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Chapter 1


London, 1816

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

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

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

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

She knew him.

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

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

Molly was one of those tradesmen.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Great Snoring,” she repeated.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“They complained to the bishop,” he said.

“And what was the substance of their complaint?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He wrapped an arm around her trim waist companionably.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Molly raised her brows at that.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A knock boomed at the door.

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

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

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

“What are you—”

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

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

The door boomed again.

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

She moaned.

“That’s it,” he said softly.

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

Bonnie smiled and took her nipple into his mouth.

“Oh god—” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lift my?” she said, all amazement.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh,” she exhaled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How do I look?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

They broke apart as if surprised by the intrusion.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The Watchman started.

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

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

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

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

“Thank you,” he said.

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2


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

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

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

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

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

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

“You provide the materials,” she said.

“The materials meaning…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You don’t need to—” she said.

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

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

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

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

Bonnie swooped in and kissed her hard on the mouth.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I want to see it,” she whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s it, my girl,” he said.

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

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

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

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

“Reynard!” she exclaimed, shocked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m a bit nervous,” she admitted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How does it feel?” asked Bonnie.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Bonnie, Bonnie, yes, keep—”

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

“Oh—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She made a motion of agreement.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Such men exist?” she asked.

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

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

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

“So the stud would…”

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

“I’m sure he has a fee,” said Molly.

“Leave that concern to me,” said Bonnie.

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How do you feel?” he asked.

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

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

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

She nodded her assent and he flipped the gown open.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Bonnie turned in amazement. “You mean—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” said Bonnie and Molly together.

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

“Oh, he’s not my—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Bonnie whimpered.

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

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

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

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

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

He wiggled. “Do it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How do you feel?” he asked.

“Well fucked,” she replied.

“Sore?”

“In only the best way,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It aids in retaining seed,” he explained.

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

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

“It doesn’t hurt, does it?” he asked.

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

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

The sounds of their coupling were sloppy and slick.

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

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

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

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

“I’d love it,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

She looked at him in shock.

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

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

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

“Oh,” she said, absorbing the information.

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

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

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

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

“Or Lord Edward,” said Bonnie with equanimity.

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

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

“You were seeking me out?” she asked.

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

“Never,” she said. “Fill me.”

He slowly pushed into her pussy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Bonnie paused his strokes.

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

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

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

Bonnie raised a noble brow.

“All of the time,” she confessed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hurts, does it?” he asked her.

She nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ready, my love?” Bonnie asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

THE END
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The Regency Stud Makes a Ménage

The infamous Lord Edward Richard Stone’s name is only whispered among the women of Regency high society... but it’s wailed in bed.

He took a wrong turn just before Waterloo. Now Dick Stone has an empty pocketbook, a lordling’s untouched bride to fill, and some young blades to teach about the wonders of bringing a woman to euphoria.

The way back to the good graces of the ton lies through cold bedrooms — starting with that of newlyweds Maria and Charley Mabbot. Maria should be glowing with pleasure, but Charley spends nights with his dearest pal Jack at the molly house. Can Dick Stone orchestrate a sword crossed ménage so epic it forms a family?

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/DickStone1
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Working Off Her Debt (Matrons I’d Like to Tup Book 1)

A neglected Regency matron uses her body to pay off debt — and enjoys working off every tuppence.

Lady Elena Emelot has reached her limit: her son has lost an enormous sum of money at a gaming hell and her neglectful husband won’t lift a finger to help. That’s not the only way he isn’t lifting a finger, and Elena is left hot, bothered, and desperately in need of a good tup.

The gambling den owner makes Elena an intriguing offer: let him use her ravishing, mature body to satisfy the obligation. But what happens when an industrialist reveals an even larger debt, leaving Elena caught between two powerful men who want to double their pleasure at the same time?

Not to mention the dizzying line of unpaid, rough tradespeople, all eager to be made whole by an aristocratic lady, one after another, until the debts — and Elena — are satisfied.

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/Working

***

His Duchess’s Lovers series

A duke with everything learns just how much he enjoys sharing.

When Julia Balistarius, Duchess of Astwell, declared over breakfast that she planned to take lovers, her cad of a husband Laurence responded in his usual bored manner.

Laurence realizes that an embarrassing public affair could threaten his political career, so he makes Julia an offer: he’ll tutor his wife in how to be the perfect, discreet lover — and he’ll do it while never making demands of her body.

Soon, the Duchess of Astwell is the most popular lady in London, lavished with attention by Laurence’s commanding best friend, entertained by a notorious baron, shared by masked secret society men, and caught between a stud and her own husband. All the while, Laurence’s lust for his wife only grows.

But what happens when all of that sharing makes Laurence realize he wants one thing just for himself: the love of his longtime wife?

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/duchess1
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