “Should you fail to bring me to paroxysm, he’ll step in and act as stud to make sure I’m properly bred.”

Laurence hung his head as he summoned the self-control to move without unloading his seed. Slowly, he withdrew from her cunt.

“What are you doing?” she asked, genuinely surprised by his actions.

He took up the glass diletto. “I’m going to stretch your cunny and make you come so enthusiastically that if I cannot maintain control of my cock, you’ll be so worn out from orgasms that you won’t realize my failures.”

Julia drew his face close to hers. “I happen to like your loss of control now that you pay so much attention to my pleasure.”

“Really?”

“It makes me feel powerful to extract your orgasm from you despite your battle for control,” she said.

“In that case, my darling, I’ll get back in,” he said, while reinserting his cock.

Behind them, Adam had Makeblythe bent over with her drawers at her ankles. He was thrusting his cock through her nether lips, not entering, merely running it back and forth, allowing the head to catch on her clitoris pleasurably.

“I suppose I should ask your given name since I’m one slip from filling your little cunny,” said Adam.

The lady’s maid giggled and whispered something into his ear. Adam nodded, tucking that morsel away for later.

“Do you enjoy watching your master and mistress play?” Adam asked while sliding his hands into her bodice. Full fucking tits, just the thing he liked to match a ripe, shaking ass. She was a treat.

“I like to watch, but what I like most is to play with them. With her,” said Makeblythe.

“If I let you on that bed right now, what would you do first?” he asked, fighting the urge to plunge himself inside of Julia’s luscious maid.

“Lick my mistress’s cunny,” said Makeblythe, desire clear in her voice. “While the master splits her little hole with that implement.”

“My god, did you get wetter still just telling me that?” he asked. “I suppose you should go ask permission and apply yourself to Her Grace’s needs.”

Makeblythe found her footing and quickly approached the bed.

“Your cunny, Your Grace?” asked Makeblythe, their routine firmly established by now.

Julia gestured her closer to the place where Laurence was struggling to delay his orgasm. The maid leaned down and applied her tongue to the places Laurence’s cock split the Duchess’s cunt.

“Fuck, I’m coming,” said Laurence, unable to resist unloading himself when confronted with the feeling of Julia around his cock and Makeblythe’s expert mouth even glancing against him. He thrust in deep as if to breed his wife and then merely hovered over her body to see her reaction.

“That’s one seed delivered,” she said, kissing his lips.

“One of many tonight, I hope,” he said before pulling out of her.

“I should use the implement to keep the seed inside of Her Grace,” said Makeblythe, taking up the enormous glass phallus and placing it at Julia’s entrance.

“Excellent work,” said Laurence, “and the seed will ease the way for that beast.”

The lady’s maid notched the diletto at Julia’s entrance and waited for a sign that she was ready. Upon exchanging a glance with her mistress, she pressed it in slowly, allowing her to adjust to the length and breadth.

“Oh,” said Julia, feeling almost full to bursting.

Adam returned to fingering Makeblythe as he watched the women play on the bed. He was going to need to unload somewhere soon.

“Can I stick my cock in you?” he whispered into Makeblythe’s ear, suddenly enamored with the idea of fucking two beautiful women tonight.

“I’ve never…” she trailed off, returning her attention to Julia when she cried out.

Oh, this lusty lass wanted to play virgin, did she? Adam’s cock was fit to burst at the thought of even pretending to plow for the first time that pudgy little cunt he’d been so happily fingering tonight.

“I need in somewhere,” said Adam, gripping the base of his cock.

Makeblythe removed the diletto, and all three parties on the bed regarded Julia’s stretched hole.

“Fuck,” said Adam, plunging in and riding Julia hard. Laurence sat back and watched, languidly playing with his wife’s nipples.

Makeblythe licked her lips and boldly lowered herself to Julia’s nub, which she sucked until feeling a gentle hand at her nape. Adam was directing her to where his cock spread Julia’s nether lips and she happily moved down to bathe them with her skilled tongue.

“Goddamn, Lucy!” cried Adam as he poured himself deep into Julia’s grasping cunt.

“Who the fuck is Lucy?” Laurence muttered, looking around the room.

“It’s Makeblythe’s given name, darling,” said Julia softly, regarding the pair in the middle of the bed speculatively.

Laurence took up the diletto and inserted it once more into Julia’s sloppy cunt. He moved it around playfully when he realized she was so wet that the implement caused it to make noise when agitated.

He played happily, humming a little tune as he played his wife until he hit upon some part of her that was more sensitive than the rest.

“There, there,” she said, tightening suddenly.

Laurence’s gaze suddenly sharpened, and he applied himself to finding that spot on the front wall of her cunt over and over.

“Oh no,” Julia moaned, “no.”

“Should I stop darling?”

“No, I just feel so, oh no.”

“What is it, my love?”

“I feel like I’m going to burst,” she said.

“Yes, that’s the idea,” said Laurence.

“No, not in paroxysm, but…I feel like I might make water!”

He growled and kept thrusting, liking the idea of her squirting in front of an audience thanks to his ministrations.

“Laurence, no, I’d feel so humiliated,” she cried, tears forming in her eyes.

He immediately stopped, realizing that she was serious about not wanting to ejaculate in front of their friends.

He gathered her close, his words for her ears alone. “I won’t heap humiliation upon you any longer, but should you feel you want to show Adam and…Lucy how wet you can get, please don’t let shame hold you back, my love. Your body makes beautiful things.”

Julia nuzzled into his neck, rubbing the nascent tears into his skin until she felt better.

“Come inside me?” she asked.

Laurence stretched out on the bed next to his wife, his head resting on one of her pillows. It smelled faintly of her hair, though it had been some time since she’d slept anywhere but his bed. No wonder she was still concerned about his plan to stay faithful to her and his resolve to never humiliate her again: it hadn’t been enough time for the bedclothes to air out from the scent of her unsatisfied, unhappily in love body.

“Come, my love,” directing her up to sit upon his rigid cock.

Julia lifted herself and lowered with ease, her body having become stronger from all the hard use and Laurence’s tender care.

The couple faced each other and Julia allowed herself to collapse on Laurence’s chest temporarily. He wrapped his powerful arms around her and hummed the tune from earlier.

“What’s that song?” she asked.

“Just a ditty about a pretty baby,” he replied, smiling when she rolled her eyes at him.

Julia lifted herself on his cock and let herself slide down his shaft.

“Oh, that’s a good girl,” said Laurence, grasping her arse cheeks to help guide her movements. “Where do you want Adam?”

“In my…”

“Say it, my girl.”

“In my pussy,” she breathed. “I want both of you to play at breeding me at the same time.”

Laurence shifted her arse up and down faster, heated beyond words at his wife’s lusty demands.

“Adam,” said Laurence to his friend, currently pressed against Makeblythe. The mogul kissed Lucy’s neck and seemed to extract a promise from her before he tapped her on the arse and she scurried off from the room.

“You seem to be making several conquests today,” said the Duke, impressed at his friend’s ability to entertain both mistress and maid at the same time.

“You’ve a loyal and beautiful maid, Your Grace,” said Adam, approaching the bed with his heavy cock in hand. He cupped his balls while surveying where Laurence was entering the Duchess.

“You want me in there? Sure I can fit?” asked Adam.

“We’ll make it fit,” said Laurence, spreading Julia’s arse cheeks to show off her penetrated cunt. Laurence slid in and out and Julia, wrapped in his arms, just had to take him.

“Never while running errands for slop and a bit of bread did I imagine I would one day share a hole with a duke.”

“I’m glad your childhood shielded you enough to not have that thought in your mind,” replied Laurence.

Adam lined himself up with the small gap in Julia’s cunt that Laurence didn’t currently occupy and slowly eased himself in.

Julia let out a small cry as she was stretched to her limit.

“Oh, that’s the stuff that dreams are made of,” said Adam, watching his cock spear Julia alongside Laurence’s. “A tight fit.”

“Then a nice, loose hole when I take you alone,” said Laurence into Julia’s ear, causing her to shudder with pleasure at the memory of their sloppy fucking following her night with the Grand Bucks.

“Lucy turned my furnace so high that I’m struggling to hold on in this soft, wet cunt,” said Adam, aware that aristocratic ladies liked nothing more than rough talk from the lads they paid to service them.

Laurence felt for Julia’s nipples, which she was rubbing against his chest. He took her breasts in hand, as best as possible, and bucked his hips to keep driving his wife towards orgasm.

“Which of us do you think is going to deliver the load that makes the baby?” asked Laurence, feeling her grip around him at his filthy words. “Or maybe you’re going to get bred twice over tonight and give me twins.”

Julia panted at his words, knowing that she wouldn’t fall pregnant because of the precautionary measures she had taken this afternoon, but hotter than a blast furnace all the same.

“Adam, how does she feel?” asked Laurence, eager to gauge if his friend was as close to spending as he was.

“Fucking tight and wet and like she can take all of my seed,” he said.

Julia moaned and let her head rest against Laurence’s chest as she received their cocks.

“You going to unload a nut in that little hole?” asked Laurence.

“I’m ready to breed a duchess.”

Julia felt herself winding tight.

“You need to grip us now and hold in all of that seed so you can make me a baby. Is your belly ready to receive us?” asked Laurence, moving his hand down to her lower stomach.

Julia gave a little cry as she felt the first tremor of her orgasm. “Oh!”

Laurence shifted his fingers to her nub, which he rubbed with abandon, now aware that in her crisis, nothing got Julia hotter faster than messy rubbing all over her pussy.

“She’s going to squeeze me to death,” ground out Adam. “I’m going to pump her full now.”

“Open up, darling, we’re putting this baby inside you.”

Julia broke apart at his words and shook violently as the men thrust into her spasming hole. Adam cried out and emptied into Julia, slowing his thrusts, but continuing to penetrate her just to feel on his dick the seed he’d deposited inside of her cunt.

Laurence soon followed, triggered by the sudden wetness in Julia’s channel and knowledge that if they’d taken her unprotected, his seed would currently fight with Adam’s for the chance to impregnate his wife.

Laurence and Julia stared at each other, their breath intermingling, as they recovered from their respective orgasms.

“I should have treated you like this when we really made our babies. Cared for you like this when you carried the sprogs in truth.”

Laurence reached for Julia’s hand and let their wedding rings clink against each other, something he did often when holding her in his arms.

The sound seemed to soothe him and Laurence closed his eyes while memorizing the feel of his wife’s body, sated in his arms.

They barely noticed when Adam pulled out and departed like a man on a mission, their lips meeting sweetly as they drifted further in love, together at last.


Chapter 4

Two years later.

Julia looked up from her breakfast tray, resting alongside Laurence’s matching tray on the enormous ducal bed. He was covertly studying his wife’s nightgown-clad body in the reflection of her egg spoon, but quickly realized he’d been caught leering. He had been caught too often, so he was trying to reduce his obvious ogling.

“Yes, my Duchess?”

Julia smoothed the bedclothes and fiddled with a piece of toast in the rack.

“Emilia is about to turn three years old soon,” she said.

“As she tells us every afternoon at tea,” replied Laurence with a soft smile.

“Yes, but…that means it has been some time since we…changed our marriage.”

“And what fun it has been,” he said, kissing her palm as he reflected on the many adventures they’d had together — and with special guests intended to lavish Julia with the erotic attention she so desired. That they both desired for her. “Each day I thank whatever deity inspired you to demand your pleasure. You’re a marvel, my wife.”

“I suppose what I’m trying to say is…”

Laurence looked into his wife’s eyes, curious about where her desires would lead them next.

“What I wouldn’t give to have you put a baby inside of me again.”

Laurence paused, unable to process her request at first. He placed a large hand on her lower belly.

“Are you sure?” he asked gravely, the fear of things going wrong shooting through him. In the years since their agreement to change the marriage, she’d become more than a wife. She was his best friend and confidante, the person he looked to above all others.

“You’ve given me four of the most delightful children ever to walk this earth, Laurence. I can’t accept the idea that there’s not at least one more that we should make.”

“No doubt they’d be a delightful little thing,” said Laurence, feeling rare tears at the corners of his eyes.

“Are you weeping, darling?” asked Julia, sliding a hand up his cheek in wonder.

“I love you, Julia Balistarius,” he said, hefting the tray from his lap, then removing hers.

“And I love you, Laurence,” she said, purposefully omitting the titles he’d worn like a heavy mantle since childhood.

“You’ve got your pick of studs now that word has quietly spread regarding your charms,” he said.

“And yet I’ve already selected the father of my baby,” she said, shifting her hand to his firm chest. “The stud that has already sired our four children.”

“Have you eaten enough for breakfast?” he asked.

“I suppose so. Why?”

“Because I intend to keep you in bed, filled over and over, until we make this love child you’ve promised me,” he said.

“It might take some time. I’m not as young as I used to be,” she said.

“Neither am I, and all the better,” he growled, crawling onto his wife and insinuating himself between her legs.

“You’re no longer taking the seeds?” he asked.

“I stopped a few days ago,” she replied.

“And you’re fertile?”

“As best as I can tell. You can feel inside my channel yourself to determine whether I’m ready to be bred.”

Laurence closed his eyes as if in pain. Oh, what a minx was his Julia. A perfect, delicious minx that was all his — except for when she wasn’t.

“I’ll just,” he slid his hand up her thigh and let himself tease Julia’s nether lips before inserting two fingers to assess her condition, “feel if you’re ready to receive your stud.”

They both shuddered when Laurence pushed into Julia’s wet channel.

“That certainly feels receptive,” he said.

Laurence grabbed his wife’s tiara, which had been resting on the table next to their bed since they’d returned late last night from a ball. He settled it on her dear head.

“I might treat you like breeding stock, but never forget that you are my duchess.”

Julia pulled him down to her so they could exchange a passionate kiss. He broke away.

“You asked for a stud, and you’re getting one,” he said. “On your knees and grip the headboard like I taught you.”

Julia rushed to comply, feeling the tops of her thighs slippery with her natural lubrication. She felt her channel bloom to make space for her husband’s cock, her breath catching as she felt her pussy swell and expand for him.

Overcome with desire to be filled with Laurence’s seed, Julia hung on to the headboard with her head lower than her hands.

The Duke pressed himself behind her and let his cock tease her cunny from behind.

“I hear you want a baby, Duchess,” he said, adjusting the tiara so it wouldn’t fall from her head.

“That’s right, but only the seed of a duke will do. Do you know a stud that is able to pump ladies full of aristocratic spend?”

“Do I ever,” said Laurence, fitting his cockhead at her entrance and slowly, teasingly pressing in.

“It might take several meetings for your seed to take. Can I count on you to get my belly swollen with your child?”

“I should like nothing better than plowing this cunt until my duchess carries my baby.”

Julia’s muscles went lax as Laurence dragged his cock in and out of her sensitive channel.

Laurence reached down to cup Julia’s breasts, now returned to their usual size after weaning Emilia. “The thought of your breasts full of milk again,” he said, jerking involuntarily as he considered all the ways they could play together this time, “my balls ache for want of filling you.”

Julia brought one hand down from the headboard and placed it over her husband’s. The bands of her wedding rings made a small noise when they clicked against the gold band he now wore proudly.

“I’m sore for want of your seed. Make me swell,” she said.

Laurence picked up the pace, driving into his wife over and over. She received his thrusts like a patient, mounted mare and groaned when she felt his balls slap against her.

“Your breasts won’t be all that swells,” said Laurence, letting his hand trail down to her stomach. “I’m going to fill you with a big baby this time, and you’ll be bursting at the seams.”

“I should hope we might have money to spare for clothes suitable for an expecting mother,” she said with a fond smile.

“No, I want to show off my work to all and sundry. “You’ll be at garden parties with fabric stretched across your growing belly, showing the potency of my seed. Showing that I’m the man that gets to breed you.”

“Sounds uncomfortable,” she said.

“In that case, we’ll take you home and get those tight clothes off,” he said, maintaining a punishing rhythm. “I’ll strip you of your clothes and wash your beautiful body and lead you to your bedroom.”

“My bedroom? Why mine?”

“Because we’ll no doubt be entertaining special guests,” he said. “Once you feel my baby quicken, we can bring in playmates for you. Would you like that?”

“Are you sure?” she said, moaning as he hit a delicious spot. “I’ll be so large with child and ungainly. I doubt any man would want to come near me.”

“Should you feel the urge to play, trust me, plenty of men would love nothing more than to frolic with a lush goddess currently in a breeding state.”

“I hardly think—”

Laurence wrapped his hands around her belly as if she were already pregnant. “Push out.”

“But I’m—”

“No, you’re not pregnant yet, but you will be soon if my seed has anything to say about it. Let’s practice how we’ll play when it comes to pass,” he said.

Julia let her belly expand and pressed it out further.

They both groaned at the feeling of the Duchess’s cunt shifting in response.

“See, this is what your friends will feel when they fuck you while you carry my baby,” he said, his hands still cradling her midsection. “And I’ll be there to ensure that they take proper care of you. They’ll have to be gentle and giving if they want to enjoy the pleasure of fucking my luscious wife.”

Julia grunted at the vision he painted, which was beyond her most erotic longings.

Laurence continued, “They’ll need to keep you wet and spasming if they want access to your precious hole. I’ll want to see you well-used, but still able to make my next baby as hale as the others.”

“Who would you like to see fucking me, darling?” asked Julia as she wound closer to her climax. “The Baron?”

“Not the Baron,” Laurence groaned, his enmity towards that man never quite abating after Julia’s visit to him a few years ago.

“What about the Count?” asked Julia, naming a favorite of the Balistariuses.

“Oh, he’ll get a turn on you, certainly. And Mr. Emelot.”

“And what of Hugh Carnifex?” asked Julia, curious to know how Laurence would respond.

“It seems almost cruel to give Hugh a taste, since a child is what he wants more than anything, but if you both are amenable, we could certainly invite him to the townhouse. You make a beautiful couple.”

“We make a beautiful couple,” she said, regarding where her hand gripped the headboard with Laurence’s over it.

“Spoken like a true duchess.”

“It’s what you made me,” she said, turning her head for a kiss.

“I think you rather made yourself a real duchess,” he said contemplatively.

“There’s something I need you to make me now.”

“What’s that?”

“A mother. Again,” she said, bracing for his increasingly powerful thrusts, knowing that her words would inspire him to a lustful frenzy.

“Fuck, Julia,” said Laurence, shifting to hold her hips and drive into her. “I’d give up every title I’ve ever held just to hold one role.”

“What’s that?”

“Your stud,” he said, reaching down to feel for her nub.

“Are we really going to do this? Make a baby?”

“I absolutely mean to fill you, my love. My balls ache to pour their seed into you.”

Julia arched her back to take her husband deeper. “I need you to shoot deep. Flood my womb with your spend and make me swell.”

Laurence cupped his balls, almost too pained by his own desire to release his seed.

He shifted his fingers to strum Julia’s bud in alternating strokes of firm and soft, then felt her break apart around his cock.

“Oh, that’s it, that’s it,” he said, holding out to make sure his wife experienced every moment of her orgasm. “Take it, take this cock and drag forth my seed.”

“Laurence, Laurence—”

“Head down against the bed. We need you receiving all that I’ve got and storing it to make a baby.”

“It’s so much.”

“I haven’t even started pouring myself into you,” he said, letting her spasms continue as long as possible. “Are you ready to be bred?”

“Yes!”

Laurence finally released his iron control and let his cock spurt ropes of seed into his wife’s wet and welcoming body.

“Do you feel that spend filling your womb with my baby?” he asked. “Hold it in. I want another Balistarius from you.”


Epilogue

“Another Balistarius,” said Dr. Riddle, lifting the screaming newborn as if in celebration.

Laurence buried his face into his wife’s hair, trying to conceal the tears that broke after several hours of her labor.

“A healthy baby boy, he is a marvel,” said the doctor.

Julia turned her face to exchange a soft kiss with her husband.

“We made him,” she said, watching the squealing infant get cleaned by the nurses rushing around the side of the bed.

“We made it,” he whispered back, bringing one trembling hand to smooth her hair.

“I’m so happy to have you with me this time,” she breathed.

“I couldn’t imagine being anywhere else, my love.”

“Would the proud father like to hold the child while Her Grace completes the birthing?” asked Dr. Riddle.

“There’s more?” asked Laurence, aghast that his wife had to endure additional laboring.

“Just a bit longer,” said Julia.

Laurence kissed her brow and settled into his armchair by the fire. A nurse brought him the baby, now wrapped in soft blankets. Laurence received his son gratefully and settled him into the crook of his arm.

“You’ve such a little nose,” said Laurence with wonder, as if he was a father for the first time. “This is my chair. It’s where I sit when your mama brushes her hair and shows off her pretty new clothes for me.”

“Next to us is the fire. You must stay far from that for a very long time. Forever, if I have my say.”

Laurence trailed a finger over the baby’s ears. “I’m so fortunate to have you. To have your mama. You see, I was silly. More than silly. I did many things I now regret.”

Laurence licked his lips.

He continued, “I wasn’t here when your precious siblings were born. I don’t remember where I was, probably mired in drink and smoking cigars with other men from the House of Lords.”

Laurence covered his mouth with his hand, overcome with emotion.

“She’s the best mama, really, and the best wife.”

The baby opened his eyes and surveyed his papa for the first time.

“I’ll never hurt her like that again, and I promise to love her for the rest of my life. You’re my witness, so you’ll have to hold me to it,” said Laurence, lifting the child so he could place a kiss on his precious brow.

* * *

An hour later, Laurence, Julia, and the baby snuggled cozily in the ducal bed while the nurses cleaned the Duchess’s room.

The baby boy rested on Laurence’s chest while they both dozed. Julia ran fingers over her son’s plump little arm and studied his tiny fingers. His skin was gradually fading from angry red and his precious sprouts of hair seemed to be dark like hers.

From the door, a commotion. The older children rushed into the bedroom, excited to see their new sibling.

“Papa! Mama!” exclaimed Emilia. “You got me a baby brother!”

She drew near the baby and her father, who opened his eyes at the commotion.

“Oh, but he looks like a worm,” she said disappointedly. “Could we pick a different one?”

Julia pressed her lips together to hold in a laugh, trying not to encourage her youngest daughter’s quips. Emilia had been quite distraught at the news of an incoming child that would supplant her as the precious baby of the house, and they’d had long conversations to prepare for the new arrival.

“We’re going to keep this one,” said her father sleepily.

Mariona approached the bed and trailed her fingers over the baby’s soft head. “He’s lovely,” she whispered. Julia grasped her eldest daughter’s hand and gave it a squeeze.

Bringing up the rear were Thomas and Richard, currently home from school during the break.

“Come meet your new brother, boys,” said Julia, keen to see her three sons together for the first time.

The lads approached the bed, talking loudly of racehorses in that way men always did when overcome with emotion or uncomfortable with a situation.

“I think Robert the Devil would be a fine name for a little lad, don’t you?” Thomas asked Richard.

“But he’s last year’s winner. Foxhall is a better choice,” replied Richard.

“Are you trying to name my son after winners of the Ascot Gold Cup?” asked Laurence.

Oh, her children were too much. Julia could no longer hold in her laughter and fairly cackled, the relief and exhaustion of the long day washing over her. Even if she never had another day as happy as this one, she’d be a lucky woman indeed.

“You can’t name the new baby after a horse,” explained Laurence. “He already has a name.”

“He does?” replied Julia, a bit surprised that he’d settled on something. They’d discussed the matter endlessly, pouring over the family tree together while he cradled her belly, but they’d never settled on one.

“He does,” said Laurence, his hand resting on the child’s back while looking into her eyes. “It’s a good name, too.”

“He can’t be named after you, Papa. I already have that honor,” said Richard, ever mindful of his status as heir.

Laurence said, “He’s not to be named after me. He’s Julian. He’ll be named for your mother.”

Julia felt her throat constrict with emotion. She never thought their child would be named after her, so Laurence’s gesture hit her even harder.

He continued. “Your wonderful mother.”

Julia sniffed as tears fell from her eyes. Laurence reached into his pocket and offered her his handkerchief.

“She has been more brave than even Wellington at Waterloo. With me, she crossed the Rubicon and seized my heart for her own. I’ll love her until my dying breath.”

Julia landed a peck on her husband’s lips between small sobs.

“Mama, does this mean there’s going to be another baby?” asked Emilia in fear.

The happy, somewhat dazed parents traded a look and resolved — no matter what the future had in store for their nursery — to live happily ever after.

* * *
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